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The Closing
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All the employees of Superior Robotics International’s Goldfork corporate office gathered in the lobby. Many looked worried and beside themselves. Albert stood off to the corner, away from the somber crowd. The elevators chimed and out pop SRI’s CEO, Ginger Malcolm, accompanied by the head of HR, Colin James, and the VP of Sales, Jason Velda. They all carried melancholy looks on their faces as the three looked around at the group. 

Ginger stepped up and motioned for the crowd to simmer down. “Good afternoon, everyone. As you know, our Vice President of Research and Data Analytics, Walter Cunningham, is currently in an incapacitated state. Unfortunately, it doesn’t look good for him so, I ask that you all, whomever you pray to and for those that don’t, to pray or keep him and his family in your thoughts. It has been very difficult the pass week and I know many of you have questions and are waiting with bated breath on what’s going to happen. One of our junior engineers, Tiffany Monroe, who is also Walter’s niece, has been keeping us abreast of the situation and, at this point, which is the only update we have on Walter Cunningham.”

Murmurs came from the crowd. 

“With that being said, SRI has decided to close this office at the end of this month.”

Loud chatter and outrage filled the lobby. Many of the employees began to cry. They were only being given a two and a half week notice and this wasn’t sitting right with many of them. Understandably, many of them were the sole money makers in their homes. On top of that, there were going to lose valuable benefits that they needed. 

“Please, everyone.” Colin yelled over the growing crowd of angry, soon to be, former employees. “LISTEN!”

The crowd quieted down. 

Ginger continued. “There are reasons beyond what I can share as to why we’ve come to this decision. Please know, this wasn’t done because of malice. It was a very hard decision but, a decision we needed to make. Believe me, I feel absolutely horrible about this.” She swallowed. “With that being said, Superior Robotics International will pay for three months of health care after separation for those employees that qualify.”

“What do you mean employees that qualify?” A man from the crowd called out.

“I’ll take it from here, ma’am.” Colin whispered to Ginger.

“Employees that qualify means, those employees whom we haven’t spoken to about moving to another facility.”

“What?” The same man screamed. 

“If you haven’t been spoken to by a member of HR or your team leader or supervisor about moving to another facility, then you would be considered one of the separated employees who qualify for the three months of benefits.”

More murmurs, louder this time. 

SRI had secretly come to some employees about keeping them on to be a part of their sales office closer to Flayville. Those employees were asked not to mention it to anyone else until a formal announcement was made. It was sad what was happening but, that was business in corporate, capitalist America. No matter how good you are, you weren’t safe from the dreaded chop. 

“As our CEO has said, this was not an easy decision but, a decision needed to be made. Emails from HR will be going out within the next four days with more information for those that are transferring and for those who are being laid off. If you have any questions, you are free to email me, and I will answer as best I can. In the meantime, I ask that you speak to your families about what’s going on and please, do not take your anger out on any of the other employees that will be transferring. Good luck to everyone.”

Security got in front of the crowd and the three bigwigs headed back to the elevators, listening to the angry yells as they entered. 

Albert looked around at the crowd. The contrast of faces of the chosen ones and the unchosen were bluntly evident.
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One swipe turned to two and the next thing Gabi knew, she'd swiped left on all her matches for the day. The endless barrage of fake and empty profiles saying “if you want to know, just ask” would cause anyone frustration. It was another form of mental gymnastics to her, but she only had herself to blame at this point. Online dating hadn't changed since her college days. Hell, she even ran across profiles of the same guys from ten years ago. A scant amount of sadness and anger built up inside her. Could it be that I'm romantically inept, like them? I mean, shit, I've been here way too long. Gabi sighed and threw her phone to the side.

Some people won in the game of love and others were sideline players. Though it hurt thinking of herself in such a mundane manner, that was her play in life. Time to suck it up and move on!

Gabrielle Johnson was no ordinary woman. What she lacked in romantic skills she made up for in work ethic and personality. She'd become the first Black woman, and woman in general, to lead a team at Acrobat Design District in the ten years they'd been established. The company specialized in home and office remodeling and design. Acrobat's archaic ways had become obsolete, prompting them to struggle to keep up with newer and more progressive companies. Gilbert Herman, the company's former CEO, stepped down after the stakeholders voted him out due to the dismal fiscal year they'd encountered. In his place, Melissa Malcolm, became appointed as CEO.

Her credentials were impressive, and she could handle the business, plus, she brought a fresh, modern take on where the company needed to go and how to take it beyond anywhere else, they'd been. It was pretty much unanimous. Not to mention, she was an older Black woman, which made Gabi more ecstatic about her appointment. Seeing someone that looked like her in a position of power was rare.

Of course, several employees, department heads, and supervisors, weren't happy about her appointment. They even made it known on their public social media accounts. No biggie, Melissa wasn't privy to keeping someone on payroll if they didn't believe in the future vision of the company. So, she asked them to either resign or she'd fire them herself. Most did the former. After cleaning up the dead weight, the office felt lighter, and several high-performing consultants received promotions to supervisor and team leads. Hence why Gabi was now team lead for the Southeast division. A glass ceiling within the company had broken and she could only go up from there

The company's numbers flourished, and Acrobat Design District was back on track to be the top design company in the country.

Screeching from the hot kettle broke Gabi's self-loathing. She grabbed a cup from the cabinet, placed a bag of vanilla macaron tea inside and poured the steaming water in the cup. Vanilla macaron tea was always her go to for relaxation. Her best friend, Veronica, often teased her about liking vanilla when her personality was colorful. Gabi ignored her when it came to her favorite flavors. Why should the opinion from someone who eats onion-flavored chips matter?

A creak sounded when she sat down on the cloth-covered sofa. It was old and questionable but had been in her family for years and nostalgia was keeping her from trashing it and starting anew. Her father had given it to her when she moved out of the house after college. Newly reupholstered with the same homely feel. Memories. The TV flashed on, a show about backyard remodels played on. Ahh, the Home Channel, one of her go to channels for entertainment and inspiration. Even at home she couldn't get away from design. The hosts, both extra blond, and extra perky, were finishing with staging the final parts before the big reveal. Gabi couldn't help herself from silently judging some of the furniture choices. Not what I would place but, ok. She tended to do that, often. The things that go through the mind of a designer.
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