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The Good Ole Boy Network 

Our office brimmed with excitement. The sound was like a low roar with constant dialogue, similar to an audience at a high school basketball game who were just as interested in conversation as they were in paying attention to the game, playing out in front of them. 

Evan strolled up to me. He was my team leader and had spent the first hours in my fifth day helping me transition “to the phone.” As I touched the headset Evan handed me, its cold plastic earpieces felt like the spout on the top of a water bottle. 


“Kid, you are getting it. Let’s fire off five more cold calls, and then we’ll let you take care of some office work, go to your meeting and call in a day.” Evan’s approach to helping me was more of an act of annoyance than of interest, but I did not mind being a bother for him. It did not worry me that he had me pegged to fail. The looming sense of letdown drove me to work harder with a renewed sense of purpose on every hang up from every company I phoned. I simply tried to mimic what he said, and so far, it had worked. I was beginning to feel like I was getting the hang of my job duties. 


Evan stood up to grab a soda. He offered to buy me one and then unequivocally stated, “You are in for a big surprise tonight kid. You are going to be shocked when you figure out who they let run this place.” His tone caught me off guard, but I was glad to catch a breather from trying to mimic his intensity. 
I looked around at my co-workers- they were all young adults. Only some of them were working. Most of them were busy surfing the internet, finalizing weekend plans, and trying to make it to 5:00pm. As I turned towards my new co-worker Rebecca, she had her head buried into her cubicle, pretending to work hard and working hard to pretend she was busy. 
    
“So are you excited for the big dinner tonight?” I asked her. I smiled as I said it, since everything I said to my team came with a smile because I was new and I did all that I could at every moment to make a good impression. 

“Yeah, I’m going with Alex,” she whispered. “Do you remember what time it was again?” As she said it, I knew she was developing a fanning interest in me, so I answered quickly,
“We leave at 5:30, I think? Yeah. 5:30. I know Evan said we didn’t have to really leave till 6:00, but before, I think, some people are getting drinks so, I guess…” 

“Cool. So how do you like it so far? Busy second-week huh,” she barely looked up. Her interruption was fine by me, because as I have already overstated, I was new.
“Yeah, it’s cool. I will be glad to get more on the phones to start selling for real. I need, I mean I can’t wait to get that first check- It’s not really that tough, but it is a lot of dials.” I felt marginalized by all of this small talk. I tried my best to avoid the distraction around the office. Having money felt like a new quest for me that suddenly mattered. Small talk felt useless and decorative. Plato would have been proud that my office chitchat was nothing more than a silly ornamentation on our true aim and purpose to work and make money.
“Yeah tell me about it,” she said, not really interested in what I actually thought. “Well, this dinner thing is nice. A lobster dinner; you came in at the right time.” All of a sudden, she did not seem so busy anymore. Looking over to Evan’s cube, we both noticed he was gone and nowhere in sight. Her tone changed and her tone sounded feminine, boisterous and loud. “Yeah, it’s Evan’s first real big team event. And I know a lobster dinner for the fifteen of us has to be expensive. Then again, Evan’s making Hunter pay for it. I know it.”  
Hunter was Evan’s boss. Hunter was tough. I perceived, in the first few times we had spoken, that he was very strong and very manly.
Before I could leave, Rebecca turned to me; her chair turned fully towards me, and said, “I think Ray might be leaving. He seems all pissed off today.” 
I remarked, “Well that would be a shame. He’s been here from the start, right?” The company was only two years old.  While I felt novel, the company being new as well quickly helped address any insecurity I could have. It also did not bother me that Ray was leaving. I was quick to judge, even though I knew nothing more about him other than, on his desk, in his cube, sat a bright red and yellow copy of who moved my cheese. This, for anyone who has read it knows, if you find inspiration in that text, maybe you should pat yourself on the back for making it this far into this story. “Yeah, I saw him reading who moved my cheese.” I remarked confidently, feeling confident in my detective abilities.
“Yeah I kinda wanna read that now. He says it’s really good and inspirational and stuff.” I was surprised at her response. I guess I hoped she would be more into “smarter stuff.” 

“Well, I’d love to talk more but I have to go to Hunter’s meeting for the new guys at 2:30” It was 2:05. The chitchat had truly become a distraction.

“Cool, nice talking to you. We’ll see you tonight.” While Rebecca was very physically attractive, it was in that moment that I came to a judgment that I would not relay on her for substantive advice.

I walked over to my cube, starred at my computer for twenty minutes and surfed the web. I thought a lot about money. I compared, what I figured I would earn on the job, to information I found on the web in relation to the national average of household income. $50000 seemed like quite a bit of money. 


When I made it to the conference room, Hunter was already there. “Hey kid, help me set this up.” 
I meekly responded, “Ok, sure.” Hunter was getting up a dry erase board, most likely to grill us on out advertising knowledge and increase our “business acumen” as he often liked to say. 

Hunter was a young guy, in his early thirties who had bright blonde hair, wore wire-rimmed glasses and wore thick clothing to cover up his baby-fat physique. He spoke with a booming voice and with a strong sense of confidence. Every word he said sounded so LOUD and STRONG. He could have sold me anything. I wanted to mimic his every move.
       During the meeting, I sat and listened and hung on all of Hunter’s words like it was a piece of magic I had to understand to pass at Hogwarts. Hunter knew all the secrets, and he was telling them to me and only me.
He ended the meeting with a simple recap of our employment mission there, “I want to make your life hard in here, so outside of work you can live a better, more fulfilling life. That is all I can hope for each of you, to work hard in here to make your lives better out there. (Later in my career, Hunter would tell me that he had aspirations of being an author but that his only true strength was that of a motivational speaker. He felt writing was just like talking anyway.) 
After the meeting, I went back to my desk, made fifty cold calls, added some names to my new master excel spreadsheet and waited in patient anxiety for dinner. I surfed the web some more, and I came across salary.com. Again, I checked out some information on the average household income in the United States of $50,203. I felt I could do better.
Rebecca offered me a ride later that day and we drove her white Geo Prism to the lobster house. When we arrived, I sat in between Hunter and Evan. They were already in the middle of conversation, “Well H, recommend a restaurant for him.” 

Hunter threw his hands up in the air and shouted in a feminine, shrill and boisterous voice that I had never heard before, “I thought you’d never ask. Jim likes Charlie Trotters and I like Sola. Ohhh, I remember one time Jim and I took his mother to Charlie Trotters…. Chaos! …Ughhhhhh…what a NIGHTMARE! His mother has been a pain-in my you know what sine you know when.” My jaw dropped. Hunter had turned into a character from the TV show Will and Grace. He sounded more like Rebecca than like Hunter.
Evan seemed to want to bait him and pressed him more, pointing at me Evan said, “So, H, are you going to help this kid dress better
. I mean look at him, he dresses like a bum.”

“Oh my God, Evan, leave him alone! He’s fine. He is going to be one of your better salespeople… your are such a jerk.” Aristotle would have been proud; Hunter was able to imitate a “gay voice” I still had only heard on TV but never in person.
The restaurant smelled like seafood and butter. I felt better when the lobster finally came because it looked so warm and delicious. The garlic biscuits that melted in our mouths were long gone. The bottles of wine Hunter had bought for us had disappeared as well. (I had switched to beer.) Hunter rambled on more about his dislike of Jim’s mother. We all got drunk on the unlimited vodka drinks we were supplied, post-wine. His Mimetic, feminine voice was new to me, as was Evan’s bigotry.  I was still digesting it when Evan turned to me, to make a comment I will never forget, “Hunter’s gay you know?” 

“Yeah, yeah, I replied.” 

“Don’t get that too much up in Northern Wisconsin do you?” 

“Nope,” I replied. “It doesn’t bother me. He’s the boss and that’s all that matters to me. He could tell me to fold garbage and I would, as long as I made money.”
“Smart kid, real smart,” Evan replied.  “H is right. You’re picking up things quickly.”
At around 9:30, the alcohol-fueled party stared to pick up speed. Nevertheless, Hunter left first. He did not seem to care if we stayed, but it was obvious he had been in the situation before and knew better than we did. We all seemed to follow his cue and slowly, I was offered a ride home from Evan and accepted.
On the drive home, Evan turned to me numerous times and said, “Kid, I think Hunter likes you. You two could have the gays together.” I thought that was just stupid. I wish I could have recorded it. His idiocy was extraordinary.



The next morning I got into work on time. It was great around the office on Friday; everyone was in a collective good mood. We all were allowed to wear jeans. I tried my best to wear my nicest jeans and I think Rebecca appreciated them. As I was standing by her cube, asking her if she had any big weekend plans, Hunter came by to drop off some payroll information on Evan’s desk. Evan was gone and he asked us where he was, in his Hunter work voice, “Guys, any idea where Evan is?” The words boomed through our team’s aisle. 

“Nope boss. He was just here though,” I tried to mimic his voice. I thought it was getting better.

Hunter nodded approvingly, looked to make sure I was being honest with him and said “Get back to work kid.”  It was in that moment I knew I was liked. And it felt good. I had a new teacher. He was an instructor with power and I was drawn to that supremacy.
Like Plato, and like his student Aristotle, I was in the same pursuit of absolute truth in regards to my place in the world. But unlike Plato and Aristotle,  I knew, absolutely, that Hunter was my boss and I did not care if  he was gay or straight, pink or blue or a Sophist or a Peripatetic; he was in the new good ole boy network and I wanted to be in that network as well. I looked forward daily to his instruction.
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