Shannon Industries..


“Hey Bob, save the fucking explanation! Outside of my assembly plant is five days supply of your miserable bearing plates. So in less than five days my production line will shut down. Buddy, I want to tell you, you don’t want to let that happen. Because if it does, I’ll sue your sorry ass for every cent that Shannon Industries loses until you satisfy your contractual obligations and the line restarts. And I mean every fucking cent, including consequential losses. Now do what you’re paid for, and get your fucking useless workforce to do what they’re supposed to. Or they’ll be spending thanksgiving climbing over the restaurant skips looking for scraps of turkey!” With that goodbye, Michael slammed the receiver down.


“Fucking amateur.” 

After a few seconds, Michael Shannon, CEO of Shannon Industries, smiled.


“Ok! Tony, he’ll come through.”


“You sure?” Replied Tony Worrel, Works Manager of the Aviation Hydraulics plant. “Aircraft can’t take off, and they make a mess of landings, without their undercarriage, and those components are essential.”


“Tony, Tony, didn’t I tell you? I’ve worked with Bob, and his father before him, for twenty-five years. He’ll come through, trust me.”


“OK boss. I’ll go and make plans, to buy him and us a little time.”


“You do that Tony, thanks for letting me know we had a problem. Judy, would you call the elevator for Tony?” 


“No don’t bother Michael, I’ll walk. I got up here ok, I deserve the easy walk down.” Judy looked for confirmation, and Michael nodded.


“You should employ a works manager Michael, you can’t keep doing all this for yourself,” said Tony sardonically as he left the office. Michael burst into his eardrum splitting laughter. 


“Go fuck yourself Tony,” he called after him.

As Michael’s PA, Judy Pedersen was usually in his office and was used to his colourful language. Judy often reflected on how lucky she was to work for someone like Michael. He was the cleverest man she’d ever known. He was also the kindest, in a list that included Dave her husband. She knew Michael’s life story, and admired him immensely. If she’d dare to admit it to herself, she probably loved him. 

Michael Shannon was a huge bear of a man. As CEO of Shannon Industries, which incorporated Shannon Airlines, Shannon Hydraulic systems, Shannon Travel, and Shannon International Banking, he retained control over company direction and strategy.  However, in spite of the breadth of his responsibilities, Judy knew that Michael would always be another Works Manager. He loved the detail, and the interplay. He had entered the US with his parents as an economic migrant in the nineteen fifties. He had lived the American dream. 

Given five hundred dollars by his father at sixteen, he’d invested it in auto parts for re-sale. He turned in a five hundred percent profit in a few weeks. Michael then split his energy and funds into two streams. He’d spotted that increasing wealth had spin off opportunities for leisure and travel. In addition to his auto parts business, he found a ticketing agent about to fold and bought the business from him. Very quickly he targeted Acapulco as the destination in vogue, and sold airline tickets at shameless prices. Subsequently, he went on to acquire manufacturing facilities, airlines, and banks using the same techniques; namely, opportunity, vision and his own abilities to make success inevitable.

Judy knew, that Michael’s story was known and admired by almost every Shannon employee. In addition his vision, timing, and judgement, was respected throughout US society. Judy was forty-two, and had headed Michael’s personal office for five years. As a result of his success, Michael had now become a product in his own right. Judy had worked for Michael for over twenty years, and was proud to claim that she organised everything that he needed, for exactly when he needed it.


On Michael’s behalf, Judy dealt with Senators, Congressmen, even members of foreign governments. She’d gotten to know what his values were, and like the rest of his workforce, she was deeply loyal to him. When the aircraft manufacturing plant had become unviable, Michael had insisted that the huge manufacturing hanger be turned into a number of sections for development. 

At Michael’s insistence; Shannon Banking installed their telephone banking computers and call centre in the quieter end of the hanger. Shannon Travel moved in next to them, and installed their own systems. Shannon Hydraulics still serviced a large fleet of aircraft, and they took up the rest of the huge building. The business also had facilities in twenty other cities worldwide, but Michael had brought what jobs he could back to his people.


Michael also had built a large single story office suite, sited fifty foot up in the ‘gods’ of the hanger, and used it as his own personal office. Access to the suite was by an open tread staircase from the ground floor of the giant hanger. An additional fireproof stairwell was provided on the outside of the hanger, but was for emergencies only. A glass panelled elevator also provided access to the suite from outside the hanger.

The suite contained eight luxury offices with en-suite restrooms, a small cinema, and a plush conference room.  Michael’s private office was staffed by four stunning PA’s, supervised by Judy. Inevitably they had become known as ‘Mickey’s Angels’, by the workforce. Carolyn Meadows, thirty-five, was responsible for Shannon Banking, Suzie Taylor, thirty-one, for Shannon Hydraulics, Dee Smith, forty-one for Shannon Travel and Chris Friend, thirty-eight, for Shannon Airlines.  Judy Edwards was Office Manager responsible for recruitment, and any other issues. In addition to a generous salary, each PA received a substantial dress allowance. Judy had certain rules about what they wore. Absolutely no trouser suit’s, and skirts at a comfortable height above the knee. Judy had checked out each PA for suitability for Michael’s office before they had even become aware that they were being considered.

Even though there was a private lift up to their office suites, Michael insisted, that each morning all his office staff took the long route to their offices. They were to go through the ground floor departments, speaking to as many people as possible, and then up the long climb on the open grilled stairwell to their offices. He said that it cheered up his workforce, and improved morale. If the ladies felt uncomfortable climbing the stairs each day, watched by over six hundred people, they didn’t show it. Nor did they let it affect their dress sense. A comfortable skirt length for them all was four to six inches above the knee, making the five PA’s ascent each day a delight for the guys below. Even the ladies would watch, most of them coveting the angels lifestyle. 

Michael also made the same journey most days, rarely using the lift. At the morning bell for work to commence, Michael and his glamorous team would be at the rail, outside his office, waving down to the workforce before going off to their days work. The workforce loved it, he seemed just like one of them.

Michael’s home life was settled. He’d married at seventeen to Claudia, the daughter of an Italian immigrant, and together they’d raised seven children. Claudia was the nearest thing to a rival to Judy. They rarely saw each other so that threat was minimal. Judy probably saw more of Michael than Claudia did. On the rare occasions she did meet Claudia, Judy was wise enough to defer to her. She didn’t know how much Claudia knew about Michael’s business life, so she assumed that to be nothing and only released information that she knew to be harmless to him.

Stories of Michaels love for his workforce were legendary, and mostly true. Judy often used to tell stories to her friends about how fantastic her boss was. Her favourite was about Michael’s treatment of the previous senator, Mike Mitchell, who’d made the mistake of opposing publicly his proposal to convert the hanger from purely industrial use, to include offices. Michael knew that the aircraft industry was changing, and wouldn’t sustain the current workforce too far into the future. He’d invited Senator Mitchell, a pompous arrogant prick, in public to see what he proposed. The senator didn’t really want to come, but Michael had left him little option. He arrived, accompanied by his own photographer.  His limousine stopped by the elevator, where Mitchell and the cameraman got out. They went to the elevator only to find it locked. The fire stairwell was also shut, operable only from the inside. They climbed back into the limo, and were driven down to the end of the building where the end of a red carpet was evident. 

Mitchell got out, expecting to be greeted by Michael Shannon. Instead he found a guy in overalls accompanied by a guy with a camera.

“Greetings Senator Mitchell,” he said as the camera flashed. “Mr Shannon is in his office waiting for you. Please follow me, I’ll show you the way.” He walked into the building along the carpet, which ended abruptly at the door. As Mitchell entered the building, he marvelled at the sheer size of it. It seemed to go on forever. On either side of the walkway was a line of people, stretching as far as he could see. If Mitchell though this was flattering, he soon changed his mind as he saw that each one held a piece of paper in their right hand, and a bunch of papers in their left. He could make out that the papers were ballot papers, the right hand headed ‘My Vote’, and the first on in the left hand ‘my Family’s Votes’. He tried to ignore them, and looked straight ahead, smiling weakly.   

