THE BOB HOLE
JOHN ROCHE
In 2006, I transferred to the Office of Personnel Management, located in an old limestone mine in western Pennsylvania. My division head was a clueless manager named Bob, whose whole existence was to keep his boss off his ass.
Here are some Bobisms:
The director approved my evacuation plan. Bob only approved four of the required six vehicles needed to evacuate the disabled. This was the first time of many that he told me, “I am the Steward of the government’s money.
He accompanied me on an inspection tour in Colorado. My inspections normally took two days. He cut my first inspection to three hours to have lunch with his niece. He cut another inspection to sit at the pool at the hotel. He then cut my travel back, because I ONLY needed three hours to inspect.
I was on vacation in Hawaii. OPM had one contractor facility in Honolulu. He declined my offer to inspect USIS for two days per diem, saving taxpayers thousands of dollars in travel expenses. Then Bob officially traveled to Hawaii for two weeks with his wife—as his assistant—to inspect the sole contractor facility.
With many stories to be told, I’ll finish on one of the Steward’s classics. 
I reserved a government vehicle for a required inspection at Fort Meade, MD. The Steward caught wind of my journey and canceled the car. I was ordered to fly commercially from Pittsburgh to Baltimore. His reasoning was to save money by denying me one day per diem. The subsequent transportation expenses cost the government more than $1500 had I had driven.
I could go on about Bob. After all, he covered his ass. But none of those butts under him. Sad part is there are thousands of Bobs working for the government.
