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For all of my f riends in Call Centers who have stories enough
for thousands and tens of thousands of books like this one.
You are the Amazon women and men of the working world.
Those who are about to phone, we salute thee!
And for all of my brothers and sisters who are or have been
impoverished and/or homeless, and who know - or need to
know - that our situations do not de ne Who We Are.
You are important and as sacred as anyone else who walks
this earth. Don't let the shame get you; you can rise!
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PART I: When the Bottom Fell Out - or
- My First Call Center Gig
I never meant to go into phone sales. In
fact, I didn't "go"; I fell. Phone Sales.
Customer Service. The fifth ring of hell.
Honestly, the reason for my trippingly
falling myself into phone sales was
something far worse: I had gone
homeless at the far-from-tender age of
56. I had been living in the uberexpensive Bay Area of California when
my partner passed away and I went utterly broke. But helpless? No. Fortunately, I have
the special gifts of being insanely resilient, and consistently insane. See that photo up
there? That's the professional actor side of me in an ad back in the 1990's. Yep, I "selfidentify" as an actor. And a nut. Not afraid to make an ass of myself. I know how to look
for assistance and how to ask for help. I know how to maintain my pride by making sure
that I take responsibility for rebuilding anything that falls down and goes "boom"! Like,
for instance, my life out in Cali.
When the truth was borne in on me that I could no longer pay my rent, I had to do
something to avoid living in my car in the inhospitable streets of the East Bay. I knew I
needed help and I knew I was too old to find a mommy or daddy, so only one thing was
left. I would have to jettison my pride and ask for help to get home. If I was going to be
homeless, I was going to do it in Cincinnati where life is affordable, and I know a
person or two, and people are warmer and closer.
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So I got onto Facebook and told everyone and their brother what was happening. To
prove that I wasn't just mooching, I explained the exact situation I was in. I couldn't sell
my car because I was upside down on my car loan. And I couldn't drive the car home
because I would have had to be hospitalized; I was already walking like a 900-year old
because no doctor would operate on one of my hips that had gone bone-on-bone. I was
in 24x7 pain, even when lying down. So driving home would have been impossible
anyway. This meant I would have to ship the car home. You need a car more than not in
Cincinnati anyway, so if I could figure out how to make it happen, that was going to be
the best of a bad situation. And I had to ship all of my belongings home and I had to get
my cat home with me too. Plus I had to pack and leave within 2 weeks because I
couldn't afford the next month's rent.
I was at the bottom. I would simply have to do my best.
In just two weeks I did the impossible: I packed, I organized, I sold, I gave away, and I
did pretty much all of it by myself. I didn't have time to wallow in my feelings, deep and
overwhelming as they were. I was blown out, traumatized, ashamed, broke and
physically and emotionally broken.
The first person who responded to my pitiful cry for help was a Facebook friend who
sent me $20. I was absolutely stunned that someone would send me money - $20 - to
support my staying alive! The humility was deep, and I cried and cried.
In the weeks that followed, people increasingly came out of the woodwork to help. $5.
$20. a $50 gift certificate to the pet store to buy a carrier, $100 from someone who didn't
want to speak to me but did want to support me. $300 from an old friend who simply
wrote "a girl's gotta eat", and a $550 plane ticket from a high school friend I hadn't been
in contact with for 40 years!
Another friend in Ohio, one that I also hadn't seen since high school, offered me a room,
rent-free, in his 3-story house on the West Side of town, and I jumped at it. He was
incredibly kind to take me in. I owe him pretty much for the rest of my life.
In just that one day, all that had been a traumatic experience of not just the past year,
but the last 12 years, was now emphatically cut away. I was washed up on the beach,
but far less alone. i was living in a house with two other people; what a difference a
flight home makes.
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As soon as I got a new hip I started getting back up on my feet, literally. I started looking
for work.
I'm actually a card-carrying actor - in the union and everything, though that does me no
good financially; I'm not Cate Blanchett, more's the pity. So it makes perfect sense that
when the ad for a job at the biggest professional theatre in the area catches my
attention, I took a serious look!
Oh crap...It's in sales. Oh God. Sales. Subscription Sales over the phone. *gulp* I have
avoided Sales my entire life.
But beggars can't be choosers, as they say, and the woman who is running the thing
tells me she will hire me without even an interview, and I'm like, "Okay, I'm there,"
because - hey - I'm starting over. And I'm homeless. And I'm staying with a friend...
All of this begins a new chapter in my new life. It is one I did not see coming. And it is
helpful in ways I could not have foreseen.
I know my strengths include communication, so how bad could sales be?

Bwahahahahahaha! Yeah... Right.... I was about to find out, up close and personal.
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October 25, 2017 - Ahhh, the Elegance of the
Theatre
This place is a hoot! It's also phone work so it's also terminally boring.
Depends on the day.
Honestly, most often it's both.
Hal sits on my right. He is a theatre
guy in his 60's with very little
emotional lter and he is absolutely
hysterical. He describes Treasure
Island as having "everything but the
ocean" onstage. And in describing
Million Dollar Quartet - a show that
imagines
four
musical
titans
meeting in 1956 at Sun Records in
Memphis, by chance, and having
the greatest jam session in history he says, "I believe it may be a re-creation..." Elvis Presley, Jerry Lee Lewis, Carl
Perkins and Johnny Cash. Uh...yeah, babe, it's a re-creation. It had better be a
recreation!
And then there's Sandy who is hilarious too. Probably 25. She hangs up from
a call and says, "So, the voicemail says, 'Blessings and please leave a
message...unless you're a telemarketer....' [pause] I wonder if that means I
don't get the blessing?"
Maybe you have to be there. Or maybe it's gallows humor. I don't know. But
there is more laughter per capita in that of ce.
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On the right side of me is emotionally lterless Hal. On my left is Charlie.
Ohmygod I just love Charlie. I introduce him to a word game which we
quickly learn to do whenever we can get no customers to answer their
phones; as soon as we start playing, people pick up. I also learn quickly that
he is - damn him - better at this game that I am.
In fact, Charlie is brilliant. He is half yogi, half sustainability expert here, like
the rest of us, a mis t toy sitting in a room so nasty it's a little hard to believe.
The building is downtown, it is old, it has a ghost story attached to it, and this
of ce hasn't been cleaned in the 30 years it's been used for this purpose!
Okay, so maybe not that long, but I sincerely wish I had a photo of that
carpet. There was a spot on it that we all joked was where a dead body had
lain.
Nasty.
There is room for a maximum of maybe 12 people in that room, but there are
rarely even 10. People come and go as they wish - it's that kind of job putting in more hours when they need the cash and when they can bear to
do it.
The windows at the far end of the room look out onto...a wall. If you get up
and look out the window and to the right, you can see something of one of
the downtown streets, but when you're working, you got nothin'.
Institutionally colored walls, the occasional wafting up of smells from a
restaurant along the same street, and no partitions between the callers. The
noise makes you have to put one hand over one ear, and with the other
hand press the headset into your head so you can maybe hear the
customer. A little.
The computer system is DOS, so no Windows, sorry. During the two seasons
that I worked there, a part of the bathroom ceiling fell down, and one night
one of the young women went into the bathroom, leaned on one of the
sinks, and the entire thing crashed to the oor. Crazy place.

Call Center Crazy
Page 9

Call Center Crazy

But from the rst I nd that I am loving all of these people. They are bringing
a sense of stability into my currently unstable existence. And they're
bringing laughter and warmth. What could be better? I mean, I really am
fascinated by people, and this is a place to study character, no lie.
There's Sandy's roommate, Betty, who has the kind of gorgeous physique all
young women are supposed to want, and I can see that even with that
social bonus under her belt, she doesn't feel particularly great about herself.
Still, she knows how to laugh and smile, and she's as bright and brilliant as
Sandy is. The two of them together are kind of a bubbly tonic.
And there's Julie, who's married to a man - also working there - who has a
black-and-white arm tattoo that I yearn to color in with markers; he declines.
Julie used to work for a talent agency and now she has a license that will
allow her to coach people who are addicted. But she can't use that license
until she nds the rst job. So here she is in this room full of mis ts.
There's Katie. too, who I don't know at all, but who is both reserved, and
giving. She's a serious lover of coffee, and if you need help, she's there. In fact,
during my second season, she will be the person who will help me get back
into an apartment. She and Julie sit two tables away from me, so I don't get
to spend as much time with them as I do with the others.
Then there's Donna and Lois, who have both been doing this crazy shit for a
very very long time. Years and years and years! Yeah. Decades! One of the
perks is that you go to the theatre for free, so maybe that's the pull. Or
maybe it's the camaraderie of the of ce.
And then, somehow, there's me, fallen on hard times and into something it
turns out I'm good at. One of my calls lasts about 40 minutes while I talk to
this man I don't know about all kinds of things - it's what ends up happening
when people talk with me - and we're laughing and carrying on, and I'm
selling him all kinds of subscription packages. And when I get off of the call, I
look up and everyone in the room is staring at me.
One of them says, "So when are you two going on a date???"
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I become known for being able to create relationship easily on the phones,
which quickly makes me one of the top two earners, and therefore the
mercenary darling of Liza, our slightly crazy and very caring manager.
Liza consistently talks over top of everything when you're on a call, telling
you what you should say, and honest to God I can't hear shit because
between her, and the person I'm talking to, and the other seven people in
the room, it's too much. so I just focus on what the person on the other end
of the phone is saying to me, and hope that the fucking phone keeps
working, because oh God the irony is that when we have 8 people in the
room on the phones. talking, the phones stop operating properly and it's
just too hard to hear...for the person on the other end. We ALL hear from
them. "I can't hear you! You're breaking up!" And can I tell you how often that
is happening when we're taking an order?????
It's fairly epic.
And so far, nothing has been done about these crazy phones.
A telemarketing business with bad phones. Sounds like the start of a bad
joke.
Please. Somebody try and explain this to me. No. On second thought, fuggit.
Just get them xed!
Crazy. Hilarious. Stupid. Amusing. And easy work, and work I'm really super
good at!
Go gure. I'm a saleswoman...
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October 20, 2017 - Humanity on the Streets
I take the bus to and from work. It's cheaper. It's easier. It's also a bit of an
adventure at night. But because I am surrendered to this new normal of
mine - of not spending one more penny than I have to, of shopping for food
at the Dollar Tree, of making sure I can pay my monthly car payment so I am
not stranded - I do it. I nd my ful llment in watching the people around me
and appreciating who they are, and what this part of the community in our
country is all about, seeing as I am one of them now.

I actually nd fascination and beauty in so many, many places, people, and
stories. It helps alleviate the shame I feel that I have put myself in this
situation.
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So I'm waiting for a bus. 9:40PM, downtown Cincinnati, corner of 6th and
Race. Downtown doesn't feel as frightening to me, now that I've been at this
bus stop many times, in the dark. Some now-familiar people are waiting,
some are walking by. The seeming wealthy - or comfortable - in their nice
suits walk by, on their cell phones, trying to look important, but just looking
scared to be around these poor people.
The drunk man waits silently on one of the two benches. He breaks his
silence and says hello to me. I don't want to talk tonight - I'm feeling beaten
up by my day - so I say hello and keep walking. I head across the street to
Walgreen's to wander the aisles for 5 minutes. Killing time until the bus
comes.
I go back outside and wait on the corner for the last bus. The elderly
homeless woman who is a bag of bones pushes her equally homeless elderly
sister in her wheelchair and tilts her head at me in the universal sign of
harmlessness and begging, and asks me for money. I haven't any to give her.
I share a short honest conversation with her and she says, "May you not be
homeless. " I hug her. We hug for some time and I give her a kiss and I say
into her ear, "May we both rise." Compassion and mutual care has happened
on a "scary " street corner.
The bus comes and the bus driver says, "Gute Nacht," because he's teaching
himself German. "Gute Nacht," I say in return. When I see him on the
morning bus I say Guten Tag, mein Herr, and he tells me which word he is
learning that day. The young white woman who talks like a black woman
and who takes the same Friday morning bus I do gets on board with her
husband and she talks with her friend and her friend's beautiful baby. All
tired. All working. All people, not statistics. Not worthless. And strong.
Stronger than anyone I've ever met. Just keeping going.

Call Center Crazy
Page 13

Call Center Crazy

Mr. Christ - October 21, 2017
I focus on spirituality to try to make
sense of my life. It helps.
I have nowhere to go for some fun
because I don't have the money to
do more than go somewhere very
close to home and maybe have one
ve-dollar beer. So I spend a lot of
time cogitating, and painting.
And on this particular Saturday, I'm
thinking about spiritual things, and
most particularly about one of my
favorite teachers: Joel S. Goldsmith.
Joel S. Goldsmith understood that
God is a principle, an "It" that can't
be limited by our de nitions,
numerous as they are. His work
gives me support in these tough
times.
Joel understood this God-principle thing through direct experience. His
writings and teachings are diamond-bright. I read some of them years ago
and found them compelling but not entirely something I could swallow
whole. Still, the writings felt like clarity to me, and until I moved back to Ohio,
I read a few pages from the books pretty much daily before my meditation.
Now the books are packed up in boxes. Recently, though, I found a giveaway
book in a metaphysical bookstore that tells the story of his life and
illuminations, and I have discovered that Joel is on YouTube too.
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When he speaks of the Christ, he isn't speaking of Jesus, and he isn't NOT
speaking of Jesus. Jesus lived the Christ being that lives us all (hey, even
Jesus said so: those things that I do you shall do, and so forth?). To quote, I
believe, Michael Beckwith of the Agape church, it's not like Christ was Jesus's
last name. He wasn't "Mr. Christ." (That always makes me laugh.) He was the
Christ Principle.
Joel wanted, from his 30's, to understand Truth-with-a-capital-T. He wanted
to know the presence that is always right here, right now; wanting to prove
it through his own experience. Which he did. He had awakenings. He did not
become so enlightened that he took to a cave to meditate; nor did he
become so enlightened that he didn't experience lack or confusion, or any of
the other human experiences we share.
Anyway, to read his works is to be challenged, or ticked off, or confused, or
wowed, or enlightened, or all of the above. But most of all, I believe they are
fascinating. And for me, they are grounding. To have spirituality be
grounding is, for me, a truly immeasurable gift. The following story is one of
Joel's diamond-bright pieces of wisdom. He tells a Jewish congregation that
what they are missing, the Christian congregations are missing as well. I
believe that Joel didn't miss it at all. And that he was insanely courageous in
the service to speaking extraordinarily big, earth-shattering, and life-andearth-rebuilding, truths.
Here is a marvelous story of how he abbergasted and enlightened a Jewish
congregation once upon a time (Joel was Jewish by birth), and decimated
the separation between religions:
"Some of the members of a Hebrew synagogue in California had
witnessed healing and regeneration in the life of one of their
congregationalists, so they invited Joel to address one of their
meetings.
When the chairman introduced Joel to the group, she explained that she had
been told there was something missing in the teaching in this particular
synagogue and she understood that Mr. Goldsmith could explain to them what it
was.
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"Joel stood up and graciously thanked the chairman for the introduction and then
began, 'Yes, I would be very glad to tell you the one thing that is missing: it is the
Christ..' Can you imagine the look on their faces when he said that?
"Then he went on, 'Oh, don't let that startle you. The Christ is missing from your
teaching, but don't feel bad and don't think that you are alone in that. It is also
missing in the Christian teaching. They do not have the Christ either. You, as
Hebrews, do not yet believe that the Christ has come, and you are waiting for the
coming of the Christ or the Messiah. But our Christian friends believe the Christ
was here for thirty-three years and disappeared, and they are waiting for him to
come back. So they are as much without him as you are. Metaphysics forms a
bridge between the Christian and Jewish teachings and explains that both are
wrong because the Christ is here and now. The Christ is the activity of God or the
Spirit of God in your consciousness once you have recognized It, once you
realize what Jesus Christ meant when he said, "Before Abraham was, I am."
"Joel went on talking along this line for almost two and a half hours, telling them
about the Christ. When he had finished, one man in the congregation arose and
said, 'The million dollars that a great philanthropic foundation has just
contributed to the Conference of Christians and Jews should have been given to
you because, as wonderful a work as the Conference is doing, when its
members go home from one of its meetings, the Catholics will still be Catholics,
the Protestants will still be Protestants, and the Jews will still be Jews. But when
we go home tonight, we will go home as the children of God.'
"Joel's attitude was always one of universality. It made little difference to him
whether a person was a Jew or a Gentile, whether he worshipped in a mosque, a
temple, a synagogue, a church, or a metaphysical center. He recognized that in
any one or all of those places it is possible to know God's presence and to
receive God's grace. If the Spirit of the Christ is upon him, what difference does it
make whether a person belongs to an organization or not?"
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PART II: Figgy Pudding (Christmas
Calls at the XYZ Company)
Now that I know this industry is going to keep me from complete poverty - because I
have figured out VERRRRY quickly that no one cares about your age when you're on
the phone, and no one likes doing phone work so the turnover is high - I start looking for
a full-time phone sales job. I find one at XYZ Company. And yes, the name of the
company, as well as all of the people who work there, has been changed to protect the
far from innocent.

My time at XYZ starts with a temporary Christmas gig in rooms full of other people
picking up extra bucks by taking and shipping orders, sitting at long tables, side by
side, trying to hear ourselves talk, trying to keep up with the information about bonuses
and shipping deadlines and supply as best we can. I thought the theatre gig was bad but this really takes the cake: incomplete information, supervisors who aren't trained,
and all of us hip to hip (just like the theatre gig), and about 20-25 of us in one room.
CACOPHONY OF SOUND!
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"This call may be recorded" is for real, too. Managers from different parts of the
company are listening in to see who they want to scoop up to work there full-time
after the holidays.
After the holidays, I end up in loans. I'm answering calls from people who don't know
what APR is, much less what it means to them personally. And by the way, trust me
when I tell you that I am not a financial guru. But I do know what APR is, and what it
does to you when you don't know what it does to you. Been there, done that.
It's heartbreaking that people borrow $300 and end up owing thousands because they
are taking out - and I'm not kidding here - 250% APR loans.
Illegal, you say? Nope. It's not. Which in itself SHOULD be illegal.
But it all starts with Christmas shopping calls. I was employed (yay!), I was working a
seriously weird gig (um, I was going to have to figure out how to do this without losing
my mind), I was still in Sales, and I was still homeless.
I decided to make the adventure itself the point of the whole thing, and to start writing
this crazy stuff down. And that is exactly what I did.

December 17, 2017 – Peace and Joy
Me: Good morning, welcome to
XYZ's, how can I help you?
Angry Southern Woman: I told the
OTHER woman what I wanted,
what the hell I have to tell YOU?
Me: Well yes ma'am, I-
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ASW: Now let's get this straight I want gift #5133, and that other woman
HUNG UP on me and you're gonna get me that gift and make sure my other
orders go through!
Me: Well, ma'am, I'd LIKE to help you but I DO need to nd out who you are
so I CAN help you! [At this job we received calls rather than made them, and
if we didn't have a name on the screen, we needed to ask for it or get dinged
for that oh-so-serious oversight.]
ASW: Harumph! Fine. Well my name is...
...and by the end of the call she's calling me sweetie and honey. Why is THIS
what I'm good at?
But one day I get a call that blows. my. mind. You see, as someone who is
intensely into spirituality for like the last 35 years, and as someone who is
addicted to acting, this call was like the gods were taking pity on me and
bringing my good karma to the fore.

JOHNNY J., MY HOLLYWOOD CONNECTION
What they don't tell you about phone sales is that the good stuff…is the
people. Especially if it’s an incoming call gig, which this is.
Me: Hi, welcome to XYZ's. My name is Lori. How can I help you?
Johnny: Oh my goodness, you sound so warm and friendly! How wonderful!
You know, some people are just crusty - I don't mean to be mean or
anything, but you know how it goes.
Me: Yeah, sometimes people's lives just get to 'em. Some are stronger than
others at dealing with it.
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J: I'm really sensitive to energy, and you have great energy. You know, I've
been practicing meditation for 50 years now under the greatest nondemoninational group under the greatest, wisest teacher of all time, and the
thing is that God is not a concept, it's something you practice. We are all one.
M: [mouth hanging open, thinking "I am SO glad I got this call."]
J: You know, I'm really old. I'm 84. I was in Hollywood back in the day and Kim
Novak was *always* around; I saw her all the time. I can name drop with the
best of 'em, and endlessly, until ya want me to shut up, which my kids often
do. I remember I was in Palm Springs - back then THAT was really the
Hollywood place, where all the stars went and hung out - and I was walking
on the street with my friend, and she suddenly said, "Oh my God! Is that
Elizabeth Taylor???" I looked across the street and there was Liz Taylor, and
she turned around, and I'll tell ya ... her eyes - no other woman EVER will be
as gorgeous, as stunning, as BREATH TAKING as she was. No one. EVER. Her
eyes, they weren't blue, they were violet, and she was - well, so gorgeous she
just didn't even look real!
Me: [hanging on every word]
J: And then there was the time I was in Palm Springs at a restaurant, and
eating at the table nearby were Frank Sinatra, Dean Martin, Sammy Davis, Jr.,
and at a table on the other side was Bob Hope with a few friends...,
Me: Wait, wait! What did you DO in Hollywood?
J: Oh, I was a talent scout.
Mental head slap: Why, oh why was I not there when you were? ...Oh yeah, I
wasn't born yet.]
Me: I am a professional actress, you know. [Ahem.]
J: Are you really?
Me: Yep, SAG-AFTRA
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We went on chatting for QUITE some time until he started saying, "I can't
believe no one has come over to scold you for being on the phone for so
long!" and I said, "Me too!", but I could NOT let this man go, plus he didn't
want to stop talking either. I wanted to jettison the job and just talk to him
all day. It turned out that he lived in Ohio too, and I could have taken down
his information, but that would have been a serious problem. Dammit.
At the end of the call, he strongly suggested I get myself into SelfRealization Fellowship, and kept spelling Yogananda's name (which was, to
me, amusing, given my 30+ years of immersion into Hindu gurus; plus, my
father had taken his studies through the mail). Then Johnny said that his
heart and my heart were one, as were all peoples'. I told him I was bowing to
him with joined palms - and I did in fact put my hands together - and called
him my brother, which he is! I could NOT believe THIS guy had called, and
called ME! Cosmic accident? I don't think so.
If I lived next door to him, I'd be doing the real-life version of the movie
Holiday, where Kate Winslet's character meets Eli Wallach's Hollywood script
writer character and they become friends.
What a damn shame that it's absolutely NOT de rigeur to stalk people you've
met on the phone at work.
JIM B. AND THE PREGNANT GUINESS-DRINKERS
Another man I spoke to is named Jim and I nd out. In the course of our
conversation - because it turns out he's not the Jim I had dialed - that he
shares the same rst and last name as another man who lives just one street
away. Oh my...the other Jim is going to be oh so grateful to me for telling the
rst one where he lives (thanks to "do you live on whatsis street", followed by
his, "no...WAIT A MINUTE! Are you saying there's another Jim B. on whatsis
street in my town????")
In the course of our conversation, Jim tells me - as a result of a conversational
path that makes no reasonable sense whatsoever - that in Ireland, Guinness
beer is given to pregnant women (swear to God!) and to horses.
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I did NOT believe him. I was, honestly, horri ed. But he swears that it is true.
He also swears that Guinness is only 4% alcoholic content or something, in
Ireland, and here in the U.S. it is even less. And he also swears that the reason
it is given - "In small quantities, Lori! I mean, c'mon, it's not like they're giving
them a vat of beer. For the horses a little bit is mixed into their food." ...and
assuming that the pregnant women just party on - is because it is high in
iron content, so it's good for them.
I am giving him a look through the phone, but he can't see it.
This Christmas campaign ends for me tomorrow. YAY! I. can't. wait! Even
though I have to admit I've talked to some cool, COOL people.
I have been scooped up by one of the brands at XYZ - the brand that
provides loans that crush peoples' souls.
I loathe corporate lack of compassion. But I'm most de nitely in that place in
my life where ya gotta do what ya gotta do to keep on going.
I surrender to the next chapter of Customer Service.
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December 29, 2017 – Wolf In Sheep's
Clothing
Control - or the illusion of control - is the last thing we humans let go of, I'm
thinking.
Never did I think I would work in a call center, be a customer service
representative, be a telemarketer. I have now done all of those in the space
of one month. No, more like 3.

To my shock, it has been rewarding in that I have been able to help people
keep their sanity, get explanations and be spoken to as if they are real
human beings. The Big Honkin' Problem for me is that I hate XYZ. The
people are lovely, but the people who own this place are fucked up. They like
to treat everyone and everything like it's a threat. Everyone is infantilized. All
rules are rigid to the point of extinction. No wonder their turnover is so large.
And if you know me, you will know that I want to call them up and tell them
exactly why they're failing, because I am a massive problem-solver, and
honestly if they'd just STOP, they'd solve everyone's problems. Oh, yeah
they're making money, and no mistake. But all business owners who operate
with this level of desperation are in desire, lust, for more, more, MORE! And
that is what kills the thing they're looking for: money.
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I should know; this is a game I know to my detriment. I let my money slowly
drain away in my pursuit of a dream. I didn't have my feet on the ground.
And in their own way, these XYZ people don't have theirs on the ground
either. But try telling them that...
By the way, they pay us $10/hour.
Let that sink in. $10/hour for work that should be more like $25/hour to
START. For work that is emotionally, mentally, psychologically back-breaking.
And they "point" you for things you do "wrong" - which means they take
points off of you which impacts things like income and raises..."little" things
like that. We are "pointed" for being back from break 2 minutes late.
Give me a fucking break.
But this job is a wolf in sheep's clothing to me. It must be. I have applied to a
nancial business for a similar job that pays at least twice as much - and if
they want to interview me, I will for sure go. I will also ght for an evening
position here at XYZ because that gives me $2 more per hour, plus it gives
me time in the morning to work on the business i want to build. Plus I've
spoken brie y with a leader in the company who has not answered my email
about the possibility of my writing a program or two for him, and potentially
leading it, but who does recognize me - or at least seems to - in the hallways.
Also, there is a workout area, and I now have a personal trainer, once I get my
new schedule; his name is Alex, and he is going to help me get better. Yes,
yes.
Wolf in sheep's clothing.
*sigh*
I'm so lucky. My life unfolds according to God's plan - meaning that I am
allowing the energies of high good to be more and more evident within my
own being, and I am trusting them to do my life much better than I ever
have all by myself.
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So...I have much I could complain about, but why bother?
Today I spoke to a successful business friend of mine who asked to speak to
me about some help with advertising for a position they're desperately
trying to ll. and I told her straight up that I want to work for her full-time,
and here's the coolest thing EVER: She said she would like that too, but rst
she needs to build up her business, which is building up and it''s making her
a little nutty because she needs to address all of the suddenly incoming
business, and rst she needs to ll this Directorial position. So...she would like
that too. I said, "We'll get you there." And she said, "Good."
Look at con dent me go!
And I feel like a million fucking dollars.
What wolf? Where? Maybe I'll get out of here soon?
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February 2, 2018 – Two Views
Not gone. One month later...

I am a slave. Or I am a traveler through this land.
Pick one. Must I?
Or can I simply hold both as truth.
In the Call Center, where - Borg-like - we sit (Yes. Star Trek fan here.)...
tethered to headsets,
we are paid but a little and expected of highly.
Who are we?
We are young people and old people.
Good people. Kind people.
Hard workers. Helpful to one another.
People with issues. People with hearts.
People "above" other people. People. "below". Living, breathing cogs in a
system.
We are the backs upon which this billion-dollar company
builds, and maintains, its fortune.
We are those who have no real incentive to remain
other than that of paying rent.
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We are offered
popcorn in cute little popcorn bags one day,
and information about scholastic options on another day.
Whatever we are offered is offered with the languaging of an open and
caring heart,
but a closed wallet, closed mind, and underpayment.
I have been to school.
A lot.
This country is no longer re ective of what one "earns" or "deserves".
Was it ever?
We liked to think so.
Life is not re ective of what one "earns" or "deserves". But we do cling to that
viewpoint.
The many people who make that work are attitudinally rewarded for their
good fortune.
The many people that do not are punished for not (yet) appearing
comfortable.
So who are we, at the call center?
Slaves, most certainly; slaves of a system that asks far too much for far too
little and sees no problem in doing so.
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But we are also travelers through a land that for each of us is of a different
duration.
The call center pays many of my bills, so I am grateful.
But that doesn't make me blind to the toxicity.
Two views, coexistent. That is the reality of life.
That is the reality of my work.
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February 3, 2018 – It’s My Thursday

It's my Thursday.
For the rest of the world, it's Sunday. And it feels like it. Overcast, Rainy. As
though it is dusk all. day. long.
I have my avocado sandwich for lunch, and Whole Food Plant Based food to
take with me if I go out to my friend Tizzy's after work. All I need is coffee, and
they have that for free at work. At least, they have the bad stuff for free. The
other stuff you have to pay for.
I lumber in through the secure doors, past the garbage cans over owing
with empty pizza boxes and detritus left over from Friday night's 11PM crew.
The place is quiet. The carpet needs sweeping. Two women have arrived
before me. They hunch over their desks with looks of profound discontent
on their faces.
I say, "Good morning." They barely look up. They don't smile. "Good morning,"
they drone.
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Jesus. Dead, much?
Coffee in hand, I hit up the computer, boot up the 6 programs I have to have
running for this crazy job as a kind of Financial Guru - talk about ironic! - and I
have a conversation with the 19-year-old woman I trained with. She sits in
the cubicle next to me. Like me, she doesn't understand why these people
pay $10/hour for the depth of the work we do. Like me, she doesn't currently
have any other options.
Our friend, Ralph, comes in. He looks disheveled and very Sunday. I tell him
we have to play Word Duel, a game I taught the other phone-ies I worked
with at The Theatre.
My father would shit himself if he knew I was doing phone work. "For
Chrissake!" he would have said, "I sent you to college!"
And I would have to agree with him. But I also know something he doesn't
know: this ain't unskilled work. Fortunately or unfortunately, he is not here
for me to have to convince.
Anyway, it is time to put on the headset and hit the "Available" setting on
the phone. It's Super Bowl Sunday (who cares?), so we are expecting almost
no one to call. And we are almost right.
But there is the call from the man whose person or his country of origin is
one that thinks women and/or employees are to be ordered about, while I
clearly think he's full of it. I tell him three times that he has to apply online
and I give him the website address. Three times! And three times he says,
"So, you do it," in that linguistic way that leaves you wondering if it's a
question or an order.
I explain some more that he has to do it - it's about privacy and about halting
identity theft, and about making the customer responsible for their own
mistakes and their own information. And he says - GODDAMMIT! - "You do
it!" and I lose my calm and I say, "YOU do it!" Like a meek dog suddenly
changing his tune - standing up on its hind legs and growling - my power
stance takes him by surprise and he backs off. "Oh! I do it?"
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Yeah, dumbass. YOU frickin' do it.
There's also the call from the man who speaks with a thick and marvelous
Southern accent and with a cadence so slow I have to stop myself from
matching it because that rhythm is putting me to sleep. He laughs at his
own jokes every minute or so, and the sound is a little creepy. I am glad
when, after 45 minutes of him talking to himself, and his assuming that I'm
listening closely to his self-deprecating/self-hating "humor", he unexpectedly
loses the call. Thank you, God!
There's the call from the woman who demands to know WHY "we" put her
loan on the pay schedule which doesn't allow her to pay on a preferred dateI
have no idea whatsoever - this is something the computer chooses - but I
do my thing of getting on her emotional side and joining her in exploring
what this system is doing and seeing if I can do anything to make it work for
them.
This works every time but twice in three weeks. It's my special genius, this
communication thing. And I mean "genius". I start calling it "defanging the
customer".
And I make $10/hour. Money got nuthin' to do with your worth, Ms. Lori, I
think to myself.
This thing I call Emotional Linguistics™ is my ace in my back pocket. I even
have a client I use it with, to train her to take the boring out of her talks, and
put the security blanket and authenticity "pop" in. This gift not only allows
me to defang callers with the oh-so-clever way of actually being human and
connective and understanding and warm with people, but it allows me to
get past my own boredom or frustration or whatever, and connect with
people I may want to bash at the start of the conversation, and feel quite
calm and friendly with by the end.
I'm proud of this.
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I'm also fried. Conversations of one hour in length - conversations during
which I have to explain to people who do not know one end of the
computer from another - fry me. Do you know what a browser is? No. Okay,
let me explain. Do you know how to clear your cookies and cache?...What's a
cache? Okay, let me explain. Do you know how to get to your email? No? Let
me put you on hold while I pull out the rest of my hair and after I'm done
screaming I'll talk to you again with extreme patience and calm.
Between calls, I'm working on a cross-stitch project, because we're not
allowed to have pens and paper in case we write down peoples' personal
information, bank information, etc. Therefore, I can't spend time drawing, as I
used to do at the theatre gig.
I believe the company has forgotten one little, tiny aspect of this securityconsciousness, however. We have MS Word on our computers too. I may not
be able to use a piece of paper, but I can write the great American novel on
Word. Ohmygod! I can WRITE when there are no calls coming in! Yay! Oh
happy day! ... oh ... wait a second ...

Shit!
I can't attach my document to an Outlook email, because the site is so
secured it won't allow it.
Back to the book Ralph loaned me. Back to the cross-stitch.
A man calls with a problem: he can't pay on the rst payment date, which he
says is a terrible date for us to have chosen (for the computer to have
chosen, sir). I don't know why the computer does what it does - and was
"trained" to say that we don't know! - and so I put him on hold and go to the
supervisor who then takes a good 8 minutes (!!!!) not just explaining how to
handle it, but how to SAY it to him. Sometimes this is helpful. Most times it's
just too damn long; these people are on HOLD, for Chrissakes!
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Actually, even if we had been trained adequately, this job is a moving target.
It's the saving grace and the frustration of it, both. One is always learning LOVE that - and one is always nding out after the fact that one has just
utterly messed up and then been either shamed or guilted about it by
management - don't care.
I know I'm doing a damn good job, and that I am always doing my very best,
and not because of any "s'posed to's" or "rewards" or whatever, but because I
care that I do my best, and that people get actual good customer service.
At long last, in any case, the day draws to a close. My cross-stitch has made
considerable progress. I have learned a lot. I've made about $60 net - pitiful
but serviceable. And I've made something of my day.
I've helped some people. I've drunk a lot of coffee. I've nished reading a
good book. I've connected with my new, young friends at work. I've learned
more about the job. I've kept my center, my calm, and my newfound sense
of peace.
Life is good...even if it doesn't look like I want it to look. Even if I plan for it to
be different someday, life is okay. And for today, that's enough.
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March 4, 2018 – When People Get Stupid
There's a turning point at the call center. Or maybe it's just me. When you
are hit about the head and emotional shoulders with the attitude, anger,
frustration and downright abuse by people you don't know, and when that
lasts for 8 hours, and you are stretched to your limit. That turning point
happens.
And you just don't care anymore.
No, it's not just me. For most people, this is when one adopts the robotic
voice we're accustomed to on customer service calls:
"HiThisIsJamesThankYouForCallingHowCanIHelpYou?"

The only way I can keep going - and not be robotic - is to focus on what I care
about always, and that's the individual person and what makes them
emotionally tick. So my work is to focus, and to not allow myself to despair
that my life will ever, EVER be different!
Someone should pay me for THAT!
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March 13, 2018 - Two Steps Forward, Three
Steps Back
Any time I focus on what's wrong in my life, I get fucked up.
Any time I focus on moving forward through the darkness, I move forward
through the darkness. Introduce the light into the darkened room, and you
get a lit room. As my spiritual mother, Ammachi, says: when you enter a dark
room, you don't try to push the dark out - you just turn on the light.
So, while the loan crazies I work for actively try to stop me from taking a
position in another department, I focus on moving toward that different area
of the company to some kind of work that will help me make more money
and keep me going and moving forward into my business dreams and plans.
I can tell you that the loan crazies have already stopped two of us from trying
to leave - making the other two wait and wait... a situation which tilts my
fairness setting into rage. *sigh*
Meanwhile, an insider in the management circles breaks her silence and tells
me on the sly that I got the job I was going for, and that that info is being
kept from me "because the loan monsters want you to give your two weeks
instead of just leaving them like you're actually allowed to".
Tell me, how do you give your two weeks if you haven't been of cially
noti ed that you got the other job? You don't. They are playing a mean,
petty game. There is an ugliness here that is born of a whole worldview
based in bullshit and darkness. Not the place I want to be.
So, I start interviewing/looking, for really good jobs that actually suit me and I
keep my promise to myself to keep myself grounded, to keep making
money, and to move forward.
I have never seen a company this badly run. And I worked at the city's worst
advertising agency for a while!!
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Wow.
Onward and upward, Lori. And forward. Turn on the light.

Call Center Crazy
Page 36

Call Center Crazy

March 13, 2018 - Drama Is For the Weak
I don't need the drama that is alive and kicking peoples' asses at XYZ. I
simply want to get on with creating my best life - not expend all energy
holding on to a minimal job with minimal pay.
I am, however, totally aware that just as I used to, there are many MANY
others who think they have to push and jostle one another to get a little bit
of space of the limited amount of space they imagine exists in the world.
My perspective has become very different.
In the last 2-3 years I have cultivated a different pair of "rose-colored glasses".

There is room for everyone and then some. But we do have to invest in
doing our own thing, and not investing our energy in ghting for space.
I'm far more interested in expending my passionate energy on leaning
forward into my strengths and interests and passions. I don't wish to take
the time to argue with people or to play stupid power games that net
nothing for anyone.
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At XYZ, the drama is what they feed on. It is also a place that has its foot on
the neck of just about every single agent there. And the expectations they
hold that people are stupid, or uncaring, are based on a wrong assumption.
The assumption is that these people (and I'm one of "these people") can't do
better for themselves; that they are stupid and therefore unworthy of care.
I offer a different perspective. Perhaps "these people" don't care, because
you don't care for them. You give them $10/hour and say, "Shut up, sit down,
and by the way we want you to be better and better." Well, FUCK you AND
your $10. Shove it where the sun don't shine! You have to pay me better
than that for me to care about being your version of "better". You have
to respect me more in order for me to care.
The caring, my friends, is over.
There is nothing to be gained by caring, you see. Why should I care, for
instance, that if I don't help the campaign do better in its numbers, XYZ will
be charged? Not my problem! If XYZ doesn't give a shit about me, I don't
give a shit about XYZ! Simple!
Why should I care about my numbers when having good numbers doesn't
get me anything? Makes no sense! It gets me a raise? Really? First of all,
when? We've been lied to about when for months. And second of all, what
would that raise be? A 15 cents an hour raise, like my friend Joan got???
No. No thanks.
I'll just do my work, and keep looking for employment where I make more
like $30/ hour, while I start my business.
This kind of drama is distracting from what I really need to do, and I will not
allow it.
Drama is something I have to give up. Drama is for the weak, and I don't
want to keep giving in to it.
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March 17, 2018 – Fighting For My Life
It feels extremely important. Who knows - perhaps it is.
The loanies have stopped me from taking a position that would have (1) paid
me more money - $2-$4 more an hour, and (2) gotten me away from The
Worst Manager On Earth who is also not-a-fan of Lori's.

Joan telling me that the Supervisors have been told to keep it from me that
I had gotten the position is not useful information because I get Joan in
trouble if I say anything about this.
The understanding I had when I left the interview was that I would start
ASAP. There was joy in the land, and on the face of my new boss-to-be. Now,
when I contact the new boss, I am told that the position is not in fact
immediately available. Now it is available in two weeks.
No one says what they fucking mean.
No one here acts like a professional.
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All of the behind-the-scenes information withheld from me. All of this game
playing. All of this drama.
The only comfort: I'm not the only one. I watch two other women go through
this kind of game playing too! One of them actually makes it out. I'm told
that this is extremely unusual! She was capable of that only because she
enlisted legal help - that's how hard it is to cut through this malarky.
The other woman is committing emotional self-immolation to get out; she is
moving to another state to be with her immature boyfriend. But she's 19.
That's what she should do; make choices that either work or that don't, and
make other choices from that fallout. Come to think of it, that's what we all
should be doing...
Me, in order to get out, I have tried jumping through hoops, tracking people
down and gotten them to talk to me, and even gone to Human Resources.
No progress. Human Resources works for the company, not for me.
.You would think I was asking for the world. I just wanted to go to another
department within the same company!
This is exactly the kind of thing that makes me crazy. My energy right now is
like a very angry Mack truck. I want some fucking answers, and I will not be
dismissed and toyed with. Nope. I won't.
And I especially won't be dismissed and toyed with for $10 a fucking HOUR!
The only thing I care about doing for these people is continuing to do a good
job so that when I leave they can't say, "Well, she sucked anyway."
It just all feels like I'm ghting for my life. Maybe I'm being too extreme, but
no, I think not. Who treats people this way? Who treats me this way?
I found an attorney's website that says there is something called Failure to
Promote. There may be something there. And there is probably something
else about the fact that I DON'T WORK FOR THE LOAN NUTS, I WORK FOR
XYZ! So how can they stop me from leaving??? I have to nd an attorney.
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I'm a terrier with a rat in its jaws. I will follow this through to my own
satisfaction. To do otherwise, as I considered last night, makes me depressed
as shit.
All things considered, it seems I would rather ght for my life than just be
"secure" (at $10/hour????). And be proactive so that I'm not depressed as shit.
I know they're thinking, "This is not how 'good girls' and Call Center unkies
act."
I want to say to them, "Not it isn't. This is how an adult professional acts. Sit
down, shut up, and learn a little something."
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March 18, 2018 - Calm and Quiet
Saturday, and thank God the Call Center is quiet as a mouse today. The calls
are infrequent and when the Saturday manager, Aggie, comes in with a
migraine, she turns off the lights so she can stand to be there.
Quiet. Calm. Lovely.
And I keep learning things that really suck. Like one of the couples in the
place (both of them managers in our department) tell Aggie, separately, that
they hate each other. Really??? Jeez...this is high school.

Then there's the fact that all of the managers, and the big boss too, went
into a meeting and, Aggie told me, "your name came up". Now, because I
have a friend on the inside, I know exactly why it came up: I'm not taking
abuse lying down, which makes me a y in the ointment. A BIG-ass y.
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And Aggie said that before anyone there could say anything, she spoke up
and said, "Before you say anything, know that I'm on Lori's side. I'm with her."
Apparently, people rolled their eyes. Remember the movie, Scent of a
Woman, with Al Pacino? Well, I know exactly which people rolled their eyes,
and I am quoting the Colonel when I say, "...and FUCK YOU TOO!"
This is what happens to me in corporate environments. I act as though I am
an adult, and that puts people on edge. We are supposed to be servants, or
obedient and abusable children. And I won't do it.
I absolutely hate living in a society where you have to "take it" in order to just
keep doing a job that you no longer even care about in order just to survive.
That is a painful waste of life.
If everyone had to live without money for 12 months - and I mean
everybody - this society would change, but FAST!
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March 22, 2018 - Lipstick on a Pig
Unbelievable.
These people actually think this infantile reward-and-motivate shit works!
"Hey! We're having hot dogs for lunch! Woo-hoo!" "Hey y'all! We're bringing in
pizza for you!" "We're bringing in popcorn!" "We're giving you waf es for
breakfast!" "See???? We love and take care of you!!!"
It is - at best - a mute apology. At worst it is the most infantilizing offering to
"the slaves" I have ever seen, and it is literally shameful.
They should feel horrendously ashamed.
Perhaps some of them do, but they need to keep their job, and so they just
go along doing what they do. Perhaps they don't think worklife can be
better than this.
They would be absofuckinlutely wrong.
While we - the Call Center Agent slaves - make $10/hour, the Supervisor
slaves and and the man who runs the Well-Being Program make little more.
The great divide between the worker and the upper-level management has
never been clearer. On one side of the building - those who make $40,000
on up. On the other side of the building - those who make less than $20,000.
You must be kidding me with the hot dogs and all. (Oh, and by the way, not
everyone eats hot dogs - though I did, and instantly regretted it. Oh God, my
body hated me.) I don't care how much food you shove down our throats,
this is not what I call earning well, nor learning well (the trainings are
absolute shit), nor living well.
I was denied a promotion - am in the process of legally
addressing that insanity - and you want to give me some junk food in order
to - what? - calm me down? Appease me? Make me feel "loved"?
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Well it ain't workin, honey. It's just lipstick on a pig, and I can hear you oinkin'
from here.
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March 25, 2018 - Norma Rae 2.0
Maybe they're right to be afraid of
me. I'm feeling a Norma Rae kind of
mood comin' on.
We phone jockeys earn under
$20,000/year. The people who make
far, far more than we do, who work
at the opposite end of the building the end that is not for the slaves,
but is for the massahs, and YES, it
feels this way and not many people
there would disagree - walk past us
and smile easily at us and act like
they're "one of us".
"Oh!" they say blithely and with false brotherhood, "I started out on phones!"
Well, yes, maybe about 10 years ago. But you know what? Now is different.
Now is tougher. Now I'm in my 50's, and I'll bet you weren't when "you were
on phones". And still now, knowing what you know, you are ne with
building your wealth on our backs, our shoulders, our blood and sweat. And
while we smile back at you and act as though we agree that there is equality,
and equal opportunity, throughout this company, we know better.
We know that you sleep better at night than we do. We know that you buy
new cars, and go on vacations, while we have to slog through 3 months of
work to get 2 days off, which we usually take because we get sick, not
because we plan a trip across the country, or to our country home, for that
matter. Vacation? WHAT vacation?
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What we don't know - what I don't know at this point in my journey - is that
it is the system that has failed every single one of us. What I do know is that
there are more of us than there are of "them", and that makes us dangerous,
if we but knew the power we held to change the narrative. But we share
their view of us as "less than", and we live and work without empowerment.
Still, I work with talented people who have come to this place because it
doesn't care how old you are, nor how female, nor how black...as long as
you're not in management. I work with people so bright, it's ridiculous. But
because some people either went to business school, or were fortunate to
choose another "right" work path, we are deemed less-than. I've seen this
situation since I was 16 and started working in corporations as a temporary
secretary.
I've objected since then, too. It has always troubled me that those who
actually maintain the business operations are seen as less than - that would
be secretaries, Administrative Assistants, Of ce Managers, and, by the way,
nurses and teachers. Same thing. So, we're less than? Really, Buckwheat?
You mean, Mr. VP is going to go gure out how to set up meetings and
travel, and work on nancial balance sheets and updating websites and
creating newsletters and writing emails and scheduling social media posts all of which are done by "Administrative Assistants"??? Really???
I don't ef ng think so.
But EXECUTIVE Assistants are worth, at most $60,000, and really, most of us
get about $40,000. It's a travesty.
Where I work now, this is just bottom of the barrel. Worse treatment than an
Administrative Assistant, and that's saying something.
This place has helped me get up on my feet nancially and stay up for a few
months, and that is exceptional. But that doesn't make the place
exceptional. It isn't.
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I have a great freaking image in my head: Everyone stands up at the same
time, and walks out. Just walks out and stands there in the parking lot, arms
crossed, looking at the managers freaking, the eff. OUT! And scrambling to
get us back. PAYING to get us back. Ponying up the damn dough to get us
back. "We don't have money!" they mewl, telling us we should understand "understand", HAH! - that there are expenses to running a place like this, so
we shouldn't be greedy.
I am having extraordinarily Norma Rae moments in these past four weeks. I
just can't stand the abuse that is happening. Yes, I said the "a" word. On the
campaign I work for, the owners of the campaign company regularly beat on
the management of the call center company. The management of the call
center company regularly beats on the campaign management, which in
turn beats on the supervisors, who in turn beat on the agents.
One big happy, dysfunctional family!
So when they messed with my income and I stood up and said, "nuh-uh",
and the world turned on its head, I demanded professional and transparent
treatment. While no one actually said, "What??? This is a corporation - don't
you know ANYthing? No one is honest here!", they may as well have,
because actions still speak louder than words.
And no one stood up with me to say, "Enough!" Why would they? What
would it get them? Nothing good!
There is no reason in this world or out of it that the payment split between
"the workers" and "management" should be so big.
There is no reason that a business degree, nor good luck, nor good karma
should keep people who are humans, trying hard, working hard, doing really
well, being of amazing service, down in the dirt. All humans should be
treated equally, and be seen as equal just by dint of being human. I know, I
know, I am shouting into the wind. I don't care. If enough people start
shouting, the wind will back, the eff. down!
See? Norma Rae!
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There is no good enough reason to deny people the right to make a living.
We all have the same amount of human time in a day. No one else's time is
more worthwhile than mine, just because of school, or luck, or knowing how
to "play the game". I so badly want to lead the charge, and there is no charge
to lead. There is just leaving, moving on, moving forward.
Oh! AND there is taking some of these women with me - these women who,
I learned today, are trying to start a business too, just like me!
So, while this Norma Rae part of me wants to " x" this, she would rather x
what is already trying to move forward and transform. The hell with these
Concrete-Shoed Masters of the Status Quo - we're on the move in a whole
different way, planning a group of women who will help one another grow,
move forward to becoming self-actualized and nancially secure.
Eat. our. dust.
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March 29, 2018 - Job, Fair?
It's my Sunday which is really a Wednesday and it's rainy in Cincinnati.
Overcast. Wet and drippy. The kind of day I missed deeply when I lived in
oppressively sunshine-y California.
I drag my ass out of bed. Mind you, I've already *been* out of bed, showered
and put on business clothing so I can go to a Job Fair. But I ended up sitting
in bed again while talking to someone assisting me with my job search. So
once again, ass dragging ensues.
The day drags back at me with its muted, grey appearance and the dripdrip-drip of the rain on the deck, singing its siren song: "Gobacktobedd-dripdrip-drip."

But today I am valiant so I drag the ass and the rest of me out of bed and I
go to Fedex and get copies of the resume taken care of.
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At the job "fair" are two people running the thing, and there's me, and... no,
wait. There's just me. I get information from the only company I could have
anything to do with, given my marketing proclivities. I ll out an application,
provide my resume, and spend time talking with the two nurses that are
there from the company. Nurses are caretakers. One of them makes me a
cup of coffee...which I spill not 20 minutes later when I'm getting out of the
elevator... I blame it on the rain.
The entire time I am sitting in a hotel room talking with these nurses, in the
room next to us sits someone from my current workplace, waiting to
interview someone - anyone! But there's no one at this "fair" but me. And
you know I'm not going to poke my head into that room...
Ten minutes later, I'm out of the building - coffee running down one sleeve
of my jacket. I do love the rain, but sometimes it just makes things seem
harder.
XYZ is literally next door - I can see it as I walk to my car.
At this point, I can look at what's happening today and choose either to allow
myself to beat up on myself - how could you get to this age and "blow it" so
badly that you're making so little money??? - or I can nd people who, like
me, are doing something different with their lives, seeking something that is
outside the norm, and so are struggling to do and be something visionary.
Plus, I've gotten another job nally!!!! OHMYGOD, FREEDOM IS ON THE
HORIZON! But I'm still continuing my job search because You Never Know.
I go in to work and learn that a buddy has been summarily red for what
seems to be trumped-up reasons. He worked there for 7 years, and was red
by email??? This is how it works? This is the appreciation he gets?
I think I might be sick. For me, injustice is anathema that must be fought. It's
not a choice so much as a re ex. (Norma Rae...)
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I don't get sick. I do get to feeling stuck in a bit of despair. I decide I'm not
going in to work on Thursday, so I let the morning supervisor know that I'll
be absent. I can feel his head-in-hands frustration and understanding from
afar. The place is falling apart. At least, this loan campaign is. I use my time to
job search and to do the drug testing for the new job, and to say goodbye to
my work friend who is moving back to Maine. I will miss her. But she chose
the exact right time to leave the job we worked together.
Everyone at work is feeling despairing and dispirited; it's a shared misery, but
no one seems to want to get together and go to management and say, "Hey
there, we're all miserable, how about we talk about making some changes?"
I get a charge out of the potential in transformation, so I hate to win without
winning the ght to completely transform the problem. But the fact is that
all of this drama and dysfunction is moot now. I will go to work tomorrow
morning, and I will give them my notice that I am leaving. They will either
re me on the spot, or plaster smiles on their faces and congratulate me. I
don't know.
It strikes me that I keep nding ways - as Einstein did - that do NOT work for
me. And apparently the American mode of making it work does not work for
me! The more I try, the more it doesn't work. What the hell IS that? Either I'm
just effed up and wrong in how I am me, or I'm nding out where and how I
BE me successfully in every way in this crazy world. I like Door #2. Door #1,
incidentally, doesn't even begin to make sense!
So, let the damn door hit me on the way out. I'm outta this focus on "making
it work"! Screw that. I'm gonna make it play. All of it. My day job, my search for
my way (thank you, Sinatra), my search for a new direction, and - even
deeper - my focus on how I live the days I get to have on this nutty planet.
Bring me another glass of that wine.
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March 30, 2018 - Over and Out
I just resigned. By email.
I gave them an earful of information and insight which they will of course
ignore. But I also copied all of the supervisors and the head of Operations.
Fuck 'em, I'm not holding back. Now, when I say that, I am not talking about
a Poison Pen letter. Nuh-uh. Nope, not at all. I am talking about a letter that
lays out situations I ran into, and does so in an uber-professional way, as only I
can.

I aspire to be Bernie Sanders someday: my God! His incredible ability to stay
calm in the face of bullshit lack of common decency and compassion and socalled logic!
And hey! Stay calm I did, with this letter.
But still, it has the potential to be a recracker of insight to Head of
Operations, or to be a support to those who are still there working as Agents
for no damn pay.

Call Center Crazy
Page 53

Call Center Crazy

I am an Activist who wants to support others into coming with her. Who
knew?
And here's the deal: once I get some sleep, I can move forward. Finally.
The party is on, my dear. The party is most de nitely ON.
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The Theatre Gig, Again... - June 18, 2018
We have a new manager who replaces Liza. His name is Alex.
Alex is a tall guy who is an actor, a writer, and a character. He knows a lot
about selling on the phones; he's done it a long time and has worked many
times for the Hollywood Bowl. He is from L.A., so Cincinnati is an oddity for
him, but he says he likes it here.
One day I go into the of ce and Alex tells me, before I can sit down, that
there is a crying Asian woman sitting near where we work for Playhouse,
downtown at 6th and Main, and that I should go see what's going on.
How the fuck does he know me so well????? How does he know that I care
that deeply about people that I would have to go check on her? That
sonovabitch pays attention, that's how. I actually asked him today how he
knows me so well already, and he said, "Well you're so transparent, and it's
wonderful!"
Yeah. Wonderful.
Okay so I go down and there's this woman in her 20's or maybe early 30's
with all her worldly possessions around her, and she's weeping so hard she
can't even be bothered to talk. She does have broken English in her
possession, when she does nally say a few words. Very few. I sit down next
to her and ask what is happening and she tells me her husband left her
there. Periodically, she smacks her hand into the concrete violently, as if
hitting him. "I want him dead," she says. "I want to kill him." I ask her if he is
going to come back. She cries. I assume he is an asshole and that he is not
coming back.
When I take her into my arms, she weeps harder. The tears cascade down
her cheeks and she is beside herself.
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The Arabic man from the parking garage that always brings peoples' car keys
up to them at the Playhouse subscription of ce - he comes over to see if he
can help. There's also a drunk man on my left hand side, his eyes red with
alcohol. He's not born American either, and he says something to me. I can't
process what he's saying. I ask him to repeat it. And he says, without a clue
he's being insulting, "You're a bumpkin." I explain to him - kindly, because I
can see that he doesn't have that clue I mentioned - that "bumpkin" means
kind of stupid and ignorant. He is appalled. I tell him it's okay. He wants to tell
me how his life is so miserable because he had a back operation, and he has
pain everywhere.
I want to focus on the weeping woman. I express my concern for the man,
and then I just turn away from him. One misery at a time.
Parking Man and I are trying to help her. He bends down and is oh so gentle
with her, trying to stop her from hurting her hand when she smacks the
concrete. I feel sure that she is not accustomed to a man being so gentle
and caring. All she can do is keep looking down and weeping uncontrollably.
He looks at me and says with his gorgeous Arabic accent, "I can't stand it. I
have a child. This is terrible." I don't know what to tell him to do, but I nod
sympathetically. It is terrible to see someone this low, this self-loathing, this
alone. Except, of course, she has us.
I ask her what she needs most: a place to stay? Really, it takes quite a while
before I can interpret the tiny head nod that hides among the other
motions of her trembling lips and that rhythmic hand slap, and her sobbing.
So, what are we to do? We can't leave her there!
While we're sitting there just sort of taking it all in, a tall, middle-aged, slim
blonde man comes up and asks what is happening. Parking Man tells him
that the woman is in trouble. Magically, Blonde Man takes a bill out of his
pocket and it is a one hundred dollar bill! He sees me next to her with my
hand on her back, and he leans forward to hand it to me. He says, "Give it to
her." Which I do. As quickly as he arrived, he is walking away, and I call out,
"Thank you!" He says, "Oh, it's not from me! It's from --" and he points
skyward.
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I call out, "Well..." and I think for a second, "...thank you both!"
I am the only one who thinks this is funny, apparently. He just keeps walking
and crosses the street and disappears.
Another person who tries to help is a man who does street cleaning. He
comes by and says he does cleaning work at Ohio Department of Jobs and
Family Services (ODJFS), which is a few blocks down the street. He says that
she seems to him to have been abused, and that she is shaking. Though I
don't see the shaking, the abuse part makes sense to me. Cleaning Man
says, "I know they will help her. They have so many departments in there,
and it is their job to help people like her. It is their job! They have to. They
will!" He was adamant and passionate. I love him for it.
But the problem is that none of us can walk her down and stay with her to
make sure she is taken care of. I have been to ODJFS many times - to
register for food stamps, for unemployment (before it was online). I know
how long it can take to get things done. And given how distraught Weeping
Woman is, I have an image of me saddled with an impossible task for 6
hours.
No. We all have to be working. And there is no way in hell she is going to drag
her suitcase, her three hangers of jackets, her plastic bags, and her weeping
self down to ODJFS when she can barely breathe.
I suddenly remember that there is an Ambassador service downtown. This is
a crazy fabulous thing, and I just learned about it two weeks ago! You can call
these people and they will freaking walk or drive you anywhere around
downtown. For nothing. Yes. I'm looking for their number in my phone, but
Parking Man says we should call the police.
Which I eventually do, after not being able to nd the damn number for the
Ambassadors - argh!. I am waiting for a black-and-white to pull up, but no, it's
a cop on a bicycle. And she is like, "So what's the problem?" and I'm like,
"Uh...this woman here was abandoned and we need to get her to ODJFS,"
and she was like, "Well that's not our problem. That's not what we do," and
I'm like, "Excuse the f*** outta ME???" - no. I didn't say that. I did, however,
say, "Excuse me?" What the hell happened between 1957 and now?
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Oh...right...the complete disintegration of human fucking decency.
Anyway, the cop is getting more and more exercised about the fact that
they're "busy", and I'm getting more and more exercised about the fact that
this is bullshit and completely lacking in compassion, and the woman next
to me just continues to sob. I mean, it's been at least 90 minutes since she
was spotted by my boss and my new co-worker, and longer than that since I
came downstairs! She hasn't stopped sobbing for even a moment!
So I am simultaneously continuing to look for the Ambassador number where the hell IS this thing, goddammit! - and trying not to kick the shiznit
out of the cop for getting angrier and angrier with me. Especially when all I
am trying to say to her at this point is, "I understand what you are saying,
that this is not your thing to deal with. I know, you do criminal, not civil. I hear
you. So, what do we do? Do you have any suggestions? We need an answer
of some kind. Can you call on your walkie-talkie thing and see if anyone has a
suggestion???"
And then I think, "Fuggit, she's a pain in the ass, and I am going to tell her to
leave, and I'll nd some kind of way to call the damn Ambassadors."
Which is when the cop decides to call someone on her communication
thingy - sorry, I'm not a cop and I don't know that damn word any more than
I did the Ambassador phone number! - and ask someone what to do.
Meanwhile, Parking Man can't take it any longer and he asks her if she needs
something to eat. She makes the tiny, almost imperceptible head nod that I
have learned means "yes", so I translate this to him, and he walks into the
Izzy's restaurant that is literally next to the low stone wall we're sitting on.
The head nod eventually lets us know that she hates Pepsi and Coke and
will take a 7-up or something like that. He buys all of this for her, and he even
tells me I can use his car to take her down to the ODJFS - he trusts me to
bring the car back.
Oh. So kind! Amazing! And...no.
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Again, a mental image of me taking her down there, having to somehow
muscle her out into the place, with all of her stuff, and then stand in line for
God knows how long, with her weeping still beside me, and try to make sure
that she is taken care of.
I want to be saintly. Really I do. But maybe not today.
Plus, what the hell do I do if they can't help her??? Dump her back on the
street????
Anyway, fortunately the cop has made progress. After quite some time a
black-and-white van does show up - this may be a miracle for the books! and I tell Weeping Woman that the police are going to take her to the
Women's Shelter. Having nally found the damn Ambassador phone
number, and even having called them and learned, miracle of all miracles,
that they are so caring and compassionate that "hell yes, we'll take her to the
ODJFS; we'll bring a car for her!", I have gotten a Post-It note from Parking
Man and written the instructions on one of the sheets about where to reach
the Ambassadors, and info for them about where they should take her.
Parking Man takes the Post-It Note and puts it into her purse. I hope to God
she can nd it tomorrow.
This. This on top of children in fucking concentration camps. It's absolute
insanity, this heart-breaking, soul-crushing world we live in right now.
And I think to myself suddenly, "This is why I'm here. Surely I'm not here to
be just another broke person. I can't x this crazy shit. But I can be
compassion in a world gone mad with blood lust and terror. It feels like too
little, but it isn't. It's compassion. And in this world that is A. Big. Deal."
Jesus, I think to myself, why did I think coming to Earth was such a fantastic
idea???
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So, I tell Weeping Woman where she is going and that tomorrow she should
call the number on the Post-It note. She tells me she doesn't have a phone. I
ask if her husband kept that in the car along with her I.D. - Jesus, Lori, why
didn't you just tell her they'll let her use their phone??? - and she is
incoherent again so I don't know what she's saying. But at least she
understands what is happening to her.
We pick up her bags and clothing and get it into the trunk of the car. I place
the lid back onto her food and the new policewoman says Weeping Woman
can keep it with her in the backseat. So Parking Man and I bundle her into
the back seat, and I stop him from closing the door so that I can lean in. I
take her into my arms again, and again she weeps harder. It just hurts that
this woman receives so little care that she feels this little bit of love like a
wound. Dammit.
I say into her ear, "You just have to keep going. Just keep breathing.
Sometimes it's too hard to do anything else, so just breathe. In and out. Just
keep breathing, okay?"
And then she and the cop car are gone. I look at Parking Man and I put my
hands in prayer position and say thank you, and he smiles oh so warmly that
I once again say to myself "fuggit!" and we give each other a big hug.
And I go back to work.
Much later, when the day is ending, my boss says to me, "You're a saint!"
I say, "Ha! I'm a saint who swears!"
He says "No, but I mean to go down there and take care of that woman!"
Well, hey, you asked me to, right? But the fact is, what else would I do? I care
about people. I know how badly this life hurts, and how ill-equipped we are
to handle it, really.
Kinda sad, when you think about it, that just being kind, and caring, is seen
as saintly. It should take a whole lot more to be seen that way.
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But these are the times we live in.
So I remind myself that a little compassion goes a long freaking way. And I
remind myself to give it to myself too.
And I get on the bus.
And I go "home".
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PART III: Stories from the Storefront

when I showed up at what I will call "the store", I had just emerged from
homelessness.

This Is A Big Deal. There should have been an e ng parade down the middle of
downtown for this shit!
In any case, the last of the four homes I had stayed in (plus the two 2-week
motel stays with cat in tow) was a place I couldn't stay. My hostess was ill, the
husband was gracious but really I knew his wife well and not him! So I had to
nd a way out after about 4 weeks, and incredibly, I did!
Finally, after 3 years of homelessness, I had an apartment I could call my own.
This was a miracle in several ways! First of all, I still wasn't exactly ush, so
getting an apartment at all is pretty incredible. Second of all, I had found the
apartment through one of the women I worked with at the theatre gig, and
she had said, "Oh, my landlord is absolutely fantastic. You should call him."
And now, one year after she had said that, I asked for his info and ended up
speaking with him.
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Third amazing thing is that when I went and sat down with him in his repair
shop area of one of the buildings, he said to me, "Well, I'm glad you came in
to talk to me in person, because if you had told me your story over the
phone, I wouldn't have let you have an apartment. But I trust that you won't
let me down."
And suddenly I had A Roof Over My Head! Now, I would have to keep it. And I
would have to remain humble about my expectations of myself and my life.
That elemental need to keep the roof up there above my head kept me
from walking out of that job after the rst day on the oor!
I had thought XYZ was bad??? Oh hell, it was. I didn't know I was about to
enter arguably THE most fascinating and toxic job at an internally decaying
company that I had ever held. I didn't know how much it was going to give
me in the end, and how much it was going to demand a serious rming up
of mental/emotional fortitude!
I wondered - and I still do! - what it was that kept me going from messed up
company to messed up company, over and over again.
I nally decided it was the nature of the crumbling business norms
themselves (something that Covid would soon uncompromisingly reveal),
plus the fact that I just didn't belong in the places I kept occupying. But now
I wonder if it was so that I could write The Human Solution and sum up my
32 years in corporate environments with a solution to those toxic places.
Here at "the store" I spent 5 months on the phones and was then promoted
to be an Administrator. Being on phones is unbelievably taxing. Even if you
don't mind the corporate environment, phone work is H A R D !!!!
What I loved about it, though, always was the people. The insanity. The "you
can't make this shit up" stories. I think if it could be measured, you would
nd that there is more eye-rolling in call centers than in any other business
on earth. And since I have been on the other side of the phones, I know that
the people calling in are rolling their eyes too!
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Do you know that sound that happens when you're on with a Customer
Service Agent? That sound that is like the line went dead? Silly Lori! I used to
say to them, "'Are you still there?" and when they would say, "Yes", I would
say, "Oh! Great. The phone just suddenly sounded like it went dead; that's
why I'm asking." Well...it turns out that that is when they were rolling their
eyes, and saying to the person next to them, "You can't make this shit up!"
I came up with some great ideas of how to organize and design this kind of
work completely differently, and with tremendous results for everyone including increasing that impersonal bottom line - but no one wanted to
hear it.
I did good work, rose to the top of the sales "food chain" in my rst two
weeks, was paid the 1% commission (yeah, that's not a typo though I wish it
were), slogged my guts out, and had no idea what would come next. But
what came next was getting out of homelessness, into my own apartment
again, and getting my footing.
Covid came along, in the end, to release me and set me on another
path...but more on that after these Stories from the Store Front.

Call Center Crazy
Page 64

Call Center Crazy

December 3, 2018 – Episode #1
I answer the phone, "Hello, thank you for calling - my name is Lori. How can I
help you tonight?"
A 12-year-old - I mean an entitled 25-year old-sounding like a 12-year-old tells me she is looking for a coat that she wants in a size Large. I tell her I will
be happy to look for that on her behalf, and even mail it to her if we nd that
it is in stock.

With a petulant tone she tells me she knows it's in stock because she has
seen it on a print-out provided her in the store (those print-outs are 48 hours
old and you can guess how useful they are especially during holiday
shopping time; apparently she can't guess).
I politely explain to her why it's not wise to trust those printouts, but she
doesn't trust me. She was told it's available, and she was told in the STORE!
So that's that! So I tell her I will look it up, which I do.
Big surprise.
It is not available in anything but XL.
She does not believe me.
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She asks me to check a speci c zip code. I tell her that we are in Virtual
Support and we can see all stores throughout the country, and there are no
coats of that style in the country in anything but a size XL.
She does not believe me.
I'm beginning to get tired of this but I ask her what zip code she would like
to check. And I check it for her. Surprise! Nothing.
She wants to know what size the XL corresponds to - 12? 14? 16? I tell her I
will check, which I do. There is nothing in the details about this element of
information (which would, actually be a fantastic piece of information to have
in the computer!).
When I tell her that that information is not in the product details, she then
commences to tell me all the ways that I can do my job. Ah, classism! I do
phone work, therefore I am a moron!
She tells me that (1) I should look in the Notes and see if anyone has put
anything in there about size correlations, (2) I should double-check this, and
cross-check that, (3) I should be sure that I have checked every single store
in the United States. Dumbass, I want to say to her, I already did all of that.
You are WAAAAY behind here.
So I tell her that we have the very most up-to-date software in the store
"universe", and I can tell her that the only size in that coat, in the entire
United States, is XL.
She asks, "Did you check this place, and that place that the printout told me
it was?"
I am now SERIOUSLY tired of this, and getting majorly pissed off. Before you
judge me for that, imagine having to do this over and over and over again for
8 hours; talking about those damn print-outs!
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I assure her - again - that our system checks the entire United States, and
that nowhere in the entire country, not in any of the stores throughout this
nation of ours, is there a coat of that brand in a Large.
Nowhere.
In the entire country.
Nowhere in the America.
Nowhere in entire United States of America.
And that is when she says,...wait for it...

"Not even in New York?"
And I stop being angry and I start grinning. That. is without a doubt. The
FUNNIEST. Thing I have. EVER. heard.
What I want to say: "Well, let me check. I think they DID recently secede, and
are not in fact a part of the U.S., so it's entirely possible."
What I do say, "No, ma'am. Not even in New York."
At which point she says, "Let me talk to a manager."
Which strikes me as even FUNNIER!
So I talk to the White Glove folks who take on upset customers. I tell them
about this hilarious silver-spoon-sounding young woman, and the two
women sitting there in White Glove look at each other, and then look at me,
and say - with admirably vanilla-and-unin ected tones, "Send her to us."
Note to the wise: Don't mess with the people you need to order things from.
Even in New York.
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December 8, 2018
I'm getting slap-happy. It's been a
long day. I spoke with a woman for
40 minutes today - well, I say I
spoke with her, but mostly she sat
there talking to herself about,
"Would *this* one work for Mom and
Dad, or *that* one? Um...OOH! THAT
one might work well because it
comes with THAT." Mind you, I have
no idea what she's looking at.
She decides she'll have 3 plates, two bowls, and the 2 qt. mixing bowl - "oh,
wait, is it breakable? It's Corelle. Can my elderly parents break it?" and she
starts watching a video of a guy who promises to knock his Corelle
something-or-other off a counter so you can see if it breaks. I can hear the
video nattering away, and she is saying, "oh man, he just won't DO it. He
keeps TALKING about it, but he won't knock it off the table."
Wait, she'll have the THREE-qt. mixing bowl...AND the 2 qt. mixing bowl. But
wait a second..."maybe I should get that instead?"
Oh dear Jesus save me.
These bowls and things costs under $11 and under; mostly $4. This is not
exactly an earth-shaking decision, especially for someone who has the time
in the middle of a Monday to sit there wasting her time and mine...but I
digress.
After 40 minutes she tells me she'll "think about it", doesn't want to make a
decision right now, feels "nervous" about doing this, and she'll "call back".
No sale. No sanity. But she is gone. I'm okay with that! Oh, please, when you
do call back, please don't be routed back to me?
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So when I get "Mary" on the phone, I'm ready for a drink.
Mary's unmistakable warmth and humor are such a freaking relief. I locate
the item she is looking for and she tells me she is sending it to her cousin.
It's a birch serving plate - very cool - and she tells me that there is something
about the word "birch" that relates to family history. She and her cousin keep
punking each other by sending one another birch-related items, so this is
her donation to the punking for this year.
She tells me more stories about her family, and I am struck by how many
stories, how many people I get to know who I would never otherwise meet
in a million years. And how sacred that is to me, to be about to touch and be
touched by so many souls.
Even those who drive me up the wall. Little do they know, they're fodder for
a book, or a play. So how can I complain?
Oh...well...let me be honest: Easily. With this job? Easy to complain.
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December 8, 2018 - Just Keep Selling
We make from $13-$14.35 an hour. It's more than $10 an hour, but it ain't a
lot. Fortunately, this ain't Boston, New
York, or California, so it's doable, but it's
not sexy.
What do we do to make more money?
Wait for a raise? Well...no, because the
raises happen in a speci c month which
creates a weird situation where we'll get a
raise in a year and a HALF!
So I ask the boss, "So what else can I do to make more money?" and she
says, "Keep selling!"
The fact that she has just told me that I am doing over 100% better than the
company average and that that makes me the #1 Salesperson there...well,
I'm left not having much to say. But I'm thinking, "Gee, I'm so glad the
commission is inredibly smaller than a bread box." But I really DO have to
cool my jets, because I've only been on the phones for 4 weeks, come
tomorrow, and 4 weeks to become the best in our group...well, who knows
what else might happen.
That was yesterday.
Today I go into work, and my Lead Supervisor tells me that she is upping my
goal. I'm like, "What does that MEAN?" I'm totally confused. She says, "I don't
want you trying for $1,000 in sales a day." I say," I try for $1,000 OR MORE." She
is unimpressed. She says, "No, I want you going for $2,000 a day...because
you're just that good," and she walks away. Mic drop.
Okay...so my rst thought is, "And how am I supposed to *make* that
happen? Go out in the street, maybe, and ask people to call me." There really
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seems to be no way for me to try harder, though I feel - I swear I do - all of my
muscles in my body tighten, as though preparing for the starter gun of a
race.
And that's when a lovely thing happens. I realize that my habitual let-me-tryharder-because-clearly-I-can-control-every-fecking-thing reaction is
garbage. I *literally* CAN'T do it.
So I think, "Well, then, how am I supposed to try harder? How am I supposed
to aim higher?"
And I get a mutha-feckin ANSWER! HALLELUJAH! I have a realization that is
borne of a kind of internal vision. I realize it's a kind of allowing. A kind of
simple knowing that that path is clear for me, I can do this, I just reach for it,
and then I let it happen. And see what happens!
This is transformational thinking. I mean, on Thanksgiving I brought in about
$340. That means I made an extra $3.40 that day. And it was a TEN hour day!
The calls were shit. And another day last week, I made an extra $4 and
change. Some days are just slow. That's sales. Whatchu gonna do? Which is
why, " 'Try for $2,000'???" is my rst response.
But today, I have this moment of seeing, internally, third-eye-wise, that the
path is clear. It reminds me of Martha Beck's work that has to do with
consciousness - she's exceptionally cool. But I digress.
And after that amazing moment, I end a long day - a day that ends up
including 1.5 hours of overtime - with an extra $35, which is like a double and
a half pay hour.
I am left feeling like a combination of Superwoman and John Gotti. My coworker Jim - arguably the absolute sweetest guy on earth, 27 years old, and
my sparring partner in who-can-make-the-most-money-today - stops by my
desk as he's getting ready to leave, and he looks at my sales sheet. His eyes
get wide when he sees that I've brought in $2,000 so far today, and his
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mouth drops open and he smiles and he says with cheerful frustration, "I
hate you." I hug his arm as I continue my call with a man who will ultimately
buy a pair of emerald earrings for his girlfriend who he calls his "hero",
because she served in the Army for 5 years.
Tomorrow I will have to tell Jim that I ended up with a $3,550 day. And Jim
will "hate" me again. I netted a cool-as-hell umbrella gift from the company
for selling a couple of diamond necklaces 2 weeks ago and getting the
largest daily sale to date for that department. Maybe I'll get a company pen
outta this yet...
The fact is, I'm good at this because I connect, and because I've learned how
to sell over the past year of selling. And because I don't know why. Why is it
that sometimes this person gets the big jewelry call, and that one doesn't? I
don't know.
And I also don't "know" why that magical moment happened today and
seems to have led right into a remarkable sale day.
AND...I'll take it!
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December 8, 2018 - "Service Days"
Yesterday was what I've decided to call a Service Day. Service Days are those
days NOT lled with money but with opportunities to be of service
emotionally in someone's day.
I spoke to two 90-something-year-olds, three 88-year-olds, a woman whose
neighborhood was apparently being buzzed by a police helicopter, a man
who agonized for 40 minutes about whether or not to buy a pair of $69 jeans
that looked like they were already 10-years-worn-and-torn-during-paintingjobs, and a couple from California who I think I talked into moving to
Cincinnati.
Oh! And a woman who, it turns out, is the mother-in-law of my cousin's
business partner.
I am increasingly convinced that I have this job just so I can write a book.
I mean, who can make this stuff up??
Oh! And I found out that I am now (what a difference a day makes) one of
the top 5 sellers of the entire FLOOR. So that includes all of the people
who've been there forever. Even I am impressed with me. (I did not, in fact,
get even a pen out of that fact, but my supervisor told me, "People are
talking about you." Awesome! I hope what they're saying is, "Let's waive the 6
month waiting period for her to move forward!" I so want to be part of
training others to do what I do.)
AAAAND, the Corporate FILM CREW came out and was doing some lming
on the oor on Thursday and Friday, and I started thinking about how to get
myself some work with them as an actor...or a grip... But I digress...)
Arguably my fave call of yesterday was the marvelous African-American
woman who did not at rst respond when I answered the phone. Per
company policy, I repeated my name, the name of the store, and asked if I
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could help. After a third time, I heard a voice from afar, "Ooh! Oh! Hello! Hello!"
and she came rushing to the phone. "Yes, I'm looking for..." and we
commenced the seeking of some item from the store. But then she
interrupted herself, saying, "UH-oh. UH-oh!!! UH-OH!!!!! WHAT? What's he UH-oh!"
She didn't sound distraught. She sounded amazed. But I had to ask. You
know I did.
"Are you alright, ma'am?" I wanted to know what was going on!
"UH-oh!!! I - oh my...! They's helicopters...!"
Now, I read tones of voice exceptionally well, so I could tell that she was not
in danger, thankfully, but was in fact having a Gladys Kravitz moment (think
Bewitched): peering through the window at the drama outside and rather
enjoying the excitement of it all.
What she said, though, that forced me to - literally - slap my hands across my
mouth so I wouldn't laugh out loud, was when she said, "UH-oh! UH-OH!........"
...........[breath-held silence]

"WHERE'S MY DAMN BINOCULARS!!!!!!"

Whoever that woman is, I am passionately in love with her. Gladys Kravitz got
NOTHIN' on her!
I also spoke with one of the 88-year-old women who is so damn good at
computers, and generally saucy, I thought I was talking to my future self.
And I spoke with another 80-something woman who was trying to buy a gift
for her granddaughter who just got pregnant. We were looking and looking
for the right sleep set for her - and when I thought we were chugging along
quite famously, she hilariously - and without any rancor - said, "You know, this
really is getting quite boring, isn't it?"
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And then there was the couple from California. The man is fully disabled, and
has one of those gravelly, slightly Southern voices that for some reason
(probably Hollywood's fault) makes you think of truckers, and the woman
sounded like a New Yorker. They were looking for something simple: a pair of
shoes.

(Simple? HA! This is CHRISTMAS, baby!)
This lovely California couple is traveling around, looking for another house. I
thought maybe they were wealthy and were looking for an extra home in
another part of California; but it turned out to be a bit more than that.
It took us a little while to nd a pair of shoes that would work for them, and
they started to - unnecessarily - apologize for "being a pain". They SO weren't
painful - really nice people, and really sweet with each other. I reassured
them that being a pain would have included them being really rude or
something, and that it was a pleasure to help them, which it was.
They were enchanted by that simple kindness - which is what happens
when someone doesn't have a lot of warmth and kindness in their
environment: it just doesn't take a whole lot for them to feel cared about and they started to tell me just a little bit about what's up with them.
They started to reveal their unhappiness with some of the same things that
made me unhappy out in Cali, notably the cost of living. They also said
they're really REALLY tired of the "keeping up with the Joneses" mentality (I
and my friends of course didn't really have that particular problem...). So, after
a while it became clearer that they were looking for a place to land OUTSIDE
of California. Their third complaint wasn't a complaint so much as a sort of
song of yearning. They just wanted to be happier with their existence!

(You want existential conversations at work? Call 1-800-LORI.)
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So I said - hey, it'd been a long day and I was tiiiiiiiired of selling - "You should
move to Cincinnati." I told them that I've met a number of New Yorkers who
want to move here after they've visited. "Now, you wouldn't ever expect that
a New Yorker would want to move to the midwest, right?" They were like,
"Yeah! Right!" and I could hear in their tone that they were hooked on this
story already. So I went on, "But what's drawing them is that there's quality
of life here. I paid $1,200 for rent out there, which doubled in one year after I
left. I'm paying $475 right now." [Okay, so that was unfair. Tell any Californian or Bostonian, or New Yorker - that you're paying $475 for rent, and that heat
is included, and you're going to cause a swoon.]
"We have a great arts scene here, too."
They jumped in with, "Ooh, we love the arts!" And then, sounding like kids
with their faces pressed against the candy store window, they plaintively
asked, "Are people NICE there???"
I so got that. It's why I hung out in Livermore when I lived in the Bay Area: it
was one place where I could depend on strangers talking to me with
connection and warmth when I spoke to them.
I said gently, "Oh, de nitely. It's kinda our thing."
So, call me The Cincinnati Ambassador.
Why did I do that? Heck if I know. I think MAYBE it had something to do with
octogenarians, helicopters, people talking to me for 40 minutes over $69
jeans and then just saying "oh well never mind I'll just wait", and a Service
Day that kept the nancial ego in check.
The Cali couple is going to email me at work if they decide to visit Cincy. I'm
going to text the daughter of my cousin's business partner, and freak her
out by telling her I spoke to her mother yesterday, and I'm thinking of doing
a six-day work week for the next two weeks to get the most money out of
the season that I can.
Plus of course I need to convert more outsiders to Cincinnatians.
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And I probably need to score me some binoculars.
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December 10 – Life Is Tartar Sauce
I didn't know why I was angry today. I felt the anger like the backdrop of my
day and I couldn't gure it out. It wasn't about the phone situation - that
was going to be remedied eventually, and I had already chosen to freak on
Friday and leave the freak behind.

I had a few calls that were fun - lovely women with whom I laughed and who
ordered higher-priced items like iPads and such. And I had the super
holiday-stupid calls - people freaking out, pulling an attitude, blah blah blah.
Jesus! Do you REALLY think it's worth all of this tsuris??? HARDLY!
I went to the lunchroom to eat my avocado sandwich, and I realized that
what I felt, like a tom-tom in the background of my emotional calm, was
anger. I searched in my mind for what could be bugging me and couldn't
nd it.
Weird.
I asked Jim, who came to join me for lunch, if he ever felt things that he
couldn't gure out a reason for. He's so young. There was a good chance, I
felt, that he would barely understood the words coming out of my mouth,
but he took a stab at it and nailed it in one: "Like anger, you mean? Or love?"
"Yeah," I said, and left it at that. He said "yeah", but he didn't know the why
and wherefore of it all any more than I did.
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I went back to work after lunch. I didn't want to be there, and I didn't NOT
want to be there. I just felt disenchanted with pretty much everything.
Just...blah. And anger.
When an Indian gentleman called to tell me that he had gone to pick up his
order at the store in wherever-the-hell-he-lives and that it wasn't there, I was
ready to help him. Until he decided that he could start going off on me for
charging him for shipping for a $25 replacement item.
"It's NOT MY FAULT," he started in before I could even say anything.
"SIR," I spoke louder than him, and I wasn't playing. "SIR, STOP YELLING. I am
going to help you, and I will do my very best to address this situation. I
promise that I will."
He got very quiet.
I wondered if I would get dinged by the company for being stern, and then
decided I didn't give a fuck.
I calmed my voice. I clari ed the details with him. And I decided I didn't want
him on my damn line. So I waived the shipping to get rid of him.
Jesus. This is what you all think CHRISTMAS is supposed to be about? What
a bunch of complete lunacy!
And I was still feeling the anger, apparently. What the hell is it ABOUT?
I make my way to the FedEx store to pick up my damn new phone that's
being shipped to replace the cracked one. I take many false turns, because
without the GPS that my phone would have - if I had my phone - I am
directionless. I called them this morning to ask them to hold it there.
...It's not there.
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Of course it's not there. Goddamn Mercury Retrograde. At least, if it IS
Mercury Retrograde. Good thing to blame, in any event.
As I'm driving home - where the phone has nally, somehow, miraculously
and supposedly found its way to my apartment front door - I start counting
the years that my mother has been gone.
It is dawning on me that I miss my mother. A LOT. A lot more than any of the
recent DECADES! Well, at least I know what the anger is about.
But why THIS year? What's going on?
I stop at Frisch's - damned if I'm going to cook for myself when I'm so pissed
I'm a danger in my car - to treat myself to a cheap meal. The waitress is super
kind to me and brings me extra cucumber slices just because she likes
cucumbers a lot and is being a sweet person. She brings me extra tartar
sauce too. We decide that Life Is Tartar Sauce.
Great minds and all that...
It isn't until I get home at 8:15 and realize I've forgotten and therefore missed
an important appointment on Skype at 8PM, that I realize something more.
It's been 39 years.
Thirty. Nine. Years.
That's both a lot, and not much, somehow. I don't even know what that
means. But I remember when I was 21, and 2 weeks before my Christmas
Eve birthday my father calls me at Marlboro College to tell me that Mom
died at 5AM that morning.
And my life stopped.
Simply. Stopped.
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I've got no more rudder and no more mooring and no more sail. I don't know
who I am, where I am, where I'm going, nor why I should even bother to care.
My identity, not yet separate from my mother's, is shattered.
As I am, in current 2018 time, thinking about this, for a moment I think, "Oh!!!
It's FORTY years! No WONDER I'm upset without even knowing why!"
No no. NEXT year will be the year that I look back over that arc - from 61 back
to 21 - and vibrationally connect with that young woman.
Oh fuckit. All I know is, Mom...I miss you.
And apparently you being gone pisses me off.
****************
Photo: Jeanne Kirstein and John Cage prepare a piano for his Prepared Piano
music. 1960's.
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December 11, 2018
Time for my daily game of Defang The Customer.
The rst and nal calls of the day were laugh fests. Thank God.
Because it is, in fact, the holidays and we're overrun with calls, we're not
getting the individual coaching sessions with our managers that we
ordinarily would get. So, after the new year, I imagine I'll nd out everything I
have been doing that has not been perfect. I don't mind. What I'm actually
more focused on is plotting the start of a whole new department to cover a
part of training that is completely missing. Wouldn't it be incredible to go
from $14.35/hour to $150/hour for being VP of some new department?
I think big. Yeah.
Anyway, today's last call: my favorite of the whole day. I just realized that
throughout the day one employee or another on this huge level playing
eld of a oor with its endless desks looks at me like, "What the fuck?" when
I'm laughing. I imagine they are probably thinking I'm ... uh ... different,
because I do, in fact, laugh my way through the day (no wonder I'm fecking
exhausted when I get home. Can you lose weight from laughter? Asking for
a friend...).
So, last call of the day. A woman called looking for - wait for it - a puffer sh
Christmas ornament. Also, a lobster ornament, a seahorse ornament and any
other damn kind of sh ornament. Her relative does marine work, so it
makes sense. But some ninny in one of the stores told her, "Oh yeah! There
are 39 of those puffer sh ornaments in the New York store, and 68 in the
California store, so hey no problem, JUST CALL THEM."

BWAAAAAAAhahahahahahahaha!
"Just call them!" OMG, good luck with that, my friend. Getting through to the
stores is dif cult at the best and easiest of times. 14 days before Christmas,
just fucking forget it!
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So, she ends up with me. And we are on that phone for 45 minutes or more,
laughing like we're gonna burst. But rst I almost completely blow it,
because I'm tired, and super unamused by people insisting that the person
they spoke to in the store is absolutely right about what is in the store and
what is not. Never mind our up-to-date system - it has to be wrong. Why?
You know why! Because who trusts customer service? I get that. But it's also
because they want what they want.
I admire their perseverance. I resent their disbelief. So I have to play the
game of Defang the Customer.
Fortunately, that is my specialty and my adrenaline.
Yes, I'm a sick woman.
So, rst I almost blow it because I'm tired of being disbelieved - I got another
one of those calls where someone responded to my there-are-none-in-theentire-country noti cations with, "Can you check California?"
Uh, no. I really really can't. Check an entire state, city by city??? No.
I'm tired of people saying, "I can't imagine that those would be GONE!" So
when she says, "Well, the woman at the counter looked at
her computer [oooOOOOoooooh! The comPUTer! Well, that's a... sh...of a
different color! Not.] and said there are 39 in New York!"], I actually rather
interrupt her at the end of her sentence, and I say, "Do you KNOW how many
people are shopping in New York?" I'm feeling more than a little testy, so I
temper it with a prophylactic laugh at the end, and somehow I get away
with this. She must be forgiving. Or since it's 5:45, maybe she's having a
cocktail.
In any case, I start doing major searches for ANY kind of crystal sh
ornaments, and so sorry, mate, no go! But wait! There's a multi-colored glass
sh - actually super pretty - so that's something. She's underwhelmed. Hey!
Lady! It's a FISH! In fact, it's a Christmas Fish! What the hell ELSE d'you
want???
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The longer I look, the more I know that this is a lost damn cause. NO!
Waitwaitwaitwaitwait!!!! I see a collection of crystal ornaments and there's a
damn seahorse in there!
So I tell the customer I think I found something for her, and I start trolling
through all the individual crystal ornaments in the collection so that I can
give her a price. I'm thinking, "Is this really necessary for a tree?" But then
again, I'm Jewish. What do I know from Christmas trees? Except for that one
year my brother went over to the neighbors' house and accidentally tipped
the 6-ft tree over. But I digress again. Damn! Sorry.
I am looking for the seahorse...looking for the seahorse...looking for the... oh
holy God, every single ugly crystal ornament in the collection except for the
damn seahorse!!!
So I tell the customer how to look up what I'm seeing, and she sees the, uh,
tableau, as it were, of all of the crystal ornaments in the picture, grouped
together in a pose that looks like Despicable Gru used his freeze ray on 'em,
and her tone of voice drops from hilarious to dry in a moment as she goes,
"Oh...well no matter anyway. I hate it. That's UGLY." She has hit my funny
bone. "Well, thank God it's not available!" I say, and we're laughing again.
"Well," I manage to say in my most reasonable punking tone, "I am nding
some other types of ornaments. Are you sure you don't want a hot dog
ornament?" and she falls out.
Yeah. It's not that hilarious, but we're both tired now, and even something as
sophomoric as bum itch would be funny.
Now, I'm determined not only to prove to her - but to myself - that I'm
absolutely right: there ARE no sh ornaments in the stores on that damn
print out she was given (I HATE THOSE PRINTOUTS! THEY'RE ALWAYS
WRONG! There were all printed in, like, 1910!). So together, we call the biggest
store in the eet.
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We're listening to the phone ring, and waiting for the store to answer, when
she says, "You know, I do know how many New Yorkers are shopping, and I
just can't imagine 39 New Yorkers running into the store to buy 39 Puffer
Fish Ornaments!" Oh shit. There HAS to be weight loss to laughter - the
world just isn't right if that's not the case.
All I can see in my head is the scene in Shred 2 where people run screaming
from one Starbucks to the one across the street!
Through my laughter I say, "I HEAR ya! It's hard to wrap your mind around!
You just might be right!" while I'm imagining 39 people in a cartoon cluster
rushing into the store in a clump of activity and then rushing out with crystal
sh in their hands and big, adrenaline-crazed smiles on their faces.
To me, this is freakin' hilarious.
I am continuing to search with different search terms. What is a
replacement word for " sh". And inspiration hits. I do a search for, simply,
"lobster".
Oh. Dear heavenly Lord. Dear God in the sky. I think I've seen the divine in
person. The angels are singing. Because I have found the absolutely.
funniest, thing, I've. EVER seen. Ever.
It's called...oh sweet Jesus...it's called "Lobster On Pedestal".
I swear. to. God. It's called Lobster On Pedestal.

BWAAAAAAAHAHAHAHAHA!!!!
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All I have to say about this thing is: WHY????
My customer and I are doubled up laughing. We cannot - for the life of us we
can't! - gure out why this exists! I mean, who the hell buys Lobster On
Pedestal. What the hell is it FOR???? I mean, I'll take your best guess! Does
someone buy this to put on peoples' plates before the Christmas meal?
Does someone put this on the window ledge in the kitchen to inspire
lobster cooking fantasies? I mean, who loves lobster THIS MUCH???? It's
terrifying.
It's fantastic. It's the best ever. Gawd, I want her to buy this.
I have to actively stop myself from getting hysterical and laughing too hard
to talk.
She does not, in fact, want to buy Lobster On Pedestal. Shocking!
Then, Big Miracle: Someone answers the phone at the big agship store.
Holy lobster! It's someone with great customer service skills, a pleasant
manner, and a willingness to put on her snorkel gear and nd us some sh.
(I'm a touch put out that my customer is not at all impressed with my ability
to get through to the store and talk to a human! I mean, it's not like that's
easy even for us during the holidays! But she is expecting her top-level
customer service, dammit, and dammit I'm gonna provide.)
Our lovely New York store person is willing to walk the 3 miles from one side
of this huge building to the other to look for crystal sh for a tree...have I
mentioned lately how weird this search is?
But while this kindly New Yorker is going walkabout on a search for sea life, I
am doing searches online - sea shells, marine ornaments, anything with a
sea theme. Anything at all...
And she returns with the news I expected: Sorry, no sh at the inn.
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Meanwhile, my search has yielded a result I absolutely LOVE!!!! I nd the holy
grail of marine-themed Christmas ornaments. No, no, not the Puffer
ornament. Not even a lobster ornament. (For the love of CHRIST, would
someone put a lobster on a tree????)
I nd...
wait for it...
the Yellow Submarine!

AND SHE LOVES IT! Oh my God, I'm a fucking creative genius. She'll take the
sh ornament - the one I found 40 minutes ago - and the yellow submarine
ornament.
I'll take a Xanax.
I have spent roughly an hour looking for sea life for a tree and earning literally
3 cents in commission.
But nding Lobster On Pedestal...well...
That alone makes it a great day.
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December 12, 2018 – Ho! Ho! Ho!

The adrenaline is not wearing off, but the enjoyment is.
Ho! Ho! Ho! Happy Holidays!
I'm dismayed by the disparities in those who are ordering.
The comfortable New York man in his 50's who called yesterday, looking for a
fur coat for his wife. The elderly and poor New York woman, born in 1939, who
called today to buy a shower curtain liner for as low price as possible because
she needs it delivered - can't get out of the apartment. (I waived her
shipping.)
I'm bummed out by how many words I say, and how little people actually
listen.
"If you don't buy this shoe right this hot minute, it will probably be gone
because things are selling out while I've even got them in the CART!"
"REALly????"
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"Yes. Really. And these shoes you want are called 'Final Sale' shoes because
they're almost sold out already." I give the puffer sh ornament example to
indicate just how critical the grab-it-now-and-return-it-later solution is.
"OhmyGOODness!" she says. "Isn't that SUMthin'!"
"Don't THINK about buying," I say to her, just buy it now and return it later if
you don't want. You'll lock in the sale price and get them before they're
gone."
Oh! Wow! That's ah-MAZ-ing!" she says. My hand is poised over the Purchase
key.
"Hmmm..." she says. "So...WHICH of the culluhs do you have, now, in size 8? ...
oh...hmmm...'Wine'? What cullur-is that? Huh. Is it suede, didju say? Yes?
Oh...wow. ...I'll bet that isn't watuhproof, is it? No... Hmmm... Well...lemme see..."
I'm suddenly sick of people buying things
l'm mostly sick of them for not buying EXPENSIVE things...from ME!
To top off this magical day, a lovely young woman calls to buy TWO Apple 4
watches - that would be like a $1,000 purchase, thanks! - but only if they're
the stainless steel ones. This starts to sound like a rescue of a penniless work
day!
"Plus," she says, "I have a relative who wants to buy some too." [Holy grail!
Holy grail!]
But naturally we're sold out. I could have brought in over $2,000 in about an
hour, which ups my pay for that hour by $20. Shit! I almost cry. God help me,
it's because I've forgotten that this is a service job and I've gotten xated on
not having high-ticket items selling lately. Put my ego in check? No, no! Why
be peaceful? I'd rather rag myself out on these calls, rail against nearly
everything, and then go home. The Stressed-and-Idiotic Light is on in my
own head and I need to go home.
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I BADLY need to go home.
Meanwhile, the store has decided, it would seem, to do The 12 Days of
Christmas! They have started giving us daily gifts. Yesterday it was a set of
phone earbuds to use to listen to music, talk to your friends. Whatever.
Today it was a small tin with M&M's in it.
Maybe tomorrow it will be a bigass check! "Dream on! Dream on!
Dreeeeeeam aw-aw-aw-aw-aw-aw-aw-aw-nnnnnnn!" (Thank you, Steven
Tyler.)
Woman calls to tell me she bought a pair of pants that she is going to have
to take 6 inches off of at the bottom because they are so long. Plus they are
too tight. So she wants to get a bigger size to solve the tightness problem.
No prob - I'll order 'em for her. But no. She wants the store to waive the
shipping cost because, she says, "The store knew that there's 'a problem'
with these pants that are so ridiculously long." "You tried the pants on at the
store, is that right, ma'am?" (I feel like an attorney with that phrasing.) "Yes,
and they're TOO TIGHT! And they shouldn't be THAT LONG! I mean, I'm not
that TALL! The store KNEW they were a problem." [...] um [..
] I have to pause because if I don't, I'm going to say something like, "Are you
fucking KIDDING me?" Instead, I say, "No ma'am, the store will not be waiving
the shipping cost in that situation." My tone of voice is dry. Sahara dry. Don'tfuck-with-me dry. She doesn't fuck with me.
I look at the colleague sitting beside me. She looks as bewildered as I feel. I
tell her my tale of woe, and she says, "Oh, you should hear the woman I'm on
the phone with right now." I can see that she has the woman on Mute. I
wonder if the customer is telling some long-ass story that has nothing to do
with anything other than eating up time, but I don't really care enough to
ask. Fifteen minutes 'til quitting time, and what I care about is that there is
no wine at home.
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Is this really the holiday season? I'm so so so so SO lucky that I get to spend
my birthday with Nancy T. and her family. To me, that is where Christmas
lives: in the conversation, the food, the movies, the laughter, the dogs, the
friendship and the love. There truly is a spirit to the holiday season. Today
though, at work, I'm not feeling it.
M&M's and ear buds - someone's generous idea but my ego has passed on
the chill pill. Tomorrow is another day.
Another day-before-Christmas.
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December 13, 2018
So...another
day,
opportunity to rise.

another

But I can't seem to get myself to
rise from my bed.
Bad sign.

I don't want to go to work today. I don't want to deal with these screaming,
crazy people. Or even the NON-screaming people who can't reach the store,
who don't know where the North entrance or the West entrance or the
who-gives-a-shit entrance is.
I don't know, lady! I'm in freaking OHIO! And yet I go onto maps.google.com
and I gure it out. Because I'm in service. But currently resenting it.
Wondering if resentment, after a lengthy period of service, is a reboot of
sorts. Or maybe it's a clue. I don't know, but I'm certainly bathing my
emotional body in annoyance the last few days.
I need three huge sales today. THREE!!!
I need to get up and shower. Now.
Not doin' it.
This is what customers don't see: the exhaustion, the running-on-fumes that
happens daily from doing this kind of work. It occurs to me that this is rather
like being a therapist in training; they too have to learn how to disconnect
from the emotional baggage that is thrown their way.
I guess I'll learn. In the end, the part that I'm good at is the part I love:
meeting people where they really are. People - like dogs - are really amusing.
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December 21, 2018 – Heart of Darkness
Almost Christmas…

What the actual fuck? This is the season of peace, love and joy?
The disappointment and anger of legions of individuals screams at me
through the phone.

“My expensive handbags were just thrown into a box and showed up all
scratched! YOU HAVE TO FIX THIS!”
“I don’t WANT to tell you my address! I told ve OTHER people!”
“But I don’t GET it! How could that be sold out??? Someone in a STORE told
me it ISN’T!”

“My tree skirt that I ordered is LOST in the store and if I don’t get it my JOB is
in jeopardy!”
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“I want this watch but I want it in this color that only YOUR store has, and I
want it for the price this OTHER store has in the color I DON’T want, and then I
want to EXCHANGE it for the OTHER color because your store policies don’t
make SENSE to me and I WANT WHAT I WANT AND I DON’T WANT TO
SPEND AN EXTRA $60 ON THIS EXPENSIVE WATCH! I’D RATHER SPEND ALL
NIGHT ARGUING WITH YOU!”
Into the middle of this insanity strides…a little more lunacy.
At the same time as I’ve been told I’m now one of the ve best sellers on the
oor, I’m also told that I’m “failing” – always a lovely word – my “audits”.
Why am I “failing” my audits?
For not asking for the sale.
Now…I ask you: How do you become one of the ve best sellers on the oor
and fail your audit for not asking for the sale?
My head exploded. My emotional balance tipped over, fell onto the oor and
then shattered. Stressed, beleaguered, my eyes started leaking.
It didn’t help that this information was communicated to me in the
lunchroom by my temporary supervisor in front of others on the team.
Ahhh…the beauty and fuckedupedness of Corporate America.
This job should really come with hazard pay, especially around the holidays.
We take on – well, I certainly do – so much of the emotional tsunami. Call
after call after call after call.
“Hello, thank you for calling. This is Lori. How can I help you? Hello, thank you
for calling. This is Lori. How can I help you? Hello, thank you for calling. This is
Lori. How can I help you?”
Hello, please stop calling unless you’re going to buy a really expensive pair of
emerald earrings AND FOLLOW THROUGH.
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Our least favorite words, particularly after 20-40 minutes of talking and
researching: “Well…I’ll think about it and call back.”
I’ve learned to say, “Would you like me to call you back?”
Oh wait! That must not be me: I don’t ask for the sale!
Bitter much? Yes. Yes, I am. I don’t like being blindsided, and without
context. AFTER supervisor tells me that I’m failing, and tells me that three
times, she then tells me that the audits are conducted off shore (???) and
then she seems to be trying to communicate that this is not the end of the
world. My tears were a tip-off. She took a little pity on me.
I've been on the phones maybe 3 weeks. 3 weeks of training before that.
Analytics. We are judged by analytics. Numbers.
No one sees the disparity here. No one in charge, anyway. You are measuring
human responses with mechanistic techniques. Plus, the off-shore people.
Off-shore. Let me explain something. When a New Yorker calls me, I "speak"
New York - I'm more to-the-point, I talk quicker. When a slow-paced
Southerner calls me, I "speak" Southern - I let my cadence slow, I get
prepared to spend time with more of a meandering call. So when you tell me
that the off-shore people are judging our calls, my eyebrows go up.
It's a culture thing. If you asked me to judge calls of another culture, I
couldn't do it because I don't understand the rules of that culture.
Hey, remember the movie My Cousin Vinnie? (Yeah, I know, lots of movie
references from this chick. I'm a movie fanatic; sue me.)
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So there's this scene at the start where Ralph Macchio is being questioned
by this Southern cop, and he is saying "I shot the clerk..." because he is like
"are you freaking kidding me? He says it more than once from incredulity,
but it is misheard and then used as evidence that he admitted to the crime.
Hey, sue me again, but I'm also a linguist and lemme tell you, the thought of
off-shore people judging my performance makes me very doubtful.
No no! We're told, no, it's cool because they have a list of what to listen for...
Seriously, I would have NO CLUE if I were listening to any other culture's
language and intonations than my own! I do not trust that anyone other
than someone raised in the U.S. will understand the nuance of it all! Hell!
Even those who are RAISED HERE have no fucking clue most of the time!
I have no clue that within a few short months, I will be promoted, and
listening to these calls myself. And even on-shore, the task is nuts.
I start to fantasize about training my fellow phone jockeys in Emotional
Linguistics™, interpersonal communication, how to get personal satisfaction
out of the job, and also maybe how to avoid the burnout.
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December 20, 2018 – Behind the Lights
"I have to bury my son tomorrow,
and I need to purchase a shirt."
My heart stops. I sit up straighter
and I lean forward, wanting
somehow to reach her with my
concern.

Turns out, she wants a very nice-looking t-shirt, because he was 19 when he
transitioned, and he "never wore a suit in his life".
We spend an hour trying to nd something. She is calm. In fact, she is so
calm I think maybe she's scamming instead of serious, but who would go to
this level to get a shirt? No. She's in shock, or x-it mode. Or this-is-what-Ican-do-for-him focused mode.
I'm not leaving this call until she gets what she needs. We seem to get her
there, at long last. She can get a shirt for her son. And she can get it to the
mortuary in time for tomorrow's service.
Merry Christmas...
I am sobered...and the phone is ringing...and it is on to the next call...
This man says, with a voice redolent in maturity and a deeply Zen-like calm,
"Call me Jimmy." He sounds older - 70- or 80-something. He has a mellow
undertone to his voice; a lovely sound of ease and all-the-time-in-the-world
in his tone. I feel instantly calmer.
He tells me that he wants to buy a perfume for his wife. We take some time
and eventually nd him what he is looking for. He wants to go into the store
rather than order through me. Before he goes, though, he says, "You have a
real Christmas voice. Do you have a supervisor so that I can give you an 'atta
girl'?"
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I am so moved by this offer! It does help. I have had four people ask to do this
in my ve weeks there on the phones, and it is this one that feels really
heartful. I feel personally respected and cared for. It's a gift I appreciate.
*sigh*
On to the next call from an Asian woman who is not hard to understand
because of her accent but because her phone is horri c and makes her
muf ed. Even though we spend some time looking, and I slow my speech
and I change my choice of words so that she can understand, we are unable
to nd what she needs.
She says, "I am sorry. It is my accent."
And I can't let her think that inaccurate thought. "No, no, not at all, my
darling. [My darling? I keep getting more and more a combination of New
Yorker and British in my word choices somehow. Is that even a thing???] It's
the cell phones - they make everyone sound muf ed."
She leaves feeling cared for too. Mission accomplished. Karma paid forward.
Next!
Next...is a woman stranded in a wheelchair in a rehab facility for a month
longer than expected, uncertain if she will ever stand again on her own two
feet.
She says slightfully tearfully that she can't get into the store - "I wish I could,"
she says apologetically - and she needs two sweaters. She wants to talk me
to death about how bad all of this is, but I cut her off and I say, "How about
we bring the store to you? What do you think of that?" She loves that.
We get her a couple of fantastic sweaters that she can wear, and cheer
herself up with. She has a husband, but he is involved with the family at
Christmas, while she is in this facility. I feel for her. Images of Vince come up
in my mind - him in his nal weeks in his rehab facility - his terror. If helping
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her nd two sweaters gives her that tone of warmth, relief and gratitude in
her voice, that's holiday stuff, to me.
After we hang up, I press the Hold-On-Just-A-Damn-Minute button - the
one that lets me not take another call immediately - so that I can tell my
new Manager of 2 days' duration so far, that I will be in on Sunday, and then
out on Monday for my birthday and out on Tuesday for Christmas.
I'm telling him this when I hear, "Lori! That's my birthday too!" from the
young woman who sits next to me.
That's never happened to me before. So, here is my co-worker who is a
Capricorn born the same day I was born (different year - she's in her 20's or
very early 30's). My new manager, who is the coolest, most laid back dude
ever, announces that he's a Capricorn too and his birthday is January 5th. It's
a Capricorn Corner! No wonder I'm feeling comfy! I'm around people who
"get" me!
Anyway, we call center types are doing our thing. It's still the holidays,
though, and people are tired, stressed, maintaining...and I can't help thinking
about how badly we all handle the holidays.
It is time to make a better choice of holiday behavior, I'm thinkin', before we
all impoverish ourselves - and not just nancially - to "prove" our love.
One of the customers asks me if I have nished my Christmas shopping.
I take a deep breath before speaking. I don't want to soapbox her with my
opinions about the holidays and shopping. So, I think for a second and then I
say, "I'm not shopping. I'm knitting."
Her turn to pause.
Then she says, "You. are. so. SMART!"
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I want to demur, but I don't. I want to say, "I'm not smart; I'm broke and
creative. And I am listening to my own mode of being. I don't know how it
will all fall out. But here's one thing I believe I know: the holidays are here for
me, and not me for them"...whatever the hell that means. And I guess what it
means is that I just didn't really feel the holidays until 3 days before. Couldn't
get myself to do a damn thing about 'em...I have a sense of disconnect from
it all.
Or is that really the truth? Yeah, no it isn't.
It occurs to me as I drive home that my approach to customer service is,
really, in the spirit of Christmas - the peace and joy part, in my own little way. I
calm heightened pulses. I unexpectedly bring laughter and connection and
understanding into peoples' days. As far as I'm concerned, the purchase
itself matters far less than does the quality of the contact.
Of course I wish I had thousands of dollars. I would have bought THE most
wonderful gifts for my friends. And for myself. I wish I wish! But if I cannot, I
have to have the courage to not feel that I have injured the people I love by
not spending. I have to nd other ways. So I have.
If I can maintain my energy level, I'll keep this up until I get promoted out of
that sales chair and into training, where I feel I belong.
Meanwhile it's Christmas. When we are reminded of some powerful shoulds:
to be kind and compassionate and loving. I hope we practice that for
ourselves more. That's where the real power starts.
So, my Christmas wish, if you will: May our every day be shot through with
practiced care, compassion, love, humor, authenticity, humanness,
thoughtfulness, and mutual blessing.
"All I know, all I know, love will save the day."
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December 26, 2018 – A Christmas Hangover

The rushing to make scads of money at work while the holidays were
happening - that lled me with tons of adrenaline. And now the adrenaline is
gone. And I want to crawl under the bed for a fucking week. I really do.
I most DEFINITELY don't want to talk to people about how their gift was the
wrong size. I really don't. I really don't care, truth be told. Not when I feel as
though the stuf ng has been taken out of me, and not yet returned to my
emotional body.
People said to me today, "That's retail!" Well, ugh! I've not been through a
retail Christmas before, so the ups and downs of December sales is not one
I'm familiar with yet. I sit there today, earning a paltry $600 today for the
company - me, the "Superstar" of the group (oh my poor ego...) - while my
friend Jim makes ONE SALE in the amount of $1,919, and I am gob-smacked.
Because I am so wiped, this strikes me as my personal Sales Apocalypse. I am
useless, done, spent, this is The End, it is All My Fault, and my Run of Sales
Magni cence is over. I shall go broke. Yada, yada, yada.
How wonderful it is to be an emotional being.
Speaking of emotions, a Black woman calls and says she feels that her son
was discriminated against for not being permitted to exchange a coat. I
honestly don't know what to say. Maybe she's right. Maybe she's not. I have
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absolutely no idea, and I know that no matter what I say it's gonna be wrong,
from the store's perspective. I should say, mechanically, "Ma'am, I am so sorry.
Let me nd someone who can speak with you," and leave it at that. But do I?
No. I have to put on my superwoman cape and right wrongs! Up, up, and
away!
I spend 30 minutes trying to nd someone to talk to her. I nally have to
give up - no one's answering the damn phones, because the people in the
stores have not one person at a time but four coming up to the counters
with, "My gift doesn't t!!!!", and the in-store employees are (if they're smart)
sneaking draughts of schnapps in bathrooms when they're on break. But I
send an email about her, with her contact info, and I give her a direct line to
call.
That's all the wrong I can right at the moment. Enough!
I consider the space under the desk as a great place to retreat to. I could just
refuse to speak to anyone else because it's nearly the end of the day, right?.
But that would be a bit too dramatic, I decide, so I just put my head in my
hands and keep answering the phone. Perseverance. A good thing or a bad
thing? Some days I have no way of knowing.
It is time to refocus. It is time to sleep. And to take my attention off of
making money through an adrenaline-fueled haze, and to instead start
writing my play, and my best selling book, and working on my business, and
continuing to get through the holidaze. Because until January 2nd, this is
still that time of year. God help me.
It is nearly time to say goodnight to 2018. To be thankful that this year was
spent in a home of my own. To be grateful that this crazy job is mine. To look
ahead. And to look within...my bedcovers.
Good night, Christmas.
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December 27, 2018 – Perspective
How was your Christmas?" I inadvisedly ask one older man who calls me
today.
He pauses in nitesimally, and then says, "Uh...alright. I was alone. Many
people are."
I was too. I am. I understand what he is saying.
You know, I'm not Christian. I am a fan of Jesus - he was/is an enlightened
and ever-living Master and I'm a huge fan of all of the ever-living Masters.
Jewish, too, and not by any means born on December 25th. But I digress.
I nd that I am good and tired of Christmas and its expectations that live
within my own self.
It's different than it used to be. Just a year ago, I was ending a 3-year period
of being - what is that word, again? It's the replacement word for "homeless".
Ah yes, that's it: "displaced". For those three years, the month of December
just blew. I was working for myself, looking for clients to hire me for my
marketing savvy. And in December, no one is looking to hire. People are
looking to buy.
So, to have a December in which I could make money from the very thing
that used to bum me out...well, that struck me as brilliant karmic balancing.
But now it's December 27th. I spent my December 24th birthday with my
dear friend Nancy. We stayed up until 4AM, drinking good wine, and
laughing and talking. It's the kind of evening only really old friends can have.
I've known Nancy for over 40 years now.
Christmas was A Day of Rest. Today has been hellish. I am still tired. I thought
the weariness was all of the recovery needed from all of the wine consumed
on Christmas Eve, but I am reconsidering that. It may be that the Moon is in
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Intensity or some such! Fact is, I am marinating in a dream so powerful and
so lasting with messages, I have yet to write it down, and yet I have
forgotten nothing. You do what you do...and you go home. The meaning of it
all is beyond us.
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December 29, 2018 - Why does the end of
the year take...so...long?
Post-Christmas slump!
It is seriously post-holiday in here. In this Call Center.

I feel like a moving target. Now I'm a professional, card-carrying SAGAFTRA actor - now I'm not. Now I'm an Administrative Assistant - now I'm
unemployed. Now I'm a writer, now I'm an artist, now I'm a Customer Service
phone jockey. At NONE of these things - ALL of which I excel at - am I
making serious money. At only two of them have I been recognized for my
gifts, and that is for sales jobs that pay almost nothing.
Is there a PURPOSE here somewhere? Because somewhere in here my life
force is drained by people who are truly exercised about a fucking pair of
shoes. Or bath salts. Or a blouse...
Seriously, y'all?
Somewhere in here, my personal level of disappointment about this work my sense of having failed to become Important-With-A-Capital-I is elevated
to Code Red, deep-sixing my sense of personal satisfaction in service. Even
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when a man calls today to ask about returning two rings to the store, and
reveals that his wife died in September and that these are two rings she did
not wear, I'm not moved. I say all the right things to him, but I'm just. not.
moved.
Even when he says, "And my mother died 2 hours after she did."
That's when I think "either he's lying and I'm picking up on that, or I'm in
trouble and I need a shot of compassion." Well...I need...something. The
adrenaline rush of the holidays has faded into a line of people's boring
problems: the woman who left her mother's credit card at the Michael Kors
counter; the woman looking for a nightgown-and-robe combo; the man
looking for an adult sippy cup with Tom Brady on it (really?); the dribs-anddrabs sales of $12.99 here and $34.99 there.
And not once, not twice, but three times in one day I lose a call relating to
sales that are actually worth something: ne jewelry and watches.
Call One: The phone call drops unexpectedly after I tell her, "Why yes ma'am,
you can buy your friend a $300 watch and send it to her." I hadn't yet asked
for her phone number - a trick I had learned the hard way. But too late - buybye phone call!
Call Two: A man calls about a $269 watch. We identify the watch, and I put it
into the cart when he suddenly says, "Oh! My wife is calling! Can I call you
back?" I say, "I'll call you back." - I WANT THIS SALE - and he says, rushing, "Oh,
thank you!" I say, "What is your number, sir?" And there's no answer. He's
gone. So is the $269.
Call Three: I have put myself on mute and I don't notice that I have put
myself on mute, so when I answer the phone they can't hear me. I think
their phone is crackers, so I release the call which might have been a sale.
All of this, all 360° of it, is boring and is frustrating the snot out of me.
Basically, I'm having a tantrum. I remind myself that I have been - as my new
manager puts it - "killing it" in sales, so a few days of shit sales isn't the end of
the world.
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As Vince, my most recent partner, used to say, "Fuck that shit." I'm not
listening, even to myself. I. don't. want. to. be. sitting. here. I need stimulation.
I need people around me. I need...something else.
It's the last week of this year, and why the fuck anyone is working is beyond
me. Really. Just fucking let it go, okay? NO ONE SHOULD WORK FROM
DECEMBER 24TH THROUGH JANUARY 1ST. EVER.
Especially in retail, we could use some damn rest.
Fortunately, I had a phone interview this morning for a job with actual
unchanging hours, and a lot more money in the of ng. Also fortunately, my
friend is connecting me with someone in about a week for whom I may be
able to do some actually meaningful work with my writing and maybe even
with my speaking - who knows. Fortunate as well is that my new manager
has friends who lm documentaries and he is more than happy to introduce
me to them.
And then, completely unexpectedly, I learn that when I made my car
payment this morning, I had PAID. OFF. MY. CAR. LOAN! NO MORE CAR
PAYMENTS!
NOW it's Christmas!
What the hell? I'm still feeling sorry for myself. I'm not counting my
blessings; I'm counting my frustrations. All of the things I don't have. This is
not a recommended practice!
It's time to get proactive up in here! I answer the phone with a monetary
mission, dammit!
"HelloThankYouForCallingThisIsLori.
WhodoIhavethepleasureofpeakingwithtoday? WHAT'S A GOOD NUMBER
FOR YOU? WANNA BUY A GOOD WATCH?"
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December 30, 2018 - ""It's Nice of You...But
Really...Who Cares...""

Who knew the word "stylist" could mean something besides a hair dresser?
One woman told me that her stylist had advised her; after I realized we
weren't actually talking about her hair, I received another call from another
woman and became her clothing stylist for an hour and a half.
It was an adventure in the vagaries of human types of people.
"Cool! You're going to be taking a swim class? What are your
measurements? Okay, let me look at the size chart. You need a Medium...
Yes, I am absolutely sure. But there is one thing that concerns me. Yes. What
concerns me about this [plunging and revealing] swimsuit tankini top
[which is completely useless for a swimming class], is that it ties behind your
neck. Your breasts pull on the ties which pull on the back of your neck and
it's not great for your neck muscles. [not to mention that you're looking at a
picture of a 5'8" model who is 24 years old, and you're 65 and 5'1". What are
you thinking???]"
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This kind of "professional advice" I'm offering as though I've been a "stylist"
for a decade is the bene t of being able to stand bravely in your years of
living and say, "Hey, I'm just like State Farm's Insurance! 'I know a thing or
two!'" It's also the bene t of being able to bullshit with the best of 'em. Or, if
you're an actor, improv with the best of 'em.
An hour and a half talking about tankinis. We looked for that thing for a
looooooong time. We put things into the basket. We took things out of the
basket. We put something else into the basket. We discussed the basket.
And after all of that time, she informed me that she had no credit card but
wanted to pay with some Visa gift cards. Which didn't work. She has to go to
the store to pay. Ta-ta!
But my favorite person who calls is pissed. off. She is blowing off steam, but
not particularly at me. At the store, yes. Her bitterness is reserved for the fact
that no one answers the phones at the stores "anymore". She is pissed off
because she has been trying to take care of her garment problem for days,
and can't get anyone to deal with her. So she tells me succinctly, "You know,
if they don't get their shit together, they are going to go the way of ..." and
she impressively rattles off names of stores that no longer exist. "And you
know, it's nice that they put on the SPECIAL EVENT," she says and I think
that she is going to fold in some kudos for the store. Maybe balance out her
message here. And instead she says, "but really...who cares..." All I can say to
that is:
MIC DROP.
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December 31, 2018 - "Fraudery and Freakery
and Fuckery"

I used to wonder how Judge Judy could just look at someone, listen for a
moment, and know that they were full of it. I'm beginning to get it. And
there are levels. Levels of stupidity, some of which is based on simple (and
frustrating) lack of experience of the world we phone jockeys live in, and
some of which is based on a sense of entitlement and greed - regardless of
nancial status or color or sex.
There is the Unnecessary-Kindness stupidity:
"The number of my credit card is 4444 ... [pause for 2 beats which feels like 2
hours] - space - 5555 - [pause for 2 beats which is another 2 hours] -space
-6666 - [pause for 2 beats oh-my-god-I- nished-typing-this-shit-16-hoursago] -space..." Wow...now I know you have never worked in an of ce or in
retail before.
There is the Blindness stupidity:
"Well I already tried calling the store, so you're never gonna get through."
Really, Sir? I work on the inside - think there just might be a way I have at
least a different mode of contact???
And there is the You-Think-I'm-An-Idiot Stupidity
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"Well, the store should come out and remove the security tag from my
clothing. They've come out and done it before! Yes they have!"
wow...that's a beaut. No, they really haven't.
She spent 10 minutes trying to confuse me, talk me around, and get a few
more dollars off the sale, but there were no more dollars to be had. And she
didn't like that. she pulled out The Big Guns! She informed me that the store
has a policy of waiving the sales tax if the sales tax is larger than the shipping
fee.
I go ahead and put her on mute so she can't hear me, and I'm banging my
head on the desk.
"Oh yes!" she assures me with great authority. "The store has done that for
me several times!" I have an image in my mind of federal agents knocking
on her door to collect $3.42."
"Ma'am, that is a Federal policy, sales tax. There is no way to waive that!"
"Oh no, you're wrong. If it is larger than the shipping fee..."
"Ma'am, it isn't larger than the shipping fee."
"Well, no. But if it were..."
And I can't do it anymore. I say, "I challenge you to prove to me that that has
happened."
Silence. A silence during which I think to myself that I might have just lost
my job if anyone audits this endless phone call. So I prophylactically add, "Let
me look up some of your old orders and see where that may have
happened."
Where it never in a million ef ng years happened, lady! HAHAHAHA! End of
the road, you!
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I WIN!!!
She sighs and says, "Well, lemme check out before I change my mind."
DEAR GOD, YES! BY ALL MEANS! PLEASE!
Maybe it's just me, but I'm thinking this isn't what a shopping trip is
supposed to include. It's also not supposed to be what Customer Service
includes. I'm gonna have to get some training on stopping endless
conversations. Meanwhile, I'm noti ed that I'm now actually ranked second
among the sellers. "One of these things is not like the other..." And speaking
of song lyrics:
Isn't it ironic?
It's like pain...on a shopping spree.
It's no free ride...on the sales tax you hate.
It's the small discount...that you just won't take.
Who would'a thought...it gures.
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January 2, 2019 - "When it's so bad it's good"
Working for a retailer has introduced me to TONS of interesting stuff I would
never have known. Brands I never heard of: Giani Bernini, Cuddl Duds (a
brand name just cute enough to nauseate), Alfani, and Tasso Elba (sounding
ever-so-Italian - but probably made in New Jersey, who knows? Certainly not
me.)
And I have seen some weird things - from the "Lobster on Pedestal" I wrote
about previously, to a Bvlgari scent that is fascinatingly presented as though
it is a combination lock on acid, or something that was beamed up when the
transporter had a really bad day.

I'm fascinated with all of it, really. Shape and color and general weirdness
have always fascinated me. So in this way, working in retail is A Kinda Cool
Thing. Except for the exceptionally ugly pieces of clothing that you just can't
even imagine someone buying, much less wearing.
I look at this kind of marketing and I wonder how these things could be
used in alternate ways. Like...earrings, maybe? The purple really does look like
something I'd cheerfully wear on my lobes!
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There are pieces of such breathtaking beauty that I nd myself wanting
them, even though I'm not a major jewelry maven. But there are just too
many pieces of jewelry which are jewel-toned - which my eyes just feed on! and that's where I just fall into the computer monitor...
A problem I run into regularly is that I am easily distracted. So I see
something like this ring (LUST, WANT, MUST HAVE!!!) And my eye travels
down the page...

["Oh, sweet cheese and crackers, there are earrings too???"]

So this is how I spend my day. People call in and introduce me to yet another
pair of shoes that I think are incredible, or jewelry I slobber all over myself as I
dream of owning it. Purses, dresses, coats, all of which I let ow by me,
knowing I really can't buy all of it.
Today introduced me - via that distraction problem of mine - to some
particularly and magni cently egregious men's suits. A real estate salesman
man called me to buy a light blue suit. We spent about an hour trying to nd
the right blue, and the right suit, and the right sizes for him, and he was
metrosexual as hell - seemed straight to me, but with such gay overtones of
hilarity and wit. We had a grand ol' time!
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So, we're trolling through the website - me at work, him in his car on his
phone - and by the 30th minute, I'm blinded by shades of blue, and
wondering where the hell all of the light blue suits are. And then I see
them...like a beacon, a sign in the sky - neon - blinking furiously: "So Bad It's
Good!"
Turns out they're called Opposuits. A more awkward name you'll be hard
pressed to nd. And they're so bad they're almost good. Some of them. The
rest are freaking God-awful! Here is a trip through some of the worst suits
I've seen so far. Not only is the fabric design hideous, but the NAMES should
truly be labeled legendary. Wait. You'll see.

First of all...
You haven't lived until you've turned yourself into a Ms. Pac Man game.
Including the tie, thank you very much. I'm trying to imagine what kind of
guy wears this suit. Is this a gaming nerd? In which case, he probably doesn't
look like Superman over there. And if he wears it to a gaming convention, do
people try to play him? It's a little mind-boggling. But this one I put in the
so-bad-it's-good category. Feel free to amboyantly disagree!
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Secondly... Let's do give a nod to the people who name things. The online
names of any of the clothing reads like a bad epic poem - long, alliterative,
and lacking in any real focus. Let me introduce you to the appropriately
named Flaminguy Suit!
No, I'm not kidding. This is called a "tropical print". I call it a fucking
nightmare. But hey, to each their own. My only wish is that if you wear this
suit, you do it with the full awareness that you will have to exercise every
single bit of James Bond-ian swagger you own to pull this off.

(By the way, this one is only in my so-bad-it's-good column if the guy
wearing it knows what he's taken on. Otherwise, oh dear God, please just
don't. Okay? And you probably also shouldn't wear it if you don't live in
Florida and hum the Miami Vice theme song everywhere you go.)
But it's time to lead you to the really dark side. Are you ready? Because the
rst one is just mind-exploding in that it is named The Casanova, and it is a
fabric entirely of cash. So, let's look at that a little more closely, shall we? So, if
you are made of money, you know how to have sex well? Is that the deal? Or
maybe this is Truth In Advertising for people who are like Donald Dumptruck
(I hate to use his name): Sleep with me and all you'll get for your trouble is a
shitload of money when you sue me!
I don't know. Like I said: mind. exploded.
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So have a look at a suit that is named - oh God, just wait for it - The Testival. I
know, I could make an obvious joke about this guy looking like a dick, but
really, if you truly are the coolest dude on any block anywhere, you can carry
this off! Still, this cannot stay on my so-bad-it's-good list because of its name.
All I'll ever think if someone I know wears this thing is that they are wearing
The Testical. As The Emperor in Star Wars said: It's unavoidable.
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Last but absolutely not least, is a suit so bad - so very very bad - it can't even
approach good, much less visit the neighborhood of kitsch, which is the last
train stop before OH DEAR JESUS TAKE IT OFF AND BURN IT! For the love of
all that is holy, please don't wear this. And if you have to, do you HAVE to wear
the tie??? I mean, maybe you could get away with the jacket, with some
awesome slacks that ARE NOT PATTERNED. But wearing this will get you
mistaken for a carpet. I just don't recommend it.
What I haven't mentioned is the descriptions. So, get ready for this one:
"Attention, attention: the center of attention has arrived. [JESUS, YOU THINK
SO???] Folks will be lining up to snap a picture with the stylish daredevil in
this one-of-a-kind suit that features a attering slim t and 21st-century
print. Brought to you by Opposuits." BWAHAHAHAHAHA! Yes, dear boy,
people will be lining up to take pictures with you to post mockingly on social
media, you daredevil you!
So, for all of the insanity of Customer Service, there is the perk of nding
things like these that - should you ever nd yourself swimming in money you can buy as a joke for someone who likes to laugh with you, or as a reward
for someone who is so astoundingly cool, they could make these suits work.
Well...maybe not The Jag...
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January 3, 2019 - "Patience and Shade"
What do you do when you're sitting on the phone and no calls are coming
through, you have no one in your pod to talk to, and you're looking at 8
hours of Zzzzzzzzzz?

(1) Turn on the online classical music radio station, low, so no one carps at you.
(2) Take out your knitting.
(3) Fight the urge to bang your head on the desk.
(4) Watch 10 people leave for the day with management's blessing...
Wait. What?
Yep! People left for the day, valiantly saving funds for the company! Such
sel essness! Such bravery! We salute thee!
The shade that the manager threw at one of my co-workers who I love was
so good as to be artistry; so good, in fact, I wouldn't have dared to leave, after!
More on that in a minute.
Now, I do far too good a job of feeling sorry for myself when I see people able
to just leave for the day with the blessing of management. Poor, poor pitiful
me - too poor, poor and pitiful to be able to just leave work. I'll take the
hourly!
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But I also do a magni cent job of being older, which means this ain't my rst
rodeo. I know a few things that my younger counterparts don't know:
(1) It only takes one big call to make that hour of work worth it.
(2) A morning doesn't a day make (what's happening now won't be
happening later, babe)
(3) If your Supervisor throws shade: Pay. Attention.
So I stuck around. No problem.
My co-worker Jim, who does a magni cent job of being younger than me, is
working his rst of ce job ever. I remember my rst of ce job ever, and Jim
is one lucky dude to have landed here.
Jim is one of those who put in to take the day off, and not long after he and
others do so, here comes the Supervisor (actually, he's higher than a
Supervisor, but he's the guy who's in charge of a lot of us). We'll call the
Supervisor...Charlie.
Charlie approaches our area with his usual low-and-slow easygoing walk. He
is holding a piece of paper in his hand, and if you're observant you can tell
he's on some kind of mission. It's in the set of his face. He doesn't look upset.
He looks...purposeful.
Raising his hand with the paper in it, he says, as if it's just a statement of fact,
and perhaps rather a joke (but I hear the undertone, and it's not a joke),
"These are the people who don't care about money."
It's a list of those who have put in to go home, and he has to approve their
departure.
So, rst of all: Ouch!
Second of all: Anyone on that list - watch out; you've just marked yourself.

Call Center Crazy
Page 121

Call Center Crazy

This is as good as a play, so I'm watching, headset on my head, knitting in my
hands, classical music playing, and me frozen in fascination, captivated - as
ever - with the interplay of human emotional interaction.
The moment that classi es as the Greatest Shade Ever - the knife without
the hilt, the inescapable gotcha - is when my sweet Jim is sitting at his desk
with his headset on and his cheeks reddened. It comes to us all: those
moments when we realize we have stuck our feet in our mouth and we are
well and truly fucked.
So, Charlie is standing in our area, saying more things about how this is the
list of people who don't care about money - and in Sales that's pretty much
the equivalent of someone on an iron lung saying they don't care about
oxygen - and in an increasing welter of uncomfortableness, Jim says, as an
excuse, a way of explaining that without phone calls he can't do so, so why
stay: "I want to learn."
Meaning that if the phones are not ringing, how is he going to learn? Right?
Nope - not right.
So, Jim says, "I want to learn." And Charlie says - wait for it - wait for it - with
the friendliest tone, the kind of tone of voice that is so full of the truth-willset-you-free (or on re) kind of truth that it sounds like simple statement of
fact rather than the gut punch it is... "I'm sure you'll learn on the drive home."
I wish I had it on video. Or at least audio. I am in awe of people who can take
their displeasure or their anger and make it a to-the-bone lesson, rather than
an infantilizing "daddy's angry!" exercise in futile shaming.
That. Was. Epic. Lesson-ing! And totally ungraceful me, my hand is on my
mouth and I'm quietly making the shade sound, "OOOOH!" Jesus, Lor', you
got no couth!
Well, maybe I don't have "couth", but what I did get later in the day was a call
from someone wanting to buy his son a $5,000 watch. And a one-on-one
training in Sales from the Supervisor.
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So, word to the wise: Don't judge the day by its morning. Also: Watch out for
really, really clever Supervisors.

January 6, 2019 - "On the Other Side of the
Phone"
I initiated a chat with Customer Service yesterday, at an online store we'll call
Moto's.
Suddenly on the other side again, but this time I'm self-righteous. Now I
"know" how things "should" be done - a.k.a. how I would do it - so I'm
appalled!
Now, this is on a Chat, and not on a phone, and thank God for that because it
gives me a moment to breathe instead of going off. But just barely. Because
I'm quick and I'm triggerable.
I hate rule-following, and I follow rules well. Con ict - Party of One? The way
rule-following works for me is when it makes sense, and it is wellcommunicated.
Anywho, I'm wanting to buy a couple of shirts, so I jump on there and it tells
me that I am going to get FREE SHIPPING with my FIRST PURCHASE!
Whoopee!
So I'm shopping my little heart out, and then I go to pay and I see that it
wants to charge me for shipping. So I initiate a chat.
Me: Hey, hi there. My name is Lori. I was initially told by the system that I
would receive free shipping, and then when I went to check out, it told me
that it was charging me shipping. Can you help me?
Him/Her: Let me check that for you...............I don't see anything in your cart.
Me: Say what? I was just about to push the "Pay Now" button!
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Him/Her: [no response]
Me: [after going back and putting the items back into the cart] Do you see
them now? It is still asking me for shipping fees.
Him/Her: Did you take a picture of where it said you would get free
shipping?
Okay, really? REALLY? I should have looked forward to your system
completely fucking up and taking my order out, and promising me shipping
and then reneging? Really?
Me: [after going back and putting the items back into the cart] Do you see
them now? It is still asking me for shipping fees.
So I told Him/Her that I work for a store that regularly waives shipping when
it comes to retaining a customer.
No response. And then I had to stop myself from going off on this person. I
had to actively remind myself that this person does the exact same job I do,
for a completely different company. I mean, I had to hold myself back like a
snarling dog on a chain because I wanted to go OFF!
And suddenly, here I was in a completely different position than I'd been
before, where I couldn't choose blissful ignorance. I know there are terrible
Customer Service people. I mean: HORRIBLE. And I know there are super
fantastic and generally unrewarded Customer Service people. I mean:
INCREDIBLE.
And I know something else that a LOT of people don't know: how to get
through to the humanness of someone and be a great customer service
person who is helping and connecting, rather than just selling. That takes
something that I actually don't possess as a natural, birth-given element:
patience. Ask any of my friends; they'll tell you how insanely impatient I am
with myself. Ask any of my bosses, and they'll tell you I'm freaking erce: if I
think I can go faster, and something or someone is holding me back, I'm not
a happy camper.
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But it is the one thing I'm patient with because people are fascinating to me:
what makes us tick, what makes us lose our minds, what makes us the
same, and where we differ.
But I digress.
It takes patience, a willingness not to be right but to be human (oh shit
that's hard!) with this person, and an understanding that if you get pissy
with the system and not with the person, you're going to get the Customer
Service Agent on your side.
And that, my friends, is when you have struck pay dirt! Because then you
have a potential ally.
This person did not have that ability (and yes, I do even have that ability
while on a chat; it's an addiction to words and communication that brought
that about over the long-term). But I was sobered by the fact that I was
trigger-happy. I knew why - my job sucked and it was hard and demanding
and makes you completely drained and nuts and all the rest of it - but that
didn't mean I had to be an ass to a colleague.
*sigh*
I started thinking about teaching communication and connecting as a sales
training...
And I canceled my shirt order.
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January 9, 2019 - "The Care and Feeding of
Your Customer Service Agent"
Is this image what it feels like to you to approach a Customer Service call?

Been there. Done that.
Once upon a time, about 20 years ago, I spent no less than 8 hours on the
phone with AT&T. Why did I do that insanity? Because I was determined and
a little stupid.
Want to tame the savage beast and get what you want out of your service
call? FABulous! Here are some secrets you Did Not Know And Now Will. Here
are a few suggestions about the Care and Feeding of your Customer Service
Agent.
Here is why your calls are sucking, and your Customer Service experience is
less than fabulous... I mean, you want to buy your whatsis and we want to sell
you your whatsis and get our commission. That's a win-win, right? Yeah. Cool.
So come take a seat behind the phones with us (don't worry, we won't make
you answer any calls), and get the secret answers to making this shit work.
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Let's do this...

Your phone sucks.
I don't care what kind of phone you have, your phone sucks. It's a cell? It
sucks. We can't fucking hear you. I say, "Who do I have the pleasure of
speaking with today?" and you mumble your nineteen-syllable name, or you
rush through your nineteen-syllable name, and I am supposed to somehow
know what you said. There is a sound delay, there is bad/muf ed/tinny sound
quality, there are a thousand-and-one problems with hearing you
because...your phone sucks.

You have me on speaker.
Worse, you have me on speaker and you're 12 feet from the speaker. Worse
than that, you talk at the speed of light, as though I've heard you say this
stuff a thousand times before. (Spoiler alert: I haven't.) Worse yet, you have
every conceivable noise happening in the background, plus you're speaking
to three other people while you're yelling at the dog (and, by the way, IN MY
EAR, DUMBASS!), and you wonder why I can't understand one. single. thing.
you're. saying..

So, Care and Feeding Tip #1: Spell everything!
Spell your name. Spell your street name. Spell the name of the product
you're looking for! And for the love of all that's holy, slow the fuck down when
you're giving us your phone number. You may have said it 16,000 times, but
I'm only hearing it now for the rst time, and I'm not actually a robot.
(Remember: your phone sucks! Yeah. Even your iPhone. And so do your
assumptions). Before you call, think about your environment. Because if I
can't hear you, it's not my fault. Trust me, I want to hear you! Additionally, I'm
not deaf, unless the background noise and your horrible phone make that a
reality. Remember, if I try sign language as a last damn resort, you can't see it.
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You wouldn't believe who we just spoke to.
We either just hung up after talking with someone who told us incredible
stories about living in Thailand, or we just spoke with the monster from hell
who berated us from start to nish. And then you called. We're either relaxed
and happy, and stressed and ipping out. And none of that has anything to
do with you. But it really does...
The minute we hang up a call, the phone immediately purrs into our ears in
faux dulcet tones, "Store Transfer", or "Fine Jewelry", and we immediately
start in with, "Thank you for calling. Mynameis..." etc. We work for roughly 2
hours before we get a break, and another two before we get lunch and
another 2.5 or so before our last break. It's fast-paced, slowed down only by
the calls themselves. So, when you call, and we act like people instead of like
Stepford-Wife-like Agents, well, really, whatever you're picturing on our side
of the phone Is Not Accurate.
I understand. I used to picture a man in his 30's with a great physique and
chiseled jaw - why? Beats the hell out of me! - sitting with a relaxed and
happy attitude at his desk, just leisurely moving from one call to the next.
(Apparently, I had some really good, male Customer Service Agents!)
In reality, we're just people. The coolest thing of all is that we're all kinds of
people. We're people in our 60's and people in our 20's. We're straight people
and trans people. We're Black people and Latino/a people and White people.
And no matter who you are, it is emotionally and physically hard ef ng work.
We might have spoken with someone just before your call who made us
tear our hair out and drove us to eat junk food to suppress the urge to kick
small animals. We then have to get back on the phone without a break, and
act as if yours is the rst call of the day, and act as if there is no place we
would rather be.

Care and Feeding Tip #2: Employ a little patience and
kindness.
So...
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Those go a long way with us, and you'll get the bene t of our feeling
appreciated, which means that even the less gifted of us will go the extra
mile for you.

We have not memorized the website.
Shocking, I know. But I don't actually know every brand in the store. Wow.
How on earth could that be? I mean, I work here, don't I?
A young woman with a very entitled tone to her clearly superior voice called
me today. She thought she had called the store. People can be forgiven for
thinking that, because when the store doesn't answer, the calls roll to us! So
we do a lot of explaining about that.
She said, breezily and incomprehensibly, "I would like to talk to the BARthe
area of the men's..." I lost the rest of the sentence because my brain was
trying to make sense of what she had said! I asked her to repeat herself,
which she did with an audible deepening of her frustration. I could see the
thought bubble above her head, "JESUS! Who do they get to do these easy
Customer Service jobs??? How stupid do you have to be?"
So I politely said, "I am sorry, but I don't understand the words you are saying.
It sounds like "BarThe". I am not familiar with that brand. Would you mind
spelling that for me?"
She not only spelled it for me, she spelled it with a tone of such utter disdain
- Bar III, it turns out - it would have hurt me if I had actually given a shit. She
slowed down, speaking as though she were talking to a frustratingly slow
toddler. (I hope she doesn't actually have a toddler. Even more than I, they
don't deserve that kind of attitude.)

Care and Feeding Tip #3: If your Customer Service Agent asks
you to do something to communicate better, just ef ng do it.
So,
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Okay? They're trying to help you. Assume the best of your Customer Service
Agent. We have no reason to want to make our work more dif cult, so
assume we're trying our best, and we'll get along just ne. Because you have
a choice here: you can either be "right" about how incredibly superior you
clearly feel yourself to be, or you can be kind and get the help you need. So,
what will it be? Falsely superior and emotionally dumb as a box of rocks? Or a
superior human being, and helped to get what you came for?
Your choice.

We work on hourly pay and commission.
Please, please, please do not call, keep me on the phone for 45 minutes
during which I am giving you my care, my suggestions, my honesty, my time
and my expertise, and then take the item numbers and say, "It's okay, I'll
place the order myself," or, "Y'know what, I'm gonna go to the store..."
I imagine it comes as a surprise, but we're not paid $25 an hour. We're not
even paid $20. In one of my Customer Service jobs I was paid $8.25 an hour.
So...we nd other things to bring joy to our jobs. Mine is communication and
service and creativity.
But when you take your $5,000 watch sale that we have taken 45 minutes
to work on, and say, "Never mind, I'm gonna go buy it in the store," our hearts
break. Violins play sad songs. Small children weep.
It's bad.

Care and Feeding Tip #4: We make money when you buy
f rom us. So buy f rom us!
And you make money when you buy from us, because if you saw it for less
money in the store, guess who can adjust that price without you going out
to the store? US!

We don't know you.
Call Center Crazy
Page 130

Call Center Crazy

You have expectations. We get that. And we do our best to meet the most
common of expectations: good service, speedy service, providing options,
giving good information... But we don't know all of your expectations
because...we don't know you.
So you especially hate having to repeat yourself - or you especially hate
when someone uses the word "ma'am" - or you especially hate pistachio ice
cream - we don't know any of that. This is like a mini-date, okay? So present
your best side, just like we have to do, and we'll both be polite, we'll go dutch
on this thing, and we'll end the date with a polite handshake or a warm hug.
Or we can part, snarling. It's at least 50% up to you.

Care and Feeding Tip #5: We don't know you, but we really
are ready to like you.
So, give us a reason, 'k? Meet us halfway.
Really, we're an easy bunch, most of us. We just want to do a good job, have
you leave feeling better than - or at least as good as - you felt when you
called in. And we want our commissions numbers to go up. And we want to
be sure we have done our best so that we look as good to our bosses as we
do to you.
That said, we are not one-size- ts-all. You may get a bad Customer Service
agent now and again - I know I have. Try to tame the savage beast if you can.
(The one inside you and the one that may be tormenting you on the phone
or in a Chat.) And if you can't, screw it. That's why God made Managers. Ask
for one, get your business taken care of, and move on. And remember,
everyone has bad days. We know that customers have bad days too. Even
you.
Gentlemen and women? Start your engines!

Call Center Crazy
Page 131

Call Center Crazy

January 12, 2019 - "I'm Your Kelly Girl"
I didn't start life as a professional
agitator and Customer Service
Maven. I started working when I was
16. It was not my dream to be a
"secretary" and I hated those rst
of ce jobs. I was a "Kelly Girl", back in
the days (the 1970's and early 1980's)
when Kelly Temporary Services was
actually called "Kelly Girls". (Jesus!
Shouldn't that have been back in
the 1940's????)
I would actually go into a business
and say, "Hi, I'm the Kelly Girl. I'm
here
to
work
for
the
day/week/whatever." It didn't take
long for me, as a card-carrying
feminist, to begin saying, "Hi, I'm
here from Kelly Services."
If the Receptionist responded with a cheery, smiling, "Oh! You're the Kelly
girl!", that was on her. At least I wasn't demoting my own self.
The country's and the world's view of success in the 1950's, '60's, '70's, '80's,
was based on advancement up a seemingly predictable upward trajectory.
Go to school, go to college, get a job, get a family, get a kid, get a life, retire,
and die. We still tout this story in America. We set our self-image by it. And
our worth.
In a very alternative view, spiritual seekers learn that there is no predictable
upward trajectory; that the journey is what life is about, and not the goal.
Good luck combining those two in your psyche. That's a spiritual journey in
itself!
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But - not unusually - I digress. I am here to bury limitation, not to praise it.
In any case, like any good American, I judge myself, my worth, and my right
to even freaking exist, on how well I'm doing in the world: a.k.a. how much
money and Joneses-measuring-up I'm successfully doing. And like any
formerly middle-class American child raised with more than enough to get
pretty much whatever she wanted or needed, adjusting to my own life
trajectory as an adult has been ... well ... interesting.
I am a Marketer, a professional Actor, a Singer, a Writer (d'uh), a Presentation
and Communication Coach for Women in Business. I am also...GASP!...

...and I had no freaking idea I would be adding that to my list of ne'er-do-well
activities. I didn't expect it and I wasn't looking for it
When you think of careers that you yearn to follow when you're growing up,
this isn't on anyone's list that I know of. I could be wrong, but I think in terms
of public perspective it may be right up there with Used Car Salesman,
Sleazy Lawyer and Garbage Collector...and I don't know why we shit on the
Garbage Collectors because seriously, they are saving our collective asses!
But money went away, and rebuilding came to me, and while that's the kind
of thing you become grateful for far after the fact rather than while you're
picking pennies out of your car seats to buy a beer to dull the pain of too
much negative self-judgment, nding something you're good at is always A
Good Thing. I used Customer Service as a way to talk to people (which I love),
and as something else to learn (sales) so that I could play the game of
commission (even though it was one miserable percent (who does that???).
After that, working for a nancial campaign in a business that has no moral
compass whatsoever, I was good at helping people understand and survive
their bad decisions (Lord knows I've made my share of bad nancial
decisions!), feeling the satisfaction of helping peel customers off the wall,
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nding them as many answers as humanly possible, giving them what
compassion and comfort I could as a professional person and rst and
foremost as a human.
Two of my very favorite things: communication, and being of service.
Do you know how many decades - not years, mind you, but decades - I've
been looking for the core of my own personal message? It was starting to
open up to me in absolutely NOT the way I was expecting...
And then I came to The Store. America's Store. Where my grandmother
Elaine Rosenblum worked in the 1950's and 1960's until she retired. The
continuity pleases me down to my bones. The weirdness makes me scratch
my head to its roots.
And here I am a top seller, just as I was when I sold theatre subscriptions two
years running. Here I am recognized for executing and growing my
communicative, sales, and service abilities. I am for once not digressing when
I tell you that my Goodbye Good Girl Project business is about breaking rules
to make the professional life - and transformed self-image - that you want.
I can say I am not digressing because: Talk about breaking rules! Family rules,
Social rules, you name it. This formerly middle-class child has found herself in
a business that uses, and promises to increases the usage of, her best
abilities! I can put myself on a Training path - which is something I tried to do
to no avail in years past in my secretarial and of ce managerial positions. And
it is in Retail...ish. I'm not in the stores themselves, obviously. But still. (And it
allows me to continue my work in my own business. Win-win, baby!)
More rule breaking: I'm proud of the work I do and I'm proud of what I bring
to people and I'm proud of my rebuilding my life with a new and
unexpected path that includes the best parts of the former pathways I have
trod. And
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most of all, I don't look down on me. I really get the art of this work. You do
too, if you'll admit to it. You know when you get a Customer Service Agent
that makes you feel like a million bucks plus gets you what you need, and
when you get one that makes you want to die.
It's funny...the 130 words per minute typing speed I've had for years and
years, since I was a "Kelly Girl" come in handy here too. Being able to multitask like a mutha - searching databases, websites and prices while
continuing the customer conversation - is not a small thing.
I used to say, back in my 20's, that I wished I could just make money by
talking to people. I would utter that "prayer" while working administrative
jobs and spending too much of my day speaking to others around me and
connecting with them. I couldn't imagine how I could be paid to talk! I didn't
think I was a Salesperson and I de nitely thought that if I was a Customer
Service Agent I would be a failure, and be seen as a failure, to mention being
poor! I mean, of the two options, Sales seemed like the better paying one.
Now here I am.
Back to the beginning, but this time as me.
This time from my own starting point and not my parents'. That's a
profundity I would need to write a book to explain. But this I can tell you: The
straight upward trajectory is a nice thing but not the only thing. And if you
have to stop that upward trajectory - if you fall into a ravine and have to
recreate the climbing rope to get yourself the hell outta there - you have
been given a deep gift that you never wanted, never saw coming, and now
can bene t from. You'll have to gure out how, but you can get those gifts!
They're there.
So if you have started at a "Kelly Girl" point in your life, and you nd yourself
at a neighboring point and think you've reached no goals, think again. If
that's all you see, you're just not looking any other direction but "upward".
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January 14, 2019 - "Just a Spoonful of
Stupid"

"Customers, Forgive us, for we no longer know what we do."
So goes my current and daily prayer because by the time 3:00PM rolled
around this previous blizzardy weekend, my mind had had it, and I was
saying stoopid things like - well, just keep reading.
And please...forgive us
Customer: Hi, my husband is in the store and they're not giving him the sale
price online. Should they be giving him that sale price?
Me: Yes indeed. Let me try to get the store on the phone.
I try to contact the store. I'm calling the speci c department, and then the
in-store Customer Service department, and then any department that will
actually answer the damn phone. None of them are answering the damn
phone.
Me: They're not answering. Can we get your husband on the phone? I can
tell him what to say to the counter salesperson.
Customer: Sure. Let me get him.
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Customer rounds up her husband on the phone. Meanwhile, this is when I
get out my spoonful of stupid. "Ohmygod!" I'm thinking to myself "I forgot!
We now have a way to check which stores are closed due to weather
conditions!"
And our worth. In a very alternative view, spiritual seekers learn that there is
no predictable upward trajectory; that the journey is what life is about, and
not the goal. Good luck combining those two in your psyche. That's a
spiritual journey in itself! But - not unusually - I digress. I am here to bury
limitation, not to praise it.
Customer [interrupting my thoughts]: Okay, so I have him on the phone.
Me: Wonderful! I have been trying to call the store but no one's answering.
And I suddenly realized they may be shut due to weather conditions! Ta-da!
I'm awesome! What a wonderful salesperson am I! Tra la la!
Me: Oh, I just realized, I can check to see if the store is closed due to any
weather conditions!
Customer: He's standing IN the store.
Stupid: Um...
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January 16, 2019 - "Always a Bridesmaid..."
I
have
started
to
notice
synchronicities in my life. Work is
not
exampted
from
these
synchronicities either. I have now
had not one but two calls in which
my primary addiction, acting, was
the focus. Great calls. Calls with
people who lifted my day and made
me remember who I am, in the
middle of "making a living".
I have wanted to be a full-time actor for a long time. It's not the only thing I
want, but it's certainly a major desire. Some years ago I went to my spiritual
teacher to ask a question about that desire of mine. I worked on the
phrasing of this question because it was important to me that she
understand where I was coming from. Never mind she knows everything
about me well before I do, I wanted to be clear.
Many years before that - many, many Years before that, when I was 6 years
old, in fact - I stood in front of my Kindergarten class in some long-forgotten
exercise we had been assigned, and I did my rst bit of acting in this life. I
remember standing in front of the class. I remember how focused I felt, and
how in my element, however brie y. I made my hands into claws, and I
torqued my body as I imitated Margaret Hamilton's Wicked Witch of the
West: "I'm melting!" I screeched, "I'm melting!", as I went to the ground.
What I told my guru many years later was that I wanted to be a successful,
working actor and that I was asking for her blessing, her prayers, or her
sankalpa (which means "divine will", which means, "this gonna happen,
gurl!"). I wanted her to understand that I was not looking for an egoic makeme-famous existence, but an expression of my life's devotion to open selfexpression A young Indian man was doing the translating at that moment,
and when she told him that I had hersankalpa, the look on his face was
priceless and easily readable: You???
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You still haven't heard of me, though. At least, not yet...

It's, I dunno, weird how many brushes with fame I have had in my life - other
peoples' fame, I mean. I grew up around famous people, but only eetingly
as they moved through Cincinnati to dance or sing or otherwise perform:
avant garde composer and theorist John Cage, Russian cellist and human
rights advocate extraordinaire Mstislav Rostropovich, barrier-breaking
Black/Puerto Rican opera diva Martina Arroyo, Lord of the ballet Rudolf
Nureyev.
And in my 50's I embarrassed the hell out of myself when I acted like a total
doofus in front of Olympia Dukakis who I waited at a San Francisco stage
door to meet.
But I'm gonna just leave that there...
I was once invited to audition for a scene alone with Helen Mirren (!!!!), who is
a GODDESS of acting, and I even got a callback! But no. Not hired.
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Then again, no one was. They started all over. *sigh* Always a bridesmaid,
never a bride.
I had another audition for a movie about Ernest Hemingway: Hemingway &
Gellhorn. It would have been a short one-on-one scene with Clive Owen. No.
Not hired.
I was, however, in a tongue-in-cheek Indie lm about the 1950's Roswell
craze (if you can call it a craze since we're all still obsessed with outer space
aliens and movies and sci- stories). And holy shit! I just found the movie on
Amazon Prime and you can watch it! Ohmygod! It's called "The 4-21." Filming
that in downtown San Francisco was way too much fun. I was painted with
yellow paint (didn't you know that aliens are all yellow???), and when we
took a lunch break outside a popular local restaurant, people did doubletakes and thought twice about going in to have a meal. "Did she get sick in
there?"
I was actually sick as a dog after keeping that damn paint on for hours and
hours. The glamor of lm-making! (And still I adore it!)
And I had my 9 seconds of fame on NBC in what was arguably the worst
television shows ever made - and that's including Survivor! - called Trauma
(and oh boy, was it...). I was plucked from the extras to have a scene with
words with one of the leads of the show. I thought I had died and gone to
heaven, and I had no desire to leave. For four hours I was The Mean Nurse
(thought I don't think they billed me that way...) to this absolutely gorgeous
and incredibly sweet young man. For four hours I slapped this guy upside his
head from behind, yelled at him, and tipped him out of a wheelchair that his
character was pretending to need.
I made $800 before taxes for that little foray, and suddenly I understood in a
verrrrry material way how wealthy successful actors actually are. I also got a
blog post out of that experience. (Writing has been my addiction for a long
time.)
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We spent a late night on a boat out in the San Francisco Bay doing a shoot
about an episode that focused on a small party boat that a speed boat
wrecked into. The special effects included us extras lying on actual cut
veggies on the oor of this party boat for hours...while the veggies wilted and
so did we. The boat that we rode around on in the Bay, though, was both
freezing cold and fabulous - I mean, who gets to do this??? I did!
And now I'm working in a Call Center. My version of restaurant work for the
L.A. actor.
And our worth. In a very alternative view, spiritual seekers learn that there is
no predictable upward trajectory; that the journey is what life is about, and
not the goal. Good luck combining those two in your psyche. That's a
spiritual journey in itself! But - not unusually - I digress. I am here to bury
limitation, not to praise it.
But even here I am having my brushes with fame.
Her daughter, you see, is a high mucky muck in a company that attends The
Sundance Film Festival every year in Park City, Utah. And her daughter
brings her mama with her. Her mama has the accent I love the most: the
New York variety of accent, plus this woman is as innocently excited about
famous people as is a child about to go to Disneyland.
"Oh yeah!" she said, "so I need to get this coat by this Friday because I'm
leavin' next Monday! I've met awl of the big actahs! Robeht Redfuhd, and
Casey Af eck - he's really really nice - and Ben is really nice too, and Petah
Dinklage, you know, the little guy? I sang karaoke with him."
Wait. What?
"And I met Ray Romano, at last. After awl these yeahs. And ..." and she
spewed off more names. And I had to interrupt her. "You sang...karaoke...with
Peter Dinklage???"
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"Oh yeah! I'm like the mutha to awl these people now. They tell my dawtuh
she can't come to the festival without me! And so I was at this pawty and I
could see where Petah Dinklage was, and I positioned myself on the edge of
the couch, and I made him come up and sing karaoke with me!"
Jesus. That's just fabulous.
I said, "Y'know, I'm actually an actor, so this is completely fantastic, and I am
so jealous - always the bridesmaid, never the bride! I want to go with you!"
"Oh, I know, it's so awesome!" she gushed. "It's uttahly fantastic!" Her
excitement was so bubbly and pure, I couldn't stop smiling. "I have pitchers
of me with awl of them. It's so wondahful. My son took a pitcher of me with
Petah Dinklage! And he was showing it around to everyone and saying,
'Look, everyone! Petah Dinklage is talluh than my muthah!' And I said, 'You
sonovabitch, you know I was sittin' down!'"
Ohmygod. That story is worth all of these bridesmaid years...
Give this woman a mic drop.
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January 17, 2019 - "Oracle"
This job is perfect for adrenaline
junkies. Actors, Achievers and OverAchievers, COME ON DOWN!
By the middle of the day, all 6 of my
arms, Kali-like, have emerged from
my sides, and I am whacking balls
back
at
multiple
people
at
incredible speed: cranky people,
nice people, people ordering, and people just damn-out wasting my fucking
time.
"Hello, thank you for calling. My name is Lori. How can I help you?"

"Hello, thank you for calling. My name is Lori. How can I help you?"
"HelloThankYouForCallingMyNameIsLoriHowCanIHelpYou????"

"No, ma'am, I'm not in the store, I'm with a part of the store that can see all of
the malls throughout the U.S."

"No-ma'am-I'm-not-in-the-store..."
"NoMa'AmI'mNotInTheStore", and so forth. By the end of each day I'm wired.
I come home and drink a few sips of wine, I eat something, and I hit either
the couch, or my bed. I bemoan the lack of entertainment inherent in not
having a partner to share my life with - but I'm used to this bemoaning; I've
been doing it off and on for a very long time - and I go back to working on
my business, and writing blogs.
Last year, exactly this time, I moved in to this apartment, barely avoiding
living in my car. So, do I really have something to complain about? Lucky for
you, of course I do.
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So, today's winner for Insanity-Driven-Holiday-Shopper of the day was - well,
we'll call her Bernadette. Her mission in life, today, was to kidnap a human
being (that would be me) to shop with her for an hour, in virtual fashion. But I
didn't know that when I rst answered the phone.
What I knew was that this was an entitled woman. She was pissed that she
couldn't seem to get her order to go through online. So, clearly this was All
My Fault, and I deserved a lot of shade.
Lucky me!
She was unhappy that she couldn't nd a 50% off turtleneck for her hubby.
She was SHOCKED that ALL of the black ones would be SOLD OUT! How
could this possibly be??? A week before Christmas, and the store is OUT OF
STOCK???? This is An Impossibility! Not right! Can't possibly BE!
I'm getting jaded, after just ve weeks working at the store Call Center, so
thus far I'm not particularly shocked. I think that's probably a commentary
on something horri c - or maybe it's just a dawning understanding that
there are A Lot of People Shopping - but I can't gure it out, so I just listen to
this woman. She wants a Medium and a Large in this turtleneck for her
husband.
And she's talking to me about his build, musing about whether Medium or
Large would be better, as though I am her sister and know the man. "Which
should I get?" she asks me, and Jesus God it's not a rhetorical question. She
wants me to tell her which one to buy. Seriously.
So, in full saleswoman mode I say, "I would get them both. Then you can
return one and get a refund on whichever one doesn't work." ["Plus I'll get a
bigger commission..." - but I don't say that out loud. It's only a few pennies'
difference, literally, but I'm all about the money. Homelessness will do that to
you. And I want her to get the hell off my phone so I'm also thinking, "WHAT
DO I CARE? GET TWELVE! THEY'RE 50% OFF, BITCH! THIS IS NOT A BIG
HONKING DECISION!" I don't say that either.]

Call Center Crazy
Page 144

Call Center Crazy

We spend a good 10 minutes trying to nd the turtlenecks online, and when
I nally locate it, she tells me which mall she wants to pick them up from.
Well, they don't have more than 2, and I'm honorable as well as snarky so I
tell her that it's a risk for her to wait. She should go get the turtlenecks
tonight. Or she should let me order from another store which is closer to her
home, because it has 9 in the Medium and 11 in the Large, so ordering
tonight is going to be safer, and she'll be able to pick them up anytime in
the next few days without any worry that they will be sold out from under
her before they're put away.
"Are you sure?" she asks me. I'm sure. "But are you POSITIVE?" Yes. We do,
after all, have the most up-to-date system in the whole pantheon of
confusion. But no, my positivity and explanations are not good enough. She
wants to know what to do. Again. She is, she testily informs me, "Three
blocks from the store, in holiday traf c." She says this as though it's an affront
to her reality; as though Christmas and holiday and traf c should not be
slowing her down - how DARE they???
I say, quite reasonably, "Well, if you're three blocks from the store, I'd go in
and see if I could nd the shirts." (Translation: Get Off Of My Phone, Crazy Ass!)
She wants a guarantee. I mean, a GUAR-AN-TEE. "Are you SURE? Are you
CERTAIN? Are you POSITIVE that they're there???" I am now aware, sure,
certain, AND positive, that Bernadette is already the best client both for a
blog post like this, and a nervous breakdown like the one I'll eventually have.
I stop myself from saying, "Hey, no guarantees in life, babe. You want
guarantees? Who the fuck doesn't?! But I ain't given 'em to ya! We're a
STORE, not a fucking carburetor dealer!" I instead inform her in calm, kind,
dulcet tones her that our system is the one that really is most up-to-date.
Didn't I already tell her that??? Yes. Yes I did.
Nope. Someone in the store told her something or other, and she'd rather
believe someone face-to-face. After 20 minutes of talking to this woman - or,
to be more accurate, being talked AT by this woman - I'm counting the
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minutes until I can leave. 7PM tonight. Only 8 more minutes - WOO HOO! ...
but wait...wait a sec...I'm never going home, apparently. No. She is now one
block from one of the malls, and she wants me to tell her what to do.
In the most wonderfully New Yorkish of accents, she says, "What should I do?
Should I go in?" Gee, I don't know honey; did you mistake me for your
mama?
Momentarily silenced, I consider what I can say to her. Things like: "Be an
adult and make a decision!" come to mind, but cannot be shared.
Regrettable. Truly regrettable. I tell her I'd recommend she go home and let
me order some from the other mall that has a decent number of the black
shirts in stock. She can pick them up tomorrow. Fooolish me! Oh, NO! No, no,
that simply won't do. "Are you telling me..." she says in gladiatorial tones,
"that you can guarantee that I will get the shirts tomorrow when I go there?
Because you know how this goes: stores promise you things, and then you
get there, and the things aren't available! So, can you promise that I'll get
them tomorrow?"
I am sorely tempted to say yes. But I'm always aware - as one in this position
always is - that every single call is recorded, and any call may in fact be
reviewed. Big brother is, indeed, listening. And watching. Our screens are
recorded as are our voices. So instead I say, "We have the
mostuptodatesystem, and I see 9 in the Medium and 11 in the Large. Would
you like me to order those for you?" She challenges me - emphasis on
challenging with tone and attitude - to convince her that she is better off
NOT going into the store she is now near and waiting and going to the other
one (nearer her house) tomorrow.
Can I tell you how seriously, tempting it is to say, "I'm truly sorry, ma'am, but I
honestly couldn't give a shit!"?
I am forced to explain reality to someone who just doesn't have any depth of
experience. I EXPLAIN that when the order goes through, there is no one in
the store that rushes maniacally out to the oor to put aside her precious
two turtlenecks and protect them from others who would actually buy
without driving some poor Ohioan Customer Service Agent batshit crazy.
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She is for some reason fascinated. "Really?" Yeah, really. No one gives a shit
about your sweaters, lady. REALLY. You wanna buy some, buy some.
Otherwise, who gives a fuck? Not us.
I tell her it actually takes up to 2 hours for those turtlenecks to be put aside.
What I DON'T tell her is that since it's Christmas shopping, God only knows
when they'll get put aside. I just want her not to order them from the store
she's near, because there are too few there, and she'll be unhappy when she
goes to get them and they have sold out from under her and will have to be
ordered, and delivered - GASP! CHOKE! AAAACK! - After Christmas! OH
NOOOOOOOO!
Holy JEEzus but this is all so unimportant. We are now into the 35 minute
range on this useless phone call, and she has parked her car in the parking
lot of the store with only 2 turtlenecks available. I've convinced her to order
from the other store and she is looking for her charge card, which of course
she cannot easily nd.
Time-wasting silence ensues - not the kind where a sane person is actually
making a decision, but one where a crazy person is completely unaware that
they are being thoughtless and spending someone else's precious life time
on their mishegas! But at least she's looking for her card! I think to myself,
"Oh sweet Lord, I think I'm about to get her off of the phone!"
Nope!
Before I know it, she announces, breathlessly panting as though she has
been chased by banshees, "I have gone into the store! I couldn't stay there some horrible woman was honking at me and waiting for me to get out of
my parking spot, so I just couldn't stay there! She almost HIT me! Ohmygod,
people are so rude!"
Yes, ma'am. Yes, they are.
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So, now she's got me on virtual walkabout with her, and she is stopping
employees in the store to ask them where to nd the men's sweaters. "Are
YOU an employee?" she says to one or two people, and then huf ng
frustratedly, indicating her displeasure with the way that her world is not
conforming to her needs. I have my head in my hands. This ... outing? ... is
going to net me about ve cents when all is said and done. It is SO not worth
it. (Remember the blog, I tell myself.)
"I might as well look, since I'm here," she says, as though she somehow
magically, or on a lark, and without any intention of her own, found herself in
the store and it would be insulting to the store itself not to check things out.

I am still trying to convince her to let me order from the other store, where
she can pick up tomorrow. But, no. First, it seems, she must take me through
each of the sweater tables as she nds them, remarking about the sizes and
whether her husband's physique will work, and bemoaning the incredible
mess the tables are in - ohmygod, how RUDE of Christmas to interfere with
your sense of neatness, you crazy woman - and then nding every color but
the one she wants.
She has no idea whatsoever that meandering around the story with store
employee from Virtual Support on the phone is, at best, inappropriate, and
at worst incredibly fucking self-indulgent!
It is absolutely 100% clear to me that this woman has never in her life worked
retail. I'm even wondering if she has ever worked for a living at all! She has no
idea that someone like her could drive a tea-totaler to drink. She has no idea
that the politeness and kindness meted out to everyone takes effort, and is
not some kind of servant-like necessity. Then again...it is a corporation, so in a
way I guess it IS a servant-like necessity that keeps all of us from cursing
people out. Okay...maybe she has a point. Not that I'll ever grant her that
right.
But I digress.
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She's picking through turtlenecks - she's talking about the Large maybe not
being large enough, or maybe she should get Medium and Large, or maybe
just forget the Medium and take the Large, "But hey, can I give you the item
number again and you check to be SURE that this is the same sweater?" Oh,
Jesus, no you cannot. I draw the line there. "It's the same sweater," I assure
her, without one damn clue whether or not it is, because ohfortheloveofGod.
"Would you like me to order those from the other store?"
Ridiculously long story short, she nally allows me to put a Medium and
Large into her shopping cart. I have been explaining Life As Real People
Know It with such patience and calm that the woman actually takes the
time to get noticeably calmer and to say to me, "You are so nice! You really
are. Thank goodness! Thank you!" and I think she may have regained her
sanity.
BWAHAHAHAHAHAHA!
Not.
She wants to ditch the Medium now. "Oh, no. No no, this will not do. The
Medium would NEVER t my husband. No. I think I may want instead to do
a Large only. Do I want to do an Extra Large too? No. I should do a Large. That
should work, right? He usually buys Larges. So that should be good. Right?
What do you think I should do?" I think you should go home, pour yourself a
martini and leave me the hell alone.
I say, "So, remove the Medium?" She says yes, and I feel that I am about to
reach nirvana.
Here we are, at the moment I have been waiting for. Oh thank you, dear
Jesus. Thank you, Amma. Thank you, saints, sages, angels, and fortune tellers
everywhere! This madness is about to end, and I can go home!...
Oh...shit...
The sweater in her cart is not the color she wanted. It is not Black. It is...NAVY
BLUE!
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Oh, sweet Jesus! Oh please God GIVEMEABREAK! I think this is a computer
error, but oh no. No, not this time, friends and family. This time it is user error.
I have made A Big Mistake. I have put a Navy Blue in there instead of a Black
one. And then it hits me. That's not the only problem. The search I did waaaaaay back about 45 years - I mean minutes - ago, from which the info
came that I should order at another store and she could pick it up there...was
faulty. There were NOT in fact 9 in Medium and 11 in Large in the black color.
Those had somehow been results for the Navy Blue. I...could...not...believe...it.
I apologize to her. My mistake. I'm so sorry. That wasn't 9 in Medium for the
Black. It was 9 in Medium for the BLUE!
I think it's time for me to just crawl under the desk. I'm feverishly looking up
the Black, now that I see how I made that error, and there really aren't any
Blacks in the store. I can only ship them. Sweet Bernadette is ready with her
annoyance and her blame. Nooo awareness that she has contributed so
beautifully to this stupid waste of life time. It's let's-try-to-beat-up-Lori time,
apparently, and she goes, "Oh my gawd, you're telling me that you put the
WRONG COLOR in there all that time ago??? We've been talking for like an
HOUR!"
Oh yes we have, you monster of a human being! Yes we have!!!
And I can't be gracious anymore.
I say, "Yeah. Tell me about it!" She says, "Oh for God's...ohmygod, so we've
spent like 45 minutes on the wrong information and it's been this dif cult?"
and I say, "I agree!"
I mean, I'm done. She totally does NOT get the undertone. But if this call
gets audited...well, that would be interesting. Stupid story short, I get the
damn Large size into the cart and I offer to give her two-day express delivery
for free (because I want her off of my damn phone!!!), and I take her
information - I can't believe she's nally giving me her information - and I tell
her we're all nished...
There's a moment of silence. I wait for her to say, "Well, thank you." But no.
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She says, "...y'know...I wonder if this comes in a White..."
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January 25, 2019 - "Shakespearean Ode to
the Retail Diva"

O thou ruddy-faced screamers.
Thou screeching, over-con dent dominators of oxygen, Time, and breath.
Air whistling through fanged teeth and appng lips as you talk...talk...talk...
and punish.
Talk...talk...talk... and punish again.
May your bags and baskets of effortful shopping remain as empty as your
cruel hearts.
Thou snapping denizens of hell.
Such is my wish for thee - cruel and black and gleeful in its pointed revenge -
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that your red-eyed searches for garment, jewel and footwear be forever
promised...and then denied,
promised...and then denied,
leaving you yowling and crying,
beating your money-crusted chests in inconsolable despair.

"O, my tunic!" thou cry. "O, wherefore art thou missing? How couldst thou be
nonexistent throughout the kingdom - the entire kingdom! Even the
Kingdom of the York of New! How? How couldst any soul but I yearn half as
well for thee? None couldst have stolen thee away, when it is I alone who
sheds tears of such fashioned and longing desire. None else could love thee
half so well as I! Please, O please, look thou once more, and once more again!"

"Apologies, my Lady, my Lord," purr I, "but thy tunic, created with such love
and in such predetermined quantity, hath been traded for gold and silver
long hence. And naught is left to do but mourn, and mourn again, and turn
our sight to other cloths and laces that may ease our aching hearts."
A sudden silence. An in-drawing of breath. A sucking of the air from a room
wrought with shock. and loss. and regret. and none to blame but one's own
sorrowful self.

"Thou wretch!" The wail of fury, emitting red-throated from thy mouth,
assaults the ears. Thy sobs of anger, blame and rage rend the very air. "What
hast thou done???" cries my Lady, my Lord. "It is not there and it must be
thine error, thine unhelpfulness, thine unkindness that keeps my
beribboned footwear from my parlor, empty now for want of a shoe. Thou
harlot!" comes thine impassioned cry.
Of myself, I can do nothing.
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Not even may I turn my ear away from the painful and unearned
accusations, but must of necessity limit myself to reactions shielded by
muted silence; reactions of the bloody-toothed, mirthless grin, the
undertoned swears, and the torn and hairless scalp of the serf whose
emotional esh re ects the scars of the whips...of the chains...of the Retail
Divas.
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January 26, 2019 - "Bedding, Borscht and
Bitches"

It was a day.
Yesterday. KitchenAid came to teach us about all of the cool attachments,
and to use their mega-juicer to make juices that I just wouldn't stop
drinking. Apple, kale, orange, and a little water. Health in the middle of a
stressed-out day. Priceless. I was happy to take a break from those phones.
A break from the man who called, looking for a $99 suit that he needed right
then, because he waited until 3 days before his trip to shop. Okay. It
happens. Not a problem. But...no...not that blue...not quite that blue either.
And....wait...drive 15 miles to one store to get the pants, and 7 to get the
jacket? Ooh...too far...don't have the time... Then go without the suit. I
honestly don't care. 1% commission on a $150 suit is $1.50.
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I'll still sleep at night.
So, yeah, taking a 2+ hour training break: needed. But it sure did louse up my
money for today...and yesterday the Adrianna Papell training did the same.
Not the best two nancial days I've ever had at the store. But the "best" was
yet to come...after the training, back on the phones for the nal hour of the
day.
Y'know, you get to the point where you recognize a voice. You don't know
the person, but you sure as shit know the emotional makeup, and you know
you're in for a time of it. A woman in her 60's or 70's. Strident voice.
Absolutely did not draw breath the entire 20 minutes she held me hostage.
Self-righteous. Self-congratulatory. Mistress Of The Universe. Know-It-All.
Condescending. And LOUD.
"I. WANT. TO GET. SOME SHOES."
Jeez! Fine! I'll get you some shoes! What kind of shoes are they?
"THEY'RE WHITE!" Demanding with an overtone of you're-an-idiot because,
clearly, I should already know. "THEY'RE SKECHERS." Okay. There are only
three thousand kinds of skechers. I want to ask if they're for a man or woman
or child, but she is talking.
Talking. Talking.

Talking. Talking.

Talking.

"MA'AM!" I yell, "ARE. THEY. FOR. A WOMAN. OR. A MAN?"
Oh, lady, color me devastated - NOT.
Jesus. In order to be helpful, YOU HAVE TO SHUT THE FUCK UP, BITCH, AND
LET ME BE HELPFUL! The line clicked off and I said to the dead phone, "Yes.
And so have you." And I wondered if the call auditors would hear that too.
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But since that was mild in comparison to what I was really feeling like saying,
I didn't care. Now, anyone who really knows me knows that patience is my
cross to bear. I can be very patient with others when I'm teaching, but with
myself the cross is heavier.

The only way to get through is to yell. And even with raising my voice it takes
her 8-10 words to SHUT. UP. AND. LISTEN. "For a CHILD!" Again, stupid, stupid
me; I should have assumed. "For my GRANDSON!"
Dear Jesus you're high maintenance already, and I'm tired. And please stop
talking. Please.
I look for the shoes. She has no identifying number for the shoes and doesn't
know what they're called. They're just...white. And for her grandson. I'm
looking through all of the Skechers, and trying to cut through the absolute
wall of sound - so many words with no actual use nor meaning - so that I can
confer with her on which shoes we are looking for. I manage - somehow,
because there are miracles - to ask her one or two questions about what I
am seeing, but soon enough she is off again, telling me crossly, "NO NO,
THAT'S NOT IT. IT'S WHITE. WITH A CRISS-CROSS PATTERN."
There are no grandson Skechers that we have that are white with a crisscross pattern. And this woman simply. will not. listen.
You see, it's not that we don't have them. It's that I'm too stupid to see them
or to understand the words that are comin' out of her mouth. I only manage
to get two questions in, total, yelling to accomplish this Herculean task,
before she has a story to tell me.
"YOU KNOW, THIS IS MY SPECIALTY, CUSTOMER SERVICE." The selfsatisfaction in her voice is drippy and unpleasant and full of shit. 'I TALKED TO
A CUSTOMER SERVICE PERSON THE OTHER DAY. SHE WAS LOVELY."
Oh goody. I'm going to learn from your vast experiences. Lucky me.
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"YOU KNOW, IF I WERE TO OPEN ANOTHER CUSTOMER SERVICE
BUSINESS' - oh Lord Jesus, another one? How did anyone survive the rst
one? - "I WOULD HIRE HER. SHE WAS SO HELPFUL AND SHE WENT OUT OF
HER WAY TO BE OF ASSISTANCE AND SHE FOUND ME EVERYTHING I WAS
LOOKING FOR AND WENT THE EXTRA MILE. SHE WAS JUST AWESOME. "
So?
Wait for it.
"AND NOW I'M DISAPPOINTED."
She went on carping about something or other for about three years off of
my life and I wondered, really, did I hear that right? Is that what she meant? I
did, and it was. Unfair is a mild word for this kind of phonal abuse.
Before she hung up on me, she bleated, "YOU HAVE BEEN VERY
UNHELPFUL."
Jesus. In order to be helpful, YOU HAVE TO SHUT THE FUCK UP, BITCH, AND
LET ME BE HELPFUL!"
The line clicked off and I said to the dead phone, "Yes. And so have you." And I
wondered if the call auditors would hear that too. But since that was mild in
comparison to what I was really feeling like saying, I didn't care.
Now anyone who knows me knows that patience is my cross to bear. I can
be very patient with others when I'm teaching, but with myself the cross is
heavier.
This job is God's helpful little way of beating me into patient submission.
You're being cruel and unusual, God, I'm just sayin'.
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Because JEEZ, I've got another talker. This one does not want to let me
guide her through the process. I'm looking up what she wants, and she says
breathlessly, "Do you want my credit card?'
"No, Miss Dorothy, I'm just looking up that bedding for you."
We are, in fact, so freaking far from my needing your credit card, I'm already
shaking my head. "Well, do you want my address?"i Kill me now. I draw
breath, open my mouth to speak...
"I have a store card, but I haven't used it in a long time do you think it will
work or do you think I should use this other card?"
Patience, Lori. And the auditors are always listening. I take another breath.
"Why don't we look for the bedding rst so I make sure I'm looking at the
one you're talking about... Okay?"
"Oh. Okay." A moment of calm. Thank you, Jesus.
She takes a beat, but she can't keep herself from taking the reins. "Are you
looking at the right one? Is it the Full/Queen Hotel Collection Connection
European Down? The one that cost $500 but now it's $350 but it used to
cost $500 are you seeing that one is that the one you've got in your store?
It's 500 count and 700 ll? Is that the one? 500 count and 700 ll? Can you
see that? Is it in your store? I can tell you what's on the back of the package,
which number do you need? 72266039?"
Overload. My brain is on overload. And I need a drink. Instead of a drink, all I
have is you.
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I tell her the price is actually less than $350. It's $239.99. She is now even less
trusting of this being the correct bedding. As for me, I have lost all interest in
this conversation, plus I'm considering running screaming from the desk. I
confer with my boss. It's the right freaking blanket. Girded with his authority
I return to the phone. I assure her that it is the right bedding and to head off
any further questions, I repeat all of the stats. Surely this will close this thing
out.
No, of course it doesn't. She is just not satis ed with paying less. Now she
wants to use a 25% off coupon, because 63% off is just. not. enough. And she
has a $20 gift card, so we throw that in. And now she has a $10 off card of
some other special or other - who cares, lady?

YOU CAN'T USE COUPONS WITH A SALE PRICE.
I wonder to myself if I have started speaking Penguin, that's how much she
is not understanding me. To get her off of my phone I give her the $10 off. No.
She wants to know if she can use the 25% off coupon IN THE STORE if she
orders the bedding there. First of all, I'm not losing this sale after all of this
effort, lady. Second of all,

YOU CAN'T USE A FUCKING COUPON WITH A FUCKING SALE
PRICE.
I think I'm gonna need smelling salts. Or brandy. Lots of brandy.
Again, Miss Dorothy wants to try this and do that with her credit card, her
information, her coupons, until nally I break. Through gritted teeth I
interrupt her to say, "Let me guide you this process, okay?" Slightly cowed,
she says, "Okay." She waf es back and forth - to buy here or in the store - and
nally tells me to purchase it. I've never hit a Place Order button so fast.
I'm ready to get the hell off the phones when my boss comes over with an
apologetic look on his face. He's remarkable, really. He actually pays attention
to people, to what they're putting out there, and my God he knows my
moods already.
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So, apologetically he says, "Um...there's been a scheduling snafu and all of the
night people are down in the training and there's only three people here
taking these calls, so ..."
"So you want me to stay?"
"Just one more call. That's all I'm askin'."
"Anything for you, boss." Because he's got my back. Always.
One. more. call. God help me.
"Hi!" says the upbeat woman on the other end. Oh thank God! A friendly
voice! "I am looking for an Apple 4 watch!"
Holy Grail time. Apple watches cost hundreds of dollars. Worth the effort of
selling, for sure. Plus did I mention this was a nice person? Yeah.
She wants the gold stainless steel watch with a 44mm band. We've got the
gold trim. We've got the Apple 4's. We've got the 44mm band Apple
watches. But we do not have stainless steel. We have the aluminum. What.
the fuck. What. a day.
Boss man talks to me about positioning - maybe we can talk her into buying
another watch that is, frankly, identical, except for the band, and which saves
her $200! I'm scrambling through the website, asking her to look up a
different Apple 4. "Oh no," she happily chirps, with a little gurgle of laughter
in her throat, "that's the one I already have."
You "already have"?
I had forgotten what it was like to have money. (Would like to rectify that,
like, last week.)
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"Oh!" I said, "You already have one!" "Oh yes," she gurgles, "I want to give this
one to my daughter, and get the other, newer one that everyone has, for me.
But I'm having trouble nding it."
I'm too tired to even offer to call her back when we get them in. I'm done. I'm
fried. I'm fricasseed.
And now my boss is standing there going, "Come on." I look at him
uncomprehendingly. "Get up," he says. "Go home. Or am I going to have to
throw you out of here? Go home." I nish up with my nancially unsuccessful
day, my boss keeping me from committing hara kiri.
This is a bright spot in an otherwise bitchy day. And tomorrow is not just
another day, it's the start of a working weekend. But call me Scarlett O'Hara,
because tomorrow is another day, and I'm going to somehow sell a $600
fucking watch, Apple or otherwise.
And make a whole $6 for my trouble.
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January 27, 2019 - "When Bottom Lines
Collide"
This weekend at the store, the "parents" stayed home and the kids ran the
place. All Saturday, no one there to back us up with answered questions or
morale-boosting assistance. And it has never been more apparent - without
the hustle and bustle of the weekday and without the appearance of
someone to support our heroic efforts - just how much weight we bear in
this Sales and Customer Service circus.
Something in me broke. Maybe it was too many people yelling at me. Maybe
it was too many people calling (1) while in their car, (2) with me on speaker, (3)
while the wind whistled through their opened window, and (4) them getting
exercised because I couldn't clearly hear or understand what they were
saying.
Or maybe it was the end of any remaining honeymooning? Or the realization
of how thickly the corporate rules and regs are slathered on, no matter
where you go. It's what happens to the bottom employees in any
misguidedly nance-instead-of-people- rst-bottom-line-focused industry:
rst you follow the rules, hoping that you will do well enough to reap the
rewards; next, you realize that the cost for following the rules is too high to
endure for a long, long time because it's so emotionally- and energydraining, and far, far less compensated for than it should be; and nally you
look at the rigged game through your lens of exhaustion, outrage and
surrender and you stop caring so much. Or you stop caring altogether.
This is the point at which the Corporation turns to you (or your manager) and
says, "Her stats are falling! She has become a bad employee! Make her better
or let her go!"
This is also the point at which people let themselves go, either caring less
about the quality of the work, or simply leaving the company and taking all
of their promise, all of their acquired knowledge away from the company.
And the company, blind to the real bottom line, which is the people they
have failed, simply lies and says, "We'll miss you." "Best of luck."
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In my 20's I was living in Vermont and working as a waitress in a restaurant
called The Skyline because it looked out over the famous New England trees
which dotted a breath-taking vista spanning four different states. I was a
terrible, terrible waitress. Friendly, of course, and committed as hell, but I was
so massively over-eager to please, I moved too quickly and nervously all of
the time and I constantly spilled coffee on myself. My white apron was never
white.
When I told my boss that I was quitting, he sat me down and asked me if I
would stay for more money. How much? I asked him. And with a straight
face he offered me a ve cent raise. I quit that day.
You know, I once had a long relationship with a man named Vince. He
worked hard as hell until he got sick and died. His favorite thing to say when
things that were unfair pissed him off was, "FUCK that shit!"
Well I have to agree. Fuck. That. Shit. Which shit, you ask? The top-down,
trickle-down, work-hard-and-you'll-make-it lie. I love to work, and I love to
work hard. Makes me happy! But working hard and nding that my
excellence and commitment are not bene tting me (never have, actually),
just makes me alternately hacked off and depressed.
And the bottom line that gives heads of Corporations massive hard-ons (no
pun originally intended) is not the actual bottom line. So, even though the
organizational rules are aaalll set up to feed "the bottom line" - M. O. N. E. Y. they never really do feed the life blood of any business - P. E. O. P. L. E.
Result? The people at the top never feel like they have enough. And the
people at the bottom know they don't have enough.
The people at the top bemoan their lot as people with fantastic
management ideas that just don't seem to do as well as they thought they
would ("What's wrong with those people???"). And the people at the bottom
churn, leave, and more are hired who then churn and leave ("What I do is
never enough!"). It's a very specialized sort of insanity. And it actually was
born in the 1850's from something so freaking bizarre and interesting! So
check this out...
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Turns out, what started this type of Corporate management is something
called - you're gonna love this - "Train Wreck Management". Isn't that
perfect? How many times have you said, "Oh my god, this entire place is a
train wreck!" ? It's what I said when I was working at XYZ Corporation. A lot. I
said it a lot.
So Train Wreck Management came into existence aaaaallllll the way back in
1841 after two passenger trains collided, killing and hurting a whole lotta
people, pretty much marking the end of business owners feeling
comfortable with just following the simple cottage industry mode of
business.
Something big had gone wrong. Business was spreading out across the
growing country and was becoming increasingly less controllable from one
central place. So it was decided that since a way was needed to prevent
disasters like that one, business needed to choose between one of the two
models in existence in order to have more control: the church model or the
military model.
Guess which one they chose? The military model. The Prussian military
model! (It's a fascinating story.)
This is the model we still unsuccessfully labor under. And when did that start,
again? October 5, 1841! Think after roughly 180 years we might need a better
model? Here's the real core issue - this is mind-blowing: What it was
unapologetically based on was the need to have someone to blame, and
discard. Isn't that remarkable? It was not based on nding a better way to
"run an airline", so to speak, but simply and solely on identifying Who. Is. To.
Blame. And. Punish.
Doesn't that just explain a whole lotta stuff??? The idea was that if we had
some bonehead at the top, and a bunch of boneheads under him, the
bonehead at the top could nd the bonehead at the bottom to blame,
pluck him out of the pack and throw him out and install another bonehead.
There was no real respect built into this model; no collaboration, no
individual
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betterment and no need for the bottom-level boneheads to be seen as of
any bene t beyond being obedient and operational machines. Good little
soldiers.
And so that model continues. And because the top level boneheads most
often have not been the bottom level boneheads, the rewards offered are
customarily infantile and absolutely pablum-like. They soothe, but do not
address any of the systemic, core problems, and they certainly do not
address the actual human and seriously complex needs of the people at the
bottom who are not - what a shocker! - actually machines.
Maybe you're offered a birthday party. Or the opportunity to win a gift. Or
maybe you're applauded and "recognized". Fuck the applause. Show me the
money, the support, the respect, a seat at the table, and advancement. Hold
the damn applause.
Funny. I just realized that the billionaires who run our country and our
corporations have a poverty mentality. If they didn't, they wouldn't need to
ll the rooms in their homes with top-to-bottom $1,000 bills that they can
roll around in naked, and continue to build still more rooms to stuff more
$1,000 bills into. And I know that we are all suffering from this infantile setup;
even the top boneheads.
You wouldn't think that a military-based setup would be considered
infantile, but here's where the whole thing falls apart: Corporations are not
actually the military. Oh my God, really??? Yes, really. This is Civilian Central
right here, y'all, and the military model has been translated into non-military
life. How does that translation go? Like this: We have to earn our living, our
advancement and our good from pleasing "Daddy" at the top of the godforsaken business totem pole. Small wrinkle here: Daddy simply cannot be
pleased because - oh my God what a surprise! - he ain't your daddy, he is
your controller.
The game is rigged. So, do you give up? Or do you speak up? Do you follow
the rules? To what extent? Do you learn to work the rules to your advantage
or do you leave the whole game behind?
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I have a company called The Goodbye Good Girl Project and the whole idea is
to help women in leadership break any rules of "good girldom" that keep
them from speaking out, rising up, and changing the game so that it
bene ts them in bene tting everybody they affect, in whatever ways their
work calls them to do. The Corporations that are going to create true
transformation on a human scale are those that put their real bottom line
rst. People are the real and only bottom line, because all of that money the
7 and 8 gure boneheads at the top are playing with come from us
boneheads at the bottom.
True story!
I guess the choice you make as a leader (and as a follower of the lazy and far
more comfortable ideology of "well, this is just the way it is, and what
difference does it make what I do!"), as a complex human being with goals
and dreams and abilities and emotions and life choices, falls into one of two
general categories: To do your business in a way that feathers your own nest
in grand fashion, and then throw a few crumbs below you to show your
largesse; or to be of true service to your people, knowing that when you truly
serve those under you, they will have a loyalty to you, and a dedication to the
quality of the work that cannot be purchased even with countless rooms
lled with $1,000 dollar bills. All of which nets you more of that money that
you think you can't get enough of.
I am far from the only one breaking with "traditions" that are killing us.
Fifteen-year-old Greta Thunberg of Sweden is trying to wake us up on the
climate front - the most important front of all since oxygen and water are shockingly - prerequisites for living. Surprise! You can't actually eat dollars.
Greta understands that we can't play by those rules anymore. They're all
built on old models that have either collapsed or are in the process of
collapsing.
I'm not an anarchist. When rules are helpful in serving our high efforts, that's
a beautiful thing. But when our high efforts are blunted in order to " t in"
with mechanized, militarized rules so that we don't "have to" think for
ourselves (why is that considered such a burden? I could answer, but that
would be a diferent blog post); when we abdicate our own individual creative
thinking and just take the easy way of pretending that "things are okay"
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when they most certainly are not, then we're just sheep. And even though it
makes my life a living hell at times, and pisses my friends off when they see
me tilt at that windmill one more time, I am not a sheep, and I believe that
that effort to put people and quality of life rst does pay off. and that it is an
effort eminently worth making.
Which is why I'm kind, with boundaries, even to those people on the phone
who haven't got a lick of sense or courtesy. Standing up to them when I
have to. Forcing my humanness down their throats until they suddenly
realize they're being horri c, and their voice changes, and they become
friendly. Life Lesson for the Day, Bitches!
I'm changing the game, and breaking the rules of wheel-cogdom one
fucking call - and one hard day - at a time. And speaking up (apologies to my
friends) in whatever ways I safely can.
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January 29, 2019 - "Appreciating the Rich"
My boss made me cry. But here's
the kicker: it was in a good way.
When I feel like someone who
"gets" me, really hears me, I just
have to cry. Fortunately I had a beer
at hand to catch those tears (he was
kind enough to call and check on
me when I texted him that I might
not be in to work the next day). And
the
next day I went back to work with my spirit blown out a bit from the
weekend that kicked my ass and the people on the phones that lled that
weekend.
Here's what I'm loving: my boss is allowing me to do some of what I already
do well - coaching. And I. Love. It. I love it because it's empowering for
whoever I'm coaching as well as it is for me. Of course, it does nothing in the
short run for my commission, but since this is the direction I want to move
anyway, it's all good in the long run. Win-win!
So...dragged my ass into work yesterday, the bottom of my eyes drooping
down to my neck. Finally, by about 1:30 I'm sort of starting to perk up a bit. A
lot of coffee and a shit-ton of grit. And then the magic happens. The kind of
magic you pray for, fantasize about, dream of.
A call came through. " Store transfer..." the automatic phone announcer
whispered into my ear, and I launched into my welcome.
A young women with incredible warmth told me that she was calling from
one of the brick-and-mortar stores and she didn't know if I could help her
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but she was looking for a certain Michael Kors purse for a customer of hers
that was standing right in front of her. "Sure, I can help you! Which purse is
she looking for? Do you have the UPC code or the Web ID number?" and she
provided that.
What you don't know, but need to know, is that there is an unexpressed war
between the brick-and-mortar salespeople and the Call Center. It's a grand
war over that 1% commission. It can get ugly, which is why this woman was
so completely awesome; ordinarily, the brick-and-mortar people wouldn't
reach out for help unless they had nearly an iron clad agreement to give up
the commission!
Now, up to this point in the day, which was about 3:00PM, I had earned a
grand total of $250 for the store. NOT something to write home about.
I had given up on the idea that I would do well today, even though I also
reminded myself that it only takes one call to turn everything around. This
was that one call. But I didn't know that going in.
I looked up the purse, and they were going for about $149 for most of the
numerous colors shown on the website, and $249 for the Bright White one.
("Buy the Bright White one!" I mentally urged the customer, knowing she
wouldn't do any such thing. They never do.)
The sweet young woman - let's call her Margo - was asking about the navy
blue one. Damn! It's completely sold out. Well, there goes that sale! But I'll
still try offering another color.
Back and forth we went, identifying which colors were available. Out of about
15, only 4 were left. The customer chose the pink one, so I put that into the
cart.
"Wait," suddenly said Margo. "She's asking if you have the green one!"
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"Let me look...yep! We do have the green one." Margo turns to the customer
and tells her the good news. I'm getting ready to hit the delete button on
the pink one when Margo comes back to me and says, "My customer says
she'll take that one too." Oh hey! No problem! So she's getting a gift for a
daughter or a friend. Cool! "Do you have the grey too?" I look it up. "Yep! We
do."
"Great," says Margo, "my customer wants to know how many of those she
can get."
[...] mind. blown.
"Let me check!" And I do.
"As many as she likes," I inform Margo.
"She wants ve," says Margo.
"No problem!" I chirp, and I put ve more Michael Kors purses into the bag.
I'm starting to feel really awake now. Funny how that works...
"Do you have the Navy Blue?"
"No, that's one of those that is sold out."
"Okay. Oh! My customer is saying she would like the Bright White. Do you
have any of those?"
BWAhahahahahahaha!!!!! #LoveBeingWrong!!!
"Yes we do."
Now, here's the deal: the system is giving the in-store price instead of the
online price for that more-expensive Bright White, so it's $149 instead of the
$249 price, but at this point we're up to SEVEN MICHAEL KORS PURSES. I
got nothin' to complain about! This is a sale for over $1,000! ($10 for
commission.)
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*deep breath* *sigh*
What could be better?
Well, I'll tell you what could be better: Margo and I hit it off so well, and she
tells me that this is a long-time customer of hers who comes in a lot. I tell
Margo what this department is, and she gets very excited. I offer her my
email so she can contact me directly any time she wants, and Margo is very
excited about that too! She keeps saying to me, "You've made my day, and
my customer's day! Thank you so much!" and I keep saying, "You're welcome,
and no, you've made mine." Seven Michael Kors purses. What d'you suppose
she'll do with 'em all? I don't really care. I'm just looking forward to her next
shopping spree.
But I never hear from Margo again.
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February 1, 2019 - "Preaching to the Greek
Chorus"
It's just a Skype call.
"Just" a call with bigwigs. Just a
chance to give my opinion about
the work I do and the tools we use.
Just a chance to ask for what I want.
Kind of like Christmas. Without
wrapping paper. Offered to me like
mannah from heaven with double,
triple, quadruple bene ts:
Thirty minutes off from Selling.
Having my opinion heard.
Possibly being respected.
Having my name noticed. Out loud. By them.
Opportunities building...because I'm suddenly visible.
To them
Having zero idea what being noticed might do for me in future.
Realizing I should have changed my name to Brunhilde because it's more
memorable.
It's just a 30-minute conference call.
With other people on the phone from the different departments. Bedding,
Michael Kors, Chat. Others I haven't heard of.
Other opinions - many of which coincide with my own. My own opinions that
ring surprisingly con dent in my own ears...
I'm nervous in a way that is exciting. And unexpected.
Why, I wonder, am I nervous? It's just opinion.
The head honcho who is directing this call is asking opinions on different
questions. That's all.
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Could have something to do with being told to be careful on the call.
To SpeakWhenSpokenTo.
To Be Positive. Not Negative.
Not to sound smarter than the bigwigs.
Suddenly becoming aware of etiquette, but more than etiquette.
Something dangerous.
Something politically important, in the corporate sense of political
importance. Some people who are more important than other people.
People who are more "important" than I am.
(And more important to whom? Well, if this call brings me some promotion
or notice, they'll be more important to me.)
My nervousness is excitement. It's high-pitched. It's ... like sticking my nger
into a light socket.
What tools do you use most to do your job?
Which do you like best?
What are the problems?
What could we do better?
What about training?
What about the phone calls - what's a drag about them?
Big silences between the people answering. At rst. Three or four women
and one man. Even the man sounds cowed and hesitant to speak.
"Something's happening here...what it is...ain't exactly clear."
It's literally a 30 minute call.
The mouthpiece bigwig says: "We have four minutes left. Does anyone have
anything else to add?" Everyone talking even faster now, to get a few pieces
of information in. Thirty minutes isn't long enough, but it's all we're given.
When the call is over, I feel as though my hair should be standing on end. It's
a crazy feeling that I imagine is akin to what you might feel when nominated
for an Academy Award, or being cast in a movie opposite George Clooney. A
feeling like you've swallowed the sun and it's lighting you up from within,
and you know that your life is changed now. Everything...is different. But this
was just a call.
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It was just a Skype call.
To gather opinions and information.
To change things for the better.
At the store.
It was just an opportunity.
Granted, offered, provided without my asking, by my boss.
Who knows I'm struggling, and who knows I'm a good trainer, and who
seems to know exactly what kind of harmless lunatic I am.
It takes me another 30 minutes to calm down.
What made this feel like a top-shelf kind of experience? It was just a bigwig
guy, three or four women and one man giving their opinions. Later, I ask who
was the guy on the phone? And I say, "I thought it was gonna be a lot of
bigwigs on the phone, but it was just one guy and about four or ve of us
little wigs."
And the answer makes me feel both awed and a little creeped out. "There
were. They were just listening." So we were preaching to a mute Greek
chorus. Like the Guardians from Green Lantern.
*shudder*
It would help if I weren't so preternaturally attuned to the energies,
emotional and otherwise, even in silence. But that is what makes me good
on the phones.
I should have known that something important was happening. I should
know by now to trust my responses. To be fair, I usually do, but today blindsided me. Not a lot of prep time.
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I snapped to when that call opportunity came. And I nearly tripped over my
tongue when I started talking. Then I pulled it together. But I felt like a
Private in the Army. Yes sir! Somehow, I knew that the Guardians were there.
I just didn't know I knew, y'know? Somewhere inside, I knew I was
preaching to the Choir, or the Chorus. But did they like me? Did they really
really like me (call me Sally Field)? No idea whatsoever.
Now, if only - like the Green Lantern - I could y.
That'd impress the hell outta them.
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February 5, 2019 - "The Screaming Man" - or
- "The Time I Laughed Instead"
Me: Thank you for calling. My name
is -

Man: STOP TALKING!
STOP TALKING! YOU
KEEP TALKING AND
TALKING!!!

Me: [Regrouping fast and being incapable of leaving "smartass" on the
tarmac...] Sir, I just got here...
Man: STOP.

TALKING! LET ME TALK! YOU WON'T LET
ME TALK!!! JUST STOP TALKING!
Me: [...]
Man: I

WAS TALKING WITH A WOMAN AND SHE
WAS LOOKING FOR MY JACKET AND THEN SHE
PUT ME ON HOLD AND THEN SHE HUNG UP ON
ME!!!
Me: Well, sir, I will be glad to -
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Man: STOP.

TALKING. OHMYGOD WHY WON'T YOU
STOP TALKING! I'M JUST LOOKING FOR A DKNY
JACKET AND YOU'RE SUPPOSED TO HAVE THREE
IN YOUR STORE.
[Man nally draws breath.]

IT'S NOT HARD! I JUST WANT A D. K. N. Y. JACKET!
AND SHE WAS LOOKING. DO YOU HAVE ONE OR
NOT???
Me: Sir, I'll help you. But you have to stop yelling. I'm not going to be able to
help you if you keep yelling.
Man: SHUT.

UP! YOU KEEP TALKING AND TALKING!
STOP! TALKING! IT'S NOT THAT HARD! WHY...??? I
JUST WANT A JACKET AND YOU HAVE THREE IN
YOUR STORE...
Apparently we're holding them prisoner?
Man: AND

I JUST WANT TO BUY THE JACKET! WHAT
IS THE PROBLEM??? I KNOW YOU HAVE THREE IN
YOUR STORE!
This man has a serious thing for this jacket. Or for the store. Or he's been so
frustrated he's now gotta win this " ght". With a store. A major retail store.
Oh Jesus...good luck.
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Twenty-year-old Didi who sits next to me in our four-person "pod" [all names
changed to protect the far-from-innocent because it's a decent thing to do
and because they're my friends] swivels her chair and looks straight at me.
She can hear him yelling through the headphones. She settles in for a good
diversion, giving me a look that says, "That man is an asshole." Inexplicably,
I'm not being impacted by this energetic venom being screamed into my
ears. More, I'm nding it kind of a weird sociological experience in the
meltdown of a man over his clothing.
Me: [...]
Man: I

HAVE TALKED TO SOMEONE IN THE ONLINE
AND IN THE RETAIL AND THEN I WAS PUT ON
HOLD WHILE SHE WENT AND LOOKED AND
THEN BEFORE SHE TOLD ME SHE HUNG UP ON
ME AND NOW I HAVE BEEN WAITING FOR 45
MINUTES! THIS IS NOT HARD AND WHY CAN'T I
JUST BUY THIS JACKET???
This is going to be far too hard to explain to someone having a hysterical
reaction to...shopping. But onward.
Me: Sir, we're not in the store itself [common misconception!], but I can look
up every store in the country.
Man: OHMYGOD!

I WAS JUST TALKING TO HER AND
SHE WAS LOOKING IN THE STORE, AND THE
PRINT-OUT SAYS YOU HAVE THREE OF THEM! AND
SHE HUNG UP ON ME! AND I JUST. WANT. TO BUY.
THE JACKET!
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[Ha! Fuck Fellini - he's got nothin' on me!]
Me: SIR, [he won't hear me unless I raise my voice, so I do.] YOU'RE GOING TO
HAVE TO CALM DOWN SO THAT I CAN HELP YOU! [ And I try to get the next
bit of information in quickly so he can MAYBE hear it] Do you have a number
for the coat? A Web ID?
He provides the number and the size. I tell him - knowing what's about to
happen - that it is sold out across the country. I know I am not going to be
able to tell him that there may be some returns in the store, which we don't
in fact see on our screens. That would be waaaay too much information for
this gentleman.
Me: I'm sorry sir, but the jacket is sold out in a Large...
Man: NONONONONO!

YOUR STORE HAS THREE OF
THEM! IT'S JUST A DKNY JACKET AND YOU'RE NOT
EVEN LOOKING FOR IT, AND SHE WAS LOOKING
FOR IT I can't get a word in edgewiseand it is suddenly, by God, the funniest
moment. And I start to laugh. And then I stop. Because all calls are audited
for quality purposes, and you're really not supposed to laugh at the
customers, particularly when they're having a major clothing meltdown.
Which leads to my Hollywood moment. A Comedic Movie Script-Brilliant
Hollywood moment. If someone had lmed it, it would have been a closeup
on my face wearing a laconic and amused look - a very Tom Hanks moment,
really.
Me [laconically]: Y'know you're gonna hurt yourself if you keep screaming like
that.
The audience laughs! Cut! Print!
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Didi, across from me, sitting back in her chair, looking daggers at the man on
the phone, and nodding an "uh-HUH, THAT'S whassup" at me. The man
continues to scream. I continue to not be able to help. OhmyGOD, this IS a
Fellini movie!
Finally talking over him, I offer to call the store with him. I hope I can be a bit
of a prophylactic between him and whatever poor soul answers the phone. I
am able to get through, and because we are still in an absurdist movie, the
woman who answers the phone is in fact the woman who had been helping
him before!
And the man LETS. ME. TALK!
I can't believe it, but I'm talking to her, and she is actually able to tell me that
while he was on hold the call dropped. Her voice is calm, she sounds like a
mature woman - emotionally as well as in terms of age - and she tells me
that there are no jackets there. Which is when The Screaming Man comes
back on to argue that the papers they gave him say they DO have three
there, so I explain the situation: those papers are not always right, but if he
wants to call us at the 800 number, we'll be able to tell him what is in stock
in any store in the country.
Those complete, massive, pain-in-the-ass PRINT-OUTS! They are a
minimum of 48 hours old!!! Do you know how many people shop online and
in person in 48 hours???? 24 hours a day???? I do.
His decibels are lowering.
Too late. I've gone deaf.
The Screaming Man nally rings off, and I ask the woman in the store to hold
on so I can check that she's alright. I mean, she dealt with this guy rst! She's
cool, and more than cool, professionally thanking me for my assistance,
rather than taking the opportunity to complain. Niiiiice.
As for me...time to ask for that hazard pay.
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February 14, 2019 - "The Mute Button" - or "Too Much Personality for Hollywood"
Many, many times, as a consumer, I have answered a telemarketing call and
had to ask, "Are you still there?" when the sound on the phone seemed to go
dead. I never knew why that sound was happening. And every time, the
person would come back on and say cheerfully, "Oh yes, I'm here! I'm just
checking on that for you," and I would say, equally cheerfully, "Oh no
problem! The phone just suddenly sounded odd, so I wanted to be sure I still
had you."

I had no idea it was The Mute Button. I believe I will be writing an entire play
around The Mute Button. In fact, maybe I'll use that as the title! In fact, I have
just had an unintentional training in the MOST hilarious use of The Mute
Button EVER!
I believe I will be writing an entire play around The Mute Button. In fact,
maybe I'll use that as the title! In fact, I have just had an unintentional
training in the MOST hilarious use of The Mute Button EVER!
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One of my friends, a new caller at the store - we'll call him Jimmy - is
absolutely hilarious. At least two times a day I'll hear him say, loudly and with
deliberately sing-songy character, "Hello! My name is Jimmy! What's your
name?" (It's like he's daring the caller to call him on his bullshit. They never
do.) It always makes me smile because I always think of Mister Rogers when
he does that overly cheery voice. That sound also throws me back to my
childhood when I watched The Mickey Mouse Club where Annette Funicello
and Co. would come out of the fake doors chirping their names: "Hi! I'm
Annette!"
Those crazy doors. I remember thinking they were the coolest things ever!
Anyway, at the call center I don't sit right next to my friend - though he is
just one pod over - so I did not know until tonight that the reason my other
friend (who sits right next to him) is always laughing is that Jimmy is
constantly running a stream of commentary by toggling the mute button.
But tonight I stayed a few minutes later and Oh. My. God. FUNNY! Like this...
Jimmy to Customer: Yeah. I gotcha. [As in: I understand.]
MUTE ON
Jimmy to Lori: It's incredible. She's looking for this dress and I know it's not
there, but I'm going to have to nd out how to get her to take something
else, and you can just tell she's focused on this dress and MUTE OFF
Jimmy to Customer: Yeah. I know...
MUTE ON
Jimmy to Self: ...that you're not gonna nd that dress no matter what you do,
so just give up!
Jimmy to Lori: See, there's always something, some aw that just doesn't get
this to be a sale. Always... So many bad days of this kind of call in a row!
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MUTE OFF
Jimmy to Customer: Oh, you saw it in the store for...what was that? OH! It was
a closeout dress? [Throws a look at Lori.]
MUTE ON
Jimmy to Lori: See? Cloeout. [Looks up the in-store price - dress price drops
from $149 down to $43.62] Never gonna nd it, and she'll never buy anything
else. People are just xated!
MUTE OFF
Jimmy to Customer: How about this other dress? [Gives her the item
number to look up.] Oh, I see. So you want to have that other $149 dress for
$50 MUTE ON
Jimmy to Self [continuing the conversation in incredibly conversational tone
as if he is continuing to speak to the customer]:
- which is incredibly fucking unrealistic and is never gonna happen.
All of this back and forth is, of course, terribly funny to me.
Of course, I'm also near to burnt out on this crazy gig and its insanely
demanding schedule and the energy it takes to deal with all of these nutty
people on the phone.
You know, most of the people here are characters. You have to be a character
to do this for more than a month, you really do.
Earlier this week the higher-ups had some kind of "game" they were
wanting us to play, where if we saw our bosses we should tell them
something we admired about them, and they should tell us something too.
Okay, no
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problem. I stop my boss and tell him I appreciate him for always having my
back. He tells me something way better. He tells me a whole bunch of
things he appreciates about me and my work, including The Best Thing
Ever: that he appreciates that I have "too much personality for Hollywood" that I'm here to be this kind of crazy and keep him entertained.
I love that! Makes me feel way better about failing to make it to Hollywood
and be A Recognized Actor, too.
And so it's today that I realize that that surfeit of personality in all of us is the
reason the Mute button was created. Because we really can't express
ourselves on these phones without it. And we do have to mute ourselves on
the calls for more than just the customers - we are being listened to
constantly. Big Brother is listening to every call. And we are absolutely losing
our minds, every single day, just a little bit more every minute.
If we don't look at the phone as I did at least twice today and tell the muted
phone, "You are a piece of shit/crazy/stupid/moron", we will be doing drugs or
keeping whiskey bottles in the drawers in no time! So, one of the things
they don't train us in is one of the most important: the digital tap dancing
required to put the Mute button on when it should be on and off when it
should be off! And God help us all if we get it backwards.
Let us pray...
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February 20, 2019 - "Chicken Leg and Wide
Calf"

It sounds like it should be the name of a Western movie..."Chicken Leg and
Wide Calf". It was in fact about a woman buying boots. Simple enough.
But we have to ask questions that may embarrass people. We don't know,
because we don't know the people we're talking to...yet.
In that oh-so-exciting process of looking for a shoe, I had to ask her a
question I didn't think would be particularly touchy: Are you a wide calf?
Putting to one side that that sentence isn't even grammatically correct
English - unless I'm asking her if she's a really large bovine - the question
isn't one that offends.
People who shop by phone/online know that they're going to have to
answer things like, "So, what's your bra size?" and "Are you a wide calf?", and
they're generally not offended. But when she said, "No. I have chicken legs", I
heard a note of embarrassment in her voice.
I responded by laughing. The image in my head was amusing - a human
woman with chicken legs - and since she was laughing too, we started
talking about legs. I made my deep confession, mostly to let her know she
shouldn't feel embarrassed: "I am a wide calf," I said.
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(And no! I did not moo.) From then forward, we called each other Chicken
Leg and Wide Calf.
And a Western movie was born.
Or it really should have been.
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March 7, 2019 - "Honey, please..."
Ring-ring! "Hi, this is Lori, thank you
for calling, yada yada yada..."
"Yes, I want to buy a set of plates."
She might as well have said, "Hi, yes,
this is the Voice of Doom."

Those freaking, fracking plates! You try it! You try navigating through
arguably the WORST series of windows and options to nd what belongs to
each series of dinnerware. And good luck to you.
Every single window takes approximately 10,000 years to open, and then
when you try to scroll, it won't. So you try again. And then nally it scrolls...all
the way to the bottom where you didn't want to be. To make it all the better,
The internet is throwing up Pinterest tabs for no reason and then freezing
the internet altogether. My boss tells me he thinks it's a personal problem.
The look I give him is worthy of death. He doesn't care. He says, "I'm a
philosopher. I never thought I'd be a boss, Lori..." and we both laugh. Do
either of things have anything to do with the other? Hell no. But that's kind
of the point of this rant - er - post.
If I felt more energetic at this point, I would attempt to describe this
woman's mode of talking. "Already-stressed", for one thing.
"HurryUpHurryUpHurryUp" for another, and for a third, "NONONONO, listen
to me, listen-to-me, here's what I mean," when I already know what she
means.
Altogether I spent 2 or 3 hours on the phone with this woman because she
wanted not only a personal shopper - which I am - but someone to hold her
hand - which I do not want to do! I lost so many sales today because I hadn't
had this situation before and I didn't know how to limit this situation.

Call Center Crazy
Page 188

Call Center Crazy

• She asked the same questions over and over.
• She asked me to check three different collections - murder - and calculate
the amounts and call her back to tell her what I could do for her.
I mean, there's a private shopper...and then there's a private shopper! I'm not
sitting in a comfy chair with my feet up and a mint julep in one hand just
chatting with you, my new best friend. No! Get a clue!
• We found everything she wanted - nally - and put it into the virtual bag,
and adjusted the pricing on every, single, item, and I told her she had saved
$2,200 and then she said no, it was still too expensive.
• She put me on hold forever and then couldn't understand why we "got
disconnected". I disconnected, babe! You're not my only customer!!!
By the time she tracked me down a second time - I mean she actually
phoned me; this just doesn't happen! - she said, "Hi, it's me," - oh thank God
at least you're being speci c - "I'm the one who's driving you crazy about
plates." I couldn't even pretend she was wrong. I just said something goofy
like, "We'll make it happen." I couldn't bring myself to say, "Oh no, it's my
pleasure."
I am trying to juggle things, and get her off the phone, and keep myself from
banging my head on the wall...and nally it's time for lunch. I stand up. Bosso-my-panicked-heart is nearby and asks me, "Are you okay?" I try for
professionalism and I say, "The computer is throwing up Pinterest tabs
again..." and blesshimblesshimblesshim he says, "That's the computer. How
are YOU doing?"
I might be in love.
By the way, and a propos of nothing whatsoever, have you ever ordered a
$1,700 watch? Well, I did it three times between yesterday and today, only it
was for the same guy each time, because the Fraud Department kept
thowing up all over his order and going, "No! He can't spend this money at
our store!" What?
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I thought I'd lose the guy and his order. This was his rst time ordering
something online, and he was getting nervous. So I allayed his fear through
the email until I could get to taking care of him on the phone - that is, once I
got Plate Girl off the phone.
A part-time co-worker was throwing me looks now and again as we both
trudged through the afternoon, and we'd laugh at the frustration of it all. We
also had the last laugh when told me her best story of that day.
"Some woman called asking about raincoats - how much they are and all.
She's from Cincinnati and she needed a new raincoat because it's raining
here a lot. I told her, 'About $125 to $140 or so," and the woman was
incredulous: 'How much? ... But it rains here every day!'
We looked at one another, my colleague and I, like What? I said, " 'But it rains
here every day' ???"
She looked at me, amusement all over her face, and agreement, and that
look on her face of "uh HUH".
I said to her, "I mean...what?" (I could see Chandler, from Friends, saying it...)
Go ahead now, take a minute. Try to make that woman's objection make
sense...)
I said, "How does that even make sense? What is wrong with people? What if
we could really answer these people!"
And my friend, looking at me as she stood up to leave, and slinging her bag
over her shoulder, said the only Cincinnati thing left to say:
"Honey, please."
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Part IV: It's Christmas Again??? 2019 Holiday
Insanity
Five and one half months on phone sales felt like years and years.
I had been promoted to the role of Administrator in another department,
and found myself as unhappy as a girl can be...in a Corporation, anyway. My
lovely Supervisor had helped me get the hell off of the phones, not knowing
that the department I would be transferring to was the fth ring of hell itself.
When holidays came yet again - in December 2019, just a few short months
before we admitted that the pandemic was happening, that we had no one
at the federal helm who was going to do anything about it, and the
governors and mayors would scramble and send us home - it was time to hit
the phones again in order to help the store.
I was looking forward to more stories! But that didn't happen. My job was not
to do sales.
I was assigned the job of helping people handling the calls - other people
who were taking the orders, feeling frustrated, and in fact getting zero
commission now for leaving their usual jobs to make sure that money was
coming in for the store.
By March I would be furloughed and by July 1st I would be laid off. By April I
had front-burnered my coaching business and kept myself busy being an
entrepreneur.
I wished I could get more phone stories, but this was going to be it. I was not
going to return to phone sales. I had occasional fantasies of becoming
incredibly important in some way and being able to go take calls
somewhere for an hour or two here and there to get more great characters
and stories to tell, but I let that go when reality kicked in. You have to train
for that job. You have to be immersed in those people and that
hamstringing and punishing schedule and all of those insane expectations.
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Instead of the stories, I dug into my bag of 30+ years of Corporate tricks and
experiences and I wrote a book about how the corporate structure is
damaging, and how we can do it all so much better; how "better" has been
happening for years and years, actually, and how we need to do it on a grand
scale. The book is called "The Human Solution".
I've always wanted to change that environment, and with the Call Center
experience under my belt, I had seen all the way under the rug of the
system that squelches the best of who we are and can be. So It was time to
write, and to start working on giving talks, and even consulting...
I had come out of homelessness in large part because of the store. I had met
beautiful and weird and fascinating and lovable and remarkable people. I
had met people warped and mottled by their Corporate experience too. I
had used all of the experiences to grow - which is the best way I know of to
ensure that no matter what I go through, I am sucking the marrow out of
that sucker.
And then it was time to go. Hello Covid, goodbye to the store.
But rst...it was time for one. last. story. from the last Christmas at the store.
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December 1, 2019 - Ho! Ho! Holy Cow!
Ho! Ho! Holy cow! Holy moly! And Holy Jehoshaphat! (And I didn't know
about that "h" after the "s" in the spelling either!)
The store...and Christmas. No matter which store it is, Christmas is the Real
Deal. It's the Big Money Trough, baby! It's time to rake in the money because
this is when people spend! So that means using every resource at hand to
make this work, and work well! To this end, people get moved around. I, for
instance, volunteered to be helpful. So they gave me some work to do
supporting the people driving the sales. Funny...I used to be one of the top
sales-drivers. I was looking forward to doing something of that again scoring some more awesome stories - but I was put into a support position
for people who don't ordinarily do this kind of order taking.
I thought for sure they'd put me back on phones since I was one of the top
earners in that position! But no. Too bad, too. I was looking forward to it, since
it was a time-de ned kind of situation with a de nite end to the misery.
Ho! Ho! Holy crap...
Okay, I have lots of ways to be helpful, that's true, and today I did get to
speak to one or two people as the "supervisor" brought in to soothe some
savage and unsatis able beasts. And yep, the phones are as funny and
interesting and weird as ever.
I particularly loved the woman who told me over and over that she was not
going to shop with us anymore if we couldn't make the 55% off deal an 80%
off deal! Just for her. Just because. I pulled out my bag of tricks and told her a
few things.
I told her, "Well, that item was originally $195 and now it's $79.95, so it's really
over 50% off, and if we go lower than that and do that by applying some
additional discounts, we'll go broke. So...we can't do that. I'm sorry."
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That approach was my "look at it from a business perspective" trick. It didn't
work. She tried reasoning back at me: "It doesn't make sense! I get these
coupons and things all the time and then I can't use them???" That didn't
work on me. "It just doesn't make any SENSE!" she insisted. So I dug deeper
into the bag.
"Well, actually, when you think about it, it kinda does!" I tried reasoning with
her.
I said, "It makes it so that even when there's not a sale, you get a sale price." I
thought that was actually fairly epic, not having had to think in that way for
about 7 months now! Well, hell, I was convinced! She didn't like it, though.
She was just...disappointed. I asked her if she wanted to go ahead and get
what she was interested in, and she was petulant. "No. No I don't." And to
make sure I felt suf ciently bad about her disappointment, she told me she
had two things in her bag, and she was leaving without both of them.
I shed a few tears.
No I didn't.
There was another "disappointed" customer - seems to have been the word
of the day - whose accent was British and who was a pleasure to talk to. We
Americans are such a soft touch about the accent thing. We hear a British
accent and we assume the man or woman sporting that marvelous sound is
stunningly, model-gorgeous and has just stepped out of a James Bond
movie.
I explained the situation to the man, we chit chatted a bit, and I waived his
$10 shipping for him. Easy peasy. One satis ed customer. Damn! That does
not make for a good story!
The one I loved the most, though, was one that was handled by someone
else. This particular customer said that she thought she had put through her
order during the bigger sale yesterday, but when she woke up this morning,
hey presto!, it was still in her online bag!
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It's a CHRISTMAS MIRACLE!
Uh-huh. Sure.
That reminds me of the time I totally messed with my brother's mind when
he was 12 and I was 15 and I told him that the lobster I had gone to purchase
(we were vacationing in Maine back in the days of lots of parental supply)
had jumped off the plate and run away, even though it had been cooked. I'm
not unreasonable - I know weird stuff happens. But that story about "I
thought I ordered" needs a few less holes for me to not drive trucks through
it.
So, that was my day as a helper. People asking for help in person, on the chat,
and on phones. And people - customer-people - buying. Keeping
consumerism going.
I'm not a real holiday person. December marks a death in my family and it's
very dif cult to deal with the commercially spread expectations when one
has no family, and no real tie to Christianity other than being a fan of the
Christ - as well as other great beings throughout the ages.
Since I was born on Christmas Eve, and Jesus was Jewish, I always say we're
really tight, him and me. He was in fact a nice Jewish boy, and then a nice,
compassionate, sometimes angry enlightened master. I like that in a savior.
I do like the Christmas lights, though. And I like what the holidays are
supposed to be about. And I like that the holidays are - unbeknownst to
everyone else - really all about my birthday. I mean, my proof is that when I
go out to dinner on my birthday, there are always lights and festivities.
Everyone must somehow know!
Today is Sunday. Interesting day to work. For three more weeks I will be a
helper. All I want for Christmas is me, really. I want to give my best self and
experience my best self in every single aspect of my life. I want to start
thriving on an entirely different level. As a not-really-side-note, I want this
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world to stop sucking the life out of me with its lack of compassion, honesty,
integrity and authenticity. I want Dumptruck (I don't say his name if I can
help it - kinda like Voldemort) - to go look great in orange, and take the rest
of his crew with him. I want to be a part of the healing of this world. I want to
jump, scream and shout and share some joy and openness, for God's sake!
That last bit I can certainly do if given the chance at the store. Maybe
tomorrow they'll add that to my duties...
Nah...not likely. I guess I'll just have to go do it on my own.
Next stop: Entrepreneurship.
Not at all bad for someone who went homeless at 56.
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An absurdist bit of reality amidst the heartbeat of the part
of society that customarily goes unseen, Call Center Crazy
invites you into a world you haven't seen before: the world
of those who do Call Center work: the patience, the
insanity, the demands, the mental strength, the exibility,
the smarts and sales, and the emotional assault; and the
world of the streets that author Lori Kirstein lived and
walked through for two years. When Lori entered this
world due to homelessness and a time of rebuilding - and,
let's face it, desperation - she used the experience to grow,
to rebuild her life and her direction, and to write down the
adventures that would go on to create the laughter, the
compassion, the bemusement, the tears and even the
fascination, in the end, that are the real core of Customer
Service, and the core of how we treat one another in life.

