Surrounded by used tissues, the young woman drew immediate attention from the old gentleman as he entered the dimly lit theatre.    He discreetly took in her appearance: tailored business suit, red-rimmed eyes, hair in a disheveled bun.  A young lady’s life had fallen apart today, he thought.  Knees creaking, he slowly made his way down the darkened aisle, turning left to enter her row.  Not wanting to seem too forward, he sat three seats away, trying to lend unconscious support while still giving her privacy.  
She cried silently, he noticed, soiled tissues the only giveaway.  Quickly looking around, he noticed they were the only two in the small theatre.  He slowly stood and moved to sit beside the weeping girl, ready to lend an ear. At first she stared at him, wary of his intentions.  The gentleness in his clear blue eyes conveyed his genuine caring for her welfare.

 He listened as she told him of her lost job at a public relations firm, her unwillingness to succumb to the demands of her sexist boss.  He heard the anger in her voice as she recanted “that bastard’s” command that she dress provocatively and take the client to “dinner” to ensure his support with the firm. He handed her tissues as she mourned the loss of occupation because of her refusal.  They both knew her boss would blacklist her; no jobs in PR would be available.  Fear filled her eyes as she wondered aloud how she would provide for her two young children.   
Suddenly, as if awakening from a trance, she noticed her surroundings.  Gathering the used Kleenexes she left for the bathroom, apologizing for being a burden and promising to return.  Upon her exit the gentleman glanced down at her belongings and notices a small white strip of paper.  Brown, Brown, and Wittington Public Relations, it read.  Immediately he frowned.  My firm, he thought.  I am the chairman of the board of a business that terminated, no, fired a bright young woman for standing firm on her beliefs.  I must do something.

She returned with a faint smile, thanking him for listening to her problems and gathering her things.  As he walked her out of the theatre, movie forgotten, he softly told her everything would work itself out, she seemed to have great talent and resolve.  He reminded her to stand firm on her principles and let life take care of itself.  The man gently hugged the girl and walked away.  He pulled out his cell phone.  He knew what he had to do.
