Millie Ford

Sales Math

	Great, just another sales guy I have to carry. 
	Our regional vice president just told me that my boss Alan, the empty suit with little common sense and even less work ethic, left the company to pursue other opportunities. Code for we finally realized our mistake and we got rid of him.  Alan was being replaced by Dennis, the sales director in the Southwest region. It was a cross-functional training assignment to prepare Dennis for a regional vice president position. As happy as I was that Alan left, I was skeptical of someone new. Training someone takes far more time than just doing the job yourself. 
	I never met Dennis, I only knew people in the Southwest field marketing area, and they said good things about him. “You’ll like him,” they said. I was reserving judgement.
	Later that week, I was in my office when a tall, husky, African American man stopped at my door. “You must be Millie.” He walked in when I looked up and extended his hand. His eyes were warm, and his smile was engaging. “You have a great reputation, and I look forward to learning all about field marketing from you. Do you have time to meet me in the conference room to review your current projects and to let me see what I can take off your plate?” Alan had been on vacation before leaving, and I was swamped. I welcomed the help, but I wondered if Dennis was trying to sell me.
	Dennis proved to be a quick learner, and more importantly, he understood me. He knew what it was like to be a stranger in a world of good old boys, those in leadership who could impact the quality of our work lives and our careers, who rose up the ladder through personal relationships and not necessarily skill. I thought I could win over leadership by the quality of my work, and even though they respected me, they were a little afraid of my rough edges. I never hesitated to offer my opinions. Instead of fighting, Dennis won people over by engaging them, learning about them, and then making his point. “I know it’s not fair,” he counseled, “We just have to be better.” I got better because Dennis saw the good in me, and the good grew.
	We learned a lot from each other. He taught me sales math, how to use numbers to paint the best picture possible for the brand. It wasn’t lying, I came to realize, it was focusing the facts to our advantage. I learned how an engaging presentation could help to sustain the audience’s interest, and flourishes don’t automatically hide a lack of substance. 
	We were in a taxi, on our way to the airport after a long day of meetings. We flew in separately and this was the first time I had the opportunity to speak to him without anyone else around. We talked briefly about the meeting, what went well, what we could improve for the next meeting. 
	“I’ve got something to show you,” Dennis said as he pulled something from his suit pocket. 
	It was an ultrasound. “Are you and Donna pregnant?” 
	His face was beaming. He pointed to something on the ultrasound. “Do you see this little hamburger here?” I didn’t really know what I was seeing. “We’re having a girl.” Dennis loved his family and was completely devoted to his wife and four-year-old son. This baby would be a wonderful addition.
	Suddenly, I saw the joy a father feels when he first discovers his daughter, the joy my father must have felt when he first held me. My father died when I was four years old. For that short amount of time, I was daddy’s girl. I stood at the window every evening and watched him get off the bus. I ran out of the apartment, down the stairs, and threw myself in his arms. I forgot what it felt like, for a father to be delighted by his daughter.
	My mother’s grief scraped clean the few memories I had of my father. In that taxi, Dennis gave me a gift far greater than how to utilize sales math or how to play office politics. Through his sparkling eyes and glowing face, Dennis showed me what my father felt. I was able to reconnect to that memory, and for the first time in over thirty years, I felt protected and cherished. 	
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