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  The New Guy


  Hes not what he seems, observed Samah Sabet to her boss, Angela Plant.


  Angela had just finished warning Samah about the new guy, Justin West. He was of average height, but well-built, with grey-green eyes and a mischievous smile. It appeared he hadnt shaved or washed his shoulder-length, light brown hair for a few days.


  Hes here only because hes the Ministers nephew, Angela said. He has no knowledge or skills that will help us. I have his rsum here. He attended three second-rate universities over seven years and somehow managed never to graduate. She looked up at her colleague and shook her head. Hell just be in our way. This job is too important for nepotism. God, how I hate people who make their way through life on someone elses ticket, and the people who let them do it. The whole damn system has to change!


  Angela had a doctorate from Oxford in Modern Languages. Fluent in English, French, Spanish, German, and Italian with a working knowledge of Japanese and Russian, she had earned her way to the post of Deputy Minister in Canadas Department of Foreign Affairs by age 30. Her beauty opened many doors, but it was her powerful intellect and unsurpassed ambition that drove her success. All work and no play, everyone said about her, but she inspired an admiration bordering on adulation for most. Angela got the position she coveted as Canadas Sherpa, the personal representative of the Prime Minister, whose task was to discuss with her counterparts from the other G8 nations potential agenda issues and key subjects to focus on for the upcoming summit, and later to oversee the implementation of commitments made during the summit. With Canada as host this year, she was responsible for overseeing all the meetings during the year running up to the summit and for many aspects of the summit itself. She would be the senior non-political official on Canadas team during the summit.


  Angela had hired the gifted young Ms. Sabet out of Princetons Woodrow Wilson School of Public and International Affairs. Samah was fluent in English, French, Persian, and Arabic. The two ladies became good friends while working long and hard to make the upcoming summit a success.


  Angela continued, The Minister claims hes brilliant, but concedes hes a lazy, good-for-nothing bum, to use his words. His father died a long time ago; his mother is apparently wealthy, and hes lived off of her his whole life; he never worked a day in his life until his mother cut him off when he turned 25 last year. Since then hes worked at a series of menial jobs, none for more than a few weeks. His last job: delivering the National Post. Can you believe that? Our new senior policy analyst is a paperboy. His mother insisted that he make something of himself before she turns the money fountain on again. When I think of how hard I worked to get here  God! His mother got her brother-in-law, our esteemed Minister, to give him an important job. So were saddled with this loser.


  As the secretary led Justin into the office, Angela and Samah looked in disbelief at his garb, which included faded blue jeans with the knees obliterated, beat up sneakers, and a black t-shirt with the words Fuck you, you fucking fuck on it. In his right earlobe were two earrings studded with sizable diamonds. His left biceps was adorned with a tattoo of a naked woman. He smelled of whiskey. Brazenly he ran his hungry eyes over both women, ending with a big grin as he settled on Angelas bountiful bosom. He opened, Wow! Im going to love working here.


  First of all, began Angela, I will not tolerate any sexual innuendo let alone harassment in this office. We are above that sort of brutish behavior


  Yes, educated professionals are too good for sex, replied Justin. Leave that sordid business to the animals and lower humans. Soon your kind will die out, and we can get back to having some fun in life.


  You cant be this obtuse; you must know you cant dress like this in a professional context, that you cant address your superiors with such contempt.


  Contempt? I adore you. Youre gorgeous!


  Your comportment and attire are completely inappropriate


  I heard youre expert at languages. I guess English aint one of them?


  Listen, Mr. West, lets get one thing straight: I will not tolerate


  One things been straight ever since I set eyes on you, babe, Justin quipped.


  After a moments hesitation spent accommodating to the shock, Angela exclaimed, Youll work here over my dead body. Get out of my sight! Justin winked at Angela, threw a kiss at Samah and left. Angelared with ragepicked up her phone and dialed the Ministers office. She asked to speak to the Minister.


  While she was waiting to be connected, she said to her protg, Do you believe this? This is what things have come to in our society. We have to start all over as far as Im concerned. Samah nodded. Hello? Mr. Minister, this is Angela Plant  yes, hi. Your nephew came in this morning, and I must say Ive never been so shocked in my life. He was wearing a vile t-shirt with profanity written all over it; his tattoo, which was clearly showing, is repulsive; he leered at me and my assistant, Samah Sabet; his behavior was sexually suggestive. He  Yes, I understBut, he doesnt have a clue about how to act in an office envYes, sir. Okay, but can I at least insist that he act and dress in a manner more becoming? Thank you. Sorry to bother you with this. Goodbye.


  She looked up at Samah and shook her head. Were stuck with him, she moaned. Wheres Jeff? Maybe we can get him to lay down the law. Find Jeff and ask him to look after this mess, please!


  Captain Jeff Montgomery was the RCMP officer assigned to the G8 planning team to keep them apprised of security measures to be employed for the three-day summit and to ensure their plans meshed with the imperative for security. Jeff was a fine physical specimen, though Angela, deeming him mentally inferior, remained aloof. Samah would have pursued him aggressively if Angela hadnt disapproved of any affairs in the office.


  How can I help you? asked Jeff when Samah got to his office.


  Well, theres this new guy and hes  he seems to be a creep. He got the job because hes the Ministers nephew. Jeff rolled his eyes. I know, she said with a smile. He was dressed like a slob. He has on a black t-shirt that says F you, you fen f. He has a tattoo of a nude woman on his arm. And he leered at me and Angela.


  He leered at Angela?


  Yes, and me, too. Angela wants you to have a talk with him and maybe suggest how to behave appropriately in our office.


  Fine. Where is the slime bucket?


  Ill take you  Oh, thats him there, she said pointing to a man strolling along with his hands in his pockets.


  Jeff went out to confront him. Hey! he yelled. I want to talk to you. Samah followed.


  And who the hell are you? asked Justin.


  Jeff sneered at Justins shirt and said, Im Captain Jeff Montgomery. Why dont we go to my office for a little talk?


  Captain? Wheres your fucking ship? taunted Justin.


  Im an RCMP officer and I


  RCMP? Wheres your fucking horsie?


  Jeff grabbed Justins upper arm and exclaimed, Listen, trailer trash, I wont put up with any disrespect from you, and I wont tolerate any lewd behavior toward Angela.


  Samah smirked.


  If youre arresting me, do it. Otherwise, fuck off, Justin responded as he yanked his arm free. He walked away with Jeff glaring at him.


  The next morning Justin arrived almost an hour late. He was clad in green shorts and an orange shirt emblazoned with Morehead State College. On his feet were dirty white socks and brown loafers. Sorry Im late, he said to Angela as he walked into her office uninvited, interrupting her meeting with Samah. Late night at the strip joint. Twenty bucks a crack! I spent almost six hundred bucks. Im afraid Im going to need a raise.


  Angela looked skyward and gritted her teeth. I confess I dont know how to deal with you. Ordinarily Id just fire someone of your ilk, but I dont have that option with you as you well know. Youre taking full advantage of that to rage against the machine, get attention, anger me; I dont know, and I dont have time to figure it out.


  What should I do? Its boring around here.


  Maybe you should quit.


  Youre not a very good motivator, are you?


  You need high level skills to contribute around here, so just sit at your desk and twiddle your thumbs, take long breaks, and go home without doing anything.


  The same as the rest of the civil service, eh?


  Most of us work very hard, Mr. West, said Samah.


  Too bad; youd do far less damage to the country if you just sat around and did nothing.


  Out! shouted Angela.


  Justin went to his desk, put his feet up, and took a nap. Afterward, he went home for the day.


  
    #

  


  The next morning Justin arrived two hours late. From a secretary he learned that staff members were in the weekly meeting. He went to the boardroom where Jeff was giving a presentation on possible acts of terrorism at the upcoming summit. There had been rumors of a planned attack being passed back and forth among the security apparatuses of the G8 nations. Jeff had been playing down the rumors, saying that the RCMP had things well in hand.


  As Justin walked in, Jeff was wrapping up his talk. He stopped. Everyone gawped at Justins shirt, which read, I shaved my balls for this? Angela said, This meeting is for experts in international relations. Experts in smut are not allowed.


  This is the weekly staff meeting, is it not? No one answered. He sat down.


  Jeff looked at Angela. She nodded in resignation, and Jeff resumed. Now, its important to say that were not focusing on any particular group in monitoring potential terrorism. Racial or ethnic profiling is strictly against RCMP and Foreign Affairs policy. Violence knows no race or creed


  Oh come off it, said Justin. 
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