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Do you realize that if 
you make friends at 
work you have to 
share your real self 

with them?  

Which real 
self do you 

mean, 
exactly? 

 
 
 

 

I’m talking about the real 
self who still cries about the 

day in fifth grade when 
nobody saved you a seat at 

lunch.  The real self who 
tries on fifteen outfits each 
morning before work. The 

real self who wondered   

Okay. 
Rethinking 

the friends at 
work thing. 

 
 
 

 if it was 
personal 
when your 
new stapler 
wasn’t 
delivered 
with the 
rest of the 
office 
supplies. 

Thought 
you might.  


