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CHAPTER 1: STORY OF A
YOUNG MAN




The general manager of the human resource
department’s
small corner side office was chilly. Brad stood there as the words
of praise the manager was sharing with him washed over his ears and
were swiftly forgotten. His mind was on only one thing and one
thing alone.

“So I don’t get the job?” He repeated, needing to be sure
that what he heard was what was meant.

Tan cleared his throat and looked
uncomfortably out the window before turning his brown eyes back to
Brad and nodding.

“You are too young.”

Story of my life I suppose, he thought.

When
Brad started here he was 18 years old. Too young for some, but just
right for him. The university that he went to allowed early
entrance and he was somewhat of a prodigy in the area of academics.
It was hard attending a major university at such a young age, but
he made it work somehow. Entering Cytronics - a computer
engineering firm specializing in marketing packages for small
Chinese manufacturing companies, but based out of the US - wasn’t
an easy step for him. Brad hadn’t been sure whether he wanted to
travel or work. His father had said to him that both were an
option, but after a few short years of school he wasn’t ready to
step out on his own. He wanted structure and what better place than
an IT company to do that.

Silly me, he thought, I forgot that some things (like
becoming a manager of a small but important department) require a
few gray hairs. Sometimes talent is not enough.

Maybe I should have taken that trip to Europe like my
friends suggested? He pondered with no lack of distaste for my current
situation. Brad hadn’t been laid in months and the long working
hours he had been putting in an attempt to get this promotion
weren’t helping.

“Your work is excellent,” Tan was saying.

He tuned in and listened to what Tan
was really saying.

“So, the only thing holding me back is my age?”

Tan transferred from the Chinese branch office 6 months
ago. Brad don’t think he had gotten used to American directness
yet.

“Well, there are other things. And, besides that we have a
candidate coming in today. He’s well qualified--”

“And older?” Brad butted in.

“Somewhat,” Tan admitted.

Brad sat back in the small office chair in front of Tan’s
desk and stared at the middle aged Chinese man.

“You already had someone coming in for the job when you
advertised on the office intranet?”

It stood between them like a wall that
Tan was obviously not keen to climb over.

“He will be here in an hour for a discussion. I would like
you to sit in. I think if you meet him then you will understand why
chose this.”

Brad grit his teeth. Perhaps there is something I can do about
this, he
thought.

“Let me get my jacket. Which meeting room?”

Time to evaluate the
competition.


CHAPTER 2: BEARDED OLDER
MAN

 


“Thanks, darl. I’ll head in then.”

Michael Philips took it all in as he walked from the
reception desk towards the meeting rooms where his interview - a
formality really, but an essential one nevertheless - was to take
place. The space was stylish, but not overly so. Walls of white,
spotted with modern art and symbols of the companies prowess
(imagined or real), and carpet a dull reddish color, the name of
which he didn’t know, but associated with rust; a few comfortable
sofas interspersed with short tables to place documents and coffee
while waiting for talks that may or may not be of
importance.

His impression was of
dullness.

Typical corporate bullshit.

Michael rubbed his fingers through his
brown, slightly graying beard and smiled. It was, for him, just
another stepping stone on his way towards something bigger. This
would mark his fifth small company - only a few years out of its
start-up stages - and he was sure that he would sufficiently shake
things up to move to a better post in the next company a year or
two from now.

Of course, he hadn’t always thought that way. A few years
ago he’d been an aging software engineer working long hours and
hating every minute of it. What changed wasn’t so much his mindset
but his appearance.

Fired for a
beard.

Even now it made him want to laugh. His boss had been a
woman and had prejudice towards ‘men like him’ as she called it
when the confrontation that would eventually lead him here
occurred. It was all really an excuse. The company had some obscure
rule about beards as long and as proud as his own and she was
homophobic.

He almost really did laugh at
that.

The woman was fired for racial discrimination last year
from what he had heard. He’d been offered her job shortly after,
but turned it down because he was no longer of that level
anymore.

Inside the meeting room there was
short Asian man. Michael immediately discarded him as an irrelevant
functionary and not attractive to boot.

What he laid eyes on next gave him a
stir.

There was another man in the room.
Young, handsome, tired around the eyes but with a challenge burning
in them.

“Hello, I’m Michael. Are you Mr. Tan?”

The HR manager staff stood and offered
his hand. Michael took it and shook. Limp. Dull. Uninteresting.
Again, his eyes turned to the younger man in the room.

He stood and Michael put out his hand.
The shake was overly long. For a second Michael did not want to let
go, such was his instant desire on seeing something so unexpected,
but so very, very interesting at the same time.

This won’t be dull at all, he decided.

Michael sat and did not notice the light blush on the
younger man’s cheeks as he also sat.

He stroked his beard and took a moment
to appreciate the situation. Mr. Tan would speak and he would
reply. The questions would be nothing more than what was expected
and all knew that this was nothing more than a formality. Hence, it
would go well and he would receive an offer of a position - one
that would suit his needs for further improvement - in the next few
days.

But, why was the younger man
here?

His hands were thin and the fingers long. He had some ink
on his left ring finger that was smudged and probably not noticed.
The younger man’s clothes were stylish - a vest and shirt with the
tie stylish but eschew as if he’d just come from his desk and
didn’t have the time to check himself in the mirror. His eyes were
brown: A deep mahogany. The man’s posture was slumped
slightly. Overworked? Michael wondered. He was swirling his pen - a cheap gold
knock off of one Michael had at home at his work desk - and
looked... angry?

Intriguing, he decided.

“This is Bradley Knox. He is a project manager in our
marketing package development division. He would be working under
you if you took on this job,” Mr. Tan informed him.

“I see. Very nice to meet you, Mr. Knox.”

For a moment they stared at each
other. Surprisingly the younger man looked even more angry. Perhaps
there was something going on that he was not aware of?

“I look forward to working with you,” he replied.

For a time Michael answered questions, but he couldn’t help
himself from looking from time to time at the younger man. There
was a definite heat to his cheeks and Michael started to wonder
what he had done to offend the younger man so.

“And the salary package...”

“To be discussed later,” Michael confirmed.

It would take some thought to
calculate exactly how much he should charge for his time. His track
record was good. There would have to be allowances. A small but
up-and-coming company like this could not afford much. Perhaps he
would procure a company car or some kind of housing benefit that he
could use to reduce his taxable income some come the new tax year.
Michael was undecided and, in fact, not that interested in
following through with the thought process that would lead to an
answer. Actually, he was more interested in this Bradley Knox. What
was his deal?

“So, Bradley,” he started. “How long have you been working
for the company?”

“5 years now.”

That was surprising. He looked younger
than that.

“Do you enjoy your work?”

“Yes, I do.”

Short and to the point. He
is angry. But why?

“What problems are you seeing in your department? What needs
working on?”

What followed was a good analysis of
the general issues that most companies have. He listened. This
young man knew his stuff.

Michael stroked his beard and leaned
back.

“And what role will Bradley be taking? I assume there is a
reason I am meeting him now rather than later.”

Mr. Tan seemed suddenly pale. His accented English
indicated that he hadn’t been around long. It wouldn’t surprise
Michael if he was a transfer and just finding his place in American
culture.

“We were thinking something supervisory. It is... I
mean would
be at your
discretion.”

“I see.” And, he really did. So, that was why.

He leaned back.

Interesting. This was going to be a
fun year.
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