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Agree or forget? 

It was a warm November day, after yesterday's strong wind, there were a lot of 
leaves and the street cleaners were actively working all morning, and especially 
in the park. The bright blue sky contrasted fabulously with the yellow and 
scarlet trees that grew along the alley.
 There were quite a lot of people in the park, and most of them directly shone 
with happiness, enjoying the autumn rays of the sun: two writers spread a mat 
on the ground and enthusiastically celebrated the release of their next joint 
novel with champagne, discussing circulation and pro�t, someone was 
declaring his love to the girl,  mothers played on the playground with their kids.
However, not everyone arrived in bliss at that moment. On a lonely bench sat a 
man whose hopes were crushed. Alas, he was not able to join the general fun. 
The young man was motionless for half an hour and stared at one point. It was 
lunchtime. To the other side of the bench sat down a tall delivery guy. He took 
o� his heavy backpack and began to chew a sandwich and stared at his 
neighbor with interest.
The astute boy immediately caught the mood of the sad man and, rummaging 
in the bag, took out another sandwich.
" Here, eat. Any problem is easier to solve after a delicious lunch."
Having said this, the guy smiled broadly and for a moment it seemed to the 
man that there was another sun in front of him.
However, he only replied irritably.
" What can you know! What does it have to do with food in general? I failed the 
interview, and I really need money. I had to get a job as a loader, as I am of a 
strong physique. They promise a good salary, but this is not the job that I 
dreamed of."

Part 1
The man himself was surprised why he said everything to this stranger. Perhaps 
he could no longer hold in himself the accumulated resentment and 
disappointment.
In response, the courier said encouragingly.
"Do not be so upset, this is a temporary job, I am sure that luck will certainly 
smile at you soon." The man himself was surprised why he said everything to 
this stranger. Perhaps he could no longer hold in himself the accumulated 
resentment and disappointment.
"I work part-time as a courier because I like to travel around the city and learn 
about new places, people watching. They are so happy with their packages and 
some of them even thank me and wish good luck. Thanks to this job, I made 
more friends". One of the people passing by waved him, the guy answered  with 
a welcoming gesture too, and continued his thought.
"Here are the street cleaners, for example, they are very important as for me. 
Can you imagine what a mess it would be without their help? They create 
comfort and beauty, so that people feel warmer at heart. In fact, they create 
cosmos out of chaos."
The young man considered such reasoning to be very infantile and skeptically 
remarked.
“Are you studying to be a philosopher or what?”
 The interlocutor smiled again.
"Almost guessed.
I know that I have no right to please an advice but I have learned only one thing 
for sure. Life is full of surprises. Sometimes, di�culties can turn into success in 
the end. Eastern wisdom says that the world is an illusion. So don't be surprised 
if something amazing happens soon."
The man listened silently, his eyes were wandering through the expanses of 
heaven.
"To be an illusion, it is very realistic!"
"I agree, take the sky for example. We all say it's blue because that's how we see 
it. However, in reality this is an illusion, space is black, and it seems blue due to 
the superposition of layers of the atmosphere. This is a very beautiful deception 
that works for the good."
The man looked at the courier in astonishment.
"I never thought about such things before, but your reasoning sounds very 
reasonable."
The guy �nished his snack and deftly threw a backpack over his shoulders.
"Well, it's time for me to move forward, I wish you good luck with your work."
For some time the man looked at him until the courier was out of sight, and 
then scratched his head and decided that he should go to the store and buy 
food for lunch, because there is absolutely empty space in the fridge at his 

house. To be more precise, Michael did not live in the house, but in a small room 
on the third �oor, which he had been renting for half a year now.  
Rising from the bench, he stretched his shoulders a bit and headed to the 
nearest supermarket. The street cleaners returned to their work and measuredly 
raked the unruly leaves into large piles.
"I'm home!" Michael said as he closed the front door behind him. In response, a 
joyful yelping of a small shaggy dog was heard, which rushed to the owner, 
barely sensing his steps and the rustle of a package from the store. She jumped 
as high as she could until he took her in his arms.
“Oh, you little rascal! Did you miss me? I haven't forgotten about you!"
With these words, Michael took out a can of dog food and shook it in front of the 
dog's nose.
"Now is the cooking time! The choice is not wide, but for a noble culinary 
specialist, nothing is impossible!"
The young man put the keys on the shoe rack and went to the kitchen. First of 
all, he washed and unpacked the can of dog food and poured the contents into 
a bowl.
And then he put on an apron and thought about what to cook from the 
available ingredients.
"So, here we have eggs, milk, and cucumbers. I need to see if there are any grits 
lying around", Michael muttered to himself. He opened the fridge. Empty.
"Oh, is it really over? Okay, let's go with what we have..."
Michael took out his mobile and went to his favorite YouTube channel named 
"Men's kitchen". When he ran out of fantasy or had questions, there he could 
�nd interesting and very simple recipes and new culinary ideas.
Looking through the list of videos, he saw a picture with a very appetizing 
omelet. After selecting this video, Michael laughed for half a minute at the 
goofy commercial, and then looked hopefully at a cheerful amateur chef who 
shared his experience in making an amazing omelet.
"Friends," he said, "do not limit your imagination! For the �ller, you can use 
everything that is at your �ngertips.
For the base, mix a few eggs in a bowl, add some milk and beat well with a mixer 
or just a fork, and then you can add whatever you want. Even if at �rst glance 
the combination is strange and unusual, do not worry about it!"
Michael looked incredulously at the bag of cucumbers.
"Well, it's worth a try!"
He carefully crushed them and added them to the bulk.
"Now pour it into the pan and come what may!"
The dish was cooked under the lid for about �ve minutes, and when it started to 
burn a little, the cook broke free from the captivity of thoughts and 
remembered that it was time to turn o� the �re.

The little dog gobbled up its food all this time. The owner occasionally glanced 
at her and smiled.
As soon as the timer rang, he carefully opened the lid and stared with interest at 
the result of his e�orts.
" Wow! Just look at this, Leia!"  he turned to his dog, "oh, and it tastes good, who 
would have thought that baked cucumbers are really edible! Thanks, guys for 
the advice, I'll give a like to this video!"
After a good lunch, Michael lay down to relax on the couch, and then sat at the 
computer until late at night in search of his dream job and sent out resumes. 
From time to time he turned on the news or a series in the background.
"Eh, give everyone work experience! Why did I study to be a programmer?"
Michael sighed ruefully and moved back in his chair to the window. It was 
almost one AM o'clock, the wind rose outside the window and howled 
mysteriously, getting tangled in the pipes of houses and wires.
The noise of a garbage truck was heard on the empty street.
The two workers casually jumped to the ground and set to work.
Michael grinned.
"You and I, guys, are now colleagues!"
Previously, he never paid attention to the porters, he existed only in the world 
of numbers and codes, not honoring ordinary life with its orderliness and �aws. 
He did not think that someone was also trying to restore order, making it their 
profession in real life. Squeaking and rattling, the garbage truck drove on. Only 
now did Michael notice that the street was not as empty as he had �rst thought. 
Now at the end of the street were several street cleaners with willow brooms.
Michael yawned sleepily and muttered.
"What did they forget on the street at such a time?"
It seemed that the janitors were sweeping something o� the streets, but there 
weren't any leaves there.
Michael tried to take a closer look to explain strange behavior to himself. But no 
matter how hard he tried he couldn't �gure it out.
“It seems I’m just already falling asleep… It’s time to go to bed.” Just as he was 
about to turn away from the window, his peripheral vision picked up a faint 
glow along the street. It seemed like a stream of multi-colored intertwined 
threads. Typically, this e�ect can be seen in photographs of a city at night, 
where only blurry trajectories of cars are visible. In the places where the street 
cleaners had already �nished the work, they couldn't be seen.
"WTF?! I need to get enough sleep, otherwise everything starts to seem!"
In the morning, Michael drank a cup of co�ee with the remains of an omelette 
and rushed o� to get acquainted with his superiors and employees. 
Fortunately, the place of the new job was not far from home. "Private Furniture 
Moving Bureau," was the sign above the entrance.

The young HR girl who conducted the interview last time was already waiting 
near the entrance and smiled warmly at the new employee. Her bright 
terracotta lipstick went well with an ensemble of clothes of the same color.
"How do you do Mr. Michael? Hope you got fast to the o�ce."
"Very well, I live very close," answered Michael.
“That’s great, and now I’ll introduce you to the head of the department. Today 
we recruited a new team, so you are not the only new employee here."
"Great, I won't feel out of my element, ha-ha!" Michael laughed. He was still a 
little nervous, though he didn't show it. The new sta� meeting was held on the 
second �oor, in an unremarkable room with a large table and bookcases. There 
was no longer a crowd, all the chairs were occupied and Michael had to wait for 
the boss standing. The young man did not dare to start a conversation with 
colleagues, but only smiled a�ably when he entered the room and politely 
greeted: “Good morning.”
The newly minted porters, of course, looked like porters. The contingent could 
not be called intelligentsia - the most, simple men of strong physique with a red 
face and a smile from ear to ear. Many of them immediately found a common 
language with each other and already talked about their ordinary life and 
invited their comrades to have a drink in the nearest pub.
The room became quite noisy, only Michael did not make a sound. He watched 
the people talking with some detachment. After 5 minutes, these voices turned 
into noise, and his mind no longer caught the meaning of what was said. He 
was looking at the broom in the corner of the room. This seemingly 
inconspicuous object attracted his attention. Perhaps because, besides himself, 
this object was the quietest in this room. 
So, he meditated on a broom, until an HR entered with a young man who 
contrasted sharply with the whole environment. He was in a clean, perfectly 
pressed suit, which, however, looked very modest, without newfangled 
excesses.
The step was light, the features are re�ned, and the perfect skin seemed to glow 
from the inside.
Everyone turned their eyes to the doors and immediately fell silent. Michael 
also experienced a slight shock. He never expected to see someone like that at 
a gathering of movers. The contrast was so striking that the picture looked very 
collage and implausible.
"Wow," thought Michael," he looks like a diplomat or an actor! Mere mortals 
can't take care of themselves that well!"
The man glanced around the room and smiled.
HR stepped aside a little and turned to those present.
"Dear newcomers! Welcome to our friendly team. Meet our director. He will tell 

you about the additional features of your position. Each of you has been 
selected according to certain criteria and has unique abilities. Therefore, I want 
to o�er you cooperation with the VIP class department in our company.
What I am about to say may seem unbelievable to you, but I assure you that 
every word is the pure truth.
The �rst thing you need to know about the boss is that he is the Angel of Purity 
and Order, working tirelessly to harmonize the space. He hates clutter and dust. 
But no matter how hard he tries he needs helpers who share his dream of 
harmony among people. Therefore, the work of janitors, cleaners and loaders is 
so important. These are people who stand guard over purity, and not only 
physical, but at all levels of being..."
While the girl was making a speech, people in the room began to turn around in 
puzzlement, looking around at each other. They seemed to be trying to �gure 
out what was going on. Some simply stared at her with wide eyes, while others 
began to chuckle nervously. Michael stood in his place without moving and did 
not take his eyes o� the beautiful guest in white.
“He really looks like an angel, he just exudes peace and goodness... Is this really 
true? Or did they decide to play a trick on us on the �rst working day?" Michael 
thought so.
At the end of her speech, she added.
"This opportunity is o�ered on a voluntary basis, no one will force you or agitate. 
It is your choice to continue living a normal life and work in our company in the 
position you have chosen, or to discover new horizons and plans of being by 
joining our special squad.
And one more thing, those of you who refuse this o�er will forget about the 
conversation leaving the room, nothing will embarrass you and life will be the 
same."
The girl stepped aside to give the �oor to the director.
However, before he even opened his mouth, one of the workers shouted 
irritably.
" What a scam! Are we small children? What does all of this mean?!
The men sitting nearby also supported their colleague.
" He is right! We don't need to fool our heads!"
"Where's the evidence, stylish man?"
The girl knitted her eyebrows and cast a worried look at the director, but he did 
not even wince.
"Do you still react to such things, Anastasia? We've been through this hundreds 
of times. The young man even slightly smiled at her.
"I know, but every time their mind level depresses me. It's unfairly when they 
talk to you that way."

"Forget it. The main thing to remember is that everyone has the right to make 
the world a better place. It is simple people who know how to work and 
appreciate simple pleasures."
Michael was mesmerized by his every move. He suddenly remembered the 
words of the courier guy who said that amazing miracles would happen in his 
life soon.
Meanwhile, the tension grew. The crowd was divided into 2 camps: some 
believed that it was necessary to let the director speak and only then draw 
conclusions, others considered everything that was happening a farce or a hoax 
and demanded a serious attitude to the matter.
People no longer concealed their emotions and switched from whispering to 
raised tones. Michael never took sides, although his neighbors tried to �nd out 
what he thought about it. The guy only had time to turn his head and look at 
the excited faces of strangers. Finally, he closed his eyes and took a deep breath, 
then shifted his gaze to the girl standing next to the director. She looked calm, 
but Michael noticed that the hand she held behind her back was clenched into 
a �st. Her eyebrows slightly raised.
Anastasia noticed that Michael was standing apart from this turmoil and 
seemed to smile slightly. Then, she turned to her boss and said something to 
him, however, because of the noise, it was impossible to make out the words.
The man in white looked around the room. His imperturbable eyes gave o� 
lapis lazuli. The gaze was intense but impassive. Michael had just moved a 
couple of steps away from several people arguing among themselves when 
their eyes met.
"What's happening?" Michael thought. He froze in a daze and simply could not 
look away. This look, warm and tender, enveloped the consciousness and 
penetrated into the very soul, making you feel uncomfortable. There was a 
feeling that he knew about all the unseemly acts ever committed by Michael, 
from which he involuntarily felt guilty.
“What’s going on with me?!” Michael gritted his teeth. “Why is just one look at 
this guy making me nervous? I didn't do anything wrong! I came to get a job. In 
any case, I can’t act as cheeky as these people, I need to show some respect.”
Michael took all his will into a �st to extinguish the excitement. He smiled and 
even bowed slightly to the director to show that he was ready to listen. The boss 
seemed to understand his intentions, and a smile �ickered across his lips. Then 
he turned to his assistant and said something to her. She seemed delighted and 
looked back at Michael. For the guy it was completely incomprehensible what it 
was about, but it became easier on the soul. Then he turned to the people who 
were standing near him and tried to calm them down. They have already 
forgotten where they are and switched to clarifying personal relationships. The 

noise is getting more and more erratic, many people got up and went to the 
front door. But before the �rst of them touched the doorknob, a loud, 
all-penetrating voice rang out, which sounded like thunder.
"Silence! I haven't even started my speech yet and you already want to leave? 
How disorderly! Where is the logic here? Didn't you come here to get a job? So 
please listen to the conditions to the end and then decide for yourself. 
Anastasia has already said that you can leave and this meeting will be erased 
from your memory. So, what are you risking? I ask everyone to calm down and 
take their seats."
The director's voice sounded calm and con�dent, but every living soul in this 
hall heard it. Suddenly, his �gure �ashed with a bright radiance, and wings 
woven from light appeared behind his shoulders. This was no longer a young 
man in a modest suit, but without a doubt a real holy angel in all the splendor 
of the divine essence.
The people standing in the hall squinted at the bright light and opened their 
mouths in surprise.
Michael felt like he was in a dream, he leaned against the wall as his legs 
became unresponsive and he nearly stumbled.
There was a general silence. The Angel of Purity seemed pleased with the e�ect 
of his unexpected transformation and said with a smile.
"The surprise e�ect always works. I never cease to be amazed at this. Well, since 
you're so eager to listen to me, I'll tell you what I was going to. As you can see, I 
really am an angel, although I took on this appearance solely because of 
universal stereotypes. I don't really need wings, it's just a beautiful image that 
people like so much. Our company operates around the clock in all corners of 
the universe. You have no idea how many employees this company has. 
Thousands of bodhisattvas work with us to optimize the world order. However, 
we always need new motivated employees who will make an invaluable 
contribution to the development of the company and inspire us to new ideas. 
For us, the main criteria for selecting personnel is the desire to bring order 
instead of chaos to this world and a sincere pure intention. Volunteers will have 
the opportunity to show their hidden powers and be able to cleanse at all 
energy levels, removing traces of negative emotions.
I also promote peace among people. Today I have a lot of work. Despite the 
relative humanization, there is always room for improvement.
Wars and riots ignited by pride have not gone away. There are many people and 
they are very di�erent, so it is di�cult for them to understand each other and 
live harmoniously. But no matter how much cruelty there is on Earth, there will 
always be those who are not indi�erent to the fate of loved ones, there will 
always be people ready to help those in need, shelter refugees and give their 

warmth and love.
Therefore, our joint work is very important."
The angel paused and looked intently at Michael.
"A person is always free to choose what he considers right. Think and say if you 
are ready to join a special team. If yes, stay where you are. Those who are not 
interested in career growth can leave the room right now."
The angel returned to his original form and calmly sat down on the sofa, he 
smiled and added.
"Don't rush, I have time to wait!"
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It was a warm November day, after yesterday's strong wind, there were a lot of 
leaves and the street cleaners were actively working all morning, and especially 
in the park. The bright blue sky contrasted fabulously with the yellow and 
scarlet trees that grew along the alley.
 There were quite a lot of people in the park, and most of them directly shone 
with happiness, enjoying the autumn rays of the sun: two writers spread a mat 
on the ground and enthusiastically celebrated the release of their next joint 
novel with champagne, discussing circulation and pro�t, someone was 
declaring his love to the girl,  mothers played on the playground with their kids.
However, not everyone arrived in bliss at that moment. On a lonely bench sat a 
man whose hopes were crushed. Alas, he was not able to join the general fun. 
The young man was motionless for half an hour and stared at one point. It was 
lunchtime. To the other side of the bench sat down a tall delivery guy. He took 
o� his heavy backpack and began to chew a sandwich and stared at his 
neighbor with interest.
The astute boy immediately caught the mood of the sad man and, rummaging 
in the bag, took out another sandwich.
" Here, eat. Any problem is easier to solve after a delicious lunch."
Having said this, the guy smiled broadly and for a moment it seemed to the 
man that there was another sun in front of him.
However, he only replied irritably.
" What can you know! What does it have to do with food in general? I failed the 
interview, and I really need money. I had to get a job as a loader, as I am of a 
strong physique. They promise a good salary, but this is not the job that I 
dreamed of."

The man himself was surprised why he said everything to this stranger. Perhaps 
he could no longer hold in himself the accumulated resentment and 
disappointment.
In response, the courier said encouragingly.
"Do not be so upset, this is a temporary job, I am sure that luck will certainly 
smile at you soon." The man himself was surprised why he said everything to 
this stranger. Perhaps he could no longer hold in himself the accumulated 
resentment and disappointment.
"I work part-time as a courier because I like to travel around the city and learn 
about new places, people watching. They are so happy with their packages and 
some of them even thank me and wish good luck. Thanks to this job, I made 
more friends". One of the people passing by waved him, the guy answered  with 
a welcoming gesture too, and continued his thought.
"Here are the street cleaners, for example, they are very important as for me. 
Can you imagine what a mess it would be without their help? They create 
comfort and beauty, so that people feel warmer at heart. In fact, they create 
cosmos out of chaos."
The young man considered such reasoning to be very infantile and skeptically 
remarked.
“Are you studying to be a philosopher or what?”
 The interlocutor smiled again.
"Almost guessed.
I know that I have no right to please an advice but I have learned only one thing 
for sure. Life is full of surprises. Sometimes, di�culties can turn into success in 
the end. Eastern wisdom says that the world is an illusion. So don't be surprised 
if something amazing happens soon."
The man listened silently, his eyes were wandering through the expanses of 
heaven.
"To be an illusion, it is very realistic!"
"I agree, take the sky for example. We all say it's blue because that's how we see 
it. However, in reality this is an illusion, space is black, and it seems blue due to 
the superposition of layers of the atmosphere. This is a very beautiful deception 
that works for the good."
The man looked at the courier in astonishment.
"I never thought about such things before, but your reasoning sounds very 
reasonable."
The guy �nished his snack and deftly threw a backpack over his shoulders.
"Well, it's time for me to move forward, I wish you good luck with your work."
For some time the man looked at him until the courier was out of sight, and 
then scratched his head and decided that he should go to the store and buy 
food for lunch, because there is absolutely empty space in the fridge at his 

house. To be more precise, Michael did not live in the house, but in a small room 
on the third �oor, which he had been renting for half a year now.  
Rising from the bench, he stretched his shoulders a bit and headed to the 
nearest supermarket. The street cleaners returned to their work and measuredly 
raked the unruly leaves into large piles.
"I'm home!" Michael said as he closed the front door behind him. In response, a 
joyful yelping of a small shaggy dog was heard, which rushed to the owner, 
barely sensing his steps and the rustle of a package from the store. She jumped 
as high as she could until he took her in his arms.
“Oh, you little rascal! Did you miss me? I haven't forgotten about you!"
With these words, Michael took out a can of dog food and shook it in front of the 
dog's nose.
"Now is the cooking time! The choice is not wide, but for a noble culinary 
specialist, nothing is impossible!"
The young man put the keys on the shoe rack and went to the kitchen. First of 
all, he washed and unpacked the can of dog food and poured the contents into 
a bowl.
And then he put on an apron and thought about what to cook from the 
available ingredients.
"So, here we have eggs, milk, and cucumbers. I need to see if there are any grits 
lying around", Michael muttered to himself. He opened the fridge. Empty.
"Oh, is it really over? Okay, let's go with what we have..."
Michael took out his mobile and went to his favorite YouTube channel named 
"Men's kitchen". When he ran out of fantasy or had questions, there he could 
�nd interesting and very simple recipes and new culinary ideas.
Looking through the list of videos, he saw a picture with a very appetizing 
omelet. After selecting this video, Michael laughed for half a minute at the 
goofy commercial, and then looked hopefully at a cheerful amateur chef who 
shared his experience in making an amazing omelet.
"Friends," he said, "do not limit your imagination! For the �ller, you can use 
everything that is at your �ngertips.
For the base, mix a few eggs in a bowl, add some milk and beat well with a mixer 
or just a fork, and then you can add whatever you want. Even if at �rst glance 
the combination is strange and unusual, do not worry about it!"
Michael looked incredulously at the bag of cucumbers.
"Well, it's worth a try!"
He carefully crushed them and added them to the bulk.
"Now pour it into the pan and come what may!"
The dish was cooked under the lid for about �ve minutes, and when it started to 
burn a little, the cook broke free from the captivity of thoughts and 
remembered that it was time to turn o� the �re.

The little dog gobbled up its food all this time. The owner occasionally glanced 
at her and smiled.
As soon as the timer rang, he carefully opened the lid and stared with interest at 
the result of his e�orts.
" Wow! Just look at this, Leia!"  he turned to his dog, "oh, and it tastes good, who 
would have thought that baked cucumbers are really edible! Thanks, guys for 
the advice, I'll give a like to this video!"
After a good lunch, Michael lay down to relax on the couch, and then sat at the 
computer until late at night in search of his dream job and sent out resumes. 
From time to time he turned on the news or a series in the background.
"Eh, give everyone work experience! Why did I study to be a programmer?"
Michael sighed ruefully and moved back in his chair to the window. It was 
almost one AM o'clock, the wind rose outside the window and howled 
mysteriously, getting tangled in the pipes of houses and wires.
The noise of a garbage truck was heard on the empty street.
The two workers casually jumped to the ground and set to work.
Michael grinned.
"You and I, guys, are now colleagues!"
Previously, he never paid attention to the porters, he existed only in the world 
of numbers and codes, not honoring ordinary life with its orderliness and �aws. 
He did not think that someone was also trying to restore order, making it their 
profession in real life. Squeaking and rattling, the garbage truck drove on. Only 
now did Michael notice that the street was not as empty as he had �rst thought. 
Now at the end of the street were several street cleaners with willow brooms.
Michael yawned sleepily and muttered.
"What did they forget on the street at such a time?"
It seemed that the janitors were sweeping something o� the streets, but there 
weren't any leaves there.
Michael tried to take a closer look to explain strange behavior to himself. But no 
matter how hard he tried he couldn't �gure it out.
“It seems I’m just already falling asleep… It’s time to go to bed.” Just as he was 
about to turn away from the window, his peripheral vision picked up a faint 
glow along the street. It seemed like a stream of multi-colored intertwined 
threads. Typically, this e�ect can be seen in photographs of a city at night, 
where only blurry trajectories of cars are visible. In the places where the street 
cleaners had already �nished the work, they couldn't be seen.
"WTF?! I need to get enough sleep, otherwise everything starts to seem!"
In the morning, Michael drank a cup of co�ee with the remains of an omelette 
and rushed o� to get acquainted with his superiors and employees. 
Fortunately, the place of the new job was not far from home. "Private Furniture 
Moving Bureau," was the sign above the entrance.

The young HR girl who conducted the interview last time was already waiting 
near the entrance and smiled warmly at the new employee. Her bright 
terracotta lipstick went well with an ensemble of clothes of the same color.
"How do you do Mr. Michael? Hope you got fast to the o�ce."
"Very well, I live very close," answered Michael.
“That’s great, and now I’ll introduce you to the head of the department. Today 
we recruited a new team, so you are not the only new employee here."
"Great, I won't feel out of my element, ha-ha!" Michael laughed. He was still a 
little nervous, though he didn't show it. The new sta� meeting was held on the 
second �oor, in an unremarkable room with a large table and bookcases. There 
was no longer a crowd, all the chairs were occupied and Michael had to wait for 
the boss standing. The young man did not dare to start a conversation with 
colleagues, but only smiled a�ably when he entered the room and politely 
greeted: “Good morning.”
The newly minted porters, of course, looked like porters. The contingent could 
not be called intelligentsia - the most, simple men of strong physique with a red 
face and a smile from ear to ear. Many of them immediately found a common 
language with each other and already talked about their ordinary life and 
invited their comrades to have a drink in the nearest pub.
The room became quite noisy, only Michael did not make a sound. He watched 
the people talking with some detachment. After 5 minutes, these voices turned 
into noise, and his mind no longer caught the meaning of what was said. He 
was looking at the broom in the corner of the room. This seemingly 
inconspicuous object attracted his attention. Perhaps because, besides himself, 
this object was the quietest in this room. 
So, he meditated on a broom, until an HR entered with a young man who 
contrasted sharply with the whole environment. He was in a clean, perfectly 
pressed suit, which, however, looked very modest, without newfangled 
excesses.
The step was light, the features are re�ned, and the perfect skin seemed to glow 
from the inside.
Everyone turned their eyes to the doors and immediately fell silent. Michael 
also experienced a slight shock. He never expected to see someone like that at 
a gathering of movers. The contrast was so striking that the picture looked very 
collage and implausible.
"Wow," thought Michael," he looks like a diplomat or an actor! Mere mortals 
can't take care of themselves that well!"
The man glanced around the room and smiled.
HR stepped aside a little and turned to those present.
"Dear newcomers! Welcome to our friendly team. Meet our director. He will tell 

you about the additional features of your position. Each of you has been 
selected according to certain criteria and has unique abilities. Therefore, I want 
to o�er you cooperation with the VIP class department in our company.
What I am about to say may seem unbelievable to you, but I assure you that 
every word is the pure truth.
The �rst thing you need to know about the boss is that he is the Angel of Purity 
and Order, working tirelessly to harmonize the space. He hates clutter and dust. 
But no matter how hard he tries he needs helpers who share his dream of 
harmony among people. Therefore, the work of janitors, cleaners and loaders is 
so important. These are people who stand guard over purity, and not only 
physical, but at all levels of being..."
While the girl was making a speech, people in the room began to turn around in 
puzzlement, looking around at each other. They seemed to be trying to �gure 
out what was going on. Some simply stared at her with wide eyes, while others 
began to chuckle nervously. Michael stood in his place without moving and did 
not take his eyes o� the beautiful guest in white.
“He really looks like an angel, he just exudes peace and goodness... Is this really 
true? Or did they decide to play a trick on us on the �rst working day?" Michael 
thought so.
At the end of her speech, she added.
"This opportunity is o�ered on a voluntary basis, no one will force you or agitate. 
It is your choice to continue living a normal life and work in our company in the 
position you have chosen, or to discover new horizons and plans of being by 
joining our special squad.
And one more thing, those of you who refuse this o�er will forget about the 
conversation leaving the room, nothing will embarrass you and life will be the 
same."
The girl stepped aside to give the �oor to the director.
However, before he even opened his mouth, one of the workers shouted 
irritably.
" What a scam! Are we small children? What does all of this mean?!
The men sitting nearby also supported their colleague.
" He is right! We don't need to fool our heads!"
"Where's the evidence, stylish man?"
The girl knitted her eyebrows and cast a worried look at the director, but he did 
not even wince.
"Do you still react to such things, Anastasia? We've been through this hundreds 
of times. The young man even slightly smiled at her.
"I know, but every time their mind level depresses me. It's unfairly when they 
talk to you that way."

"Forget it. The main thing to remember is that everyone has the right to make 
the world a better place. It is simple people who know how to work and 
appreciate simple pleasures."
Michael was mesmerized by his every move. He suddenly remembered the 
words of the courier guy who said that amazing miracles would happen in his 
life soon.
Meanwhile, the tension grew. The crowd was divided into 2 camps: some 
believed that it was necessary to let the director speak and only then draw 
conclusions, others considered everything that was happening a farce or a hoax 
and demanded a serious attitude to the matter.
People no longer concealed their emotions and switched from whispering to 
raised tones. Michael never took sides, although his neighbors tried to �nd out 
what he thought about it. The guy only had time to turn his head and look at 
the excited faces of strangers. Finally, he closed his eyes and took a deep breath, 
then shifted his gaze to the girl standing next to the director. She looked calm, 
but Michael noticed that the hand she held behind her back was clenched into 
a �st. Her eyebrows slightly raised.
Anastasia noticed that Michael was standing apart from this turmoil and 
seemed to smile slightly. Then, she turned to her boss and said something to 
him, however, because of the noise, it was impossible to make out the words.
The man in white looked around the room. His imperturbable eyes gave o� 
lapis lazuli. The gaze was intense but impassive. Michael had just moved a 
couple of steps away from several people arguing among themselves when 
their eyes met.
"What's happening?" Michael thought. He froze in a daze and simply could not 
look away. This look, warm and tender, enveloped the consciousness and 
penetrated into the very soul, making you feel uncomfortable. There was a 
feeling that he knew about all the unseemly acts ever committed by Michael, 
from which he involuntarily felt guilty.
“What’s going on with me?!” Michael gritted his teeth. “Why is just one look at 
this guy making me nervous? I didn't do anything wrong! I came to get a job. In 
any case, I can’t act as cheeky as these people, I need to show some respect.”
Michael took all his will into a �st to extinguish the excitement. He smiled and 
even bowed slightly to the director to show that he was ready to listen. The boss 
seemed to understand his intentions, and a smile �ickered across his lips. Then 
he turned to his assistant and said something to her. She seemed delighted and 
looked back at Michael. For the guy it was completely incomprehensible what it 
was about, but it became easier on the soul. Then he turned to the people who 
were standing near him and tried to calm them down. They have already 
forgotten where they are and switched to clarifying personal relationships. The 

noise is getting more and more erratic, many people got up and went to the 
front door. But before the �rst of them touched the doorknob, a loud, 
all-penetrating voice rang out, which sounded like thunder.
"Silence! I haven't even started my speech yet and you already want to leave? 
How disorderly! Where is the logic here? Didn't you come here to get a job? So 
please listen to the conditions to the end and then decide for yourself. 
Anastasia has already said that you can leave and this meeting will be erased 
from your memory. So, what are you risking? I ask everyone to calm down and 
take their seats."
The director's voice sounded calm and con�dent, but every living soul in this 
hall heard it. Suddenly, his �gure �ashed with a bright radiance, and wings 
woven from light appeared behind his shoulders. This was no longer a young 
man in a modest suit, but without a doubt a real holy angel in all the splendor 
of the divine essence.
The people standing in the hall squinted at the bright light and opened their 
mouths in surprise.
Michael felt like he was in a dream, he leaned against the wall as his legs 
became unresponsive and he nearly stumbled.
There was a general silence. The Angel of Purity seemed pleased with the e�ect 
of his unexpected transformation and said with a smile.
"The surprise e�ect always works. I never cease to be amazed at this. Well, since 
you're so eager to listen to me, I'll tell you what I was going to. As you can see, I 
really am an angel, although I took on this appearance solely because of 
universal stereotypes. I don't really need wings, it's just a beautiful image that 
people like so much. Our company operates around the clock in all corners of 
the universe. You have no idea how many employees this company has. 
Thousands of bodhisattvas work with us to optimize the world order. However, 
we always need new motivated employees who will make an invaluable 
contribution to the development of the company and inspire us to new ideas. 
For us, the main criteria for selecting personnel is the desire to bring order 
instead of chaos to this world and a sincere pure intention. Volunteers will have 
the opportunity to show their hidden powers and be able to cleanse at all 
energy levels, removing traces of negative emotions.
I also promote peace among people. Today I have a lot of work. Despite the 
relative humanization, there is always room for improvement.
Wars and riots ignited by pride have not gone away. There are many people and 
they are very di�erent, so it is di�cult for them to understand each other and 
live harmoniously. But no matter how much cruelty there is on Earth, there will 
always be those who are not indi�erent to the fate of loved ones, there will 
always be people ready to help those in need, shelter refugees and give their 

warmth and love.
Therefore, our joint work is very important."
The angel paused and looked intently at Michael.
"A person is always free to choose what he considers right. Think and say if you 
are ready to join a special team. If yes, stay where you are. Those who are not 
interested in career growth can leave the room right now."
The angel returned to his original form and calmly sat down on the sofa, he 
smiled and added.
"Don't rush, I have time to wait!"
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