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Well, thank goodness she’s gone now.  Good riddance. 

I know I got her the job.  Marketing Manager.  Just a blooming 

secretary when I first met her.  But she had a brain, I’ll give her that, 

and one I could use, I thought.  I even told her, ‘I need a good team 

around me at Debden Park – a girl I can trust – we need to bring this 

hospital into cutting edge clinical care, and you’re the one to be my 

key associate’.  Oh yes, I’d done my homework, all the corporate 

phrases you could ever want, and more.  What I didn’t know about 

Mission Statements wasn’t worth knowing. 

Hmmm.  Well, I didn’t know when I recruited her that self-

motivation would be a downside, did I? 

I loved my little hospital.  Ran it like clockwork I did.  I used to 

stand in my office, first thing, just behind the blinds and watch the 

doctors pulling into the consultants’ car park.  They couldn’t say I 

was a disinterested Manager.  Oh no!  For instance, when Martin 

pulled up, I’d even rush out from my office to peck him on the cheek 

before his Jag engine even started to cool down – though I had to be 

quick to get from the office to the back entrance before he’d taken 

the key out of the ignition.  Don’t want the staff gossiping.  Oh, and 

that gorgeous Dr Palfrey.  But we won’t go there. 
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Gosh, I remember when they all used to love to come to the 

Motivational Away Weekend meetings I organised when I first took 

the job.  I had some fun after the lectures.  I’d sit ever so seductively 

in the cocktail bar, nursing my tequila.  They all had to get past me to 

get back to their rooms, and they couldn’t ignore the Hospital 

Manager could they? Especially when I wore my little red Bravissimo 

number.  I knew what they were thinking.  Well, they’re red-blooded 

men aren’t they?  Funny how those Awaydays petered out. But of 

course, my doctors all have busy schedules.  I know that.  Rushing 

here, rushing there. 

But that Jayne, what a self-important madam she turned out to 

be.  And so quiet.  You never heard her coming.  Oh, she did her job 

all right I suppose.  The leaflets, the staff morale, newspaper articles 

describing Debden as a premier private hospital, promotions.  I have 

to admit that business increased while she was here, but of course, I 

think it was as much to do with my own ‘hands-on’ approach as 

anything Jayne put together.  There wasn’t a day I didn’t ‘do my 

rounds’.  All the staff knew I had an ‘open door’.  Except when it was 

shut of course!  Well, when the Consultants came in, it was bound to 

be confidential so it was Door Shut, and let’s not have a desk 

between us.  I spent £2000 on the plushest white sofa for my office, 

just to help them confide.   

Of course that didn’t stop Madam Jayne from tapping and 

entering whenever she pleased.  Bloody cheek.  No respect, none 

whatsoever. 

What really pushed me over the edge was that stupid promotion 

she wanted to do.  One of our facilities staff used to make cast iron 

metal vehicles – like Dinky cars, and then they were painted in local 

company logos, and sold in and around Chittenham.  He said he gave 
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the money to charity, but I’m not so sure.  So in comes Jayne, bright 

as a button, and sits down in front of me with her coffee and 

notebook.  “I’ve got an idea Rita.  We’ve got the Bradywell Careers 

Festival coming up.  How about we promote Debden Park Hospital as 

a great work opportunity?  We might be able to recruit some theatre 

staff - we’re short at the moment, and its impacting operating 

availability”. 

Talk about teaching grandmother to suck eggs.  “A small stall 

with some leaflets will be fine”, I told her in my best ‘I’m very busy’ 

tone, but she didn’t get the hint to leave.  “Rita, we can really grow 

the popularity of Debden using this event.  I’ve got a grand idea for a 

giveaway.  Why don’t we use Derek’s little model cars, using the 

hospital logo on a cream background, and give the cars out to 

everyone who comes to the stall?  Kids will love them and play with 

them, and bang! That’s our logo whizzing across the kitchen work 

surface every time the child gets it out to play – they could become a 

collectors item!”  She was enthusiastic, I’ll give her that.  Uppity little 

miss.  “Leaflets will be fine, Jayne.  No need for any nonsense, other 

than you accosting people and giving them the spiel as they walk 

past”.  But she wasn’t done.   Never knew when to leave well and 

good alone.  “But look Rita, I’ve had a prototype done already, 

doesn’t it look great?”  She handed it across to me. 

Talk about badly made.  Rough edges, nothing like our logo, and 

the paint was still wet on the undercarriage.  I felt my temper rising.  

“Did I ask you to get this done?  Who paid for it?”  to her credit, 

Jayne leant back in her chair looking surprised.  And well she might.  

Misappropriation of hospital funds I call it.  Thin ice.  “I’ve paid Derek 

myself for the prototype”, she said. A likely story – who pays out of 

their own cash for a work project?  I opened my mouth to speak, but 
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she cut right across me – see? no respect – “Rita, I’ve done my 

homework, the cars only cost 95p to produce, and I’m sure they’re 

going to be very popular, just a £200 outlay is all I’m asking, and I 

reckon we could ensure that two hundred local businesses and 

households are immediately going to think Debden park is the only 

place to go for a hip operation, or their boys’ tonsils….”  She was in 

full flow, but my God I was fed up with looking at the little trumped 

up entrepreneur on the other side of my desk.  My voice was louder 

than I meant it to be when I stood up and shouted at her – that 

might have been a mistake – but you should have seen the look on 

her face when I told her: “Get out!  If I want a ridiculous, cheap 

gimmick at a flimsy little careers fair, I’ll tell you myself what I want, 

and how I want it.  I never asked you to come up with any stupid 

ideas, and I’m not having my hospital ridiculed by using these ghastly 

little cars!” 

I’m not quite sure what happened then, but I’m sure it wasn’t 

my fault, I was just so incensed at her pushy behaviour, and the next 

thing I knew the cast iron car had left my hand and hit my Marketing 

Manager slap bang in the middle of her forehead.  There was silence 

for a minute, and you should have seen the shock on Miss 

Cleverclogs face.  A trickle of blood ran towards her eyebrow, and for 

goodness sake she screamed.  My door opened, and the secretary 

and Matron rushed in.  “It’s OK” I said, “I’ve got this.  Jayne just got a 

bit out of control.”  For some reason Matron ignored me, and put her 

arms around Jayne and led her out of the room.  The secretary didn’t 

even speak to ask me if I was OK, she just looked at me for twenty 

seconds, and then went out of the room and closed the door behind 

her.   
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I was unsettled.  But nothing seemed to happen for the next two 

days.  I was perfectly polite to Jayne every time we met in the 

corridor, but I have to say I thought the plaster on her forehead was 

quite unnecessarily drawing attention to the fact that she’d had an 

accident.  But then one of the nurses sidled up to me and asked me 

whether I’d read the complaints sheet the hospital was obliged to 

compile every time there was a possible incident at the hospital.  I 

rushed back to my office, and asked Deirdre to get the Complaints 

Log.  Sure enough there was the incident for all to see.  Well, her 

version of events anyway.  I felt quite faint when I read the final 

words:  ‘Official complaint to be made to Board of Directors, awaiting 

Matron input’.   

Taking my Stanley knife I carefully cut down the page near the 

spine (not forgetting to pull out the opposite page so you wouldn’t 

be able to tell anything had been cut from the book).  I put the Log in 

my drawer and locked it out of sight.  After a few moments of 

thinking, I rang Head Office and told them I was coming up that 

afternoon for an urgent meeting about a cost-cutting exercise idea 

I’d had.  Our Marketing Department.  Quite frankly, I didn’t think we 

needed one.  Mark Pearson was delighted we could save a marketing 

salary, which by-the-by would be another feather in my managerial 

hat. 
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