EXCERPT TWO 

‘You must be Rachel.’ A squeaky, high-pitched voice shot Rachel back into reality and she jumped up and extended her hand. ‘Yes, hello, I’m Rachel.’

The person ignored her outstretched hand and her restatement of the obvious and came in for a hug. Rachel’s first surprise was that the voice belonged to a man. Her second surprise was the hug. She stood stiff as a board while this perfect stranger pressed his body up against hers. His head reached to just below her chin, and a strong smell of patchouli wafted up while he clung to her. Rachel crumpled her nose; she’d never been a big fan of incense. 

‘We don’t shake hands at Target Advertising,’ the man finally said. ‘Around here we like to hug, to show how we truly value each other. I’m Daniel Charter, but you can call me Dan, everybody does.’

‘Hello, Dan,’ said Rachel. ‘I’m Rachel Marcus.’ She shook her head, realising that she’d already said her own name far too many times.

‘Please, come on through,’ he said.

Rachel followed him down the corridor. Walking a couple of steps behind him she managed to take her first really good look at him. He was short for a man. He wore spectacles and he had a receding hairline in front and a long pony tail down his back, which had obviously been dyed an unnatural jet black. He wore khaki pants, Birkenstocks with socks and a pale blue button-down shirt. Dan’s office was large and patchouli-scented. The first thing Rachel noticed was that instead of carpet or tiles, the floor was covered in bright-green plastic grass. Dan took his shoes off at the door, visibly enjoying the texture of the fake grass between his toes as he made his

way into the room. Rachel noted that, aside from a computer, his desk was home to a number of model Porsches, a small, twisted bonsai, a miniature wooden Buddha and a couple of framed photographs. One whole wall was a glass window that looked out on a traditional Japanese Zen garden. An Indian man in a robe and turban stood in the middle of the sand, carving it out with a giant rake. Back inside the office Rachel took in a large black leather couch, a big screen TV set and a pinball machine. A whale sounds CD played gently in the background. Dan sat down on the couch and patted the seat next to him. ‘Come join me, Rachel,’ he said. ‘Can I get you a carrot juice or maybe a wheatgrass shake?’

‘No, thanks, Dan,’ said Rachel, smiling politely.

‘So,’ he said, rubbing his hands together. ‘According to Val, you come highly recommended, Rachel. Let’s take a look at your portfolio.’ 

Rachel settled next to Dan and laid her book out on the table. Dan paged through it, grunting. He had small, perfectly manicured fingers and wore a simple gold wedding band. While he was absorbed by her work, Rachel snuck a look at the photographs lined up on his desk. She recognised him in the first photograph. He was on a skiing trip, posing next to a tall, pretty, young-looking blonde, who could have been either his eldest daughter or his second or perhaps even third wife.

‘Do you believe in synchronicity, Rachel Marcus?’ Dan asked, still paging.

‘I think so,’ she said, although she wasn’t a hundred per cent sure what he meant.

‘Well,’ he said. ‘It’s an incredible thing. My swami gave me an alignment of the chakras this morning and he told me that today would be a great day for allowing new things to enter my world.’ 

‘Wow,’ said Rachel, not quite sure how else to respond to such a statement.

‘And so,’ he continued. ‘I feel a certain connectedness to you today. It feels almost spiritual . . . Also I really like this campaign you did for Mercedes-Benz.’

‘Thank you.’

‘Look, Rachel Marcus,’ he said, taking off his glasses and steepling his fingers in front of his face as he spoke. ‘I’m not going to lie to you. We work hard here at Target Advertising, but I think you’ll find it rewarding and satisfying on a much deeper, more spiritual level than anything else you’ve ever experienced. We consider ourselves the true shepherds of our brands. And I think you have a great deal to offer us. So, what I’m asking, Rachel Marcus, is . . . would you be interested in coming to help me tend my flock, here at Target Advertising?’

Rachel had to clear her throat to stifle a laugh. She looked at this strange, strange man with a dyed ponytail who wore Birkenstocks with socks. This was it, she thought. This was who she was going to work for. Could she do it, she wondered? But then it wasn’t like she had much

of a choice. As Sue had so kindly pointed out, Johnnie Walker didn’t grow on trees. Although on the kind of salary Target Advertising was offering she might have to change her taste in Scotch. The money was drastically less than what she’d been earning in Johannesburg, even with the pathetic South African exchange rate, but for now it would have to do.

‘Yes, Dan,’ said Rachel, pasting an enormous receptionist-inspired grin on her face. ‘I would love to help you tend your flock.’ But, even as she said it, inside, a little piece of Rachel Marcus shrivelled up and died. 

Dan stood up and clapped his hands together in delight. ‘That swami, I tell you,’ Dan squeaked. ‘He’s a genius, even with all that enema talk!’

Rachel extended her hand so they could shake on it, thinking that maybe if she made it clear early on that she wasn’t really the huggy type it would set the tone for a more professional working relationship.
Dan looked at her hand, shook his head and smiled, moving in for his hug. ‘Can you start tomorrow morning?’ he asked, mid-clench.

