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Chapter One 

Staffing the Store by Sam Walken 
  
 “Sam?” 

The call for the interview came at 10:55 a.m. I was on the toilet.  

Nice, I muttered. I pressed the button on the walkie-talkie that occupied 
the entire right side of my body in the form of a microphone, an ear-bud, 
and a three foot cord. I answered the call.  

“I’ll be right up, Myrtle,” I responded, releasing the button then adding 
“you dizzy old bitch.” Someone in a stall next to me snickered through 
his teeth and nose at the same time.  

There were three reasons why I liked to take my lunch break at 11 
o’clock. The lines in the mall food court were shorter, for one. The store 
tended to be busier at noon because everyone in the normal world was on 
their lunch break, so it made sense for me to be in the store during the 
busier time of the day.  And most days I chose to sleep through breakfast 
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before heading to work, happy to grab those extra nine minutes of 
“snooze” time to minimize the day’s hangover.  

Today, I was especially in need of at least one million calories in 
grease… and Orange Julius was calling to me. By some great, miraculous 
oversight, the Orange Julius in the Washington Memorial Mall still had a 
full blown grill, not just the hot dog spinner and nacho cheese warmer. 
And though a jumbo pretzel to soak up whatever malted hops remained in 
my system sounded exquisite, a double cheeseburger smothered in 
mustard and pickles with a side of deep fried mozzarella sticks would 
pack enough fat calories to take me through to 6 o’clock. Maybe I would 
even wash it down with a triple-berry smoothie, if I ever made it out to 
lunch.  

My day had begun so well…  

Employment screenings and interviews at NORMAN SHERMAN’S 
department stores were “on the spot” and consisted of a two-part method. 
First, a departmental management member, known as an Area Sales 
Supervisor, would screen the applicant, making a determination if the 
individual warranted a second interview. Then a second manager, 
typically the Human Resources Manager, in this case Andrea Andrews, 
would speak to the applicant and make a job offer. It was crucial to 
understand the verbiage in questioning, hiring, or more importantly 
rejecting the applicant. Questions about race, age, sexual orientation, 
religion, or political affiliation were a definite misdemeanor. But there 
were some tricky restricted topics to remember, like marital status: 
“I noticed your ring. Are you going to be expected to have dinner on the 
table for him at five, because we work until six.” - Edmond Grayson, 
former store manager, Toledo, Ohio - 1986 

Or children:  

“Do you really think $6.85 an hour is enough for a single mom to pay 
child care for five kids? Lady, it’s not a clown car, seriously.” - Troy 
Lincoln, former human resources manager, Fairview Heights, Illinois - 
1992. 

Even hobbies were off limits  
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“You’d probably make more money selling your body if you’re gonna 
continue to buy meth.” - Chas Waters, former Midwest regional manager, 
2003.      
      
Myrtle’s bright pink lips were pursed when I arrived. She shot daggers at 
me through thick, coke-bottle glasses and the giant mole on her chin 
seemed to quiver.  

“You’re looking lovely today, Ms. MacDonald,” I greeted her, trying to 
head-off her scolding. “You know if you weren’t sixty I would…” 

“Since you took your sweet-ass time getting up here, Sam,” she cut me 
off, “Andie did the screening for you. You’re up for the second. Don’t 
forget the ‘script’.” Myrtle was always a ray of sunshine. 
 
The “script” was a one-hundred 
forty word disclaimer and three-
hundred sixty word job description 
that we were forced to read word-
for-word from a laminated page 
that had seen better days. I took 
the c leanes t corner of the 
document between my thumb and 
forefinger and held it away from 
me as I headed toward Andie’s 
office where she waited bright and 
bubbly with the seated applicant. I 
was really in no mood for her 
nauseating perkiness.  

As I glanced through the window on the office door, I could not see the 
applicant’s face, but her dark brown hair gave off that sex-starved vixen 
vibe – pulled up into a cute little bun. I saw the black wire rims of her 
glasses as I looked over her petite shoulders draped in a crisp white satin 
blouse. Her black bra showed through the back of the blouse and simple 
but sexy silver loops garnished her perfect earlobes.  

         �3



                             RETAIL MANAGED

Perhaps it had been to my benefit to postpone the cheeseburger. I reached 
into the breast pocket hidden inside my black sport-coat and pulled out a 
tin, rattling the breath mints in their shell as I retrieved one and popped it 
into my mouth.  

“Hey Sammy!” Andrea called out too cheerfully. I would have to listen to 
her speech again later about the importance of responding promptly to 
interview calls. I would let her know that next time I would skip wiping 
my ass before responding. “This is Elizabeth Thompson… she’s looking 
for a position in cosmetics, or maybe women’s shoes? I know you have 
some openings, so maybe you could talk to her?”  

The applicant nodded her enthusiasm as I rounded toward her seat, 
extending my right hand in greeting.  

Elizabeth did not rise. She did not acknowledge my suspended 
handshake. She did not even look my direction through her darkened 
glasses. Then I noticed Andrea shaking her head violently, looking at me 
with eyes so wide I was convinced my zipper was down and the bishop 
was making an appearance. I immediately lowered my hand to my crotch 
and felt the sealed metal teeth. Safe.  

“Wow, you’re blind,” I suddenly spat out, not realizing the circumstances 
before. The applicant was blind. “So, you want to work in cosmetics – 
applying makeup?” My department.  
  
“Or women’s shoes!” Andie broke in anxiously, dragging her left 
forefinger across her throat. Andie was left-handed. I had found out one 
night after she beat me nine times consecutively in shuffleboard, which 
she had apparently been playing left-handed as well. As I drove her home 
she aggressively shook hands with the bishop, which was rather less 
challenging than I had expected for a southpaw in the passenger seat. 
Incidentally, hand jobs and driving while intoxicated do not mix well.   

“Right,” I responded, “women’s shoes. I can take it from here Andrea.” 
She glared at me from beneath straight black bangs as she slowly rose 
from her seat. I made a jack-off gesture to her and grinned wide as she 
flushed and hastened to make her exit. 
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“How’s your husband?” I called out the room after her and shut the door. 
I plopped down in front of the applicant and waved my hand frantically 
in front of her face. I stuck my tongue out like a child and pretended to 
hump the air from my seat. When the woman did not respond I finished 
my assessment of her handicap with a subtle hmph.  

The breath mint on my tongue abruptly slid down my throat and lodged 
in my windpipe.  

As I sat there choking on wintergreen freshness, Elizabeth Thompson 
proceeded with the screening process.  

“A lot of people don’t realize I’m blind when they first meet me, um – 
Sam, was it?” I groaned an answer as I worked to try to cough up the 
lozenge. “I know, right?” she continued, “It’s kind of surreal for me too 
sometimes. It was an accident – horse riding – when I was thirteen.” I 
gave another guttural groan. “One minute I was riding high on a beautiful 
Appaloosa, the next I couldn’t see…and I couldn’t move from the waist 
down.”  

That was the moment I noticed the handles, then the rails, then the wheels 
on her chair. My eyes bulged as I gave a heave in astonishment and the 
breath mint flew out of my mouth, across the desk, and landed on 
Elizabeth’s dead right leg.  

“It was hard to swallow the news that I’d never walk again,” she 
continued.  

I tried to follow her conversation but after wiping the drool from my 
mouth all of my attention had become fixed on the slimy white disc on 
the woman’s leg. Would she notice if I stood up just walked over to brush 
it off?  

“Is there a problem, Sam?” I heard Elizabeth ask. My eyes jolted back to 
her face, her left ear cocked toward me and her gaze toward the ceiling.  

“No. No problem,” I answered. “Please continue.” 
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So getting up would not work. She was onto me. I looked hastily around 
the room. Andrea always kept a meter stick ruler beside her desk for 
drawing up poster board signs for pot-luck luncheons and Viking Charge 
card solicitation contests. I picked it up and eyed the distance between me 
and my rambling interviewee.  

“Wow, that’s great,” I interjected. “Tell me more about your work 
history,” I added, trying to maintain the charade of my interest.  

Leaning across the desk I reached out with the ruler and jabbed at the 
woman’s leg, smacking it squarely on the knee, but missing my target. 
Another attempt, stretching out as far as I could reach, I lost my balance 
and stuck the wooden appendage right between her thighs as she 
remained none-the-wiser.  

I briefly imagined 
how fun this could 
become if I had 
more time -- and a 
m o r e s e c l u d e d 
office.  
  
O n m y t h i r d 
a t t e m p t , I w a s 
finally successful in 
knocking the breath 

mint off of her leg, the lozenge rolling away and under Andrea’s desk, 
stopping at my feet. I sat down abruptly and glancing at the door, saw 
Andie’s face plastered to the tiny window, her eyes bulging in panic.  

“…and I was surprised the daycare hired me, since they knew I was a 
stripper, but that was just out of college.”  

“Stripper?” I asked.  

“Yeah, but again, that was just to earn money for college.”  

“In a wheelchair?” 

         �6



                             RETAIL MANAGED

“It was challenging to say the least, but I made pretty good money. Seems 
a lot of men were really into that.” 

I stifled a chuckle, amused at the idea. “Well I really don’t have any other 
questions. Let me just go and converse with Andie on this one, and we 
will see what we come up with.” 

I stepped out of the office and into human resources Hell.  

“Just what do you think you were doing in there, Sammy?” Andie hit me 
as soon as the door to her office clicked shut behind me. “Trying to screw 
her with a ruler, you sick son-of-a—” 

“Now wait just a minute,” I cut her off. “I was doing her a service in 
there… and no, I was not trying to screw her with a ruler---” 

“Did you read the script?” she asked.  

“Of course I—” 

“You didn’t read it, did you?” She had me. “Sammy, what is going on 
with you today? First, you don’t answer the call for the screening, so I 
have to do it, then you assault the applicant, and you can’t even read five 
hundred little words. It’s two paragraphs, Sammy! And to think I had my 
hand on your---”  

Myrtle cleared her throat, cutting Andie off before she had the chance to 
embarrass herself. I looked up and Phyllis Goldman, our store manager, 
was standing in the doorway between the HR office and the Executive 
office. 

“Sammy, can I see you in my office?” Phyllis invited, her voice even but 
icy.  

“Sure,” I answered impassively. Phyllis turned around gracefully and 
exited the doorway as Andie stormed back to her own office and 
cheerfully greeted Elizabeth Thompson again.  
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Phyllis was a tall, blonde woman in her early-to-mid-forties. In truth, she 
was quite stunning. I was most captivated by her green eyes behind small, 
tortoise-shell rimmed eyeglasses. She always wore the classiest of 
designers: Ralph Lauren, Kenneth Cole, and Donna Karan, among others. 
My favorite was a navy blue pinstripe suit; her skirt cut just the right 
height above her knee to be both professional and sassy.  

She had her hair done every Thursday, sneaking out of the store early 
those days to go to her appointment. The blonde locks were long, 
naturally curly, and she often wore it in some variation of an up-do, just 
enough of it hanging over her eye to give her a naughty librarian look. 
But the greatest attraction was her power – store manager of the largest 
Norman Sherman store in the Midwest.  

I had to have her.  

“So what was going on out there?” Phyllis asked as she clicked the door 
to her office shut behind me. The walk through the executive office had 
been a shameful walk, past the executive assistant’s desk, the assistant 
manager’s and the operations manager’s offices, not to mention the 
conference room where five of my peers were just sitting down to a 
deliciously fat-laden mall-food lunch, eyeing me uneasily as I passed.  

“I don’t know, Miss Goldman,” I felt like a school boy. “I guess I’m just 
not feeling well today.” 

“Sammy, don’t pull that Miss Goldman shit on me today, okay?” I 
nodded my concession.  

“Look,” she continued, “Andie is a pain in the ass. Everyone here knows 
it. But she’s married to Dirk Andrews at Corporate. You know Dirk, don’t 
you?” Everyone knew Dirk. His name was signed on our paychecks. I 
nodded lazily. “So give me a fucking break, okay, Sammy?” Phyllis had a 
way with words – always willing to take it to inappropriateness. I nodded 
again, sheepishly, childishly.  

“So what are you doing later?” Phyllis continued. I looked at her, 
stunned. Was she asking me out? “After lunch, I mean. What are you 
working on?” 
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“Oh!” I responded, sure I was reddening with my mistaken presumption. 
“Look, Phyllis, I’m not really feeling so well today. You mind if I go 
home for the day?” 

“Sammy,” she started, almost whining. “Danny already went home sick 
with the stomach flu, and Sandy just called off for tonight. Are you sure 
you need to go home? We could really use you!”   

 “Phyllis, the reason I could not make it up here in time to do the 
screening earlier was because I was in the toilet throwing up. I haven’t 
left the bathroom since I got here, except to do that interview.”   
  
“Are you sure it doesn’t have anything to do with our little conversation 
we just had?” she quizzed.  

“No, seriously, I just can’t be here today. I don’t think I would be much 
good to you anyway. In fact, I’m starting to feel nauseous again right 
now…” 

“Okay, Sammy…shit, don’t vomit,” Phyllis conceded, “but think about 
what I said. The others here look up to you as a leader, you know, so if 
you treat Andie better, they will too.” 

“Fine, Phyllis, I’ll see what I can do. And thanks for taking time out to 
talk with me – I promise I’ll try to do better.” I laid it on as thick as I 
could.  

“Don’t bullshit me, Sammy,” Phyllis spat out. She was not buying it. 
“Just get out of here before you get me sick – I don’t need to be fucking 
puking. And think about what I said.” 

Even after what could be defined as nothing less than a slap on the wrist, 
I was in love with her.  
  
As I walked out of the office, a weight lifted from me knowing that I 
would soon be walking out of the front doors, headed for an unscheduled 
day off. I noticed Andie as I passed the Human Resources office 
attempting to shake hands with the blind woman, welcoming her to the 
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Norman Sherman team. The HR manager sneered at me as I walked past, 
unwilling to forgive me, despite the fact that I had obviously just come 
from the “principal’s office.” I shrugged it off, smiling as I passed, 
knowing I was heading home, away from it all.  
      

○          ○        ◎        ○          ○ 

It was both blessing and a curse that the Washington Memorial Mall was 
surrounded by a collection of pubs, sports bars, family restaurants, and 
even a small dance club.  

Today, it was more a curse.  

As I exited the Norman Sherman side of the mall parking lot, I had to 
pass three separate places that served alcohol: Charlie McKenzie’s Irish 
Microbrewery, Flannagan’s restaurant, and Get a Cue billiards and sports 
bar. It came as no surprise when I found myself parked outside of Charlie 
McKenzie’s. I quickly calculated my chances of getting caught. It was 
Thursday, so Phyllis would be leaving at one o’clock for her hair 
appointment, which meant that she might see my silver Ford Taurus 
parked outside the bar.  

Or maybe she would mistake it for one of the ten million other silver 
Ford Tauruses around the city. Catherine, the obnoxiously sycophantic 
assistant store manager, would be leaving at 1:30, once she was sure that 
Phyllis was gone for the day. However, she would never go to a bar after 
leaving early with some manufactured excuse that one of her three 
children was sick with whichever virus was going around at that moment. 
As for the rest of the store, they’d stick it out until six o’clock – five at 
the earliest.  

I would be long gone by then. I was sure of it.  
  
“Give me a Charlie Mac Pale Ale,” I asked the bartender, Teryn. She was 
my favorite Charlie’s employee, and she knew me by name. Today, the 
tall brunette was looking especially sexy, wearing an orange tank-top tied 
at the waist to reveal her bronzed, muscular stomach and glittery navel 
ring. As she turned to pour my pale ale, her scrolling tattoo peeked over 
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the waistline of her low-rise blue jeans, beckoning my eyes to her lower 
back. She was married, but it did not stop me from flirting with her.  

Andie had been the only woman I had ever coaxed into infidelity, and in 
truth, it had not been a proud accomplishment. I generally drew the line 
at adultery. Alas, seventeen beers and six shots of Kentucky bourbon 
during our shuffleboard marathon had annihilated such inhibitions. I was 
glad I had not slept with her.  

Danny Bush, on the other hand, had no problem with adultery. 

“Hey Sammy,” he greeted as he sat down next to me. “What’s up, Teryn.” 
My bartender had returned with my glass of microbrewed ale and Danny 
greeted her with the lust and zeal of a sixteen-year-old boy. “Your 
husband still doing it for ya, or you ready to go bush to Bush?” 

Danny Bush was the kind of man you could not help liking, even if you 
hated him. He was just arrogant enough to make you despise nearly every 
word that fell from his lips, but had such a repressed insecurity you had 
to feel sorry for him. 

“Aren’t you home sick with the stomach flu?” I asked.  

“No, I was just banging Sandy Washburn while her boyfriend was at 
work.” Sandy was the department manager of the women’s specialty 
sizes.  

“Nice,” I answered. “And thank you for telling me. I thought she was 
sick too.” 

“She’s actually on her way up here, she just needed to clean up a bit. 
She’s a squirter you know.” 

“What the fuck, Danny? Why do you think I need to know that about 
Sandy?” 

“Because you’re a guy. Guys are supposed to like that shit. And let me 
tell you, she is a pornstar in the sack. I think I may be in love with her.” 

“Are you in love with her six kids too?” 

         �11



                             RETAIL MANAGED

“She has four kids, Mister Negative Neil, and as a matter of fact, I do 
love them. They all have such different personalities.” 

“That’s because they’re all from different fathers. She’s the only woman I 
know who has children from enough ethnic backgrounds to have her own 
United Nations embassy.” 
  
“Yeah, it’s funny her boyfriends never caught on.” 

“You realize if you marry her, her name would be Sandy Bush?” 

“Yeah, I know. That’s hot, isn’t it?” 

“Talking about me again?” asked a sultry woman’s voice from behind us 
as Sandy Washburn circled her arms around Danny’s shoulders and 
covered his eyes. “Guess who?” 

“Judging by the smell of sex I’m betting it’s you, Sandy,” Danny 
answered. 

“I swear I washed my hands six times and can’t get the smell off.” She 
sounded agitated.  

“Maybe all the man-stink is coming 
out of your pores,” I suggested, 
“you know, like garlic.”  

“What a re you do ing here , 
Sammy?” she asked, slapping me 
on the shoulder in retaliation. “I 
thought you were on today.” 

“Yeah, I was not feeling well, so I 
left early.” I lifted my glass to my 
lips and took a deep pull off my 
beverage. “Ahhh, frosty golden goodness -- elixir of the gods.” 

“So who’s working, then?” Sandy asked, feigning concern. 
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“Phyllis and Andie are there, but Carl is off, and I’m sure Catherine will 
leave once Phyllis leaves for her hair appointment. Tom and Tina are still 
there, and Mary and Tracy are closing.” 

“Hey guys, what are you doing here?” It was Mary Burris, the shoe 
department manager. She was petite with dark brown hair cut in a bob 
and bright blue eyes; cute as a button with a little girl’s voice. At thirty-
two, she did not look any older than eighteen. It was a dramatic contrast 
to the obviously forty-something Sandy, who stood five-foot-nine with 
shoulder-length blonde hair in a soccer-mom pony-tail and the beginnings 
of dark bags under her eyes -- an ironic metaphor for the apparent 
baggage in her life. 

“I thought you were closing!” Sandy blurted out anxiously. 

“I called in sick. I thought you were closing!” Mary answered. 

The two burst into laughter.  

“Oh well,” Sandy acknowledged with resignation. “Maybe Catherine can 
cover for us – god knows we’ve done it enough for her.” 

“What smells like sex?” Mary asked. Sandy flushed.  

“What will it be ladies?” the bartender had returned from her other 
patrons to collect the newcomers’ orders. 

“Rum and coke,” Sandy ordered quickly to divert attention from her 
musk-scented hands. 

“I’m waiting for someone,” Mary answered.  

“Who are you waiting for?” I asked, wondering how big our party would 
get. “Boyfriend?”  

“You know, that’s funny Sammy,” she answered snidely. Mary was a 
lesbian. “Kimberly’s meeting me here.” 

“Oh, okay. So, your girlfriend,” I responded. 
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“Not yet, but one could hope.”  

I had to admit, they would make an attractive couple. The kind of lesbian 
couple someone would want to put in a movie and then post on the 
internet for eighteen and older audiences.  

Kimberly Davis strolled in five minutes later, short blonde hair cut close 
on the sides and back of her head, and longer, thick tresses gel-plastered 
to the top, swooping down over her face. She was as adorable as her 
suitor, bright green eyes and a curvy figure cut from five-foot two-inch 
stature. Full breasts pushed up into eye-catching cleavage peeking from 
her partially unbuttoned green blouse. Delicately rounded hips swayed in 
black polyester slacks as she strolled up to the bar.  

I thought Mary was going to faint. I thought I might faint.  

I had been eyeing Kimberly for myself but was gentleman enough to wait 
until Mary was turned down. There was no way Kim could be a lesbian 
for anything more than a night.  

“Jesus Christ! It’s fucking crowded in here for a Thursday afternoon. 
Teryn! Get me a double Dewar’s on the rocks and a mojito for my friend 
here,” Kim shouted to the bartender while gesturing to Mary. She was 
always a delicate flower. 

“So who the fuck is running the store?” Kim continued, addressing us 
collectively. Kim was the second-most senior area sales supervisor after 
me and liked to pretend she had a sense of commitment. We all could see 
through that bullshit.  

“Your sister, Catherine, for one,” Danny taunted. 

“How many times do I need to fucking kick your ass for that, Daniel?” 
Kim threatened. “That bitch is not my fucking sister, same last name or 
not. She’s not even my fucking cousin! I would shoot myself in the 
fucking head.” 

“Do you have to say that word so much?” Sandy asked, obviously 
offended. 
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“Head?” Kim asked. 

“No,” Sandy lowered her voice to a whisper, “fuck.”  

“Are you fucking kidding me? I’ve offended the woman who has had 
more people inside of her than a Norman Sherman’s department store.” 

Within minutes Tina, Tom, and Richard walked in and I began to feel a 
bit nervous. 

“Am I the only one who’s noticed that our entire management staff is 
here?” I asked Danny.  

“Hey, Dickie-boy,” Danny called out to one of the newcomers, as if to 
brush off my concern. Richard turned around and walked out of the 
building. Sandy rushed out after him, glaring at Danny.  
  
Richard McHutcheon (pronounced ma*cooch’en) was the manager of the 
home department, and he hated being called Dick, for what seemed to me 
to be an obvious reason. I had asked him once why he did not just 
pronounce the name differently. 

“Because it’s not Mac - Hutch – en. William Wallace didn’t fight off the 
English just so I could betray my heritage. And my name is Richard, or 
Rich, not Dick.” 

“What?” I had responded at the time, unsure exactly what William 
Wallace, the supposed savior of Scotland, had to do with Richard’s first 
and last name sounding like a carnal request.  
    
“So where does Sandy think she’s going?” Danny asked me. 

“Probably out to blow Richard,” Kim replied.  

“I wasn’t asking you, Kim,” Danny snapped back, flushing in obvious 
jealousy. “I better go check on her.”  
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“She’s probably just checking on him,” I offered. “You were kind of a 
prick – she was probably feeling guilty for you. You know Rich hates 
being called Dick.”  

“He does?” Danny quizzed innocently.  

“What a jackass,” I muttered. 

“What time is it?” Danny asked, forgetting his concern over Sandy for a 
moment.  

“Two.” I answered.  

“I gotta drain the lizard,” he stated matter-of-factly.  

“At exactly two p.m.?” 

“Save my seat.” 

As soon as the door to the men’s room closed behind him, Tina sat down 
next to me.  
  
Tina Sullivan, who had walked in with Richard, was the manager of 
intimate apparel and children’s apparel, as if somehow the two were 
related.  

“Well, sort of,” she had once answered me on the question of the 
department adjacencies. “A lot of times it’s the intimate apparel that leads 
to the children.” 

“I had never thought of it that way,” I admitted. 

Tina had a crush on me, but all of the liquor in the world could not cloud 
my judgment enough to sleep with her. I had never minded women who 
were average in appearance and could often find something attractive 
about most women, despite features, shape, or size. This was not the case 
with Tina. Weighing no more than one hundred pounds, Tina gave new 
meaning to skin and bone. She was five foot seven, not including her hair, 
which was typically teased in an eighties hair-do high enough to make 
her over six foot tall.  
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Her teeth were crooked and gray from eighteen years of smoking – 
unfortunate for a woman of only twenty-eight. Her nose was obscenely 
large enough to shade her bleached mustache, and her eyebrows would 
make Neanderthals envious. Though we could never prove it, she seemed 
to be burdened with a ceaseless supply of flatulence that plagued a 
crowded room.  

Most people were forced to choke back a gag upon meeting her.  
  
“So Richard is outside with Sandy,” Tina said in place of a greeting. She 
touched my shoulder as she said it. 
  
“Yeah,” I shrugged, not really caring.  

“She’s blowing him, you know.” This time, she patted my knee. I looked 
down where her hand came to rest on my thigh.  

“How do you know?” I asked, more interested. “Did you see them?” 

“She’s been talking about him all week, like she wants to pop his cherry 
or something.” 

“How is it that all of you women are so tactful?” I asked stunned as I 
typically was by the conversation that circulated among my fellow 
managers.  

“Well, Rich is a virgin, you know,” Kim chimed in on the conversation, 
leaning over Tina then backing off suddenly wrinkling her nose as though 
she had walked into a skunk’s spray.  

“How do you know that?” I questioned, always surprised by the level of 
gossip.  

“He told me when we were here last week,” Kim answered. 

“And you didn’t try to rob him of it then?” I continued. 

“Sammy, you know I’m not like that!” she giggled, slapping me on the 
same arm Sandy had earlier.  
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“How do you mean?” I pressed. Was she telling me she is a lesbian, or 
was she telling me she is not into one-night-stands with virgins? 

“Oh, Sammy!” she giggled and slapped me again. 

I looked up as the door to the pub opened again and Catherine Davis, the 
Assistant Store Manager rushed inside. She stopped dead in her tracks 
when she saw us and immediately turned around to leave. 

“So it’s official,” I said, counting off each of the management members in 
my head, “the store is now being run by Andie and Tracy alone.” Some of 
the other managers laughed. Kim looked horrified for an instant then took 
another sip of her Dewar’s before turning to talk to Mary, who ogled her 
madly.  

The front door opened again and Rich walked back in looking sheepish, 
Sandy following a few paces behind, her face flushed.  

“Did you guys just see Catherine?” Richard asked the group.  

“Yeah,” I answered. “You realize that only leaves Tracy and Andie in the 
store? Unless of course Phyllis cancelled her hair appointment. I don’t 
want to be in tomorrow’s management meeting if that’s happened.” 

“Fuck no!” Kim agreed sharply. She had turned her attention from Mary 
to Richard and Sandy as they walked in. She nudged me gently as the two 
approached. Danny returned from the bathroom at the same time and 
Sandy laid a deep and passionate kiss on him. Kim stared at them wide-
eyed.  

“She’s kissing him with dick-mouth,” Kim whispered to me. I flushed, 
less in embarrassment for Danny and more for the excitement of hearing 
Kim whisper dick and kiss in the same sentence.  

“Maybe they called Carl in to work,” Tina suggested. 

“I just got off the phone with Carl.” It was Tom Stampson, the dock 
manager. He worked from four a.m. to two p.m., Monday through Friday 
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and was the only one who wasn’t breaking the rules being here. I envied 
his weekends, but I would never make a four a.m. start time.  

“Wasn’t he supposed to be going out of town on vacation tomorrow?” I 
asked. Carl and I had known each other for eight years and had worked 
together for four of those.  

“Yeah… well, apparently Andie is the only one running the store right 
now,” Tom continued. “I’ll have a Boozkamisch,” he told Teryn. 

“What happened to Tracy?” Kim asked. 
  
“Andie called her at one, an hour after her shift started, and apparently 
Tracy decided to quit.” 

“Wait a minute,” Kim continued, “Tracy O’Malley, the guest service 
manager quit?” 

“That’s what Carl said,” Tom answered. “And Andrea is pretty pissed. 
Apparently Chad Sloane just walked into the store.” 

“Oh shit,” Kim spat out. “The fucking Midwest Regional Manager.” She 
looked at me, horrified.  

I ordered another beer.  
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Chapter Two 
Store Visit Etiquette by Carl Glover 

  
“Now Andie, just calm down.” It was no use. She was bordering on 
hysterics. 
  
“What should I do, Carl? I mean, it’s the Midwest Regional Manager!” 
She was right to be hysterical. In my eighteen years in retail, I had never 
met a bigger asshole than Chad Sloane. 

“Where’s Phyllis?” I asked her, trying to assess the situation.  

“It’s Thursday, Carl!” Andie screamed.  

“Right,” I answered. The hair appointment. “What about Catherine?” 

“Her son was sick again.” 

That lying bitch, I thought to myself. Typical Catherine. 

“Okay, Andie, what about Kim, or Sammy?”  

“Gone! They’re all gone!”  
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“Now, don’t be so dramatic, Andie. Surely there’s another manager there 
somewhere…” 

“Everyone’s left. Some epidemic of stomach flu. Everyone has it! I’m the 
last one left!” She sobbed into the phone. It was like she was living a 
scene from some post-apocalyptic horror flick. 

“Let me call Tom. I’ll see if he can head back up or if he can call 
someone in from their day off to help. And you’re sure Tracy quit?” 

“Carl, you gotta help me! Please!”  

Freaking drama queen. I hung up and dialed my dock manager. 

           ○          ○        ◎        ○          ○      

“Yeah, Carl, y’know it’s screwed up,” Tom explained, “But I’m not really 
in on this, y’know. I mean, I worked my full shift, and this is what I do 
sometimes, y’know – have a beer after work.” 

“Yeah, Tom, I know. And you deserve it for all your hard work. But 
really? Really everyone is there with you? Sam and Kim, too?” 

“It’s like some kind of teambuilding thing, they said.” 

“Teambuilding. Okay, Tom, I’ll head up to the store. You have a good 
week.” Shit. Teambuilding, my ass.  

My flight to Cancun was at 3 AM - twelve hours away. I should be 
packing… sleeping – anything but going to work. My wife Carli and I 
had been planning this trip for a year – we were taking our twin 
daughters, Camille and Caleigh to a tropical getaway before they started 
their last year of high school.  

We figured it would be the last year we would really have as a family to 
take this kind of trip together – the girls would probably want to spend 
the summers with their friends traveling and partying and that sort of 
thing once they graduated. And here I was, stripping out of my 
sweatpants and t-shirt to put on a suit and tie.  
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Carli was going to be so pissed at me.  

○          ○        ◎        ○          ○
“Carl – thanks for joining us!”  

I smiled hesitantly at Chad Sloane’s greeting and outstretched hand as I 
strode confidently into the executive offices where he was waiting, 
browsing the sales reports on the office computer at Phyllis’s desk. I 
never knew how to take his off-handed comments. Was he really grateful 
to me for coming in on my day off before my vacation out of the country, 
or was he being snide because no one was here to kiss his ass for the last 
forty-five minutes? 
      
“Mr. Sloane – good to see you. And a surprise today, too! Sorry we didn’t 
have anyone here to walk with you right away – it seems everyone has 
come down with some sort of flu bug…” 

“Heh,” Sloane snorted, “Of the brown-bottled sort, I would say! I had my 
lunch over at the pub across the lot – Charlie McKenzie’s. I saw at least 
six of your people over there.” 
      
Wow. I did not see that one coming. 

“Mr. Sloane, I had no idea – I mean, Andie told me everyone…” He 
stopped me short. 

“Look, Carl, don’t worry about it. The 
news I came here to deliver makes it a 
small thing. And don’t go writing 
anyone up or anything over it – it’s not 
worth it. Let’s take a walk.” 

Was this really Chad Sloane, Midwest 
Regional Manager and five time 
winner of Prick of the Year? Don’t 
worry about it? It’s not worth it? Let’s 
take a walk? I was dumbfounded.  
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We made our way out of the executive office, past dresses, junior apparel, 
and women’s sportswear to the escalators at the center of the store. Chad 
stepped onto the down escalator to take us into the cosmetics and 
fragrances departments and I followed blindly, like a puppy, doe-eyed 
and a little dazed. 

“So, how’s business, Carl?” Chad quizzed, in part distracted by the 
fragrance models and cosmetic beauty advisors.  

“Well, you know – hot and cold right now… the economy isn’t really 
helping much these days, Mr. Sloane.” 

“Carl – let’s dispense with all these formalities – business sucks, and you 
and I both know it. Washington Memorial is down fifteen percent this 
month, and nine percent year-to-date. Your transaction count is down 
eleven percent this year, and was down eighteen percent the year before – 
there just isn’t the foot-traffic you need in the store to keep it going.” 

I did not really understand what Chad was getting around to saying. The 
entire company was facing a downtrend in business. Washington 
Memorial was no exception, though our numbers were solidly below the 
company trend – Norman Sherman on the whole was only down three 
percent year-to-date.  

The rumors have been that a ton of young people recently declared 
bankruptcy on their Viking Charge cards. Scamming college kids with 
24.95% APR may be another factor in store closings across the nation.  

“Carl!” Andie’s voice came over the walkie-talkie in shrill panic. I pulled 
the radio from my belt and answered her. 

“Carl, something is wrong in the Men’s bathroom on the first floor. Can 
you go over there and take a look?” 

“Andie – I’m walking with Mr. Sloane right now, is there anyone else 
that can do it?” 

         �23



                             RETAIL MANAGED

“It’s fine,” Chad replied, eavesdropping on the conversation, “I need to 
use the bathroom anyway.” 

“Never mind that, Andie – I’m on the way.” 

“OhmygodCarlhurryup!” Andie frantically spat out.  
  
When we arrived at the men’s room on the first floor, Chuck Sands, the 
Loss Prevention manager, was already there holding a soaked tee shirt as 
he exited one of the stalls. The floor was flooded with about one-half inch 
of water, and I gingerly stepped through it to where Chuck was standing.  

“What’s going on?” I asked in a formal tone, trying to keep my 
professional composure in front of Mr. Sloane.  

“Fucking white-trash meth-heads putting my merchandise in the toilet!” 
Chuck’s sense of ownership was a bit overstated.  

Chad was stepping toward the urinals as Chuck brought the waterlogged 
apparel over for my inspection. Just at that moment, the Regional 
Manager slipped and landed squarely on his back. The toilet water 
splashing up into his hair as his shoulders hit the floor.  

“Aghh, what the hell?” Chuck yelled out. “What the fuck are you trying 
to do you idiot, kill yourself?” 

Chuck was never the most PC member of management.  
      

○          ○        ◎        ○          ○ 

It was not exactly a comfortable position for me. Chad Sloane was 
standing next to me on the receiving dock talking on his cell phone, 
dressed in shirt and tie, and wet boxer shorts, waiting as the Loss 
Prevention manager went to get him a pair of pants. His brown socks 
were pulled up to his knees and looked as awkward as his polished 
$200.00 Johnston Murphy’s with no dress slacks to finish the outfit. 

“Carl, I can’t find his size out here in the department…” Chuck called out 
over the walkie-talkie, “at least not in black.” 
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Chad had taken off his coat, and said he would just walk the store in a 
shirt and tie – his suit jacket had absorbed most of the water and his shirt 
was reasonably dry. But he needed new pants. His plan was just to free-
ball it in his own words. Shirt and tie over dripping plaid boxers.  
      
“It’s a size 34/30, for the love of Pete. You can’t find it in any color?”                                
  
“I just checked the black dress pants, and the navy. Give me a minute,” 
Chuck responded on the radio, which, incidentally transmitted over every 
walkie-talkie radio in the entire store.  

“Oh – here’s his size. I don’t know if he’ll like it or not, but I can’t find it 
in anything else. It’s not like he can walk around with toilet pants! Or in 
his soaked boxers!” Chuck laughed over the radio.  

Jesus, save me, I thought. 
  

○          ○        ◎        ○          ○ 

“Are you sure these are the only 34/30 slacks you could find in the entire 
Men’s department, Chuck?” I stared hopelessly at the stark white 
designer pants. Worse, they were a slim fit.  

“Carl, it’s fine,” Chad tried to comfort me, smoothing the legs on the 
pants as he stepped out from behind the stack of pallets where he had 

dressed. He had to feel embarrassed – he 
looked like an idiot. On any other 
occasion, I would’ve felt the man 
deserved it, but he was actually 
pretending to be a human being for a 
change, which lent itself to a sullen 
sympathy for him. Besides that, I was 
beginning to wonder, in a clichéd sense, 
how the evening could get any worse.  

I got my answer when we finally walked 
the floor together. It took mere minutes in 
the fluorescent lights of the sales floor for 
me to notice that the white pants Chad 
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was wearing were practically see-through – the crack of his ass showing 
clearly through the material as he free-balled his way through the store. I 
couldn’t even begin to wonder what it must look like from the front.  

In truth – I didn’t want to wonder, though Chad seemed especially 
popular with the cosmetics and fragrance associates -- men and women 
alike -- as he walked through the department.  

 “Carl, I have to tell you this,” Chad started, just as we strolled casually 
into the men’s apparel department, “though I would have rather told 
Phyllis in person. But she’s really left me no choice…” 

“I thought you said we were going to dispense with the formalities,” I cut 
in, the edge in my voice obvious. I was leaving for Cancun in just nine 
hours. It was uncharacteristic, but I was beginning to get a little irritated  
with the situation.  

“Norman Sherman will be closing the Washington Memorial Mall 
location in two months.” Chad let it sink in before continuing. “Don’t 
worry – your job is secured, Carl, but there will be a lot of managers 
losing their jobs, and the entire associate staff will be dismissed. Only six 
of the A.S.S. positions will be relocated.” 

“Wow.” It had definitely sunk in. “So, where will everyone be going? I 
mean, the managers that are staying on, where will they go? And how is 
all of this being decided? How do we decide who goes where?” 

“Seniority will determine most of it – and both you and Phyllis will be 
relocated within the company. Right now, it looks like we’ll be able to 
move you wherever you want to go –there are twenty-one Operations 
Manager positions open within the company, including Salt Lake City, 
Denver, Austin, and Juno.   

“As for Phyllis – she’s going to be demoted to either AGM or Operations. 
I probably shouldn’t have told you that, but there it is. Don’t tell her. I’m 
trusting you, Carl. As a friend.”  

A friend? I’ll have to move to Juno, Alaska and Chad Sloane is calling me 
a friend?!  
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“Fine, Chad – but I want the Layton, Utah location – it’s been open for 
twenty-seven months. If I have to move, I want to move to Salt Lake 
City. My wife and daughters are Mormons.”  

“Done,” Chad committed, “I’ll take care of the paperwork – just plan to 
start there after your three week vacation.” 

“But I’m only going to Cancun for eight days,” I answered. 

“So consider this a bonus. You’ll be paid for the extra time off, and then 
at the beginning of next month, you’ll start at Lay-” 

The crash from across the store was loud enough to feel it in my chest. 
There was a shout, another crash and tires squealing. I already knew what 
had happened before the Men’s Sportswear Sales Associate called in the 
situation over her walkie-talkie. 
  

○          ○        ◎        ○          ○ 

  
I rushed as fast as I felt I could with Chad in tow, hurrying to see what 
sort of disaster had befallen the store this time. Chad continued to lag 
behind, and upon a final glance over my shoulder to check on him, I 
noticed he had been stopped by an elderly woman near the Men’s 
Fragrance counter. She was beginning to turn to show him something on 
her skirt as I glanced back toward my destination, my heart sinking as I 
began to make out the details of the broken glass at the West Exit, next to 
the Men’s Collections department.  

As I looked more closely, I saw a figure through the broken inner doors, 
the vestibule and yes, the broken glass of the outer doors. In fact, the 
body was on the ground in the middle of the parking lot, dragging itself 
toward the sidewalk, bloodied and black with dirt like some nightmare 
zombie. I shouted to the associate gawking out the doors at Chuck Sands, 
the Loss Prevention manager, to call an ambulance as I raced to Chuck’s 
side.  
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“Carl!” Chuck shouted a bit too dramatically. “Carl! They tried to kill me, 
Carl! The meth-head thieves ran my ass down with their station-wagon, 
man! C-c-caaarrrl!” He began to sob uncontrollably, reaching his hand 
out to me like some fallen soldier in a Nineties’ Vietnam War movie. I 
stood there and held his hand while he bawled until the EMTs arrived and 
strapped him down in the back of their van. He was still crying when they 
finally shut the ambulance doors on him. I doubt it was the pain that had 
set him off.  

To Chuck, the damage to his pride would leave a scar far larger than that 
station-wagon’s bumper.  

○          ○        ◎        ○          ○ 

There are always procedures and formalities that need to be handled 
when someone is injured on the job – whether it is due to their own 
stupidity or not. Running in front of a station-wagon full of meth-heads 
that just stole $800 in designer jeans is no cause for exception. It was an 
hour of filling out paperwork before I remembered Chad Sloane was 
roaming about the store.  

“Shit,” I muttered to myself as Andie flitted around the Human Resources 
office, doing exactly what I will never know. She was mostly watching 
me fill out accident reports and incident reports and theft reports… and 
then she hovered over me as I called the insurance company about the 
potential workman’s comp scenario that had developed. The HR 
department could easily be named the CYA department… The job is 5% 
hiring, 5% firing, 15% kissing ass, and 75% covering your ass. And, 
technically, the first three categories could also fall under the fourth.  

I found Chad Sloane at the Celeste D’Angelle cosmetics counter, making 
promises of promotion potential to the buxom blonde counter manager.  

“I don’t see that it would be a problem to find you a position somewhere 
in the company… depending upon what position you’d like…” 

He still had on those ridiculous see-through pants. And as far as I knew, 
we were still letting all of these associates go in – how many months? 
Right – two months. I wonder what position he had in mind. Idiot.  
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I noticed a customer on the other side of the counter being completely 
ignored as the counter manager flirted and blushed, occasionally touching 
Chad on the shoulder when he said something especially clever.  

Then I noticed who the customer was and blanched. It was Chad Sloane’s 
wife, Sheila. Fuck my life. 

“Mydia – could you please check the other side of the counter, we have 
someone browsing the skin creams,” I gasped out in a frantic whisper, 
attempting to avoid drawing attention. 

 I snagged Chad by the shoulder and pulled him away from the counter 
just as his wife looked toward us. The counter manager had already 
bolted away from the Regional Manager and was walking briskly toward 
her possible commission. 

“Hey, is that Sheila?” Chad whispered.  

“Yes – your wife… and I’m sorry if I am being too bold, but perhaps we 
should avoid the pretty cosmetics girls right now.” 

Sheila Sloane’s reputation did not depict her as an especially forgiving 
individual. She had made at least sixteen associates cry during the 
previous Holiday season, most of them young, twenty-something boys, 
and two forty-year-old suit salesmen, both which had been with the 
company for fifteen years. And then there were the three cosmetics 
beauty advisors she had tormented last month.  

It is generally not in anyone’s best interest to schedule a makeover 
immediately after a chemical peel, but that is exactly what Sheila Sloane 
felt inclined to do. The BA’s had tried to warn her of the consequences, 
but she would have none of it. Her skin had actually blackened in three 
spots on her face before the pain forced her to concede that it was a bad 
idea. All three cosmetics associates walked out immediately following 
Mrs. Sloane’s subsequent rant. 

“Chad Sloane, is that you!” the woman shouted. I looked around 
frantically at other departments to see if the voice had carried. At least a 
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dozen other customers were gazing in our direction, some from at least 
two departments away. They had actually stepped into the aisles to see 
what the commotion was about.  

“Sheila! I almost didn’t see you there,” Chad answered, almost in a 
whimper. “You’ve got a good associate there to help you… I’m walking 
with Carl here, hun. Enjoy your shopping. I’ll be home in an hour or so.” 

“What the hell happened to your pants?” she spat out viciously. I could 
see where this was going. 

“I just had a little accident dear. I slipped and fell and needed a new pair 
of slacks.” 

“Have you been drinking again? Did you piss your pants?” 

“Sheila, I’m working here. Could we discuss this at home?” 

“Fine,” she bellowed. “Your pecker is showing.”  
  
I tried to suppress a smile as I looked at Chad Sloane – the man who had 
on numerous occasions made our lives in the stores a living Hell. He was 
terrified of the woman he had to go home to every night, and only then I 
began to understand why he spent so many late nights troubling us, and 
why he was so proud of the authority he could exact upon his 
subordinates.  

He had absolutely no authority at home.  

He could only wear the pants at work… and those had suddenly become 
transparent. Just like the see through slacks he found himself free-balling 
in right now. And after stifling a chuckle or two, I found I felt sorry for 
the man. 

○          ○        ◎        ○          ○ 

“Sorry for the bad news tonight, Carl,” Chad said quietly at the broken 
doors of the West Exit.  
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“Well, I’d like to say everything is all okay, but the first thing I’m doing 
when I leave here is rescheduling my flight tomorrow for a later time. 
Which means my family will leave for our cruise without me. I’ll have to 
meet them at the first port-stop they make. So, I can’t really say I’m 
happy about that, or the news that I’ll have to move to Utah in three 
weeks.” 

“Yeah – well – good luck. They’re letting me go in two months after this 
store closes. Seems the bad business has to be blamed on someone. My 
region is the worst, so…” He paused as if I might offer some 
condolences, or maybe some encouragement.  

I did not offer either.  

“Yeah, well,” he continued, “I took a few complaints tonight while you 
were dealing with your LP manager’s accident earlier. I wrote down the 
customer names and phone numbers here and told them Phyllis would 
call tomorrow to set up compensation for their problems.” 

“Excellent,” I responded, sarcasm heavy in my tone. 

“Right – so, this first one, it was an elderly woman; she sat on a pin in the 
fitting room. She lifted her skirt right up to show me the pin-prick on her 
ass – even pulled down her stockings. At least three associates and two 
other customers gathered around to see what was going on. She wanted to 
take me to the fitting room so I could see where she was hurt, so of 
course I went to take a look. She never pulled her stockings back up, and 
they fell around her knees, so she tripped and fell… you may want to 
write up an accident report.  

Just get the details from the camera video in Men’s Sportswear. Seems 
she was trying on men’s dress shirts and set the pins and cardboard down 
on the seat before sitting on it. She also lodged a complaint that the 
women’s blouses shouldn’t be wrapped in plastic anymore. I didn’t have 
the heart to tell her it was a men’s dress shirt. So I told her we’d give her 
a $50 gift card, since she fell and everything. She seemed fine with that 
offer.” 
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“Okie-dokie,” I answered, “I’ll pass the info on to Phyllis tomorrow…
next?” 

Chad continued. “This other woman came up to me when I came out of 
the fitting room – she had actually followed me there from where I first 
ran into the pin-lady, um, Mrs. Riley. This woman’s name – I could 
barely understand her. She was Hispanic and spoke really fast. She was 
upset that the boxes for the quesadilla makers we carry have the brand 
name Mexican Fiesta. It seems she feels that the name is racist. I don’t 
know – I tried to explain that it’s the vendor, not us that comes up with 
the name, but she commented that we shouldn’t carry it then – and who 
the hell knows. Maybe she’s got a point. I don’t understand how racism 
works. So I guess we should look at changing the verbiage on some of 
our Urban-designer-wear, like the TruNiggaz and GhettoThreds lines. 
Probably should look into how we’re depicting the fine china 
 as well.” 

 “We could hire fewer Asians there – I never understood that policy 
anyway,” I answered.  

“Yeah – but I’m not quite finished. This last customer had a problem with 
the nipples on our mannequins. She was quite specific that if we were to 
have erect nipples on the female mannequins that we should have erect 
penises on the males. What do you think?”  

The Regional Manager was quite obviously uncomfortable with the 
whole conversation. I think he even blushed a bit.  
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“That decision is a bit beyond my pay-grade, sir,” I responded. “Maybe 
the erect penises would work in the Updated Men’s Apparel areas… you 
know, some of the more Euro-designer categories, like Chez-Gay-Guy or 
HeteroNaut.” 

“I’ll look into it on my end. But send her a $50 gift card. And that 
Mexican – send her $100. I don’t want any lawsuits over that crap.” 

“Done. Anything else?” 

“Just one thing: there were a couple of associates having sex in the fitting 
room in the Men’s department when I walked over with pin-lady. I just let 
them finish, and I’m not looking to have you fire anyone over it -- they’re 
all losing their jobs anyway. But it might be a good idea for Phyllis and 
the team to watch out for that sort of thing.” 

At least it wasn’t some drunken college student again, puking and 
crapping on the fitting room carpet dressed like a baby, diaper and 
everything. 

“Carl,” he continued, “you’re a good Ops man. That’s why you’re staying 
with us. I’m sorry about your vacation. But remember – we’re giving you 
an extra two weeks. So, I’ll follow up with Central HR on Monday and 
get you set up. Take care – it’s been a pleasure knowing you – and you’ve 
taught me a few things over the years.” 

Chad Fucking Sloane. Son-of-a-bitch has a heart. I shook his hand and 
watched as he walked sullenly out to his $120,000 luxury sedan. I sighed, 
having held my breath for the last three hours, and felt the night roll off 
of me.  

“Andie,” I spoke into the phone in the stockroom in the Shoe 
Department, “I’m leaving for the night. You’ll need to call someone to 
board up the front doors, and hire an overnight security guard. The Mall 
might be able to help you out with that so call them first.” 

“Carl, you can’t leave! I don’t know if I can handle all of--” 
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I cut her off.  “Andie – get your head out of your ass and do the job. 
You’re a manager – deal with it.” I hung up and walked out through the 
West Exit, my dress shoes crunching broken glass as I walked toward my 
beat-up mini-van.     
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Chapter Three 
Managing Change by Phyllis Goldman 

  
  
“I’m sorry, Carl, could you please say that again?” The phone briefly cut 
out. 

WTF? I leave early one day a week for a flipping hair appointment and 
the whole flipping store closes down? I couldn’t believe what I was 
hearing. Carl “operations, second-in-command, and all around no-
bullshit, keep-the-store-running-at-all-costs” Glover was telling me I was 
being demoted? 

“Look, Phyllis, I’m not happy with the situation, I--” 

“Happy, Carl? Are you freaking kidding me? Do you even know what 
you are saying to me? How the hell am I supposed to feel about this? Of 
course the situation sucks! They’re closing the flipping store and 
demoting me!” 

“Right – and the fact that I postponed my involvement, my family’s once-
in-a-lifetime Caribbean cruise vacation to cover your ass while you had 
your hair did is no cause for frustration whatsoever! Jesus, woman! Do 
you have any idea what took place in your building last night while your 
goldilocks were in rollers?” 

“Ugh – I don’t use rollers, Carl – and I’m sorry about your luck, but 
that’s what you’re paid for: to be my second… to cover my ass.” 
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“No, Phyllis – you overspend on our budget so much that I haven’t had a 
bonus in twelve months due to sales and payroll issues. I’ve covered your 
ass and you put it right out there again – fish-belly white and bare for all 
to see! Sloane told me I’m moving to Layton, Utah next month. I won’t 
be back in the store. So do you want the details of the visit or not?” 

The nerve of this…UGGH! Inconsiderate… Ungrateful… What the 
HELL!?! This was going to make it hard for me to stop cursing. 

Fine, Carl, give me the scoop. And I’m sorry about your vacation. Are 
you sure you don’t want to just come in today? It might be better if we 
talk in person. I’ll buy you lunch.” 

“Sorry, but, no – I leave in four hours for my flight. Then, I take a puddle 
jumper out of Florida to some island I’ve never heard of where I’ll stay 
two nights until the ship my family is on makes port there and we can 
commence to enjoying our time together. Goddamnit – this is going make 
me fall off the wagon… do you know what my Mormon wife and 
daughters are going to say to me?” 

“Carl, I’m sorry.” I really did feel bad. Now. “Tell me what happened last 
night?” 
      

○          ○        ◎        ○          ○ 

It was pretty much a total disaster the night before. Chad Sloane… Sheila 
Sloane, that rag… Racism, meth-heads, and fitting room sex… I needed 
a cigarette. I had quit smoking six months ago -- more or less. Instead, I 
made a managerial decision. 

“Can I have all the managers to the conference room for a meeting!” I 
called out over the walkie-talkie radio. I made the same announcement 
thirty-seconds later over the loud-speaker just to be sure everyone heard 
me.  

 When I arrived in the conference room, everyone was already there. It 
was Friday so everyone had been scheduled except for Carl who left for 
vacation… or was leaving. There were four closing managers: Danny, 
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Sandy, Tracey, and Tina. But Carl had said Tracey quit. Shit! I didn’t say 
it out loud so it didn’t count. 

“Right,” I addressed my team, “so, I just got off the phone with Carl, 
everyone. I don’t know exactly how to say this, so I’ll just say it: 
Corporate is closing this store in two months.” 

The room was silent. Everyone gazed at me in absolute horror as the 
words sunk in. I had no idea what to say next. I had not thought ahead – I 
suppose I just expected some sort of dramatic reaction – not that the 
absolute silence of eight otherwise outspoken, experienced retail 
managers was not dramatic.  

Chuck Sands was the first to speak up. Of course.  

“Well, that’s it! Game over… time to go!” 

He staggered up on crutches, his bandaged arms flailing as he tried to 
maintain balance. His good eye fluttered with excitement. Carl said he 
was pretty beat up from the previous night’s excitement. I didn’t expect 
him to show up today. I watched as he hobbled toward the door, still a 
little unsure of what to say next.  

“Chuck – y’know, we’re still open for eight weeks guy.” Tom Stampson 
called out to him. Tom was fairly level-headed. 

Chuck turned around and glared at Tom…then slowly made his way back 
to his seat, taking all of three minutes to position his ass to sit down. No 
one found it in their hearts to give him any assistance. Most everyone 
hated the man. His nose started to bleed as he finally got into his seat and 
he asked if someone would please pass him a tissue. I finally reached out 
and grabbed one from the middle of the table and handed it to him. 
  
“Okay,” I eventually continued, “Chad said that we won’t need to worry 
about managers – most of you will keep your jobs.” 

“Most of us?” Catherine Davis, my Assistant General Manager asked.  
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“Well, Catherine, you’re an AGM. Of course you’ll stay on…” Damn – 
that didn’t help, did it? 

“Okay,” Andrea Andrews, the HR manager spoke up, “What about the 
HR manager? Do I still have a job?” 

“Andie – I’m sure all of you will have your jobs. I think probably some 
of you will want to quit since it’s hard to say what store you might be sent 
to… after all, who wants to go to Juno, right?” 

“Juno?” shrieked Andie. “You mean I could end up in Alaska? Jesus!” 

“No – Andie – I 
haven’t heard 
anything like 
t h a t , ” I 
answered. This 
was not going 
well. And now I 
felt the need for 
a Scotch. And I 
still needed that 
cigarette.  

“Okay, look everyone, Phyllis is obviously just as shocked by this 
announcement as we are. So how about we keep all of this under our hats 
for now until we can get more information? We don’t need a bunch of 
associates walking out on us because they know they won’t have jobs in 
the next two months.”  

Sam Walken. He could be a pain in the ass but the boy was good. He 
knew how to talk to people. He knew how to keep the peace.  

He was a leader.  
   
 “That’s fine, Sam, seeing as how you and Phyllis have a thing – I’m sure 
you’ll keep your job!” Catherine Davis, on the other hand, was a total 
waste of company resources. 
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“Catherine – what grounds do you have for your accusations?” I asked 
politely and professionally. There was no such relationship between Sam 
and me.  

Catherine sat quiet, blushing a bit.  

Andie answered for her. “Catherine if you need to formalize a complaint 
about fraternization within the building, you are able do that in my office 
after the meeting.  But this is not the time or the place to express personal 
concerns.” 

“Have you actually talked to Chad about the closing details, Phyllis?” 
Kim Davis, the Misses Sportswear and Collections manager asked. She’s 
not related to Catherine and is actually quite good -- in fact, one of my 
best managers. 

“Well, I got the call from Carl this morning as he was leaving for the 
Caribbean. But I thought I would call Chad after this.” 

“So, how can you guarantee our jobs?” Kim continued.  

“I’ll make sure of it,” was all I could answer. I could not let my team 
down. I suddenly felt very vulnerable – and very stupid. “If I could keep 
the senior managers here with me for now; Andie, Sam, Kim, Chuck 
and…” Who was I forgetting? “Right – that would be you too, 
Catherine.”  
  

○          ○        ◎        ○          ○ 

Comfort is a giant oak desk between me and my subordinates.  

I was never really that person – or I guess I never wanted to be that 
person, the one who looks down her nose at her “inferiors.” But at the 
moment, I was glad for my authority to tell them all just to shut up.  

“Look everyone I’m trying to stop using foul language. So I would 
appreciate it if you would all just give me a fucking break. And who the 
hell is still smoking here? Goddamnit, I need a fucking cigarette. This 
whole fucking scenario is a fucking nightmare.” 
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“You said the F-word like six times there,” Andie called out. 

“Four times,” Sam chimed, “and seriously, Andie, I know where your 
mouth has been, so let’s just give Phyllis an effing break, okay?” 

“You wish, Sammy,” Andie snapped back. “It was never my mouth 
that--” 

“Okay!” Kim cut in, “how about we just lay-off the bickering for a few 
minutes while we all discuss what just happened in the conference 
room?” 

“Right,” agreed Sam. “So what do we do? We have three managers 
coming on tonight yet that will need to know this information so they 
don’t find out from the other management staff. I mean, we’re in damage 
control right now, right?” 

“Sammy is right,” Andie agreed, “we have to tell all the managers. They 
have a right to know. But we should get all the details and have another 
meeting this afternoon. It should be more structured. I can get more 
information on severance and transfers.” 

 “There aren’t going to be any associate transfers, Andie,” Chuck offered. 
“What the hell should all our associates plan to do? Who’s going to take 
care of them?” 

“Don’t be so goddamned dramatic, Chuck,” I piped up. “I’m not 
interested in discussing how we’re handling associates at this point. We 
have two months. I want to find out what we’ve to do about us. Who’s 
going where and when? I obviously panicked earlier, and I apologize. For 
the love of god, I’ve never dealt with this before. And I’m being 
demoted!”  

I didn’t want to cry. But I could feel the tears welling. 

“Phyllis,  I didn’t know…” Kim looked at me with comforting eyes. Was 
she really a lesbian? No one really knew, but I know a lot of people were 
talking about it, especially Mary Burris. They would make a handsome 
couple, that was for sure. But I had no interest.  
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God, I am melting down! 

Sam got up and walked around the desk to give me a hug. I let him but 
looked over his shoulder at Catherine, who was mouth agape and glaring 
at us. There was really nothing going on, though I knew he had a crush on 
me. I mean, it was obvious, with all his charm and innuendo. He would 
bring me coffee and leave me notes about how pretty I looked. It was 
flattering. I mean, he was at least ten years younger than me, as far as I 
could tell. I didn’t actually know. All of this… this shit made everything 
so much more confusing. I was second guessing every moment, every 
decision, every word…  
      
Catherine said nothing but got up and walked out. Andie followed. I  
hadn’t ended the meeting, but obviously they were all upset. I guess we’d 
come to an agreement about how to handle things for the moment. Kim 
walked around the desk and gave me a hug and looked at Sam for a brief 
instance before stepping out of the office as well. Only Chuck and Sam 
remained.  

“So I guess I’ll start looking for a job,” Chuck started up again, “not that 
I’ll find anything decent. No one can really afford me, and I’m too good 
at what I do to take a pay cut. I mean, I’m practically running this store as 
it is, right?” 

“Chuck, I’m sure you’ll find something if it comes to that,” Sam offered. 
“Maybe we should leave Phyllis alone for a while.” Then my most senior 
Area Sales Supervisor walked back around my desk and took Chuck by 
the shoulder to help him out of his chair and toward the door, handing the 
LP agent his crutches along the way. 

“Sammy,” I called out as he escorted Chuck out. 

“Yeah, Phyllis? You gonna be alright?” 

“What do you say we go out to lunch today and get drunk?” 

“I thought you’d never ask…” 
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“I shouldn’t have. But just drinks, okay? I know you have this thing for 
me, but we have to stay professional, okay?” 

“What? What thing? I mean, I have some pictures on my wall at home, in 
my bathroom, and on my refrigerator, but that’s not really a thing.” 

“Fuck off, Sammy. And meet me at noon – at Charlie Mac’s okay?”  

“I’ll call Teryn ahead of time and have her set up a round – you still 
drinking Vox and tonic with a lime?”  

“Grey Goose these days, Sam.” 

“It’ll be there when we arrive.” 

“Sammy,” I called out one last time. He poked his head around the corner 
again looking at me quizzically. “Thanks.” 

He smiled and nodded before he disappeared back to work. 

○          ○        ◎        ○          ○ 

“Phyllis, Chad Sloane on line one for you,” Myrtle’s voice was icy on the 
radio. Fucking Andie. She obviously couldn’t wait to tell Myrtle 
MacDonald, the HR assistant, the news. I could feel it in Myrtle’s tone.  

Technically, Myrtle was a member of management – she was on salary, 
worked 55 hours a week, just like the rest of us, and was privy to the 
details of everyone’s personnel file in the store but Carl’s, Catherine’s, 
and mine. She was even able to access Andie’s file, though technically 
she reported to Andie in a loosely arranged fashion.  

“Thanks, Myrtle.” I smiled as I spoke into the radio, underlying 
condescension evident in my expression. I picked up line one and found 
it was someone looking for a pair of men’s pants. Lying bitch, I thought. I 
redirected the call and put the customer on hold before picking up the 
next line on hold.  

“Phyllis?” Chad inquired. 
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“Speaking. How are you, Mr. Sloane?”   
   
“Since when do you call me Mr. Sloane, Goldman?” 

“Since you came to shut down my store yesterday, sir.” I answered 
matter-of-factly.  

“Right then, so Carl told you. I guess… I expected he would. I thought 
better of my blatant reveal when I woke up this morning.” 

“Were you drunk or something?” It just slipped out. I’d never talked to  
him that way before.  

“Actually, I shouldn’t admit it, but…” 

“For fuck’s sake, Chad – you came into my store to announce a closing 
after you’ve been partying with the Norman Sherman boy’s club?” 
      
“Look, Phyllis, this isn’t all settled yet. I mean, the part about where you 
and you’re six selected managers will go after the closing. Carl has 
already chosen…” 

“Wait a minute, what did you just say about six managers?” 

“Um, well-- the six managers that will be staying on with the company. 
The rest have to go, Phyllis. …Carl didn’t tell you that?” 

“He didn’t mention cuts. He just said that the associates wouldn’t be kept 
on payroll.” 

“Oh wow. Phyllis…Phyllis, you didn’t tell your staff already, did you?” 

“No!” Shit. Of course I had told them. “No, Chad! I wanted to talk to you 
first. So – okay – so it’s up to me to decide?” 

“Not entirely, but I’ll take your recommendations. Do you have some 
selected off the top of your head?” 

 “I’ll have to call you back. I just had a call from the Customer Service 
department. I’ve got to handle a complaint. I’ll call you this afternoon?” 
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“Fine Phyllis, but keep this under wraps until we make all of our 
decisions, okay? And Carl’s out of the country, but make sure if he talks 
to anyone he doesn’t say a word.” 

“Alright…Okay… Bye, then.” 

“Goodbye, Phyllis,” Chad finished, “and...,” he began as an afterthought 
before I hung up, “sorry about the bad news. Talk to you by close of 
business today, okay? By 5 pm?” 

“No problem, Chad.” And I hung up. Fuck me. 
  

○          ○        ◎        ○          ○ 

I’d been loving cigarettes from afar for the last six months, craving their 
smell… the tiny little rush I’d get from the second-hand smoke as I 
breathed in the exhalation of the first drag from some random soul 
standing next to me at the bar, or as I passed through the sultry haze of a 
handful of smokers standing outside Norman Sherman’s associate 
entrance – the designated smoking area for the remnants of that old bad 
habit.  

I took a pull on Sammy’s offered token –a pack of Marlboro Lights – 
which were obviously a result of what I had said in my office. He had 
bought them before meeting me at the bar. And just as promised, his 
favorite bartender, Teryn, had served up a Grey Goose and tonic with a 
lime with a reserve napkin of three additional limes, along with a double 
Johnny Walker Green Label done up nice and ”neat” for Sam. 

“It’s just a few drops of water to release the bouquet… think of it as red 
wine.” 

“Okay, I get it,” I answered. I was a Red Zinfandel woman, with 
tendencies toward CabSavs, so I knew where he was coming from with 
bouquets. 

It really was quite liberating sitting here with him. I rarely fraternized 
with the A.S.S. staff, and even more rarely found time or interest in a 
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o n e - o n - o n e s o c i a l  
situation with Catherine 
or Carl. Carl seemed 
such a prude, giving up 
alcohol to please his 
Mormon family. And 
Catherine: idiot. I could 
b a r e l y h a n d l e t h e 
minimal interaction I 
was forced to engage in 
during working hours.  

The woman could best 
b e d e s c r i b e d a s 
h y p o c h o n d r i a c , 
p a r a n o i d , a n d 

delusional... obsessive-
compulsive, bulimic, and chronically pre-menstrual. She was a bitch in 
the worst way and stupid to boot. I suspected she needed a good 
shagging… though she had children, so I wondered if there had been a 
time when she had been less highstrung.  

I needed a good shagging. It had been months… perhaps a year. I 
couldn’t remember the last time. I looked at Sam as he went on about 
numbers and merchandising and all the things a department manager 
would think this store manager would expect to hear. I couldn’t help but 
admire him. He reminded me of me… before the change…before my 
career took precedence. 
  
“So, Sam, I know you’ve always had a thing for me.” 

“There is no fooling you,” he answered blushing and tipping his drink to 
finish what was left of the 15-year Scotch. 

“I’m done for with this company anyway… so what do you say we make 
a night of this? Come back to my place?” 

“Is it really that bad, Phyllis?” 
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“Probably not, but I’m going to look for a new job starting tomorrow. I 
have a few favors to call in, and then, there’s always Paris.” 

“Paris?” 

“I’ve got an old boyfriend there who’s been trying to get me to move. He has a 
bistro he wants me to manage. I could do it, I’m just not sure if I want to make 
the leap. It’s a little scary stepping out of this big role – I’m my own boss, 
mostly.” 

“Not so much though.” 

“Excuse me?” I wasn’t really sure what Sam meant by that.  

“Well, I figure you have to report to Sloane, and his bosses. And then there’re the 
associates… and worse, the managers. Catherine and Carl can be total pains in 
the ass. So, you’re not so much on your own with all of that.” 

“There’s no fooling you,” I mocked.  

“Yeah. So, Paris?” 

“Paris. But we have tonight.” 

“You sure you won’t reconsider by tonight?” He questioned. 

“Alright,” I don’t know if it was the store closing or the afternoon alcohol but my 
inhibitions had disappeared. “My office is too obvious. So, you know where we 
keep the extra and broken clothing racks.” He looks at me puzzled. “The loading 
dock, upstairs in the loft, around the corner on the other side of the luggage 
storage shelves, that metal door.” 

“The one that is always supposed to be locked?” 

“Yes, that one. Meet me there in twenty minutes.” 

Sam Walken nodded with confidence and asked Teryn for the check. 
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○										○        ◎        ○          ○	
The door to the storage room was unlocked, as expected. Weaving through the 
empty metal shirt racks and shelving, I found Sam shirtless and waiting like a 
puppy begging for a treat. His torso was thick — not necessarily fat, more like 
muscle hid behind a few Frumpy Frank burgers. 

I looked down at my watch. We only had about 10 minutes before we needed to 
be back downstairs for shift change. Wasting no time, I threw myself at him and 
unbuttoned my ivory blouse to preserve the snaps. He unhooked my bra like a 
swift Latin lover. 

I brushed against his manhood  as I undid his pants, and I knew instinct had 
taken over. His kisses were full of pent-up passion from watching me from afar. 
As we wove around the room my blouse fell from my shoulders, and holiday 
decorations — the plastic Santa and Christmas tree we never take apart — 
tumbled down onto the floor. Boxes of old sale flyers spilled over the large 
outdated cardboard signs we never threw away.  

He grabbed my naked breast firmly pushing me against one of the racks. It gave 
a little, rotating slightly as he reached his other hand up my skirt. 

I ran my fingers through his coarse saggy brown hair and started pushing his 
head down. He tenderly nibbled my neck, then my stiff nipples, and across my 
navel before taking the hint. 

His head disappeared under my skirt as his hands gripped my ass. 

“Ouch! Fuck!” I exclaimed as I lowered my head and discovered my new perm 
was caught on something. 

“What?!” Sam looked up at me removing his head from under my skirt. “Sorry, 
too rough?” 

“No, my goddamn hair is caught,” I said tugging on the tangle. Seventy-five 
dollars wadded and wrapped around the turning joint of the spinning tie rack 
behind me. My Thursday ritual, snagged by an unbalanced hinge. 
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Sam stood, his pants still around his ankles and reached around my head and 
began turning the rack. After finagling with it for all he could say was, “Wow, it’s 
really in there.” He turned it back to the left and the thin tearing sound of hair 
ripping out at the newly dyed roots echoed inside my skull. 

“Mother fucker!” I yelled throwing my arm up to stop the rack from turning. My 
elbow caught Sam right across the jaw, and he fell hard against me and then 
heavy like a mannequin to the floor. I hung by whatever caught hairs remained as 
my high heels twisted on the loose flyers of last month’s sale.  

He was laid out cold, nose bleeding, and his pants still around his ankles. His 
dick peeked from under the leg-hole of his name-brand Pistol&Pistil boxers. I 
began to hyperventilate, fearing no one would ever find me in the storage area. 

I noticed the walkie-talkie on his belt and kicked at it until the light clicked on so 
I could call another manager to my aid. I was desperate and at the moment more 
afraid of losing my expensive hair than losing my job. The store was doomed, 
and I wasn’t about to sacrifice my scalp for a sinking ship. In pain and still 
hyperventilating, I yelled at the microphone on Sam’s lapel, “Help! Help, 
Goddamnit! Gasp! Someone, anyone, please help me. Oh, shit!” I slipped on 
another flyer. “I’m in the loft storage room. Gasp! My hair is ripping out of my 
fucking head.” 

And then I heard my voice echoing across the store. I must have hit the button 
that makes store-wide announcements. 

That’s when I realized I wasn’t going to Alaska.	

Well, I thought. I guess there’s always Paris.	
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