

    
        
          Work With No Regrets: Everything that gets you sacked makes you feel alive

        

        
        
          Kenn Beh

        

        
          Published by Kenn Beh, 2026.

        

    


Work With No Regrets

Everything that gets you sacked makes you feel alive

Copyright © 2026 by BEH SWEE TAT (writing as KENN BEH) All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

Disclaimers

The stories and experiences shared in this book are a testament to resilience and the reality of navigating a small to medium-sized enterprise during global and local upheavals.

While the advice focuses on learning from failure and building confidence as a leader, the information is provided for inspirational purposes. The author shall not be held liable for any specific business losses, "delightful little incidents," "flops," or "bruised egos" that may occur while you are painting your career’s chaos bold.

Author: BEH SWEE TAT Pen Name: KENN BEH First Edition: 2026 

Cataloging-in-Publication Data

Title: Work With No Regrets: Everything that gets you sacked makes you feel alive 

Author: BEH SWEE TAT

Subjects: Business Resilience, Leadership, Career Development, Overcoming Failure

"Your career's chaos is not a problem; it is your canvas. Now go forth and paint it bold."

––––––––
[image: ]


​

TABLE OF CONTENTS

Preface: The View From The Middle

Acknowledgements

Never Regret, Never Look Back


Do Not Grow Up, it is a Trap

The Price to Pay

Every Generation Blames the One Before

It is Not the Destination, It is the Journey


Urban Legend


The Myth of the Perfect Company

The Myth of the Perfect Boss

The Myth of the Perfect Colleagues

The Myth of the Perfect Job

The One


When The Shit Hits The Fan


Why Shit Happens

Technology: The Relentless Hare

Competition: Survival of the Nimble

Globalisation: One Market to Rule Them All

Changing Values: The Customer is King

Other Than the Above-Mentioned

Why Now

Why Not

Why Me. Why Now. Why Not

To Be, or Not to Be

That is the Question

The Final Shift

Now is All You Have Got

Every Game Has its Rules. And Consequences

Flush it and Move on


Me, Myself & I


Always Right, No Left

The Past: Ambition and Ego

The Future: Worry and Risk

The Present: Autopilot and Awakening

Bridging Past, Present and Future

Our Now Revolution

Coming to Our Senses

Let It Go, Live Now

Forgiveness Frees You

The Power of Now

Come Back to Your Senses

Own Your Choices

Live Without Regret

Honesty: The Hardest Dot to Connect

Truth Sets You Free

Vulnerability Builds Trust

Pawns and Power Play

Truth Over Worry

Honest Superpower

The Zen Masters

Lessons from Play

Curiosity Over Ambition

Breaking the Judgment Cycle

Unconditional Presence

Embracing the Present

Our Now Manifesto

Our Now Inspiration


All for One & One for All


We Did not Start the Fire

It Was Always Burning

Since the World's Been Turning

When The Wind of Change Blows

Some People Build Walls

The Wall

Another Brick in the Wall

And Others Build Windmills

From Scarcity to Shared Goals

When Anger Clouds Judgment

The Power of Acceptance and Forgiveness

The Evolving Landscape of Morality

The Lingering Haunt of Self-Betrayal

The Heart's Whisper vs. The Almighty Ego

Trading Old Comfort for New Connections

The Page, The Same Page

Respect The Differences

Appreciate Our Similarities

Get The Party Started


The Unwritten Chapter


See No Evil. Hear No Evil. Speak No Evil

No News Is Good News

Always Be Prepared

Look For The Helpers

Work Hard, Play Hard

Read Before You Think

Perfectly Imperfect – The Only Way to Live Without Regrets


Appendix 1

​

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Preface: The View From The Middle
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I am writing this from my bed, because my mind is wandering and worrying on the unnecessary—again. It is 2025, and I am a Gen X-er, straddling the fault line between analogue dreams and digital chaos. Born in the era of mixtapes and dial-up modems, I have lived long enough to see floppy disks become fossils and “side hustle” become a religion. But here is the thing: I am not here to preach from a mountaintop or sell you a blueprint for success. I am here to share a story—mine, messy and real—about dodging regret, chasing purpose, and learning to thrive in a world that keeps rewriting the rules. If you are a young professional, an entrepreneur, or just someone trying to figure out what “work” means in a TikTok-fuelled, AI-driven whirlwind, this book is for you. Through my Gen X lens, I want to light a spark: work with no regrets, live with all your heart, and laugh at the flops along the way.

I grew up in a world where “success” meant a corner office, a gold watch, and a pension you would never touch because you would be too busy climbing the corporate ladder. My parents, card-carrying Boomers, lived by The Script: go to school, get a job, buy a house, stay loyal, retire happy. It was a tidy map, handed down like a family recipe. But when I followed it, it led me straight to a treadmill—running hard, going nowhere, chased by a nagging reminder: “Is this it?” Debt piled up. Burnout loomed. And regret? It was not just a word—it was a weight, burdened by the ghosts of dreams I would shelve, risks I would dodge, and truths I would betray to fit in. It was not living, it was surviving.

By my late twenties, chasing dot-com dreams in the early 2000s. I bluffed my way through pitches, thinking charm could outrun competence. Spoiler: it could not. I tanked deals, got betrayed by startup investors who saw me as a pawn, and watched my carefully planned career crumble like a cheap biscuit. But those cracks let light in. An accidental mentor taught me to trust again. A project manager taught me to question myself WHY-NOT and believe I can. A failed startup taught me to hustle. Each flop, each mentor, each moment was a lesson in resilience—not the Instagram kind with sunrise hashtags, but the gritty kind, where you get up because the alternative is giving up.

This book, Work with No Regrets: Everything That Gets You Sacked Makes You Feel Alive, is not about reaching the top. It is about the climb—the stumbles, the detours, and the moments you realize the view’s worth it, even if your shoes are muddy. I am a Gen X-er, which means I have seen enough to know the world is messy. We survived Y2K panic, 9/11, the 2008 crash, the COVID pandemic, and now we are navigating AI bots and climate changes. We are the middle child of generations—sandwiched between Boomers’ stability and Millennials’ hustle, with a front-row seat to Gen Z’s rebellion. That is my lens: a mix of cynicism and hope, forged in a world where you had to rewind VHS tapes and wait for AOL to connect, but adaptable enough to swipe through LinkedIn and Zoom through pandemics.

Why should you care about my story? Because it is not just mine—it is yours, or it could be. You are out there, maybe staring at a job ad wondering if it is “the one,” or grinding a side hustle that is more side than hustle. Maybe you are scared to quit a “safe” gig, or beating yourself up for a pitch that flopped. I have been there. This book is for the 20-something drowning in student loans, the 30-something questioning their “dream job,” the entrepreneur who is one bad investor away from folding. It is for anyone who is felt regret’s sting and wondered, “What if I have tried?” I am here to say: try. Flop. Try again. The only real failure is sleepwalking through your life.

What is in these pages? Stories—raw, funny, painful—from my career’s scrapbook. There is the time I mortgaged my apartment for a startup that betrayed me, leaving me broke but wiser. The time I botched a Fortune 500 pitch, so badly the client walked out, but learned to code from a Dummies book to win them back. The time I chaired a gossip chat group at a toxic workplace, turning strangers into allies. There is also research—because I am a nerd who loves data—to back up why failure is a teacher, why authenticity trumps polish, why connection beats climbing. A 2020 Monash University article consistently demonstrates that the resources gained from social networks are significant determinants of career success.​[1] A 2010 study says we are unhappy 47% of our wandering thoughts.​[2] I will unpack those, not to bore you, but to show you are not alone in the chaos.

You will meet people who shaped me, like Muniba Mazari, Pakistan’s “Iron Lady,” who turned a life-altering crash into a global mission, or Japan’s Shinkansen cleaners, whose “Seven Minute Miracle” shows pride in work, win or lose.​[3] ​[4] You will hear echoes of Steve Jobs’ “connect the dots” speech, because my life’s dots—flops, wins, betrayals—only make sense looking back.​[5] This is not a self-help manual with five-step plans or vision boards. It is a memoir, a conversation, a nudge to rewrite your script. Each chapter ends with takeaways—because inspiration is useless without action.

Why a Gen X lens? Because we are the bridge. We grew up without Google, but learned to code. We valued loyalty, but embraced freelancing. Furthermore, we saw the world shift from pensions to gig apps, from “work hard” to “work smart.” We are not here to lecture like Boomers or hustle like Millennials—we are here to share what we have learned, scars and all. My Gen X resilience is not about grit for grit is sake; it is about adapting, laughing, and finding purpose in the mess. If you are Gen Z, staring at a world of AI and side gigs, or a Millennial juggling burnout and ambition, my story is a map—not to my path, but to yours.

What is my intent? To inspire you to work with no regrets. Not YOLO-style chaos, but deliberate, awake choices. To show that regret is a thief, but you can steal back your time, your dreams, your fire. To prove that perfection is a unicorn that poops glitter—chase purpose instead. I want you to read this and think, “I can flop and still fly.” I want you to dog-ear pages, scribble notes, and try one bold move—pitch an idea, quit a toxic job, start a blog—because the world needs you, the imperfect you—flaws and all.

A word of warning: this book is not polite. I will call out BS—society’s, mine, maybe yours. I will share failures that still sting, like ghosting a client when I was in over my head, or trusting a “friend” who tanked my startup. Not only that, but I will laugh at myself, because humour is my lifeboat. If you want glossy success stories, check LinkedIn. If you want real—sweaty, messy, human—you are in the right place.

As I finish this preface, my eyes are half-shut, but my mind is on steroid. That is why I wrote this—not just for me, but for you, for anyone who is ever felt stuck but dared to move. The view from the middle, this Gen X perch, is not perfect, but it is clear enough to see: life is too short for regret. Work bold. Live awake. Let us start the journey.
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To my daughters, Jo Ee, Chlo Ee, and Vyn Ee—your giggles and fearless puddle-diving lit this book. You chase dogs and dreams without a care, teaching me to live now, unjudged. My tiny gurus, why did you grow so fast?

To my wife, my superhero—you survived my tantrums and startup flops, keeping me sane. Your faith fuelled every word.

To my parents— Mum, your never-ending support; Dad, your cosmic grin—your love’s my anchor. Dad, hope you are cheering from the stars.

To Eric, my accidental mentor—your blunt honesty and guidance turned my flops into fire. You did not just teach; you sparked.
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As Stephen Covey says, “We are not our failures.”​[6] Thanks for being my dots, my alive. This book’s ours.
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Never Regret, Never Look Back
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In 2007, the Pew Research Center surveyed Millennials about their life goals.​[7] A striking 64% said getting rich was their top priority, with 17% ranking it second. Fame was not far behind: one in ten called it their primary goal, and 41% placed it second. Society seemed to scream, “Chase wealth! Chase stardom!”

Yet, in 2009, Bronnie Ware, a palliative caregiver, offered a sobering contrast in her blog, Regrets of the Dying. Listening to her patients’ final reflections, she found no one mourned unachieved riches or fame.​[8] Her 2012 memoir, The Top Five Regrets of the Dying: A Life Transformed by the Dearly Departing, revealed deeper regrets and none are related to wealth nor stardom. 

What about you? Have you lived the life you truly wanted, or are you haunted by “what ifs”? Regret is a sneaky bastard. It does not knock—it sneaks into your mind at 2 a.m., replaying that job you did not take, the idea you did not pitch, or the dream you shelved because “it was not practical.” It is the weight of “what if.” Regret is that heavy ache for moments we acted on—or did not—wishing we could turn back time—lingering like a shadow. These questions often stem from missed chances—or events out of our control like rejection or loss—and they haunt us—and still do. And there is.... Ageing, illness, and death (another book to write about).

Sometimes regret stems from events beyond your control, what life throws at us —changes or uncertainties that catch you in the crossfire—layoffs, changes, or curveballs we did not see coming. Two truths about regret stand out. First, it is a feeling no one wants, and worse yet, it is hard to shake. It is like a weight on your chest, dragging you back to moments you cannot change. Second, regret is always about the past—actions taken or avoided—and how they shape your present and future. You start worrying about what is next.

But here is the thing: you are not doomed. There is no “CTRL+Z” for life, but as long as you are breathing, you can choose differently today. Regret does not have to define you—it can teach you.

Like many of you, I have faced my share of regrets—like the time I recycled last year’s business strategy with just a few tweaks. Big mistake. The Group President fired off a scathing email, tearing our regional plan apart and calling a meeting for the next morning. My gut twisted like a wrung-out towel, my heart raced, blood rushing to my head as I read that email—each word a jab at my hastily copied strategy. That night, I tossed and turned, my mind spiralling with “what ifs”: What did I miss? Why now? Sleep? Forget it.

The meeting, surprisingly, was calm—a constructive critique, not a firing squad. No one lost their job. But the regret of cutting corners stung, teaching me to take ownership of my work, no matter the pressure. Regret, though painful, can spark growth.

Our past regrets often fuel anxiety about the future, pulling our focus toward the unknown. We live in fear of being hurt or embarrassed again, guarding ourselves from the next blow. And it is all these past regrets under the carpet, the changes it brought that have drawn all our strength focusing on uncontrollable, unpleasant thoughts—worrying. Our brains seem to be working on the extra juice in fear of the yet-to-happen uncertainties. The greater danger is always lurking out there, waiting to pounce on us wherever, whenever we let our guards down. And so, we live our lives in fear forever and ever, in a bid to avoid being hurt, embarrassed, and angry again. 

But one thing is for sure, nobody likes regrets, and there is no room for regrets. As long as you are alive, there is always a chance things will get better. Or worse. The choice is yours. Hopefully, by continuing flipping the pages, we can do something about it, as regrets promise nothing but suffering. Nevertheless, if you are one of the rats here, in reality, you will one day realize that our biggest regret was growing up. 

My regrets taught me that the treadmill of adulthood is not just my story—it is all of ours.
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Do Not Grow Up, it is a Trap

[image: ]


As a kid, I could not wait to grow up—finish school, land a job, buy a car, make big money. Now, as a working adult, I would give anything to be a student again (minus the 6 a.m. bus and endless homework). Adulthood is not the freedom I imagined—it is a treadmill.

We all work for different reasons. Some chase love, others honour. Some are driven by fear—of failure, of poverty, of not measuring up. For many, the “why” is a blur, a question they have not dared to answer.

I once heard a radio ad that captured the treadmill of modern life:


You are born. You grow up. You scrape your knees, fall in love, graduate, get a job, break up, cry, visit the Eiffel Tower, make money, get married, buy a house...


It is a script we are handed, a checklist of “shoulds” that promises happiness but often delivers exhaustion. Does this script sound like your life? What if you rewrote it?


You withdraw your salary, you pay for your mortgage, you pay for your car instalment, you pay for utilities, you pay for a study loan, you work harder in hope of a bonus and better increment, you buy a posher car, you buy a bigger house. Buy a bigger house? You buy a bigger house!


Upon graduation, the pay was little, commitments were huge. Have to pay parents monthly allowances. Have to pay mortgage, education loan, car maintenance, petrol, rental, and utilities. And most important of all, happy hours. Work hard, play hard, it seems.

Believing that the harder I work and the more effort I pour into my work, I will do well at my job, be rewarded, and hence promoted and be successful. Hoping to achieve debt-free and consequentially of higher status, we strive to work harder and harder, pouring in more hours and effort into our work. Till today, nothing has changed; I worked harder, pay has increased steadily but commitments and debts have increased exponentially. But... Should I not be debt-free and retire at 36? The very first objective of growing up is to work, to be financially independent, to enjoy life when we have time off, does not exist any more. So, what is the point of growing up?
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The Price to Pay
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From the moment we are born, we are taught what is right and wrong, what to do and what to avoid. One piece of wisdom echoes across generations: “If you want something in life, you have to work for it.” But at what cost?

You want a cookie, go wash the car. You want to watch cartoons, go pick up your clothes in your room. You do not do your homework; you get to stand in the corner. Carrot or stick... You either adhere to the system or you are punished. 

The system has not changed since the Mass Production era. You reach school on the dot. You have your recess break at a specific time, even though you are not hungry. You finish school in the ring of the bell. You need to finish your homework and submit it the next school day, no exception. Obey and you will be rewarded with the carrot, and disobedience would be punished with the stick. Take a pick. Carrot or stick? 

Things just got worse as we grew up. The other piece of advice that would be repeated now and then is, “Study hard so that you can secure a better job.” From nursery to pre-school to primary to high school to college to universities, it is all the same. We are graded and grouped according to our intellectual rankings so that our future employers can better judge how well we can handle our jobs, or rather follow the system. Yes, good grades do provide one with the passports for good jobs that puts them on a fast track to successful careers. But it does not guarantee one with no regrets.

If you are working, pause and ask: How much of your school coursework actually matters in your job today? Did mastering Additional Mathematics solve a single workplace problem? For most of us, the answer is “not much.” I once spent hours memorizing calculus, only to find my job required creative problem-solving instead. School preps us for exams, not always for life. Guess the periodic table did not get me that promotion. School bells trained us for schedules, not for dodging office politics.

Seymour Epstein, a University of Massachusetts psychology professor, found that success in life has a lot to do with one’s experiential intelligence; common sense, social skills, emotional intelligence, problem-solving; than intellect.​[9] And, of course, plentiful of luck. 

In The Psychology of Money, award-winning author Morgan Housel shares the story of how Bill Gates got rich.​[10] “One in a million high-school-age students attended the high school that had the combination of cash and foresight to buy a computer. Bill Gates happened to be one of them.” Gates is not shy about what this meant. “If there had been no Lakeside, there would have been no Microsoft,” he told the school’s graduating class in 2005. But of course, experiential intelligence is not only about going through the unique challenges encountered, but also the wisdom and talents extracted from such experiences. So, the next question is- should we be banging our head on every wall we see? Or maybe we should just follow the “flow.”
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