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Chapter 1

Hotshot
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Deep inside the Alpha Space Company Building in the outskirts of New South Wales, Australia  a light brown skinned man with well groomed hair and clean shaven face intently looks at the big monitor screens in front of him. He smiled as the unmanned rocket ship which was launched successfully made it off the ground. In just a few minutes, the rocket ship was already heading out of earth and into space.

“It’s a nice day, Harris. We’ve managed another successful rocket launch,” he said as he tapped the shoulder of a white skinned man looking at the big monitor screens.

Harris smiled at the light brown skinned man, “It’s because of you, Anjin. You’re the silent man behind the success of these launches. Without you, I don’t think we’ll be as successful keeping up with our flight schedules.”

“You’re making my head swell, Harris,” said Anjin, “you know it’s a team effort Without everyone’s contribution and dedication, all these launches would have been problematic.” 

Harris smiled, “That’s what I like about you, Anjin. You’re too modest.”

He suddenly frowned, “Have you considered all the offers you’re getting from other companies?  You’re a hot commodity man. Your people are well sought after in many technical companies here in Australia.”

“I’m not a Sindiran, Harris,” said Anjin, “I’m an Australian.”

Harris’s face was flushed, “I didn’t mean it that way. What I meant is that the country you came from graduates a lot of smart engineers.”

Anjin smiled, “I came here in Australia when I was still a kid. I graduated from an Australian University, Harris.”

Harris scratched his head, “Okay, it’s just that when I see a non-white person I get confused whether or not they’re full-bloodied Australians or not.”

“Got you, Harris,” said Anjin as he laughed, “don’t worry, most people get confused either. You’re not the first one who thinks I’m here because I have a work visa.”

“Don’t you get pissed off?”, asked Harris. 

Anjin sighed, “Every now and then I get pissed off, but that’s life. There would be good and bad people.”

Harris smiled, “But seriously, Anjin. You should start considering the offers being thrown at your lap. You can get a better deal elsewhere. You’re not getting any younger and you better start thinking about your future.”

“But I’m happy here, I have a good job that pays well,” said Anjin, “I’m used to the job already. I don’t have to get stressed up learning things over and over again.”

Harris sighed, “You can be the next Elon Musk or the new head of Google or Microsoft in America. You’re too talented for your job.”

“We’ve been over this, Harris. I love space. If I can become an astronaut, I would have jumped on the chance. This is the next best thing, running the launch of the rockets which carries the satellites. Unless I get the chance to run my own space program, I’m staying put.”

Harris laughed, “Being an astronaut is one thing, but being able to run your own space program is another thing. You’re not gonna get a job like that.”

“Look whose talking now,” said Anjin, “a minute ago you wanted me to aim for a better job. Now that I said it, you say I shouldn’t do it.”

“It’s not that I say you shouldn’t do it,” said Harris, “but there are just too few companies and organizations involved in space exploration. There’s not many jobs around.”

Anjin laughed, “That’s why I’m staying put and you should be too Harris. Life is not all about money, Harris.”

“I don’t know Anjin,” said Harris, “if I were you, I’d pick any job that pays me higher no matter what it is.”

Anjin smiled as he looked at his e-mails in his computer, “Okay, Harris. You can go back to work now. Stop corrupting my mind.”

He begins to scan his e-mail inbox to see if there was any important e-mail he should read. 

He saw an e-mail titled: “One In A Million Chance Of A Lifetime.” 

He smiled as he clicked on the e-mail, ”Must be a spam e-mail or something.”

He sighed as he read the message and then patted Harris who was also busy working on his computer, “Harris, look at this.”

Harris looked and read the e-mail meant for Anjin, “Well, I’ll be. This is important Anjin. Someone’s actually offering you to head their space program.”

Anjin sighed, “This offer is from Sindira. The country I came from. One of the country’s billionaires is trying to copy Elon Musk and is trying to create his own space program.”

Harris smiled as he patted Anjin in the shoulder, “This is your chance Anjin. You’ve always wanted to head your own space program, now’s your opportunity.” 

“I don’t know, Harris,” said Anjin, “I’m perfectly happy here in Australia. I don’t want to relocate back to my old country anymore.”

Harris scratched his head, “I’m from Germany myself and from time to time I do miss Germany. Don’t you want to see your old country again, Anjin?”

Anjin laughed, “I don’t even speak well the local language. I don’t know if I’ll adapt back to my old country.”

Harris became serious, “You’ve really forgotten about your old country? You’ve got no more memories?”

“Of course I do,” said Anjin, “I remember my young days as a child growing up in Sindira. I’ve got good memories.”

“Then why don’t you come back? You’ll probably live there like a king. Plus, you’ll get your dream job of heading a space program,” said Harris.

Anjin blinked his eyes as he read the e-mail, “I don’t know Harris. This is such a big move for me. I’ll have to speak with my family. I’m sure my mother would be delighted to go back to Sindira. I don’t know about my father and sister.”

Harris smiled, “Is there an opening there for an assistant of yours? I’d like to apply.”

Anjin laughed, “Sorry there’s none, Harris. And even if there’s one, I won’t hire you. You’ll probably leave as soon as you get a better offer.”

“I won’t if you’re my boss, Anjin,” said Harris as he laughed, “I know you’ll be a good boss.”

“It sure’s good to be the boss,” said Anjin, “if I head Sindira’s space program, I may be able to put Sindira on the map.”

Harris touched his chin with his fingers, “This Sindiran billionaire. You know anything about him?”

Anjin smiled, “The billionaire is Rahul Warat. He made his fortune in real estate and manufacturing. Lately he has been investing in high technology ventures.”

“So just your regular run of the mill billionaire who also wants to be in hi-tech,” said Harris, “we’re more intelligent than these billionaires Anjin, why aren’t we billionaires ourselves?”

“That’s because we’re smart only in science and not in business or making money,” said Anjin as he laughed, “there’s a whole lot of difference between book smart and money smart.”

Harris sighed, “I wished I was money smart instead of book smart.”

“But you could be,” said Anjin, “many of the CEOs in technology today were book smarts before they became money smart.”

“Maybe I could learn from whose this billionaire again?”, asked Harris.

Anjin smiled, “His name is Rahul Warat.”

Thousands of miles away in Sindira’s capital city, A man swims in a swimming pool on top of his three floors mansion. A glass door opened not far from the swimming and out came a politician escorted by the maidservant.

The man swimming in the pool alighted from the swimming pool and wiped himself with a towel.

He sipped a cold fruit juice from the ornate metal table near the pool and sat on the ornate metal chair next to the ornate metal table. The politician sat at the opposite metal chair next to the man who previously swam in the swimming pool.

The politician sighed at the man who was seated opposite to him who was sipping fruit juice, “You’re lucky, Rahul. You don’t need to deal with the daily problems of the people. My hair is growing white already just serving the needs of my constituents.”

Rahul laughed, “That’s why I didn’t to become a politician, Bahir. If I’d become a politician, I would lose all my money just trying to help my poor constituents.”

“But you’re a money genius, Rahul. Think of what you could have done to make money for your constituents,” said Bahir.

“I’m a principled man, Bahir” said Rahul as he sighed, “I speak what’s in my mind no matter who gets hurt. I’m no good as a politician. I’m not a people pleaser.”

Bahir’s face reddened, “I’m not a people pleaser, Rahul. I’m a principled man as well, but I cooperate instead of fight people.”

Rahul sighed, “Okay, let’s change the subject, Bahir. Why have you come?”

Bahir smiled, “See these documents? These are the confirmation that your space program project has been approved by the government.”

Rahul took the papers from Bahir and read them. As he scanned the pages of each document, his smile became bigger and bigger. 

He looked at Bahir and tapped his shoulder, “I knew I can depend on you. For a minute there I thought my space program won’t get approved.”

Bahir smiled, “Many were hesitant at first, but when it was cleared out that all the capital would come from private investors, they gave the ‘go’ signal.”

Rahul laughed, “Where they concerned of the money because they thought that their own project’s budget would be affected?”

Bahir sighed, “You know how is it with politicians, they need to take care of their own constituents first before anyone else.”

“I can’t blame them,” said Rahul, “after all, their constituents are the ones that elect them.”

Bahir smiled, “Just like you, Rahul. You also need to take care of your customers or they won’t buy your products.”

Both men laughed.

Rahul sipped his fruit juice and then smiled at Bahir, “That’s right, Bahir. Everyone has their own customers to please.”

Bahir cleared his throat, “By the way, Rahul. This Australian-Sindiran you’re getting, is he up to the job? Can he make us as successful as Elon Musk?”

“I’m positive,” said Rahul, “i’ve personally checked thousands of candidates worldwide and he fits the bill. He’s the most successful Sindiran in Australia’s space program.”

“You think he’ll accept the job,” asked Bahir, “he may be reluctant to go back here in this country? He’s already successful in Australia.”

“And why not, Bahir? Who wouldn’t want to go back to his home country a successful and rich man?”, asked Rahul.

Bahir sighed, “He may have acquired a taste for Australia. I know of a lot of Sindirans whose only dream is to become an Australian or go to some first world country.” 

“I know what you mean, Bahir,” said Rahul, “there are many people not just Sindirans who think that the ticket to a good life is going to a first world country. They don’t know that they can find success even though they are not in a first world country.”

“That’s just you speaking Rahul,” said Bahir, “I think Sindira cannot be a better country than Australia or some other first world country. Look at how poor this country is.”

“I too immigrated to America when I was young,” said Rahul as he smiled, “I opened a restaurant there and got nowhere. While I was there, I met a lot of people who were basically just trying to get by or are homeless. It’s just like here in Sindira.”

“Don’t tell me that given the chance you won’t like to go to America or some other first world country,” said Bahir, “I myself would rather be an American rather than a Sindiran. I and my family always go to America for vacations.”

Rahul smiled, “I do too. But being a tourist in a country is so much different from actually living in there.”

“But you’ve got to admit that America is so much more beautifuler than Sindira,” said Bahir.

“That’s because you’ve only been to the big beautiful cities,” said Rahul, “all you see are the beautiful places and not the ugly places. Even America has something to hide.”

Bahir smiled, “How do you know so much about America, Rahul?”

“We are taught English here in our schools in Sindira,” said Rahul as he laughed, “our television and movies are full of American shows, our youths are obsessed with American social media platforms, our major businesses are run by American software. We are greatly influenced by American culture, Bahir, whether you like it or not.”

Bahir smiled, “And this Sindiran-Australian you want for the job, you think he is good enough just because he is an Australian?”

“I didn’t hire him because he’s an Sindiran-Australian,” said Rahul, “I want to hire him because I want our people to be proud that a Sindiran is heading our space program and not a foreigner.”

Bahir sighed, “But he’s an Australian, he’s not even a double citizen. If this man you wanted to hire has even the remotest interest or love of Sindira, he should have at least tried to become a Sindiran again even though he is already an Australian.”

“That’s what I’m aiming to do,” said Rahul, “I want this man to love Sindira again. I want him to be instrumental in the development of Sindira and not Australia. I want to make Sindira great!”

Bahir laughed, “It says here in our information about him that he hasn’t visited Sindira for close to fifteen years. I don’t think he has any plans of going back here or of even staying.”

“Once he sees how Sindira has progressed, he might change his mind,” said Rahul, “our standards of living in some places are comparable already to those of first world countries.”

He pointed at his maidservant, “I’ll give him a mansion and maidservants. Only the very rich could afford maidservants in first world countries.”

Bahir touched his chin with his fingers, “You’re right. Even if you just match his salary in Australia, in Sindira he would already be a millionaire.”

He smiled, “You’re right, there have been foreigners who are going here so they can work and enjoy the benefits of the exchange rates.”

Rahul smiled, “And why not? Why be an ordinary person in a first world country when you can be a rich celebrity in a developing country like ours.”

Bahir smiled, “I know of famous actors and actresses who migrated to first world countries in the hope of a much better life and just became bank tellers, sales clerks and taxi drivers.”

“These people eventually came back to our own country and they become rich celebrities once again,” said Rahul as he laughed, “shows you that sometimes you don’t know where your fortune lies.”
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