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PROLOGUE
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On a daily basis, the Greek public sector's perpetual failure to do what's necessary is confirmed. From choosing the right personnel and training them to creating the right conditions for essential infrastructure projects and organizational reforms to be implemented.

The public sector grew to immense proportions in the '80s and transformed into a distinct entity with its own DNA and culture, a monster of flesh and blood that devours everything. Like the mythical Leviathan.

It is now above every government, even though it is managed by its members or by individuals appointed by it. A multi-party entity that every government tries to control, but in the end fails miserably. This failure leaves an enduring mark, devouring money, time, and occasionally human lives.

The 57 dead at Tempi railway accident were the human sacrifice to the Leviathan of the Greek public sector. As were the victims of the outdated road network. And more.

Within this framework, a young accountant, who began working in the private sector, saw his life collapse after 2015 and ended up working in a public Hospital of the National Health System of Greece (known as ESY) during the COVID-19 pandemic.

Along the way, he identified the public sector with the mythical monster, associating it with Thomas Hobbes' creation, where it symbolized the powerful and terrifying force of the State.

While he detested it, he was forced to join it. He diagnosed with his own eyes that it was an experiment of demagoguery and manipulation of power, which evolved into an uncontrollable beast that not even its creators can now tame.

And just as the Leviathan devours whatever comes into contact with it, it gradually began to swallow the young man as well, fatally pushing him into a desperate search for an escape route in his professional life, which coincided with a painful personal transition.

By a strange twist of fate, he will connect with his family's roots, whose contacts with the Jewish community of his place of origin will give him an unexpected escape route to the Middle East.

This is the story of Alexander Filippou, who, through his lifelong journey, battles his obsessions and passions to find his place in this world, to be happy, to love and be loved...
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CHAPTER 1: Great Expectations
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Alexander was born in Ano Patisia, a region of Athens, in 1984. He was the son of Haris Filippou, an administrative employee at the Athens Town Planning Office, and Ioanna Filippou, a kindergarten teacher. Alexander graduated from the School of Economics at the Athens University of Economics and Business and held a master's degree in Finance and Banking from the University of Piraeus.

His father was a unique man who chose not to take bribes, despite working in a corrupt department. Many of his colleagues accepted all kinds of kickbacks to facilitate procedures, such as issuing permits or providing priority service to specific builders and civil engineers.

Gradually, Mr. Haris began to resemble "Serpico," the incorruptible cinematic police officer portrayed by Al Pacino. His stubborn refusal to accept any gift, even a cup of coffee, provoked the sarcastic comments of some of his colleagues. However, many deeply respected him for his integrity and consistency.

As he grew up, Alexander could not ignore the wealth that some of his father's colleagues were accumulating. As a teenager, he had asked the following question: "How can they build entire apartment buildings, while we live in the small three-room apartment my parents bought with a loan from the Deposits and Loans Fund in the late '80s and have not yet paid off?"

Mr. Haris did not get into the process of accusing those who flaunted their illegally accumulated wealth. He simply pointed out to his son that whoever accepts gifts becomes a captive to the one who offers them. Sooner or later, he will be asked either to turn a blind eye to some irregularity or to provide some illegal facilitation. He did not even exclude the extreme scenario, where the irregularity borders on a criminal offense, that the employee could end up in prison, with all their illegal gains confiscated.

In the same way, Mr. Haris often repeated to Alexander that he should live his life with income derived from hard and honest work, not from shady transactions. This mindset became a deep experience for Alexander and determined his worldview.

Mr. Haris became ill with liver cancer in early 2007 and passed away in the middle of that summer. Because he was so well-liked, many friends and colleagues attended his funeral. The image of men his father's age, around 55, crying uncontrollably like small children for the loss of their friend and colleague, remained indelibly etched in Alexander's memory. That day he realized that in the end, a person is what he leaves behind. His father left behind qualities such as integrity and honesty, which would become the basis for Alexander's own reputation as a principled young man who had learned to work hard to get what he desired.

The Filippou family's bank accounts did not contain significant deposits. Their main assets were a ground-floor house in the area of Arta, where Mrs. Ioanna was from, the three-room apartment where the family lived in Patisia, and a two-room apartment that his parents had bought shortly after their retirement.

Alexander had no siblings. The people closest and dearest to him, besides his parents, were his two first cousins, Christos and Giannis Aggelakis. They were the sons of his mother's sister, Chara Aggelaki. Christos was a lawyer specializing in Commercial Law, while Giannis was a sales executive in export companies and would later even dare to establish his own company abroad. He also had two close friends, Giorgos Zisimopoulos and Theodoros Karageorgopoulos, who were civil engineers by profession.

After his father's death and taking into account his family's financial situation, Alexander realized he needed to relieve his mother of the daily burden of financially supporting him. After completing his master's degree in 2008, he began looking for work. This was the period just before the arrival of the troika and the signing of the first memoranda, with Greece on the verge of bankruptcy. The market was already showing the first signs of turmoil, and news from abroad was not encouraging following the collapse of the financial market in the US. Sectors like construction and banking had begun to decline, and the crisis was gradually spreading to the rest of the market.

Within about a year, Alexander changed two or three jobs—makeshift and without prospects. Around 2009, shortly after the parliamentary elections, he learned through his friend, Giorgos, that a confectionery company had published an advertisement for a junior accountant. The company was based near Piraeus and its owner was Mr. Ioannis Papadopoulos. The business was named "Ioannis Papadopoulos and Co. General Partnership" and its trade name was "Delicious."

At the interview, which was conducted in the presence of the company's founder and owner, Ioannis Papadopoulos, and his son, Haris, Alexander was particularly stressed due to his strong desire to be hired. Nevertheless, he showed that he was well-qualified, hardworking, and willing to start at a low level in order to find a job worthy of his studies over time. He immediately sensed that the company owner was treating him positively, unlike his son, who seemed much more reserved. During the interview, Mr. Giannis's easy questions were accompanied by indirect taunts and verbal traps from Haris.

After it was over, the businessman announced to Alexander that he would inform him the next day about the results, after the completion of the interview cycle for ten candidates.

It was midday when Alexander's phone rang. He had saved Mr. Papadopoulos's number, and as soon as he saw his name appear on his mobile screen, he jumped up from his desk, grabbed his phone, closed his room door, and put it on speaker.

-  Good evening, Mr. Papadopoulos.

-  Hello, my boy, how are you?

-  I'm great, thank you. And you?

-  From what I understand, you've saved my mobile number.

-  Of course! I was eager to hear your decision.

-  To not keep you in suspense, you're hired.

-  Really, Mr. Papadopoulos?

-  What do you think? Would I lie to you?

-  I'm sorry, that was a completely silly question.

-  It's okay. I understand both your anxiety and your enthusiasm. You start on Monday. The hours are from 8 a.m. to 4 p.m. If you work overtime, you'll be paid for it, of course. In the accounting department, we have a very experienced employee, with over thirty years of experience, Mr. Lefteris. He'll show you the ropes, and I believe you'll do well. You will report only to me. Haris deals exclusively with sales. If he bothers you about accounting matters, you will refer him to Mr. Lefteris. Understood?

-  Absolutely! Thank you very much for this opportunity!

-  I'll confide something in you. There were candidates with a lot of experience in the field, but due to the special market conditions, I couldn't afford them. However, I saw several positive qualities in you. You'll start with the basic salary, plus overtime. If things improve, I'll consider a raise, as well as a bonus at the end of the year. I have to admit that you were the candidate who showed the greatest desire to be hired, and you had one of the best resumes, with the exception of your limited work experience. All of the above did not go unnoticed. You reminded me of myself when I was starting out. I think everything will go well.

-  Thank you again! I am indebted to you.

-  Take care, young man. See you Monday morning.

Monday morning, 7:45. Alexander was already at the office. He met Mr. Lefteris Zografidis, a respectable, smiling, plump man, who seemed shy and a man of few words, but was very explanatory when it came to work. Immediately, Alexander understood that he would have a very good working relationship with him.

However, he was particularly concerned about the boss's son. Whenever he passed by the office, even months after his hiring, he still looked at him with a suspicious eye. Alexander tried to pay no attention and built trusting relationships with both Mr. Giannis and Mr. Lefteris.

Everything was going well until 2012. The Greek economy was well and truly in the eye of the storm, and the market turmoil forced Mr. Giannis to reduce staff. Business had shrunk, the company's financial results were disappointing, and layoffs were the only way forward.

With tears in their eyes, two warehouse employees and three out of a total of ten workers left. But the one who cried the most was Mr. Papadopoulos. With great pain, he was forced to make these layoffs, at a time when he was struggling to even cover their severance pay.

Of course, as the years had passed, the boss of "Delicious" could no longer make the trips he used to in the past to meet clients or suppliers. One morning in 2012, he called Alexander into his office. He asked him to also join the sales team. He promised him that he would have no involvement with Haris, as he had realized that his son was still bothered by Alexander's presence.

Haris had studied marketing at the Athens University of Economics and Business and, after completing his studies in Greece, attended a very famous and expensive university in England for postgraduate studies. However, he had a strong tendency towards megalomania and was outrageously vain. He believed he was better than everyone else, that his father had anachronistic ideas, and that if the company passed into his hands, it would gain new life. Moreover, he believed that the conservative management of situations was what had condemned "Delicious" to stagnation.

Because Alexander shared Mr. Papadopoulos's conservative approach, seeing the prevailing market conditions, Haris was enraged by his stance. So, when he learned that his father was going to assign Alexander a new role in the company, a fierce argument broke out between them, with their shouts being heard throughout the workshop.

-  Dad, are you serious? You're going to put this nobody in charge of representing our company? What does this little accountant know about sales?

-  Haris, can you talk better about the boy? He is honest and diligent. Essentially, he will work in accounting and also meet some clients. Don't you see that things have gotten difficult? I don't have the same energy anymore. You don't want to deal with small clients, or visit specific suppliers. So what are we going to do, only talk to them on the phone? We'll lose them!

-  Fine, fine, whatever you think. But you should know that your mentality is what has condemned the company. Small clients, small suppliers. Everything is small. Instead of making serious investments, growing, hitting bigger markets and opening one or two branches in Thessaloniki and Patras, we're just sitting around in misery. Crisis periods are periods of opportunity.

-  Haris, let me ask you something. Is there a money tree in the workshop yard and I don't know about it? Do you remember that I had to lay people off because we weren't making ends meet?

-  If you had grown, you would have hired more.

-  Okay, Haris, when you take over the company in about three years when I retire, make it a multinational. I wish you all the best and hope you succeed! I'll be proud! Until then, at least let me keep it alive.

-  As if you'll keep it alive with the way you manage it. I'll tell you the honest truth, with the knowledge and ideas I have, I'm doing you a favor by working here.

-  As you think, my boy. No one is forcing you to stay here. If you're going to insult me and the other employees because you think you're superior to everyone, you can stay at home and live off the money you already have from the properties I've signed over to you. Or go and become a manager in a multinational, so you don't waste your talents. No one is forcing you to come here and remind us how useless the rest of us are and how unique you are.

-  Dad, I'm doing this to help, because the company relies on me. You may not see it because you're stubborn, but at some point, you'll be grateful to me.

-  Until then, and because things are difficult, what I say goes.

-  What about Alexander?

-  Alexander never gives his opinion, he simply follows my orders to the letter. That was clear from the beginning. I don't understand why you see him as so competitive.

-  Because I can't stand guys like him. He's not even a good accountant. He'd be good for a shoe shiner.

-  Aren't you ashamed to talk like that? What can I say... Anyway, my decision is final. Alexander will help in accounting and will also see small clients, which are worth dealing with. You should know, they bring us the most profitability.

-  If you listened to me and we got into at least one supermarket, we would only work for them and we would no longer have any problems. The production line would be full and cash would flow freely.

-  I believe we have discussed this extensively. We've laid it all out and you saw that we can't handle a five-month credit with post-dated checks that supermarkets would give us.

-  Everything is possible, you just don't want to. Anyway, do what you think is best. When the time comes, I'll prove to you how big of a mistake you made.

In late 2012, Alexander's personal life was also going through a phase of significant developments. He had been a couple with Zoe Giannopoulou since 2006, around the time he lost his father. Zoe was his age, a blonde with brown eyes, a short bob, and a bit plump. She had a Nursing degree and worked occasionally as a private nurse. However, because she couldn't handle the profession of a private nurse due to the night shifts, she hoped that at some point she would manage to be appointed as a nurse in a public hospital.

At that time, despite the financial difficulties they were facing, with Alexander working at a company struggling to survive and Zoe working very few days, they made the big decision to get married. Alexander was very in love with her and felt happy. Zoe seemed to feel the same, though she was constantly complaining about various things, such as their professional future and the simple life they had to live with the little money Alexander earned from the workshop.

Years had passed, and Zoe insisted that they should try to have a child. Unfortunately, a fertility problem she faced made the situation quite difficult, forcing them to turn to in vitro fertilization.

Alexander could see that the problem was psychologically wearing her down and felt it was his obligation to share this burden. So, when relatives and friends persistently asked, he would tell them that they both had a fertility problem, which was, of course, not true.

He had saved a few thousand euros from his father's inheritance and some money he had saved before the wedding. By 2015, they had undergone two IVF attempts, both unsuccessful. After the second failure, a gap began to form between the young couple. She wanted to sleep alone in bed, and he was forced to end up on the sofa.

During the same period, after the January 2015 elections, hope had come to the country's political life, but not to "Delicious." The company was once again facing significant financial problems, which led to adverse developments. Alexander was constantly on the road to collect debts from customers, while suppliers were now demanding prepayments and would not provide raw materials to the company unless each invoice was paid in advance. In this difficult situation for Mr. Giannis, further layoffs were the only way forward, which automatically reduced the company's production capabilities.

Without access to banks, he was forced to take out a loan from a friend of €100,000, with an interest rate of 15% and a ten-year repayment plan. It seemed like a good temporary solution, but after just two years, it was obvious that "Delicious" would not be able to meet this obligation. Alexander continued to work tirelessly, trying to attract new customers and keep existing ones satisfied, despite the delivery problems. He worked at least 12-13 hours a day.

Mr. Giannis barely managed to cover his employees' payroll, while it was impossible to give any raises. This was one of the reasons that constantly caused Zoe's outbursts against Alexander. On the one hand, Alexander had not managed to find a better job, and on the other hand, he did not want to abandon his boss in difficult times, despite the fact that he had never received a raise since he was hired by the company. He felt it was his duty to support him, considering that he had offered him an opportunity that very few others would have given him during a crisis.

Besides Zoe, the other complainer was Haris, who continued to pressure his father with his ideas for expansions and openings to large clients.

The prevailing atmosphere began to further worsen Alexander's relationship with Zoe. They had already reached three IVF attempts, Alexander's savings had been depleted, and Zoe insisted on a fourth attempt, but without showing any willingness to work consistently as a private nurse. Notices for hiring nurses in public hospitals were not being published. Beyond the crisis in the couple's personal life, their professional life was also at a standstill.

Seeing the worst approaching and in his despair, Alexander decided to apply for an announcement for administrative staff in NHS Hospitals of Greece, which was published in mid-2017, with lower qualifications than he possessed. His mother had been pressuring him for some time to find an alternative plan, as she feared he would soon be unemployed, while she had noticed Zoe's continuous pressure to increase their household's disposable income.

Of course, Mrs. Ioanna could not ignore the fact that her daughter-in-law was constantly demanding but essentially not contributing to the family burdens. Although she was patiently silent in front of her, she obviously could not ignore her, at times, excessive demands, which were increasingly burdening her son psychologically.

Unfortunately, instead of the situation improving, it was constantly getting worse...
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CHAPTER 2: Sudden Death
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We are now at the beginning of 2018. It has been almost two years since Mr. Giannis took out the loan from his friend. He hasn't managed to pay off even 20% of the capital, let alone the interest. Inevitably, after losing some clients because he couldn't serve them, and a major malfunction in a company machine, he was forced to borrow again. Again from the same friend, as the banks had closed the taps on his business. This time, he borrowed €30,000, again with a 15% interest rate, and in exchange, he gave away a stake in the company, which would now become a limited partnership.

Unable to cope with the payroll costs again, Mr. Giannis had to choose between keeping Mr. Lefteris, who was due to retire in two years, and Alexander. Unfortunately, it was a luxury to pay a second employee in the accounting department, even though Alexander also did the work of a salesman.

For two days, the businessman did not go to work. He stayed at home, deeply concerned about his next move. He didn't dare to fire Mr. Lefteris, knowing that he would be unemployed until his retirement and that he desperately needed the job, as he was paying a long-term mortgage. Additionally, if he fired him, he would have to pay him a severance package of around €45,000, which the company obviously did not have. Therefore, the only solution was to fire Alexander and give him the meager €5,000 severance pay he was entitled to, in three installments.

So, one Friday, at the end of February 2018, Mr. Giannis called Alexander into his office. Alexander noticed from the start that his boss was pale... as if he had seen a ghost...

-  Mr. Papadopoulos, you don't look well.

-  I'm not, my boy, because I have to do something very bad, something that's beyond my power.

-  I understand.

-  What do you understand?

-  You have to fire me.

As soon as he heard those words, the businessman froze. Alexander left his seat, went to his side, knelt down, and placed his left hand on his right shoulder. He begged him to look at him. Tears had flooded Mr. Giannis's eyes and he had his head in his hands, hunched over his knees.

Delirious and apologizing for his choice, the businessman said: "Forgive me, my boy. Hiring you at my company was your condemnation. I didn't offer you anything, only bitterness and exploitation. I believed things would improve, but I was wrong. I'm ruined. Damn the capital controls, damn the loans I took out, damn my need, damn the whole universe. I can't believe what happened. I was always a family man. The world turned upside down. We got to the point where we celebrated because we wanted to self-destruct. All the naive people came out and jumped like goats in Syntagma, because Prime Minister Alexis Tsipras would make the great revolution and get us out of the eurozone. With what money, dammit? I once had four months of credit from my suppliers in Greece and abroad. I got to the point where I couldn't buy anything as a raw material unless I paid them everything in advance. I was taking checks from clients I had worked with for years and knew they would be paid. And they ended up, after 2015, being bounced one after another. I have them in the safe, lost money, mine and yours. And you know what's the worst part of it all? I couldn't even curse them, because they were also good family men like me, who were ruined. We curse the time and the moment when the Left, with which we grew up and were nurtured, made us poor and penniless. And I, instead of being the good boss who provides for his employees, ended up being the jerk who fires them."

Alexander, being a man with developed empathy even in moments of great tension, seemed to fully understand the reasons for his dismissal: "Boss, it's not your fault. We fell on dark days. Lost years of our lives, ruined dreams, countless hours of work thrown in the trash. I can't bring myself to blame you. When you hired me, no one else would hire me. I started in accounting, then you put me in sales. I saw how the market works, a priceless experience that others would pay for. And you paid me, as much as you could. I don't want you to be upset. And I promise you that everyone who left doesn't speak ill of you. For me, it was the first time I held money in my hands. I'm grateful to you."

Despite the comforting words he heard, Mr. Giannis could not calm down.

-  Alexander, the more you talk, the worse I feel. How will you live? Does your wife work? I can't even give you the full severance pay.

-  Boss, don't bring up my wife, because we're not on the best of terms. It's better that I'm away from home so many hours, so I don't have to be there. We're constantly fighting.

-  Why, my boy?

-  I guess I'm not fulfilling her expectations. We haven't had a child, we don't have the money we'd like, she can't find a job. In general, everything's our fault.

-  What can I say... It's a shame... And yet, you seem so in love.

-  It's a façade. Things are not good at all.

-  I feel even worse, because I'm going to cause you more problems.

-  I have to confide something in you. There's something else. I probably won't be left on the street...

-  Did you find another job? I hope so, my boy, I hope so!

-  Not exactly. I submitted an application last year, at Easter of 2017, when I almost got killed in that car crash outside Amfilochia, in the pile-up. Remember?

-  You're bringing back memories... I was so upset then...

-  An announcement for administrative staff at the Hospitals was published. It didn't require anything special, just a high school diploma. I also had a few extra points thanks to my work experience here. So, I'll probably be appointed as an administrative employee at the General Hospital of Athens "Saint Nektarios".

-  Alexander, that's excellent news! You can't imagine how happy you've made me! When do you start?

-  I spoke with the head of the department. I can't say we fully understood each other. In short, they'll try to absorb me by the beginning of autumn.

-  So, you'll go on unemployment benefits from the Manpower Employment Organization, and you'll get the severance pay from me in two or three installments. So, you'll be able to make it until then. Thank God! And I hope your wife finds a job too.

-  Don't count on that, Mr. Giannis. Now, especially after the third IVF, and with me out of money, she's not in a state to look for a job. No matter how much I support her psychologically, no matter what I do, nothing is enough.

-  My boy, it's difficult for a woman not to be able to have a child.

-  Boss, I know. But what's my fault? I've done everything, whatever she asked for, I did. Can you keep a secret?

-  Of course!

-  Remember I told you that we both have a fertility problem?

-  Yes, it happens often to couples now. It's nothing you should feel inferior about.

-  I obviously don't feel inferior. I don't have a problem. I just say it tactfully, so she doesn't feel bad when close people ask her persistent questions about what went wrong. Although I had warned her not to tell anyone any details, because she would get upset... It's a vicious cycle! The height of indiscretion!

-  She's very lucky, because you really love her. Look, I think if you calm down and things get a little better, you stay home a little more since you won't be working, and she gets hired at some point, you'll find your footing. Maybe the next IVF will go better and you'll have a baby, to find some peace.

-  Boss, I have to confide something else in you.

-  Don't tell me you're having an extramarital affair! I'll go crazy!

-  No, no, I would never do something like that. I'm not that type. But now, with the way she treats me, I can't stand it. The gap between us is huge, we have both changed so much. I thought she was more dynamic, that she would fight for things, that she would help more around the house, that we would share the burdens. I never made an agreement to take everything on my shoulders. I didn't want a woman who takes no initiative. I understand that the IVF treatments were not easy, but she has to work at some point. So, I can't say she's the woman I met years ago. Nor is she the woman I married anymore.

-  Don't let me hear you say such things. You're upsetting me. My wife and I also changed over time. We evolved. But we never stopped loving each other.

-  Boss, things aren't good. She has threatened me with divorce. In a fit of anger, yes, but she's already done it twice. When a woman starts talking about divorce, she's probably thinking about it.

-  Things will get better. You'll see. Of course, I'm thinking about what you went through here and I'm upset that I caused you so many problems. I feel like I also have a share of the responsibility for the worsening of the situation with your wife.

-  You're not the problem, nor are the hours I worked. The problem is that we've changed a lot. I saw how the world works and I evolved. She closed herself off and became obsessed. And to tell you the honest truth, I've started to believe that the child is now an end in itself for her. She doesn't want to have a child with the man of her life to complete our happiness. She just wants a child. If she really loved me, she wouldn't make my life difficult, or threaten me with divorce over every little thing. Other couples haven't managed to have children, and they either adopted or were content to remain childless. They don't threaten each other with divorce. Let's not lie to ourselves, things have not taken a good turn. And please, keep this between us, because I haven't even told my mother, so I don't upset her.

-  Don't worry.

-  You also did a good deed today.

-  What good deed did I do by firing you? Are you trying to drive me crazy?

-  For one, you kept Lefteris working, who needs two more years to retire. And secondly, you'll make Haris extremely happy, as he'll get rid of me.

-  Please, don't remind me of Haris's obsessions and his whining. I don't think he hates you, but you have diametrically opposite views and philosophies.

-  Boss, there's no need to lie to each other. Haris didn't want to see me from day one. That's his right, no problem. But you know what I want? I want you to file for retirement and give him the company. I'll bet you he'll blow it up. I just hope poor Lefteris manages to get the last stamps he needs. As for the other five workers you have left and your secretary, may God help them.

-  What can I say? How did I manage to mess things up so badly?

-  Boss, it's not your fault. We wanted to take the ship and throw it on the rocks. We may have gotten away with it in general, but there were collateral losses. Some of them were us. Didn't we want the "First Time Left" and a brave negotiation? I feel like an idiot for voting for that moron.

-  Forget about that. What matters is that you'll find your way. For me, you will always be the most hardworking, the most respectful, the most loyal, the most supportive colleague! Always by my side in difficult times! You were spitting blood so I could stand on my own two feet! I will never forget that...

The two men hugged. For Mr. Giannis, it was as if he had lost a son that day. For Alexander, it was as if he was losing his father for the second time.

Of course, the pleasant atmosphere was ruined when Haris burst into the office. He had overheard the end of the conversation and, with a sarcastic tone, addressed only his father, pointedly ignoring Alexander.

-  What's wrong? Why are you crying? Did someone die? May he rest in peace...

-  Haris, I just announced to Alexander that, unfortunately, our collaboration will not continue, and I thanked him warmly for his contribution to the company.

-  No way, Dad! Did something that bad happen to us? How will we endure such a blow of fate?

-  Haris, cut it out. Show some due politeness and say goodbye to this man, as he deserves.

-  I'm saying goodbye to him exactly as he deserves. He was a burden that I will now be rid of.

-  Go to hell! You rude, incompetent fool! Are you even my son? You should be ashamed! We had an employee who worked 13 hours a day for a basic salary, who gave his soul to the company, and you have the audacity to say goodbye to him in this way. You're despicable!!!

Alexander, seeing that the situation between father and son was starting to get out of control, took the floor and addressed the two men: "Boss, please, don't get worked up. Haris, it was a great pleasure working with you. I wish you all the best. And since the rest of us were incompetent and made so many mistakes, I wholeheartedly wish you all the best when you take over the business. May you make it soar and turn it into what you desire. Big, powerful, with many branches, a rich clientele, a presence in major supermarkets, with exports, if possible, and all the rest."

Haris decided to answer him, and surprisingly, he seemed satisfied with what had been said: "Thank you very much, Alexander. As I said before, I wish you all the best too. For me, things will definitely have a magnificent outcome."

After this brief conversation, Alexander said goodbye to the other colleagues and sincerely wished Mr. Lefteris that he would manage to get his pension without any trouble. Then, he got in his car and returned home.

On the way, he remembered everything he had experienced during his years at "Delicious." It was almost his entire adult life. He had learned so much, but at the same time, he had experienced so many difficulties. The hardships had become valuable lessons and would accompany him forever. Along with the knowledge he gained in accounting from Mr. Lefteris, the road had been his best teacher in sales. These teachings would accompany him throughout his life.

He inevitably wondered how he would use these skills in the public sector. At the same time, having indirectly seen, through his parents, the times when the system grew and reached the height of arbitrariness, he wondered what the future held for him in an organization that, according to rumors, was corrupt.
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