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Suzie ended
the call she was on. Without thinking she checked the time on her
computer. She still had another forty-five minutes before her
cigarette break was due. Sighing she knew the next call would
automatically transfer to her headset.






As expected a
light on her phone blinked and she found herself stating the
company name and her name in a mechanical tone. The man had a broad
Scottish accent. She found herself struggling to understand him.
Having ascertained he was visiting London next week and wanted to
take his family to see a theatre show in the West End, she was
having difficulty deciphering exactly what show he wanted to see.
It was either the 'Ladykillers' or 'Les Miserables'...maybe 'The
Lion King'.






Part of her
wanted to hazard a guess, book the tickets, cross her fingers
hoping she'd conjectured correctly. Knowing all the calls were
recorded she couldn't risk playing the odds. Suzie needed the job.
If the call was played back and she was found to have not clarified
the show or repeated back the order to her ever-increasingly riled
consumer, she'd risk a customer complaint and formal warning from
her supervisor. Reverting to politeness, she asked the gentleman to
repeat the name of the show as a bad line was making it hard for
her to hear.






The
anticipated reaction was unsurprising to her. He began raving about
Indian call centres and their inefficiency. Once she'd let him run
his course on that topic, he directed his harsh tongue on her,
asking for her name. When she told him it was Suzie, he accused her
of lying, then told her she'd appeal more to customers if she was
honest.






The rant was
not her first, nor would it be her last. Though she'd developed a
thick skin, the words forever ignited a flicker of annoyance within
her. There was no point in protesting or correcting the man. She
closed her eyes and dug her fingernails into the desk to maintain
control.






He was right,
her name wasn't Suzie; it was Susmita. To her the it sounded
simple. Having grown up in the United Kingdom, she realised the
British were unaccustomed to the name -its sound and spelling. A
lot of people shortened their names for ease of use. Susmita felt
it best to adopt a plain name to customers. Her friends at
university had taken to calling her Suzie – it rolled off their
tongues easily. Apparently it was an abbreviation of the name Susan
or Suzanne. She never had an issue divulging her surname.






Blessed with
'Patel' as a last name, it was similar in its commonality to that
of 'Smith'. She was the only Suzie Patel working at the company,
but people seemed peeved when she gave her name as Suzie. As if she
was pulling the wool over their eyes or attempting to avoid taking
responsibility for the call. For the most part it was like water
off a duck's back, but occasionally she fought the urge to ask the
clients what exactly they thought she'd achieve by lying about her
first name.






The Indian
call centre complaint was more amusing to her. She was based in
London, although the centre was due to move to north England in a
few months to cut costs. It amazed her that because of her slight
accent people assumed she was local to her parent's origins. London
was a cosmopolitan city. England itself was multi-national. Why
moaning customers failed to ever comprehend that a foreign person
could be working in England was beyond her.
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