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Night Bench Stories

Leo, a junior designer, felt stuck in his

cubicle, watching the clock tick by on his
modest $45,000 salary. His desk was a colorful
but chaotic explosion of design tools and half-
finished sketches. Suddenly, his phone buzzed
with a LinkedIn notification, a bright, inviting

glow cutting through his ennui.
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His eyes widened as he read the message: a
senior design role, offering a dazzling $140,000
salary. A thought bubble above his head showed
dollar signs and a sleek, modern office. This was
the break he had been dreaming of, a chance to

finally escape his current routine.
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During the interview, the recruiter, Elara, a
woman with kind eyes and a knowing smile,
dropped a bombshell. "This job," she explained
gently, "it doesn't actually exist." Leo's jaw
dropped, his face a cartoonish mask of shock

and confusion, all his hopes deflating instantly.
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Elara leaned forward, her expression warm
and encouraging. She revealed her true purpose:

to teach him the art of negotiation, how to

position himself, and how to rebuild his

portfolio to truly reflect his value. Behind her,
abstract, glowing diagrams of ‘'negotiation
strategies’ and ‘'portfolio power' seemed to

materialize in the air.
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Inspired by Elara, Leo dedicated himself to
her lessons. He spent countless hours sketching
new designs, practicing confident pitches in
front of his mirror, and meticulously refining his
online presence. A dynamic montage showed
him working late, Elara's encouraging face
appearing on his laptop screen during their

virtual coaching sessions.
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Months later, Leo landed a dream job,
doubling his salary to a fantastic $90,000! He

leaped into the air, confetti bursting around him

in vibrant hues, a huge grin on his face. The

sleek, modern building of his new company

shimmered brightly in the background.
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Feeling a profound sense of gratitude and a

desire to give back, Leo began holding his own
'fake interviews' for aspiring junior designers. He

sat confidently across from a slightly nervous

young woman, mirroring Elara's earlier pose, a

line of hopeful, expressive faces waiting outside

his door.
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One quiet afternoon, Leo tried to call Elara

to share his latest success and thank her once

more, but her phone went straight to voicemail.

A faint, sad glow surrounded her contact photo
on his screen as he tried again and again, a pang

of concern starting to form.
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A mutual connection eventually shared the
heartbreaking news: Elara had passed away from
cancer several months ago. Leo sat on a park
bench, a single, vibrant flower in his hand, a tear
rolling down his cheek. A warm, translucent
silhouette of Elara, smiling gently, hovered
subtly in the background, a silent testament to

her enduring spirit.
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With a renewed sense of purpose, Leo

continued Elara's legacy, expanding the "Pass It

On" network. He led a vibrant workshop,
surrounded by a diverse group of eager
learners, his face radiating determination and
inspiration. The spirit of giving and growth,
sparked by Elara, now burned brighter than ever

through him and the community he built.
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