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Chapter 1

Morning Travel
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The alarm clock in Eddie’s bedside table began ringing, causing him to open his eyes slowly. The alarm clock continued to ring while he stayed motionless looking at his cream colored bedroom ceiling which partially illuminated his dark room. Slowly he stirred. He lazily reached for his alarm clock and turned it off. He has actually set his alarm for half past five in the morning but has always kept it ringing till a quarter before six in the morning. 

Grudgingly, he sat on his bed and stretched his neck. He looked at his closed glass windows which were covered with old cream colored blinds. They used to be colored metallic white but time has faded this once beautiful color and turned it to cream which was depressing to look at. The morning light has been seeping between the gaps of his blinds and partially illuminating his dark bedroom. He yawned as his eyes became droopy. He can’t help himself, he has to go back to sleep. 

“Another five minutes,” he said to himself as he closed his eyes and felt the warmth of his bed. He knows that he is close to being late for work at this stage. He has at the most only half an hour to prepare for work which includes showering, dressing up and fixing himself a cup of coffee. He dozed off and didn’t realize that he just fell asleep for more than fifteen minutes. When he awoke from his sleep and looked at his alarm clock and realized this, he was like a madman who skipped showering and drinking coffee in the morning just to make it to work at just the right time. He left a trail of strewn clothes scattered all over his bedroom as he panicked on deciding which office clothes to wear. He microwaved himself a cup of coffee and then added some cold water to it until it was just hot enough for him to drink it with one gulp. It tasted nasty, but this was not his main concern at the moment. His main concern was to fill his throat and stomach with something warm so he can alleviate the tingling pain he was feeling in them, it was his stomach’s way of telling him that it wanted to be fed something. 

The morning sun had already well risen when he left his apartment block at 6:30 in the morning in the outskirts of the city of Makati, the premiere business district in the Philippines. Even though this was still very early in the morning, the streets and the city itself is already very busy. Traffic has already started and the noisy rumblings of old transport vehicles can be heard everywhere. The sidewalks were overflowing with commuters all trying to get a ride on the always packed transport vehicles passing along. The Philippines’ transport problem has been going on since time immemorial. The mostly poorly planned road and transport infrastructure which has been there since the Spanish colonial times of the Philippines remain unresolved. This has left a public transport need which the Philippine government has left unfilled but is being filled by enterprising Filipinos. From “jeepneys” which are public transports made out of used car engines and locally made passenger vehicle chassis to motorcycles serving as poor man’s taxis for the financially handicapped masses in the Philippines.

Eddie took his position on the road in front of the congested sidewalk just like all the commuters who are all waiting for a ride by jeepney. Everyone knows its dangerous to be in the road where fast vehicles are passing by and could hit you at any moment, but many commuters are left with no choice but to risk their lives just so they can ride a public transport vehicle in the chaotic road conditions in morning. Minutes passed as full jeepneys after full jeepneys ran past him and the other commuters. He looked at his watch. It was now, past seven in the morning. He was going desperate. Then the vehicles passing him and the other commuters started to slow down until they eventually stopped. He knows what’s happening: it’s traffic gridlock time where the traffic won’t move for long periods of time, sometimes lasting almost to an hour.

He began to curse himself for not waking up much sooner. He knows that this situation always happen to him but like an idiot, he never learns. He sighs and looked at his watch again, it was now half past seven in the morning. He looked at all the jeepneys which were all caught in the traffic. All of them were full. There were even male passengers who were dangerously hanging by the rear entry of the jeepneys. He knows that this is dangerous and most jeepney drivers would not allow passengers to cling by the rear entry of their jeepneys, but he decided to give it a try. He approached the jeepney nearest to him with a few male passengers already clinging at the rear entry of the jeepney and clung to the rear entry of the jeepney himself.

To his relief the jeepney driver never complained. He managed to get half his body inside the rear entry of the jeepney. It was hot inside the jeepney and it shows. Almost all the passengers inside the jeepney were wiping the sweat from their faces and their hands. Eddie especially took pity on the office women who were dressed in their formal office clothes but are sweating profusely. He himself was already sweaty. The back of his neck and his forehead was dripping with sweat. Minutes passed by and the traffic begins to move. He clung firmly to the rear of the jeepney for dear life knowing that if he slips, he may land in the hospital or fall down to the road where he could be run over by the other vehicles in the road which could prove to be fatal to him. As if to compound to his danger, the jeepney driver began to drive fast and dangerously in an effort to make as many trips as possible so he could increase his income. Eddie felt his heart racing everytime the jeepney swerved causing him to nearly lose his balance. He was not only uncomfortable and sweaty, but he felt real danger that something fatal might happen to him. Then the jeepney came to a screeching halt which caused all the passengers in the jeepney to lose their balance. Eddie almost fell to the floor of jeepney if not for the fast hands of some passengers who held to him when he lost his balance.

Eddie was angry, he wanted to give the jeepney driver an earful because of the way he was endangering the life of the passengers with his reckless driving. Then in an instant, Eddie knew why the jeepney drive came to an abrupt stop. The traffic police has flagged the jeepney down. Eddie listened to the conversation between the jeepney driver and the traffic police:

“Do you know that you’re not supposed to be driving today?”, said the traffic police.

“Sorry, Sir, I didn’t realize that it was my number coding today.”

“Show me your license.”

The jeepney driver scratched his head and showed his “license” to the traffic police who took the “license” with a closed palm, making sure that he felt the “license” carefully. The traffic police smiled at the jeepney driver as he carefully separated the attached paper money from the sleeve of the “license” of the jeepney driver. 

“Okay, I’ll let you take your passengers to their destination, but you must promise that as soon as all your passengers have been delivered, you’ll go take your jeepney straight home.”

“Yes, Boss, I will,” smiled the jeepney driver knowing that his bribe had just worked on the greedy and corrupt traffic police.

The jeepney driver started his jeepney again and was about to drive off when a traffic motorcycle police arrived. 

“This jeepney is violating number coding laws. It needs to be impounded.”

The traffic police panicked knowing that the motorcycle police outrank him, “Yes, Yes, this jeepney driver is violating traffic laws, his vehicle needs to be impounded.”

The jeepney driver panicked. He quickly slipped another paper money to his “license” and tried to look innocent. He handed his “license” to the motorcycle police and kept quiet.

The motorcycle police turned red, “Are you trying to bribe me?”

“No, No, Sir,” panicked the jeepney driver, “I would never do such a thing.”

The motorcycle police looked at the “license” of the jeepney driver intently.  

“Your license is fake, you’re in big trouble, man. Is your jeepney even registered? Show me your jeepney’s registration.”

“I don’t have the registration of the jeep with me, I’m just renting it out from someone else.”

“Even if you’re renting this jeepney from someone else, you still need the registration of this jeepney to be in this jeepney.”

“Can’t we talk about this officer? I mean, I’m just trying to make a living transporting my passengers to their destination.”

“What do you mean about ‘talk’? Are you trying to bribe me again? For your information, I’m a God fearing man and I’m not corrupt unlike other policemen. If I were you, man, I’ll be careful with my words starting right now. You already have a number of crimes: bribery, driving with a fake license, driving without a registered vehicle...” 

The motorcycle police stopped talking, he noticed Eddie and the other male passengers who were clinging to the rear of the jeepney.

“You are also not allowed to let passengers cling to the rear of your jeepney. This is dangerous for the passengers. This is another offense against you.”

The jeepney driver sighed as he buried his head on the steering wheel of his jeepney.

The motorcycle police then had a look at the jeepney more intently. 

“Your tires are all bald, this is another offense against you.”

“That’s because I have no money to buy new tires, officer,” said the jeepney driver.

“Open the hood of your jeepney, let’s see if your jeepney is fit enough to carry passengers.”

The motorcycle police checked the brake fluid level of the jeepney. To his horror, he realized that the break fluid container was nearly out of break fluid. He followed the trail of the break fluid and realized that the break fluid tube was worn down and was leaking.

“Your brakes, are they working alright?”, asked the motorcycle police to the jeepney driver.

“Yes, they’re working in perfect order.”

“Get out of your driver’s seat and let me take the wheel. Let’s see if your brakes are really working.”

The jeepney driver let the motorcycle police sit at the driver’s seat. Immediately, the motorcycle police realized that the jeepney driver and his passengers were lucky that the jeepney got stopped by the police. This is because the brakes of the jeepney stopped functioning the very minute the jeepney was stopped by the police. Had it continued on its journey, it would have been in an accident already because of non-working brakes.

The motorcycle police called someone using his smartphone and then took out his traffic booklet and started writing. He then stopped when he realized that the passengers in the jeep were all looking at him. He sighed as he looked back straight at them.

“I’m afraid that this jeepney is going nowhere. It needs to be impounded because the jeepney and the driver have made traffic offenses. What’s more, this jeepney has no breaks which means that it cannot be ridden anymore. If I hadn’t arrived and checked this jeepney driver’s jeepney, you all could have been in an accident already. Thank God he saved you through me.”

Eddie and all the other passengers were grateful yet irritated with the motorcycle police officer. They knew that he might have saved their lives but in doing so, he had made them late for their destination. It was as if the safety of their lives were secondary to their more pressing concern in life which was to arrive to work on time and earn a living.

Eddie and all the other passengers have long ago resigned to their fate that they would have to find another vehicle so they can each continue on their journey to their destination.  Eddie looked at his watch. It was not half past eight which is about the time he should be starting work. He called his supervisor and relayed to him his condition. After his call, he assessed his situation. He and the other passengers of the jeepney were in a place which was nearly isolated from other passengers which was a plus for them. However, all the other public transport vehicles passing by were already full and were not stopping, fearful of being issued a traffic violation by the motorcycle police officers.

Eddie knew that unless something happens, he may be stranded in the same location for hours. He looked at the other passengers who were all busily trying to find a vacant taxi to take them to work. He knows that his chances of getting a taxi was very slim because of all the other passengers who were also by now opting to take a taxi instead.

He knows he has to be smart. He assessed the place he was in. It was a residential neighborhood were people mostly own motorcycles as an alternative to unaffordable cars. He went to a neighborhood store and asked the owner if there was any form of public transport nearby which were not usually filled with commuters.

“Oh yes,” said the store owner, “you can hire a motorcycle owner to take you to your destination. Many of the people living in this neighborhood drive a motorcycle taxi to earn a living. Of course, they’re not officially registered to charge their passengers when they drive them to their destinations, but their passengers don’t mind. They know they’re a big help to their commuting problems.”

“Where can I find them?”

“After getting out of my store, turn left and continue walking until you reach a tire vulcanizing shop. There should be a few motorcycles parked in front of it. Just ask anyone there if they are willing to take you to your destination. Alternatively, they might even present themselves to you.”

Eddie thanked the store owner and even bought a soda and some biscuits to show his appreciation. He immediately went to the tire vulcanizing shop and to his luck, the motorcycle taxi drivers actually presented themselves to him. It was as if they knew that he was looking for them. Besides, they were very obvious, there were a lot of commuters who were using their services including well dressed office women and school students who don’t mind riding motorcycles even though they were wearing skirts.

Eddie negotiated the price of his trip to one of the motorcycle taxi drivers. He thinks that the fares they were charging were a bit steep but he was desperate. Besides, it was the first time he was riding a motorcycle taxi, so how does he know what the actual fare is? But the fare would be the least of his worries as he eventually found out. To him, the motorcycle taxi driver drove his motorcycle with little regard to himself and his passenger. He dangerously swerved and squeezed into the tight spaces between vehicles just to get to his destination fast. Eddie felt his heart pounding frequently as he struggled to balance himself from the fast driving motorcycle. But eventually, he arrived safe and intact to his company building. It was now half past nine in the morning. 
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Chapter 2

A Stressful Life
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Eddie stood in front of his company’s building. His current company didn’t own the building, rather, they were just renting two floors of the building. But it didn’t matter to him that they were just renters in the building, what was important to him was the building itself. It was one of the most prestigious buildings in the area, noted for how high renting a space in it can be. To many who know, if you rented a space in the building, it meant that you have a lot of money. 

Of course this comes at a price for Eddie and most of his coworkers. For one, there was no public transport directly available to reach the building. Secondly, the meals available for sale in the building were terribly expensive. This is the reason why Eddie hardly buys meals from the building, opting to bring his own home prepared lunch for himself. Lastly, his superiors always felt inclined to remind him and his coworkers that they need to dress the part of a successful employee just because they are headquartered in an expensive looking building.

Eddie walked inside the entrance of the building which was decorated with expensive marble from its floors to its walls. Contrary to early morning work rush hour where he had to wait in line just to be able to ride on one of the many elevators in the building, the entrance to the building and the passage to the elevators were nearly empty. He waited in front of the elevators, waiting for one of them to come down. The two security guards were at their usual posts standing by the corner of the rows of elevators. He can see the look of aloofness in their faces. He knows that the security guards tend to keep their distance from the employees working in the building. Sometimes, when they are asked a question by anyone, like a direction to a company within the building or something, they would just smile, answer their question and won’t fail to utter the word “Sir” or “M’am” at the end of their sentences. Eddie knew that most security guards are paid very little and are instructed to be polite to anyone even under extreme situations, which sometimes make their job very difficult to bear, that’s why although he pities them, he keeps his distance from them, knowing that at times they can be moody. 

But not Jose, which was the friendliest security guard in his opinion in the building. Jose was very thin for his big stomach which made him almost comical to look as a security guard. But what Jose lacks in appearance, he more than makes up for in attitude. He was always jolly and would greet anyone he knew in the building with a “good morning” or “how are you doing, today?” 

“You’re late today, boss,” he smiled as he greeted Eddie who was waiting impatiently for one of the elevators to come down. 

Eddie broke a smile, he can’t help but smile everytime he sees the disarming face of Jose.

“Alas, I’m late today, Jose. Traffic and bad luck caught up on me today.”

“You should buy yourself a car, Eddie. This way, you’ll never be late again for work.”

“I wish I can afford a car, Jose. But I’m just a lowly paid employee who can’t even afford a secondhand car.”

“You must be joking, Eddie. You? Just a lowly paid employee? From what I heard, your company can’t function without you. You should be the boss right now.”

Eddie laughed, “I sure wish what you said was true, Jose. But I’m just an ordinary employee in our company whose easily replaceable. It might even come true since I’ve been late many times for work these couple of months.”

Just then, one of the elevators opened up with a signal that it was going up, Eddie quickly entered the elevator and waved at Jose.

“Nice talking to you, Jose, Have a good day!”

“Have a good day too, Eddie and don’t let your work get to you!”

Eddie was the sole rider of the elevator apart from the lady elevator operator who asked him which floor he was going. After the elevator reached his company’s office floor, he quickly got out and carefully assessed the situation inside the company. It was as if his presence didn’t matter to his coworkers. Everyone was busy doing their work or are engaged in serious talks with each other. He reached his office table and sat down on his old office chair. He had complained several times before to his superiors that his old office chair was already defective and needs to be replaced, however, his complaints remained not acted upon by his superiors. His old office chair creaked as he sat in it. He turned on his computer and gazed upon his screen monitor as it slowly turned itself on. He also had complaints about his old computer but he knows that everyone in the office except his superiors and their bosses have nothing to complain against their still very new top of the line computer. Eddie wondered why his superiors and their bosses who hardly need the fast computing power of their computers got to be issued new computers on a regular basis while ordinary employees like him who needed new and powerful computers are still stuck using computers which are decades old and nearly obsolete by today’s standards. 

“I won’t complain. I won’t make a fuss,” he said to himself, “I just need to do my job and stay as invisible as possible so that I don’t become a target again by my bosses.”

He remembered how he always got to change jobs because he likes to say what’s on his mind about office situations, rules and policies which made him a target for termination by the companies he worked for. The more times he changed jobs, the more disillusioned he became on finding a company that respected and treated its employees equally and fairly. 

Eddie was not in his mid-forties. Never promoted and never got a high salary from all the companies he had worked for before. By this time, he has learned his lesson: “It never pays to be a rebel when you’re an employee. You must suck up to your bosses as much as you can if you wanted to be promoted and get a higher salary than what you already have.”

He wanted to follow this advice he learned, but his mind won’t let him. Even in the current company he is working for now, he had already become branded as “non-promotable material” by his bosses because he won’t follow the pecking order of corporate hierarchy.  

Eddie knows that at this stage in his corporate career, he is already stuck. He already knows that he’ll probably be doing the same job in his company until the day he retires or gets terminated, whichever comes first. He’s also lonely at his job, since he’s doing rank and file tasks, his office teammates are usually younger than him including his direct superior, Mike, who doesn’t hide the fact that he’d rather not be talking to him but to his other coworkers of similar age.

Eddie entered the password of his computer and afterwards, immediately opened his emails. There was about three hundred new emails in his inbox. This was because his emails piled up while he was late. He looked at his office telephone whose recorded messages signal light was already blinking ever since he arrived. He raised the telephone handset, punched a few buttons on his telephone and immediately confirmed to himself that he had about thirty saved telephone messages. 

He sighed. He knows that he’ll probably be working late again. Not that he already does on a daily basis. His company was so understaffed that they basically assign work meant for two employees to a single employee only, like himself. He’s not only assigned to do documentation work but also act as customer service, a task he hated because he didn’t originally agreed to the job when he first applied to the company.

He began to return the calls of the saved telephone messages until he was finished. It was now half past ten in the morning. He knows, that answering all his emails alone would cost him half his days’ work, meaning he would need to stay back to do his documentation tasks in the company.

He knows that his other teammates don’t return call all the saved messages in their office telephones nor answer all their emails. He also knows that they don’t care if they get fired. Most of them are simply tired of being overworked by their company and are just waiting for the right time to resign or be fired. Mike knows this as well, but is seemingly powerless to control or discipline his other teammates. It’s either that he’s friends with them or is scared that if his teammates resign, they’ll find it hard to get substitutes for them with the way they overwork and underpay them.

But Mike acted differently to Eddie. It’s not that he doesn’t like Eddie, far from it, he gets along with Eddie. But it was Eddie’s oldness and Mike’s youngness that made interacting between them very awkward. Mike find it hard to give orders to Eddie while Eddie doesn’t particularly enjoy being ordered around by a younger superior. That’s why today, even though Eddie is very late and needs reprimanding, Mike just ignored the fact that he was late but kept a record in his journal that once again, Eddie came very late for work.

It was almost lunchtime when Eddie finished his emails, while his teammates were now in the pantry having lunch or have gone out to eat lunch outside the company, he has barely begun to start his documentation work in the office. Then he remembered: he has no packed lunch from home. Hurriedly, he went outside the company and bought a rice meal with extra rice. He didn’t buy the extra rice because he was hungry, rather, his rice meal and extra rice would have to suffice for two meals, one for his lunch and second, for his dinner later that evening. He kept a tight budget on his everyday expenses, knowing that if he followed the lifestyle of his younger coworkers, he would surely not save any money which he is now desperately trying to do because he was already thinking of retirement.  

When he arrived back at the company, almost half the office pantry was already vacant. The few that remained were either engaged in idle talk or were napping. He proceeded to eat his rice meal, careful not to eat too much of the small sized fried meat which came with his rice. He knows that he has to save half of the fried meat for his dinner later on that night. He can feel the taste of the rice overpowering the taste of the fried meat he was eating because the meat portion was very small as compared to the rice portion he chewed with every spoonful he put in his mouth. Though he didn’t particularly enjoy his rice meal, he nevertheless felt satisfied because he drank a lot of cold water which came free in their office pantry. Afterwards, as dessert, he prepared himself black coffee which also came free in the office pantry.

He then proceeded to work on his documentation tasks. He has already been working for two and a half hours when he received a call from Mike. 

“I sent you an email an hour ago, Eddie, but you haven’t replied.”

Hurriedly, he checked his email inbox and saw 50 more new emails. He found the emails of Mike and realized that he had sent him an original email followed up by two follow-up emails.

“I’m sorry, Boss, I was so busy doing my documentation work that I never realized I have new emails.”

“You should always be checking your emails, Eddie. You never know when an important email would turn up.”

“But I just answered almost 500 emails for half of my working day today, if I always check my email, I won’t be able to do my documentation tasks.”

“Time management is the key, Eddie. Everyone has a lot of things to do in the office, not only you. But they divide their time and finish up all their tasks.”

“That’s because many people here in the office don’t read all their emails or answer the telephone calls.”

“Eddie, do you have proof of what you’re saying? Who here in the office doesn’t answer all their emails and don’t answer their telephones.”

“You can just go over the email inboxes of some of the employees in the company. Everyone receives so much email that it takes them almost the entire day just to go over them.”

Mike became silent for a few seconds, then meekly said: “Okay, Eddie, just answer my email and don’t get so worked up about your emails. Remember, everyone is doing a lot of work in this company and not just you.”

When Eddie put down the telephone handset, he was fuming. He knows that he let his emotions get in his way again. He not only made Mike resentful of him but his other coworkers who heard his conversation with Mike. But he knows that it was too late now. He has said what he has to say and he’s not really regretful about it. He knows that come year end, his frequent lateness in coming to work and his complaints about his situation in the company would leave a blotch in his bonus and pay rise assessment.

Five in the afternoon arrived and Eddie still needs to finish his documentation tasks in the company. By half past five, most of the other employees have left for home except for Mike and some of the bosses in the company. Mike approached him.

“Still not finished with your work, Eddie?”

“Yes, Boss, I’ve still got work to do.”

“Why don’t you go home, Eddie? It’s always you who we all have to wait for when it comes to quitting time. Why don’t you come to work very early tomorrow and finish your job?”

Eddie looked around him, there were no other employees in the company and all the bosses are already tidying their office desks so they can go home. 

“Okay, I’ll come very early to work tomorrow.”

“Very good, Eddie, this way, you’ll finish all your task just before quitting time
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