Extract from ‘Girl, Woman, Other’ by Bernadine Evaristo, 2019

[bookmark: _GoBack]Carole steps on to the silver steps of the escalators with the rest of the commuting populace in their sombre office palettes as it elevates them skywards from below ground to the street level of Bishopgate
	she’s headed for an early morning meeting with a new client based in Hong Kong, whose net worth is multiple times the GDP of the world’s poorest countries
	she’s thinking he’d better not do a double-take when she enters the executive meeting room
	one long glass wall looking out on to the City
	the other bearing a massive splash of tax-deductible artwork that has cost the price of a Zone 2 town house 
	she’s thinking he’d better not look at her as if she should be attached to a trolley bearing flasks of coffee, assortments of teas (herbal, green, grey, Ceylon) and those individually packaged corporate biscuits

	she’s used to clients and new colleagues looking past her to the person they are clearly expecting to meet
	she will stride up to the client, shake his hand firmly (yet femininely), while looking him warmly (yet confidently) in the eye and smiling innocently, and delivering her name unto him with perfectly clipped Received Pronunciation, showing off her pretty (thank-god-they’re-not-too-thick) lips coated in a  discreet shade of pink, baring her perfect teeth as he adjusts to the collision between reality and expectation, and tries not to show it while she assumes control of the situation and the conversation
	it’s all about having the upper hand with Carole, who takes these little conquests, as she imagines them, when she can
	perhaps he’ll find himself unexpectedly attracted to her, which the more sophisticated try to hide, unlike the Nigerian petrochemical billionaire a few years ago who wanted to expand his investment portfolio into copper

