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lady by the name of
Pamela Fay has set up
a consultancy to tackle
bad manners in Irish
business. An e-mail on her
new venture arrived (uninvited,
I might add) in my inbox last
week. Fay claims “bad
manners and unacceptable
behaviour on the part of your
employees” could be losing
you business and customers.

“It could be as simple as
sneezing down the phone,
hanging up too abruptly or
talking across a table with food
emblazoned across your teeth,”
she writes. Spinach teeth?
That’d turn them off, all right.

Having studied her course, I
think Fay might be missing a
few tricks. Manners, you see,
aren’t what they used to be.
Surviving in today’s
dog-eat-dog corporate
environment requires a new set
of rules. If you want to get
ahead, you’ve got to be on
your game from the off.

In my case, it starts before I
even hit the office. As you
mount the steps to enter our
building, the outside doors
open automatically. Walk right
in. No problem. But the single
set of internal doors leading
from the lobby to the lifts can
only be opened with a swipe
card. Now we’re in tricky
territory.

If a bunch of people are
entering at the same time,
convention has it that the
person doing the swiping goes
through first. All right, so it’s
my convention, but it’s fair.
It’s a reward for having your
swipe handy and not forcing
strangers to form a queue as
you stand in front of the
machine searching through
your pockets and briefcase for
the magic plastic that opens
the doors to the workplace
kingdom.

Back in the days when
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people had manners, it was not
uncommon to see somebody
swipe their card, open the door
and then stand back
magnanimously, allowing
those behind to enter first.
Pathetic. Not only does this
daft Walter Raleigh-type stunt
run counter to the “time is
money” philosophy, the
gesture can even induce
dangerous levels of anxiety.

If you adopt my
swiper-goes-first system, you
don’t run the risk of being
mistaken for a doorman.
Neither will you be concerned
about deciding the right
number of people to allow
through before reasserting your
swiper’s right to go through
the door. Back in the days
when I was a reasonable
person, I might have
considered waving two or three
people through. Not any more.

At peak periods there can be
dozens of people milling
around the lobby. If 20 or 30
want to enter the building and
you decide to jump through the
doors, having held them open
for five or six strangers (none
of whom ever say “thank
you”), you can’t avoid cutting
across somebody else.

And because those people
probably didn’t see you
swiping the entry system in the
first place, they won’t realise
you are within your rights to
mow them down. They’ll just
think you’re a yob. So
remember the rule of effective
door entry: manners are
pointless. Avoid eye contact,
swipe, and go. It’ll get you to
your desk at least three
minutes faster.

Next there’s the lifts. It
looks simple enough on paper
— press the button and wait
for the lift to arrive — but in
practice it can be a nightmare.
What happens if there are
multiple lifts and you don’t

know which will arrive first?

If I press the button, I
consider it my right to prowl
across the floor checking the
progress of all the lifts. I want
to be the first person to hop on
board as soon as one hits the
ground. So when the lift
arrives, I race in, hit the button
to close the door and take off
before anybody else cops
what’s happened. That can add
as much as 90 seconds to my
working day — the time that
would be wasted if T allowed
other people to share the lift
and get out on the floors
before me.

Things don’t always work
that smoothly. The multiple
options presented by three lifts
means you can find yourself
out of position at the crucial
moment. Typically, some
latecomer will saunter in just
as a lift arrives. Do nothing
and this jackass will walk into
the lift oblivious of the time
you’ve been waiting.

This is the time to be brave.
As soon as you hear the ring
that announces its arrival, just
declare in a loud voice:
“That’s my lift — get your
own.” Since you're clearly
mad, that’s exactly what
they’ll do.

Elevator etiquette is so badly
defined it can lead to burning
resentment. The tension as you
wait for the lifts can
occasionally descend into
violence. If you can’t hack it,
take the stairs. You’ll lose
about four minutes from the
working day, but, on the plus
side, it’1l save you the cost of
joining a gym.

These tips have served me
well over the years and I have
at least another 98 up my
sleeve. All will be revealed in
my forthcoming seminar, How
Bad Manners Are Driving the
Celtic Tiger. Latecomers only
will be admitted.
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