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Oh by the way red tape first.
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Luv Karen  

 

Evan approached me.  Me, what had I done, what did he want?  I looked at him suspiciously.  Evan didn’t do girls, in fact if it didn’t have a keyboard he wasn’t interested.  “Vanessa?”  “Nessa?”  He shrugged “Sa?”  I frowned at him.  “What are you after?  I’m not going through your essay correcting your grammar.”  “Can we talk?”  I gave him a really hard stare.  “Why?”  He looked round to see if anyone was within hearing distance.  “It’s sort of confidential and important.”  What could I get out of this?  “So if you were to invite me to the movies tonight we could talk?”  He took a deep breath, you could see him thinking how much trip to the movie theatre could cost.  “It’s not a chick flick is it?”  “You choose the theatre and the movie, we’ll go Dutch, and don’t forget there is one that is only $5.”  “OK.”  I sent him my home address.  “If you drop by at five thirty we could eat first?”  His nose wrinkled.  “Right five thirty.”  What had I done?  What should I wear?  My very first date.  Then I thought about Evan, it wouldn’t matter what I wore he won’t notice anyway. 

 

I rang mom to warn her and she mentioned dad had been called out of town and she’d arranged to babysit my cousins.  “But what will I feed him?”  You could feel the grin floating down the phone.  She’d been on at me to practise my cooking more.  “You’ll figure it out.  By the way the new opera has arrived.”  Bother I wanted to watch it but it would have to wait until another day. 

 

I looked in the cupboard, baked beans on toast?  Well maybe if I cooked some sausages to go with them.  I dug in the freezer and pulled out a pound of frozen sausages.  Should I microwave them to thaw them out?  Pressure cook them?  I seemed to remember mom cooking them in the pressure cooker when frozen once.  I dug round the kitchen drawer and found mom’s cookery notes.  Frozen sausage with a cooking time, great. 

 

Five thirty rolled by and there was a ring at the front door.  I glanced at the screen, Evan with his bike holding a bunch of flowers.  I opened the garage door and motioned him to bring his bike into the garage.  I took the flowers, my first bunch, and plunged them into a jug in the sink then set the toast off.  I turned and set the microwave off once more.  “Beans on toast with sausage if that’s OK?”  He grinned and I dashed round him to put knives, forks and plates out and press the buttons as the Instant Pot pinged.

 

I served up, looking in the Instant Pot at the eight sausages, oh well five for Evan and three for me.  I normally only had two but what do you do with eight frozen sausages?  Gratifyingly he scoffed everything in front of him.  “Not bad.”  He exclaimed, I gave him a look.  “Very good in fact.”  He corrected “So what do you want to talk about?” 

 

He turned and picked up his back pack and pulled out a jumble of wires.  “It’s my better mouse trap sort of thing.”  “I see, the mouse just gets tangled up in the wire?”  He gave me a look and I grinned.  He took the time to explain it to me.  It wasn’t really a mouse trap at all.  “I sort of thought I could sell the idea to your dad?”  I looked at it again.  It had potential but wasn’t the sort of thing my dad usually dealt with.  “It’s not dad’s sort of thing but if we cleaned it up a bit and packaged it right I think it might sell.”  “That would cost money.”  “Most ideas don’t get very far but if you want to take a gamble I think we could work together.  Your idea and I have a bit of money floating around we could use to launch it.  What’s this bit in the middle with all the wires poking out?  Would it be complicated to make?” “It’s just standard bits with a special program.”  “Split it 50/50?”  He nodded.  I thought about how we were going to get to the movies and how I was going to get home afterwards.  “If you don’t mind watching an opera downstairs I could make some popcorn?”  “Does popcorn go with opera?”  “I suppose not.  It’s not exactly silent is it?” 

 

I led him down to dad’s sort of place downstairs.  Mom won’t let him have a screen upstairs so he has a medium sized screen with a pair of speakers and two sofas down there.  I put the new DVD in and we sat back together on the leather sofa and watched the opera. 

 

After the opera finished we sat there.  “Sort of different.  I mean the story was weird.”  “That’s opera for you.  Did you enjoy it?”  “Yeah it was cool.”  “I’ll go and see Jill tomorrow and see what she thinks.”  I looked at him.  “We’ll have to see quite a lot of each other and the easiest thing would be if we were dating.”  I held my breath.  Had I gone too far?  “Got any more operas to watch?”  “A few.”  “Could we watch them together?”  I liked to word together.

 

“So who was he buying them for?”  I kept quiet.  “You could just ask him.”  “Yeah lets.”  “Evan who were you buying the flowers for yesterday?”  “Just Nessa, as I was taking her to see a movie I thought I’d take her a bunch of flowers.”  A head turned towards me.  “You never mentioned anything.”  “It was just a movie.”  “What did you see?”  Evan shrugged his shoulders “Some sort of Italian thing with subtitles, a musical maybe?  Anyone done their maths homework?  Question 27 was weird.”  Suddenly we were left standing there alone.  Amy’s parting shot was she was open to being taken to the movies especially if there was flowers involved.  “Yeah right but she’d be after the expensive reclining seats with popcorn and stuff.”  Evan whispered to me.

 

After school I stopped by to see my dad’s secretary.  “Hi Nessa, your dad’s in a meeting want me to drag him out?”  “Not really, I need some help and I thought I’d ask you.”  She sat up straighter, “I’m flattered.”  I explained what I wanted to do and she thought it might cost serious money.  “I have some savings.”  I took out my statements and showed her how much I had.  “It might take half that.”  I nodded “I guessed as much.”  “Sure you want to do this?”  I smiled.  “I’m hoping to cover the costs eventually but I’d like to do this.”  “Right then this is what you need to do.”  She started to type away and soon there was a list of tasks to be done.  “I didn't realise it would be so complicated.  Now I can see why dad needs you.  I need someone like you to run it don’t I?”  “Well it is a full time job.  You could hire someone.”  “Know anyone?”  She reached for her keyboard and soon we were Skyping.  “Jill do you know what time it is?”  “I have a possible job for you?”  “You’re forgiven.”

 

We went three way.  “Lydia, this is Nessa my boss’s daughter.  She wants to start a company, register a patent, manufacture a product and sell it.”  “You mean its a startup and I’m supposed to work for a percentage?”  “A year’s pay up front?”  I blurted out.  “In euros.”  “Why euros?”  “Because she lives in Greece?”  “Oh.”  “But she is very experienced and can pull it off if anyone can.”

 

Evan came round to watch some more operas and I may have just let my leg rest against his.  We talked about what Lydia was up to.  Mom decided Evan had better come to lunch on Saturday and that I would cook.  That I wasn’t to sure about but I guess I had to start sometime.

 

On Saturday Evan turned up and we sat done at table.  Dad looked enquiringly at me.  “Evan is just a friend dad.”  He looked at mom who gave him an odd look back.  “At fourteen she is a teenager now you know.  My grandfather left school at fourteen.”  He seemed to mull then you could see the thoughts coming to his head.  “Dad you are not to say it feels like only yesterday and bring out those photos of me as a baby on the rug.”.  Evan grinned until he caught my look. 

 

Lydia sort of took over.  She created a company with Evan and myself as shareholders.  I sent her half my savings and she set to work.  She had an industrial designer pretty it up.  “Part is software so it ought to have a way that you can update it.”  “Just take the thing apart and drop in a new memory card?”  “Not for a consumer product.”  “What do you suggest.”  “Call home then an automatic update?”  “Guess so.”  “That way I can order the first units and they can update when we have all the undocumented system features removed.” 

 

She sent off patent applications, put in an order for 2,000 units and threw together a web site.  Evan was playing with the code and added things that Lydia and I suggested people might like as options.  He even added WiFi, well as he said it was built into the chip and it made updating easier.  I mean who would want something to control their toaster oven via WiFi? But according to Lydia it was a selling feature. 

 

It was odd, we had to work together which meant normal dating was out.  We couldn’t afford to break up.  I’m sure mom and dad knew something was happening but they weren’t sure what.  I had to work hard thinking of inexpensive places to go to.  I think just going for a walk and talking was our favourite.  Well apart from my goodnight kiss each time. 

 

The batch of 2,000 were made and shipped to a warehouse.  Lydia wanted some exposure on YouTube to try and sell some.  Evan tacked up a green screen on the basement wall then I borrowed dad’s camera and tripod.  Apparently if you found the right settings it took videos as well as photographs.  Evan acted as cameraman whilst I did the sales video. Well sales, it was just me showing what it could do really.  Not a single jingle or blonde falling out of her dress.  Evan uploaded it and I crossed my fingers.  Two days later Lydia left an email.  After the YouTube video we had a hundred thousand orders in two days and they were still pouring in.  Did we have any more money to order more widgets to be made up?  Being a start up we didn’t have enough credit to warrant a 90 day term whatever that was.  I crossed my fingers and sent off the rest of my savings after reviewing the comments on YouTube. 

 

Still if we were making money I thought Evan ought to have some so I had Lydia send him a thousand dollars a month as advance dividend.  That worked out well.  He gave some to his mom but it meant we had a wider range of places to visit even with me going Dutch.  I sort of forgot about it really.  Well not Evan, it was nice having someone to go places with.   

 

It was my birthday and mom had made me a special tea complete with birthday cake.  Evan had looked surprised when mom brought it out from the kitchen.  “It’s OK you don’t need to have a slice.”  I remarked.  Dad lit the eighteen candles carefully and I successfully blew them all out.  As we ate our cake dad mentioned he’d been talking to Jill.  “So?”  “She mentioned that she’d been talking to Lydia about your project.”  “Oh that, it was just something that Evan thought up and we got Lydia to sell them for us.”  “Apparently your little company made a profit of several million last year.”  “As much as that?”  “Lydia felt it could be more with the right organisation.”  I looked at him.  “First I’d suggest merging with our company.  Single product companies sometimes have problems when the market changes.  Carrying a variety of lines makes you more resilient.  Also a larger company can get a better deal for all sorts of things.  Jill thinks a valuation of sixty five million would be fair which gives you both thirty two and a half million.”  Evan gasped “I would have happily sold it for $10,000 four years ago.”  “Why didn’t you?”  “Nessa thought you wouldn’t be interested.” 
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