EXCERPT FOUR

Angelica, the horsy client service lady who was responsible for the Sanitex sanitary pad account, cantered into the office just after eleven. 
‘Client loves the initial thoughts for the promotion that we presented on Friday and can’t wait to see the rest of the campaign,’ she said, beaming as if she’d just announced the arrival of the Queen.
‘Excellent,’ said Rachel.
‘Thank fuck for small mercies,’ said Justin.
‘There are just a couple of tiny little changes they’re suggesting,’ said Angelica.
‘Of course,’ said Justin sarcastically, slumping back behind his desk.
These days Rachel was terrified of bad news; always waiting on the one sentence that would send Justin back down the slippery slope he’d clawed his way up over the last couple of weeks. She felt like he was balanced precariously over an abyss. Maybe these were the words that would finally topple him over the edge again. The first two weeks he was clean had been the worst. Detox had given him horrific mood swings, sweats, bad dreams and the shakes, which still bothered him. But now when Rachel looked at Justin she could see how much better he was. His skin was clearer and he’d put on a bit of weight. But even with all his progress she knew he was still far from better. Most days she felt like he was held up by a very thin piece of fishing gut, a couple of staples and some duct tape. 
‘What does the client want?’ Rachel asked, resigned.
‘Well,’ began Angelica, pulling a sheaf of papers out from behind her back and referring to them. ‘They say we can’t use the words “blood”, “bleed”, “red” or “period”, and we can’t refer to “that time of the month” either.’
‘But they’re sanitary pads!’ said Rachel.
‘They’d prefer it if we used the word “menstruation” and also they are “feminine hygiene products”, never “sanitary pads”.’
Justin shook his head.
‘Also, they like the visual of the girl in white jeans playing volleyball but they thought maybe she could be playing another sport, like tennis or badminton. Research shows that volleyball isn’t so big with our demographic. Oh, and they’re not so sure about the headline, and they thought maybe she shouldn’t be wearing white jeans. Finally, they asked if we could reconsider the background colour and the font, and make the logo and the pack shot at least fifty per cent bigger.’
‘I thought you said they loved it?’ said Justin.
‘Oh, but they do,’ gushed Angelica. ‘It’s just a couple of teensy weensy tweaks. And they’re only suggestions; they’re not insisting.’ 
‘And if we don’t make these suggested changes?’ asked Justin.
‘Well, then I don’t think they’ll buy the work,’ said Angelica.
Rachel looked at Justin. ‘Let’s just do it, okay. It’s not worth pushing back on this, Justin. Dan is back in four days, and we need to have this thing buttoned down by then.’
‘This is pathetic!’ Justin shouted. He glared at Rachel and Angelica, threw his pen down on the desk, grabbed his mobile phone and stormed out of the office, slamming the door behind him.
Rachel chewed on a fingernail and wondered whether or not to go after him – if he fell off the wagon now it would be a complete disaster. She reached for her bag, but as she was getting up Angelica blocked her.
‘Rachel,’ she said. ‘There are a couple of small body copy changes I need to take you through quickly. Client wants to see the revised copy this afternoon.’
Angelica put a piece of paper down on the desk. Rachel barely recognised her own words. Someone had scrawled all over them with a red pen. Barely a word on the document had been left untouched and notes bled out from the copy, filling the margins. Rachel took a deep breath, sat back down again and counted to ten while Angelica twittered on in her ear.
