
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Dedication

Dedicated to all of those that have had to do something that they didn't want to do, to get to where they needed to go...

For all of those that have had to struggle to achieve....
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Bzzzt! Bzzzt! Bzzzt!

It’s too fucking early for this!

I slap at my alarm clock, not even bothering to look at the time.  All I know is that it was way too early for me to be getting up.  Hell, I don’t even remember setting my alarm!  It’s not like I needed it anyway; I don’t have anything that I have to get up for.  That’s what life is like when you’re unemployed.  I finally decided to look up at my alarm clock.  Not bad...it’s only nine-thirty.  That’s actually pretty early for me.  I nod to myself, and then throw the covers back over my head. 

I go through my usual morning ritual; brush, shower, and semi-exercises.  I chow down on some cereal, and then flip on the television to see what’s going on in the world.  That pretty much sums up my day; I gave up looking for employment months ago.  Being an out-of-work Graphic Designer sucks big time.  If I don’t venture outside, I usually spend my days surfing the ‘net, or playing around with some of my graphics programs.  What little side projects that I do have, I do for friends and associates, and that helps to put some money in my pockets, and help pay the bills.  Luckily for me that I like to live well beneath my means, or else I’d be in some serious trouble.

I decide to shut off the T.V., and switch on my desktop.  I hop onto the ‘net, and check my email inbox for messages.  

Nope, nothing important... as usual! 

It’s mostly junk mail, and forwards of crap I could care less about.  I don’t need to forward these bullshit emails to see how true my friends are!  Nor will that crap change my luck, and bring me ‘economic prosperity’!  I grumble at my inbox, and then log out, hopping onto the search engine.  I decide to download a few more pictures off the web, and save them onto my hard drive for later.  Hey...I might not have a job, but I do need to keep my skills sharp, and portfolio up to date.  You never know...

I decide to go out to the local corner store to grab today’s paper.  I try to move as quickly as I can, avoiding any of my annoying neighbors that might try to stop me for a little chat.  I usually don’t mind chatting up my neighbors, but lately I’ve been in a real funky mood; hell, I’ve been in a funky mood since I lost my job!  I don’t need no nosy old folks giving me false praise, or talking down to me at the moment; just give me my space.  I practically snatch the paper out of the cashier’s hands, and make a B-line back to my apartment.  I hate to act that obnoxious, but I’ve been really irritable lately.  I guess being unemployed is really starting to get to me; not to mention...my unemployment benefits are close to running out.  I hate not having money in my pocket, or not having anything to really do.  I can’t believe that there are people out there that actually enjoy living like this!  This life is NOT for me, I’m telling you that right now...

I get back to my apartment, and realize that I haven’t even turned on my cellphone yet.  Sometimes I wonder why I even bother, seeing that very few people call me, whether for a job, or for small talk.  I look at my phone on my dresser, and then reluctantly turn it on. My mind momentarily flashes back to when I used to work for my old advertising company, and how I used to wish that my phone didn’t always ring so much.  It was a boutique advertising company; midsized, but homely.  We pretty much served the local business community, and were quite successful.  Then, we ended up getting swallowed up by some big firm, and most of us got axed.  The severance package was nice, but that really hurt my pride.  The older generation feeds you that whole BS paradigm about going to school, graduating, and then getting a job.  They never mention to you about getting laid off...

I scan through the paper, not really paying attention to any of the articles.  I breeze through the funnies and the sports pages, and then go straight to the classifieds.  I circle a few ads for a Graphic Designer, and also circle a few regular job titles as well.  At this point, I can’t really be too picky about any available jobs!  The government may not admit this, but there is a serious job slowdown happening in the country.  Living like a pauper has helped me to keep my bills down, but...a brother has got to live!  I want to be able to live like a normal human being once in a fucking while...

I print out an updated copy of my resume’, and I run out to my favorite spot; Marvell’s Electronics Shop.  The older Caribbean brother that owns the shop has always been nice to me.  I’ve recently become friendly with him, popping in ever so often to fax out my resume’ to a job that I'm applying for that doesn't accept emailed submissions.  I had to get rid of mine to cut down on my bills so that my severance can last longer, so I’ve come to depend on him to help get my resume’ out.  Besides, he’s a lot nicer than those snotty bitches at the local check cashing place; sheesh...talk about having an attitude!  We share a few quick words, and he faxes my stuff out to the numbers that I gave him.  The faxes go through, and I make a quick exit back home.  At least I accomplished something today...

I hop back onto my desktop, and send those pictures that I saved earlier to Photoshop.  I start manipulating them, creating more entries for my portfolio.  Messing around with my graphics programs actually helps me to feel better.  I’m actually doing something; making myself useful.  Even these little side projects that I do for friends are a help to me, and I don’t just mean monetarily.  Whether it’s just flyers, business cards, postcards, invitations, etc., it’s a way for me to let out my creative energies.  Being idle won’t just make me rusty, it makes me downright miserable!  I’m actually starting to miss my old hectic work schedule from when I was working...

I must have been on the computer for quite a while, because my eyes started to get all blurry.  I finally saved my work, and turned the computer off.  I started to rub my eyes, when my cell goes off.  That actually surprised me, because nobody usually calls me during the middle of the day.  I was lucky enough to answer it before my voicemail kicked in.

“Yeah, hello?”

“...Darius!”, boomed a deep bass voice, “What’s up, man?!”

“...Osiris!  What’s crackin’, brother man?”

“Oh, you know...SS, DD.”

“...Same shit...different day!”

“Yah feel me?”

We share a short laugh and bullshit on the phone for a few minutes.  I don’t get the chance to hang with Osiris the way we used to; we’ve been boys since our freshman year of college.  The brother is talented; he majored in Video Productions.  He thought that we should join forces; form our own full fledged advertising and production company, and do everything in-house.  I was too stupid to realize what he was saying at the time; that we should be entrepreneurs, instead of wasting our time and talents working for someone else.  It came back to bite me in the ass after I got canned.  Unfortunately, Osiris isn’t doing much better than I am.  He’s not unemployed, but he’s stuck working as a concierge at some local hotel.  And man...does that brother hate his job!  

We spend the conversation bitching about our lives, and praying for the Lotto gods to grant us unlimited wealth and opportunity.  We make plans to link up with each other after his shift is over, and shoot some pool.  It would be good to hang out with somebody who understands what you’re going through.  We hang up with each other shortly afterward, and I check my closets for what clean clothes I have left, or at least don’t stink.

We link up at one of the local lounges downtown, and shoot pool at one of the available tables.  We rag on some of the upwardly mobile Negroes that are up in there; their tight ass clothes, their phony personas, and their utter arrogance.  It’s obvious that most of them are just hanging onto their jobs by a thread.  They go through that type of high stress hell behind closed doors at the office, yet they wanna come up in here, and profile and perpetrate like they’re some sort of big shots.  Osiris and I just shake our heads, and continue on with our game.  “...Fake ass Oreos!” He scoffs, “I can’t stand them!”

“...Fuck them, O.  We both know that they ain’t shit.”

“Please”, Osiris snorts, “You should hear how their white co-workers talk shit about them when they ain’t around!”

“...And I bet you anything that it’s the brothers and sisters who be doing all of the work at the job, too!”

“Please!  The sisters are even worse.  They have the nerve to look their noses down on me!  If only they knew what I knew...”

“...All because they have a fucking job!  Take whatever little crumbs that their masters throw at them...”

“Weren’t you a part of that clique, D?”

“...Hell no!”

Osiris gives me a sarcastic look.  I look away, trying to concentrate on my shot.  I hate to admit it, but I did get a bit full of myself before I lost my job.  I bought into that whole integrationist, up-by-your-bootstraps bullshit that they beat into your brain since childhood.  Of course, as my friend, he doesn’t need to throw that shit back in my face.  I give Osiris a dirty look in return, and continue with my shot in silence.  He smirks at me in return, knowing that he was able to get under my skin a bit.  

“...Just trying to keep you sharp, D.”

“...Fuck you, O!”

Osiris laughs as I continue with my shot.  I try to hide the smile that’s starting to form on my lips.  I guess I was starting to get a little self righteous, now that I’m jobless.  That’s Osiris; always able to keep me in check, helping to keep me grounded.  We play a few more games, and continue to talk.

It was close to nine o’clock when we finally left the pool hall.  We make our way to my apartment, and decide to hang there for a few.  I offer Osiris some juice (alcohol is not in my budget!), and let him look through some of my latest entries that I added into my portfolio.  He sits on the couch as he flips through my zipper binder, where I keep my portfolio. 

“Nice!  You’d think this was a real magazine cover...!”

“Thanks.”

“You ever thought about going into publishing, D?”

“It’s a thought...”

“Better yet...why not just start your own company?”

“Not that, again...!”

Osiris turns to me, now annoyed.  This was a subject that we battled over from time to time. Tonight was not a night where I wanted to get into this conversation, though.  I’ve already been in a crappy mood as it is...

“What’s so wrong with that?!”

“...I’m tired of hearing it all the fucking time, that’s what!”

“Oh?  So, I guess being unemployed is more fulfilling to you?”

“You ain’t funny, man!  You know that I hate being unemployed...!”

“...-And, what’s the alternative?  Working for someone else who won’t pay you what you’re worth?  Or being underemployed at some shitty dead-end job with a power happy supervisor?”

“Hey, don’t put your job troubles on me,” I bite back.

“...-That’s not just me, that’s everybody”, Osiris retorts.

“Look, I’m not in the mood to hear this crap...”

Osiris pauses, giving me a dirty look.  I just roll my eyes, and walk off.  I go to grab some more juice out of the refrigerator, when I hear my door slam.  I turn around, surprised, and I see my portfolio lying on the couch...and Osiris nowhere in sight.

I can’t believe this Negro just walked out on me!

I stand there, somewhat stunned.  This was the perfect end to the perfect day.  Such is my life...
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I get up the next day, and go through my usual routine.  I decide to send a text message to Osiris, apologizing for being an ass last night.  The freelancing helps, but Osiris is right; I needed something consistent!  It gets annoying that, when I actually do get a callback, I’m always either overqualified, or they want to pay me some ridiculously low amount of money to work there.  Maybe this whole entrepreneur thing isn’t such a bad idea after all...?  This whole rejection bullshit just gets really tiring after a while.  I rifle through the mail that I hadn’t bothered to check yesterday, and see more bills in the pile than junk mail.  I scan through yesterday’s want ads for anything that I might have missed, and become even more annoyed.  

I decide to do a little bit of web research on small business loans, and micro financing.  I also comb through the Sunday pullouts to see what items are on sale this week at some of the consumer electronics, and office supplies stores.  If I’m going to be do anything on my own, obviously I’m going to need some supplies.  My work station here in my apartment is pretty adequate, but there’s always room for improvement.  There’s room for improvement, especially if you’re planning on going into business for yourself!  I see the cost of some of the items, and grumble to myself about the prices.  This shit is kind of expensive even on sale!  My mood sours even more, feeling quite stupid for flying around so blind.  I need some fucking fresh air...  

I actually decide to venture outside, and make a trip to the local library branch in my neighborhood.  I collect a few books on entrepreneurship, and starting up a small business...anything that can help me in my quest for vocational freedom.  I never even realized the different types of businesses that were available; Limited Liability Corporations, S-Corporations, Sole Proprietorships...the list is endless!  My research also lets me know just how utterly clueless I really was about business, and how far off I was at starting my own.  I started to get really frustrated; this was all supposed to help me feel better, not worse! I never really realized how many hoops you had to jump through just to own your own shit.  File for this, register that, document this...it’s no wonder that they just tell everyone to just get a job!  

I left the library in a really sour mood.  I plopped down on my couch, and started rubbing my temples.  Well, nobody said that owning your own business would be easy.  Hell...if it was so easy, everybody would be doing it!  If I was going to own my own business, I definitely needed a game plan.  I need to use all of my skills and my experiences, if I wanted to succeed at having my own business.  I started to brainstorm, and grabbed one of my legal pads that I use for sketches, and making notations.  I started to list everything that I’m capable of doing creatively, and then I started listing the different fields that I’m capable of working in; such as Marketing, Advertising, Promotions, and obviously Graphic Design.  I needed to find my niche.  Where do I fit in all of these available fields?  What would make me stand out against my competition?  After a while, the brainstorming was giving me a headache.  I decided to go out to this local diner that I used to frequent when I was working.  I take my pad with me, just in case I had a few ideas hit me while I was wallowing in a cup of coffee.  
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