



FulfilEnment

‘You’re fired.’ The words still stung in the back of Gil’s mind as he stepped out into the street.  The cold, crisp autumn air served to take away the shiver he felt leeching its way through his spine.  One visit down to his office with a neatly printed copy of his termination notice was all it took.  He had until tomorrow to clean out his personal effects from the room.  He doubted he would, though.  There was no worth to the trinkets in his former small basement hovel of an office.  Anything with emotional attachment to it had been lost long ago, or lay in a single box back home.


Gil found himself fumbling around in his jacket pockets as he plodded down the street.  You quit three years ago.  He was still in a daze and the old stress relief of nicotine was getting to him.  


“No, goddammit,” he muttered under his breath.  His teeth ground together hard and he kept walking on, replaying the morning’s conversation over and over in his head.


“I’m sorry to be the one to tell you this, bu-“


“Oh, hey Jerry, I just got the new tower with all the backups online, and everything seems to be running well for once.”


“You’re fired,” Jerry’s face had a pained look to it, if that was possible.  “Word came down from management last night.  I, uhh… well.  Here.  This sucks,” he said as he passed the freshly laser-printed sheet of doom into Gil’s hands.  He stood there a moment longer until he was sure Gil was engrossed enough in his reading, then he turned and headed for the stairs.


Beneath the company letterhead lay three short paragraphs, blandly and officially reassuring Gilbert that what he had just heard was true.


Dear Sir, it began.  It looked like it could have said ‘Dear Sir or Madam,’ or simply ‘Dear Madam.’  Either way, it gave off the effect of impersonal bureaucracy already.


“What is this?  What’s it all about, I mean?” he called after Jerry, taking his eyes off the paper.  Jerry mumbled something and turned around from the stairwell door.


“Well, as far as any of us who know can figure out, you’re taking the blame for the combination attack and system failure last week.  You’re a scapegoat, man.  Sacrificial lamb and all that.”  He took off his glasses and rubbed his nose.


“But I’ve been here since practically the beginning, and… the company would still be floundering if I hadn’t cleaned up Thursday’s mess.”


“I know.  But what the hell, man.  We can’t do anything about it.  Tough time in the business for a lot of us.”


“Oh.  Well.  Fuck.  You should go now.”


“Yeah.  I’ll catch you around in a few days, maybe,” Jerry said, relieved to be making his way to the stairs again.


“Probably not…” Gil whispered.


His hand had slipped into his pocket again, clawing, searching hungrily for the cancerous fix that wasn’t there.


“No!” he yelled into the wasteland of the street and jerked his arm free.


The job wasn’t that important, it was just that it held a lot of meaning and potential for him.  It was the first full-time thing he had after all his schooling, and was also the first place he actually tried to work at.


Now though, as he flowed through the street, awash in his own amazement, he felt completely drained.  There was no desire to continue on.  Sure, he could get another similar job if he really applied himself, but the prospect was already too tiresome.  Jerry wasn’t kidding when he said times were tough.  Everyone all around was losing work.


“Stupid global communication network,” Gil muttered.  Then, as if to add to his worries, his stomach started to clench up in a horrible version of hunger pangs.  He had not eaten in two days.  He had slept three hours.


The rest of his anger and stress flowed out of him as he gave into the will of his belly and started looking for places where food might be remotely edible.  The draining sensation plagued him, pulling him in.  They had told him before to get help for his depressions, see a shrink, or at least a general practitioner.  He had opted to look up information on his own.  It seemed like everybody these days claimed to have some sort of mental condition or other.  He found out that there were actually clinically proven diseases – such an ugly word – that brought about depressions, hysteria, and a whole host of syndromes and illnesses.  Not enough serotonin in one’s brain made one mentally unbalanced, so one would have to go get a prescription for replacement drugs.  Bullshit.  Gil wanted no part of it, and most times he was alright without it.  Most times.


Maybe he would go kill himself.  For real this time.  No, he thought.  That would be letting ‘them’ win.  Them.  Gil gave a heartless laugh at the thought.  Whoever ‘they’ were, they were always plotting his doom, or had something to gain by it.  Of course, it couldn’t just be a group of people, maybe it was something else.  Nature.  The will of the universe.  Aliens.  Another dry laugh.


Either way, he wouldn’t give them the satisfaction.  Stupid depression.  Then Gil looked up, for no particular reason at all and stared straight at the sign of the Side Street diner.  He gave in to the bright, backlit light, coaxing him towards greasy short order food.  He was tired, cold, hungry, and serotonin-deprived.  And so he walked up the two steps and in through the door.


Walking into the diner felt like walking out of one of those desensitization chambers, Gil thought.  Not that he had ever been in one before, but he thought it made a nice comparison to the sudden burst of noise, smells, and sights that lashed out at him.  Bits of conversations made their way over to him, the lighting leaving a dizzying effect.  He felt as though he should have been sick, but he wasn’t.  A waft of bacon hit his nose and shortly he found himself up at a counter stool, asking for a menu.


While he waited for his breakfast, he looked around the place and at the various eating faces.  It all looked as though it might have been pulled from some movie set, or could have been used as one.  Maybe it was.  Other than that, the decor and people didn’t seem out of the ordinary, and the mundanity made for a calming effect on Gil.


He turned around in his seat just in time for his food to arrive and, just as he was about to cut into his omelet, someone not-so-gently brushed by him, causing him to nearly slice his fingers.  The finally straw being broken, Gil turned around, ready to plant his knife into some soft human flesh, but stopped short.


In front of his eyes stood a very hairy, very dirty looking old man.  If Gil had to guess, the man had lived on the street for more than one age.  Then he quickly remembered his anger and started to lay into the old man, but he was cut off again.


“Come to that booth over there,” the man insisted with a twitch of his beard.


“Now.”


“Excuse me?” Gil asked.


“You ‘eard me,” said the man, back already half-turned.


Another man that Gil had not seen followed a step behind the old bum.  He too stopped in front of Gil and looked directly into his eyes.


“You better take your plate and come along,” he stated.  His eyes had a certain look about them that Gil tried to place.  They seemed haunted, or maybe the eyes of a madman, so cold and piercing they were.  Then the eyes were gone, moving to the other side of the restaurant.

That’s all… for now… 

Must write more on paper…

