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I am irrevocably a Norwegian Blue in the academic aviary when by rights I would still be parroting on for a decade before performing the  terminal tilting trick. My fate as premature NB was preordained a decade ago by grubbily empowered corporate correctness craptrappers who deemed I should be disappeared. I was doing pretty well thanks to arguably the faculty’s best bunch of trainee researchers irresistibly lured by enthusiastic eccentricity of my flowlology teaching. Not so extraordinary as flowology has always been the highest hurdle so the brightest have always got pleasure from mastering its methodologies. 



The situation then was even better because my brainy bunch happened also to be brawny, so they achieved as much or more in sport as in science and positive feedback did the rest! Talk about peer envy ~ the best students queued up year-on-year to become FAST Teamers whilst the best of the rest had to resort to getting real jobs with corporate blue-chippers, often as not in accountancy using its fat salaries to heal the scorn suffered for not staying on! How times have changed!
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Courtesy of an uncommonly courageous captain (CEO) uncluttered by contrived caution about conceivable conflicts of interest, I was also encouraged to launch an academic entrepreneurial ship whilst sailing full steam ahead on campus. In under five years I had not only a research park company sporting a string of SMART Awards but burgeoning briefs in consulting and contracting on an array of games and gizmos that nowadays leave me reflecting I really should have been scared stiff by all the responsibilities and liabilities! 



It was going great guns on all fronts and I was having far too much fun to greedily salt away anything against future misfortune. I even paid for procurement and placement of a wind tunnel as teaching and training aid on campus, this on top of regular shelling out on  equipment items and bursaries for needy students. By any sensible standards it was a superbly successful scenario on just how much can be achieved from starting start, crucial caveat being a courageous crap-cutting captain but otherwise only enthusiasm as pump-primer. 
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It couldn’t last, of course, and it didn’t ~ indeed, it started sliding only a matter of months after the captain retired leaving his helm at the mercy of management mediocrities maliciously motivated to balance my books. In the end it took them over a year to eject me, mainly because of my tenured status that ironically was a legacy of their repeated rejections of my rightful promotion! 



It really was very nasty indeed, what with threatened disciplinary action for alleged disrepute, dropped like a hot potato on threatened counterclaim for constructive dismissal … thanks to advice from a QC who said he would have probably taken it on contingency had I been female or black and definitely had I been both! All-in-all a harrowing hassle and all the more so having to stand my ground unpaid and unassisted against an army of anonymous aperatchiks avalanching me with mindless memos! I’ll always be infinitely indebted to family & friends who shared this pain, also colleagues who campaigned including several leading lights with lots to lose!
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Looking back I believe my biggest mistake was parking my sleek sport  saloon (company car of course!) on an unused space set aside for superiors whilst I routinely worked a 70-hour week when 35 was my  “superior’s” standard ~ talk about envy (again), only this time I was paying a punitive price not reaping any ready reward! Pettiest vengeance of all was demanded removal of my wind tunnel ~ took much time to find a new home but I did & still sporting a polished plaque as standing testimony to ill-judged enthusiastic enterprise!



So that’s my WWW and I’m now stranded on the outside with no way back! On he other hand, my persecutors can’t be happy bunnies either ~ okay, they reap regularly ramped remuneration against my paltry pension but they are increasingly confronted with collapsing capability as their academic legacy whereas mine at least flourished with fruitful fertility ~ okay, only briefly but I can still dream on what might have happened had it not been so savagely sterilised! 
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