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excerpt from "Business"


 

He sure has upped the stakes. Sitting on the toilet for over an
hour and a half certainly increases the risk of being caught.
BRAINs are also compensated to model MUSCLE’s behavior, and
computer inactivity for a period of time that long could certainly
raise a red flag. Uri was a rebel though, a true pioneer in the
fine art of office gamesmanship. His coffee-making technique was a
twenty-five minute affair. His lunches were frequently alcoholic
and upwards two hours in length some days. He was walking on a
razor’s edge, but his bravado and self-confidence gave him the
right pair of shoes. Uri reminds me of what I could be if I could
just let go, relax a little.

In the bathroom, I flush away the remnants of Uri’s
victory.“Nasty SOB. Win with some dignity,” I think to myself and
take a seat. When I have these moments of silence at work, I often
start thinking too deeply about my current situation, and, the
potential to kick off a mini panic attack becomes real. I’m really
at my best in the office when I stay extremely busy, giving little
consideration to how I feel about my life, my job, my everything.
It is best for me to just focus on my task of scheduling BRAINs
toprojects, translating documentation, and communicating financial
benefits to clients. The less I contemplate the triviality of my
efforts or the consequences of my work the better. Forbearanceis a
great coping mechanism, especially when it allows one to avoid
plumbing the depths of an intractable malaise.

After washing my hands, I walk back to the kitchen to freshen up
my water ahead of my final client meeting of the morning. Looking
up, I see Deng Zhu and Jun Xue, the husband and wife cofounders of
VigilantEye Software, talking to one another near the coffeemaker.
I immediately pause and discretely attempt to reroute myself back
to my desk, but Jun looks up and sees me walking down the hall so I
stutter-step and continue forward toward the kitchen.

No smiles from either party, just sordid glares followed by the
obligatory, “Good morning Jack” in a muted Chinese come-British
accent from Jun.

“Good morning Jun, Deng.”

They continue on with their conversation, showing no interest in
the presence of a measly MUSCLE.

Deng is an eccentric Chinese-American who enjoys two things
above all else. Number one, doting on what he believes is his
musical prowess by complimenting himself on his impromptu musical
enlightenments. And, number two, ear fuckingthose around him with
dissertations on the intricacies of his music ideology. His
favorite topics of dissertation are the synesthetic qualities of
music, and the existential properties inherent to all Pink Floyd
riffs. It is not uncommon for him to approach a BRAIN at random and
launch into a one-sided discussion about how he believes all music
is modeled after various fruit flavors. He will drill-down into
specific chord constructs and describe the tonal progression as a
journey in devouring an apple or savoring apeach. His descriptions
are wrought with little dance routines which help to maintain his
story-telling tempo. His long, flowing gray hair shines like the
mane of some overly manicured show-horse. His eyes make
uncomfortably long, skeptical contact when listening to anyone,
especially on his favorite topics:music and computer science. He
relishes confrontation and his constant, smug look screams ‘I’m
brilliant and you’re an idiot’ turning most inert and amicable
discussions into heated debates, especially when his prey happens
to be a loathsome MUSCLE.

Unable to hack it as a professional musician after graduating
from a fourth tier conservatory with a bachelors in music comp,
Deng committed all his energy to software. He happened upon some
extremely talented scientists in a chess tournament, who, allured
by his mercurial quirk, allowed Deng to ride their coattails,as a
jester no doubt, to the development of VigilantEye’s core
monitoring software. Now, as an officer of the company,he is more
of a mascot than anything, the tired figurehead of a royal family
who long ago outlived his welcome. He is still humored and
tolerated by the rest of the management team at VigilantEye because
he exists safely within the protective cover of his wife, staunch
ally, and malevolent humanoid, Jun.

Forged in the fires of China’s Cultural Revolution, Jun debuted
at age five as a child prodigy, capable of bona fide miracles on
the violin. In her tender years, she traveled as a court musician
of Mao Zedong playing sweet Bavarian melodies with precocious
fingers at his beckoning. Her God-given talents kept her and her
family out of the collective farms and well fed on politburo
portions. As her proletariat peers droppedlike flies during the
Great Leap Forward, Jun and her family rode high on bourgeoisie
talent otherwise despised by so much communist propaganda. Jun’s
flower was allowed to bloom under the auspices of Mao’s watchful
eye so long as he alone was the beneficiary of its beautiful scent.
By age fifteen she was colloquially known in power circles as Ms.
Wolfgang and her talent was oftentimes gifted to Khrushchev as a
token ‘thankyou’ for Herculean Soviet aid efforts.

Succumbing to pride and the allure of far-off riches, Jun’s
father stole his pawn from the bureaucrat’s game by winning
asylumin the US, and showcasing his daughter’s talent to wealthy
members of the aristocracy. Jun’s colorful past is reflected in her
commercial success today. Leveraging profits from her violin
performances, she teamed up with fellow ‘artist’ and budding
‘computer scientist’, Deng, in an effort to multiply her wealth and
stature. Charmed by his ease of manipulation and connection to
powerful scientific minds, Jun claimed Deng as her own and put
their future on the fast-track to business success.

At 4 feet 8 inches, 75lbs, Jun is a testament to the tenacity of
Napoleonites the world over. She wins and she conquers at whatever
cost necessary. ‘Ends justify all means’ sits engraved in a crude
block of iron on her desk, her named signed in extravagant swirls
as subtext, claiming the phrase.

After inserting herself into Deng’s life amid his brainy
compadres, she immediately began her power maneuvers, creating the
business wrapper for VigilantEye with herself legally hoisted on
top, overseeing the creation of the machine. She was responsible
for aggressive recruitment to acquire the necessary intellectual
elites responsible for leveraging VigilantEye’s patented software
monitoring technology to develop the Application User Behavior
(AUB) models. The high cost of adding these powerful minds required
heavy injections of capital beyond the capabilities of Jun’s purse.
Securing venture capital introduced more power-players and
decision-makers into the mix. The venture capitalists,
simultaneously pleased with and fearful of Jun’s domineering
disposition, tempered her reign by inserting seasoned software guru
Frank Goldman to helm the ship as CEO but allowed her to sit a
close second as operational lead.

While she may not be the first-ranking executive officer in the
company, she certainly is the most feared and, truly, the most
powerful. She plays a role in every decision, large or small, and
uses her ‘founder’ clout to guide and dictate the strategic
direction of the organization. Jun is the driving force behind the
‘BRAINs’ and ‘MUSCLEs’ concept at VigilantEye, which is
foundational for the company, and, closely parallels her worldview.
Her steadfast belief is in the power of the intellectually gifted
and thinks these powers should be fully exploited to realize the
material aspirations of the most worthy members of society. Her
favorite book, The Prince. Her favorite philosopher, post-Socratic
Plato.

Jun’s ultimate vision for VigilantEye (and ambition beyond mere
corporate success) is to reshape the structure of the world’s labor
force to fully maximize the brain cycles of the most capable while
minimizing the negative impact caused by inferior minds toying with
the corporate machinery. In her eyes, VigilantEye’s monitoring
software, and, more importantly, AUBs, provide the necessary tools
to reach this end by capturing, describingand elevating the
behaviors of the best in society. This vision is spoken like a
mantra inside the hallowed halls of VigilantEye,however, company
propaganda packages VigilantEye technology as a workforce
empowerment tool used to drive up shareholder value. The next
generation in business process management from the market’s sound
bite perspective.









  

    [image: FeedBooks]
 
 
    www.feedbooks.com

    Food for the mind


  


OPS/images/cover.png
o





OPS/images/logo-feedbooks.png
Eeedbomls





OPS/images/logo-feedbooks-tiny.png
E{;edbooﬂs





