The truth is...we gather on the Third Monday of each month (except for January and February
when we gather on the 4™ Monday) to practice our writing skills. We listen and share in each
other’s work. We are small in number and our commitment is strictly to produce and foster
creativity among our members.

We started in July 1999 and consist of adults that enjoy writing memoirs, commentaries, essays,
poems, and/or prose. Our simple method each month is to use a pre-selected word or phrase as
the basis of a story, an idea, an opinion, a derivative of, or an implied essence of and write a
document of no more than 1000 words (approximately 2 pages). We share our stories, comment,
and in that way build up our writing skills through practice and presentation. The atmosphere is
friendly and supportive, and the feedback is gentle.

Curious? Always wanted to try writing for fun, entertainment, or even profit? Come visit with
us at any of our open meetings. Bring a sample of your work. Sit in and see what we do. If you
like it, join us every month and become a member. Contact Nancy at nestewart@ameritech.net
for information.
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Pink Slip
By Pauline Bastek

I was fifteen the summer of the early fifties and bored beyond belief. This was before phones
were a necessity to the life of a teenager. No Facebook, No Instagram, only a mother who was
not about to have me underfoot for the remaining two months of my summer vacation.

The summer job I had been working at since school ended was brought to a halt by a fire that
took place the weekend before the 4™ of July and the building that housed the Walter Field
Catalog Company would most likely be torn down as it was a firetrap and the owners made no
secret of the fact that repairs in the near or far distant future were not financially feasible.

After just a weekend of my daily presence, my mother took herself to a neighbor who was a
supervisor at Alden’s Catalog House and talked her into getting me a summer job. The following
Monday I showed up at Alden’s to begin my summer career as an order filler. This entailed
picking up an order from and filling it from the proper cubicle. BORING! My fellow order fillers
were high school girls like me, housewives who were supplementing family incomes and new
arrivals from Europe, also known as Displaced Persons, or the unfortunate term, DP’s.

Their command of English especially idiomatic English was poor to say the least. They were not
helped in any way by the housewives who were full time employees as they felt they were taking
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jobs that should have been for “Americans” and did their best to confuse them and make life
even more difficult.

A week or so into the job I went into the Ladies Room on break and overheard a conversation in
Polish from the housewife who considered herself the leader of the group telling one of the
immigrant girls that she was very likely to get a pink slip. Basia who took this laterally, became
very excited and wanted to know what she had to do to get this coveted piece of lingerie. |
quickly got out of my cubicle, double flushing the toilet, to cover up the possibility that I
overheard the conversation.

That evening, I told my mother and she said she would take care of it. The next day I saw her
speaking with our neighbor Jean who had gotten me the job.

The following week, I was surprised to be given a bag of kolacky by Basia. In broken English,
she told me to thank my mother. Later that day, I noticed that the woman who had been telling
Basia how to get a pink slip was not around. Turned out she got a pink slip. My mother told me
to thank Basia for the kolacky and sent me down to Jean’s house with a plate of them and said to
tell her they were a thank you from Basia for the pink slip.

HiH

Color
By Vicki Elberfeld

While my hearing isn’t the greatest, I am nevertheless grateful not to be deaf, and the
same goes for blindness. For that matter, I wouldn’t even want to be color blind. I'm reading
about a successful artist, a painter, who lost his color vision in an instant as the result of an auto
accident. He didn’t so much see the world in black and white as in black and gray, for even the
whites looked dirty to him; nor could he bear to look at human flesh which didn’t do much for
his marriage. After much time and hard work, he came to adjust to his new vision and even
adapted his painting to work within his limitations. But I wouldn’t wish his experience on
anyone. Colors not only enhance our visual lives but help us vividly describe our behaviors and
emotions. And colors attract us to one another as well as to nature itself. Just imagine if we all
looked gray! While our language is enriched by color, we should be wary of using “colorful
language” around children. Here are some of our basic colors’ most common associations.

White is the color of purity and shows dirt easily; medical uniforms are often white,
signaling they’re not likely to be harboring impurities. White is also the color of the wedding
dress, again signifying purity, and is more often worn in first marriages than in subsequent ones.
Due to its reflective nature, white is typically worn during hot weather. I grew up with the rule,
“No whites after Labor Day or prior to Memorial Day.” This mainly applies to white pants as
white shirts and blouses aren‘t seasonal, but I’m told this rule is outdated. Personally, I don’t
follow it anymore, but I still feel self-conscious wearing white pants after Labor Day. I don’t see
other women in the Midwest wearing them then, and I never believed that places which were hot
all year long followed this injunction. Halfway around the world, in many Asian cultures, white
is the color of mourning.



When paired with black however, white takes on something of a different meaning. It still
represents the positive, such as good and pure and right, but when paired with black, as in black
and white thinking, the pair takes on an oppositional quality such as right and wrong. Black and
white thinking doesn’t require much actual thought, just polarized judgements and opinions.

Black by itself can be either positive or negative. To be “in the black” is to be fiscally
sound, but to have a black heart or black thoughts won’t indicate you’re in a happy state of mind.
Here in the West, black is the color of mourning. To have black hair, black as the raven as is
indicated in the fairy tales, can be a step in the right direction toward attractiveness.

Red is a dramatic color. When I think of red, I think of a bullfighter‘s cape or a dress
that’s sexy and really calls attention to itself. Anger is strongly associated with red such as when
we’re seeing red. It’s thought that when we’re angry, our blood pressure rises and blood comes
coursing to our face, leaving us with a flushed appearance. You don’t want to be “in the red”
however, as it means you’re operating at a deficit. And if you see too many red flags in an
acquaintance, you hopefully won’t want to deepen the intimacy.

I have always associated the color green with growing things, with Ireland, and with the
arrival of spring. The Green Party is still focused on its original environmental issues, along with
social justice and nonviolence. When I think of green I also recall the lovely smells of new
mown grass, plants, and trees. But then there is “green with envy” and jealousy as “the
green-eyed monster,” not exactly positive associations.

Yellow is a happy color associated with the sun, without which we wouldn’t have
flowers, trees, fruits, veggies, and warmth. A sunny disposition is good to have, however yellow
is also the color of cowardice and jaundice.

Pink is very positive when you are “in the pink,” meaning your cheeks are flushed and
your health is good, but you certainly don’t want a pink slip indicating termination from your
job. Pink is considered a feminine color. I used to knit baby blankets, so many that I could easily
locate one, even at work. While employed as a disabilities specialist for city colleges, a former
student dropped by to tell me his wife had given birth to a baby girl. I happened to have a yellow
baby blanket I’d just created which I gave to the new dad, who seemed most grateful for the
unexpected gift. But after a few days, I thought better of the color and quickly knitted a pink
blanket for the baby girl. When I gave it to the new dad, he received it with the same enthusiasm
as he‘d displayed for the yellow one. The wife was thrilled, however, as she visited me directly,
her baby girl swaddled in what she called the “most beautiful pink blanket ever!”

Of course, blue is the color for baby boys. But this wasn‘t always the case. Apparently a
Ladies Home Journal in 1918 claimed that pink was a much stronger color than blue and
therefore more suitable for boys, whereas blue was a prettier color and therefore suited girls
better. As an older person without any children, I don‘t have much in the way of babies in my
life, but I‘ve heard that there is a small movement toward gender neutral colors such as yellow,
green, and beige for babies and children now. And just as real men can and do eat quiche, it takes
a brave and confident male to wear pink.

HiH



Knightblades Reunited
By Mark Moe

After Summer recovered from the Knightblade fusion, she stood up not realizing that her
Knight, Sir Bedivere, had restored her ACL injury as if it never happened. She heard his voice in
her mind telling her,

“My dear, you no longer need that brace on your left leg. I have healed it for you. Try it
out if you are still uncertain.”

The other two Knightblade women watched as Summer removed the soft cast and began
to test her ability to put adequate weight on it and move it. She screamed in disbelief and
exclaimed,

“Sir Bedivere healed my leg!”
“Aye, our Knights have marvelous powers that Schnee and I are still trying to understand,
but we need to meet up with the others. Let us help you pack and get going,” replied Eileen.

Schnee and Summer nodded as Summer packed her bag. About thirty minutes later, an
Uber dropped the women trio at the executive airport where their jet was waiting. After
introductions, Galahad asked,

“What now, Lancelot? We have reunited all six Knights. How do we bring back King
Arthur?”

Lancelot responded, “We must return to London to have a chance. Now keep in mind, we
do not know if Merlin was able to finish his ultimate weapon and if the six of us will be able to
reclaim that weapon. Queen Morgana also killed off six of our brothers, when Merlin was
creating my Knightblade, he kept discussing Stone Henge as a place of great magical power.
That is where we will make the attempt.”

Galahad smiled and exclaimed, “My King! Never fear, for your Knights are here! Let me
guess, another almost ten-hour flight?”

Professor Plum responded, “Yes, my boy and hopefully the last one for a while. I do not
know how business travelers spend so much time in the air. This jet lag is atrocious!”

The seven passengers ate and rested until they saw the landmass the Knights recognized
as Brittania. Once they landed, Professor Plum tried to monopolize their time for research at
Oxford University, but Lancelot set him straight on priorities. Professor Plum arranged a six
passenger SUV for the Knights to go to Stone Henge, while Professor Plum had their bags sent
to a private house. It was early morning with temperatures in the mid-sixties, and the fog was
mostly dissipated around Stone Henge. As they exited the SUV, Lancelot said,

“Professor Plum informed me that the tour groups do not start until midday, so we should
have time before they get here. Let us see if Stone Henge has as much magical power as Merlin
claims.”

Lance allowed Lancelot to take over completely, and the other Knights followed suit.
The six Knights went the short path to walk to the center of the ancient monument. As they
formed a circle and drew their longswords, a large convoy of moving vans approached from both



directions surrounding the entire monument. Armed men came piling out of each one and
advancing on the Knights’ central position. As the force continued to multiply, a man with a
megaphone addressed the Knights.

“We know you would come here. One of your pilots was working for us and has been
giving me updates on your progress.”

Lancelot replied loudly, “Remind me to give a “pink slip” to the traitor later after we are
finished here. I suspect that I already know the answer, but are you allied with those two Irish
gangs we fought in Ireland?”

The guy replied, “Yes, thanks to you, we have had to combine our two gangs into one
massive super gang. You six will not be around to cause us anymore trouble. Take them out!”

All the armed men charged, and the Knights dropped their visors on their helmets.
Gunfire rained in every direction as magical flashes of pink and blue energy either deflected
gunfire or took out the shooters. The sheer number of bullets could not be deflected in its
entirety, but the Knights’ magical armor withstood the barrage. As the battle continued, the
celerity of the Knights continued increasing and more of the armed men met a bloody end from
being slashed, stabbed or dismembered. Now where bullets once rained endlessly, there were
pockets of calm and more sporadic fire. The offenders were losing more numbers every minute
with no sign of surrender.

Many of the remaining attackers opted to use long-range rifles to avoid being cut down
by the Knights, but it made little difference with the Knights’ dashing attacks. The Knights still
cut them down and after another ten minutes, only a few stragglers remained. The remaining
offenders started to notice their dwindling numbers and showed the first signs of uncertainty. All
the Knights capitalized on it and wiped them out. Lancelot waited until the guy with the
megaphone was the last one and dismembered his legs. While the guy was screaming, Lancelot
wiped his sword on the guy’s shirt and rejoined the others in the center.

As they reformed the circle and held their blades inward, each Knight released a ball of
pink or blue energy, and it combined into one large violet beach ball-sized orb. It shot into the
sky and zoomed over the horizon.

Galahad flipped up his visor and asked, “Is that it? How do we know if we are
successful?”

Lancelot replied, “Wait for it.”

About a minute later, a golden flash of light shot back across the horizon in the form of a
golden meteorite missile. It landed with a definitive crash in the center of their circle and made a
small crater in the ground. Lancelot dug the glowing item out of the ground and dusted it off. In
his hands, he held a golden Knightblade and showed the others.

Lancelot held it aloft and proclaimed, “Behold the ultimate weapon of our wizard,
Merlin. The Kingblade.”

Percival asked, “Who is worthy enough to become our King Arthur?”

Lancelot replied, “We will have to find out.”



The Knightblades will return in the Kingblade.
HitH

The Pink Slip
By Alice Kosinski

The day was no different from any other. It was rainy, cold and windy March Monday in New
York City’s Manhattan. Ellen had to get herself readied for a very busy day at work, making sure
she was properly dressed for the face-to-face client calls she had on her schedule. This meant,
no slacks, buttoned up suit with a starched white collared shirt, and small strand of fake pearls at
her neck. She chose the deep burgundy suit over her favorite tan one that was often her choice.
She double checked that her stockings were in perfect condition and that a spare was in her
briefcase. Dress code was very important at the firm, and she was well aware one could be called
in for a “talk” if anything was off, meaning like a pair of torn stockings, heels to high, too much
cleavage exposed. She was a rare gem, as a woman on Wall Street in the 80’s, where it truly was
a man’s world. She had to play all her cards right to turn this job into a career. She loved the
hustle and bustle of the finance world, from the New York Stock Exchange, to the Newsroom, to
the sales team at the magazine.

Many ducks needed to be in a row, and that wasn’t easy, especially with the weather situation
being what it was, a mess. She couldn’t risk getting splashed in the rain. She wrapped her
raincoat tightly at the waist and hurried to pick up the children from their weekend at grandma’s
and get them to their designated classrooms and daycare center, with their favorite luncheons
carefully prepped and stowed in their backpacks. It was such a struggle just to keep it all
running smoothly before 7am. So far it was a surprising success. Setting the tone for the next
event, time to make it to catch the 8 am train. Again, these were all feats that could have gone
one way or the other, but all was going well.

On a nice day, Ellen enjoyed the commute. Sitting on the train with commuters, most of whom
she met there over the years. Some became friends for life, and others came and went as their
careers changed or they moved to another burrow. It made for fun conversations about
weekends, sharing laughs and sometimes personal and difficult life situations we all dealt with,
family members making trouble, travels, pet tales, etc. It made the ride heading into the madness
sort of calm before the chaos. Often the trains were late and crowded which meant we’d miss
the banter, but not this morning. Some of the comedians shared such great stories, we all but
cried from laughing. They too had strived to get to the office dry and untouched by the wild
winds and rain, but told stories of umbrellas turning inside out. Trash cans filled with broken
umbrellas and the long lines at the Duane Read where everyone seemed to have the same
problem. The umbrella prices were raised to $15 and everyone complained about the upcharge
on rainy days! Somehow, Ellen made it this far without getting soaked, making the morning not
so unpleasant.

Next, we all slowly began to make our way to the exits. For the lucky ones, the next step was
just hopping off the train and quickly making their way to the office. However, Ellen had yet
another mission to accomplish. She was sure her luck wouldn’t last as she ran quickly to make it
to her bus stop. She watched so many folks get splashed with rainwater, and some simply
doused from head to toe. She just needed to get to her offices at Dow Jones in Midtown. She



juggled a purse, a briefcase and that clunky umbrella, all while searching her bag for the bus
ticket. Muddy waters came spraying in her direction as the taxis whisked by, thoughtlessly — on
their own mission, which was dealing with the obnoxious traffic all around, including the
reckless pedestrians, in a rush to get to their nine to five jobs. As she joined the crowd waiting
for the bus, she felt as though her coat belt had unraveled. Checking it, and finding that it was
still tight and secured around her waist, she was puzzled. Something was off, not right. The bus
pulled up and everyone formed a line to get on board. With every step she took, she felt it again.
Something was loose and yet her coat was securely belted. Another moment and it would be her
turn to take a step up, and that’s when she realized what was about to happen. With the rush in
dressing, she pulled on a slip that had lost its strength at the elastic waistband. That’s right, she
was about to lose her slip. She took another step and immediately knew it had made its way
down to her ankles where it was loosely wrapped. Without even a second thought, she knew she
had lost it forever. She glanced back and saw it, her pink slip, on the curb, as several of the
passengers behind her, walked over it. Ellen realized that she would be the one to provide a
funny story to her train friends the following day, the Tale of the Twisted Pink Slip.

HiH

Just a Different Day
By N. Stewart

Ladies and gentlemen come along with me to the past. I’'m taking you back 60 years to
look at the world as it was then.

First we will briefly look at music. Elvis Presley took to the stage and gyrated and gave
his “bad boy” look while teenagers and women swooned as he sang “Love Me Tender,” It’s Now
or Never, Jail House Rock, Blue Suede Shoes and many others. His music deviated from the
popular Swing of the 40s, combining gospel, country, and Blues to establish him as King of
Rock and Roll. Elvis has left the building, but with impersonators performing his music the
legend and style lives on.

Next along the way, personal transportation became sleek and sporty with Chevrolet’s
Corvette, and Ford introducing the 63 Thunderbird with a 390 cu in V8 engine, having a 300 hp
motor. The T-Bird was a beauty with its fire engine red body, white convertible top and white
leather bucket seats. The Mustang came along in 64 and became wildly popular as a more
affordable version.

Airplane travel was a luxury back then and those able to fly “dressed up” for the
occasion. The seats were roomy and comfortable. The airlines furnished a choice of meal for
each passenger on flights over 2 hours and served “no cost” non-alcoholic beverages. The
stewardesses welcomed each passenger with courtesy and smiles upon onboarding, and thanked
all offboarding for flying with the airline.



Fashion then was conservative with suits for men and dresses for ladies, attending social
activities, church, and family gatherings. Teenage girls were fascinated with the Pink Poodle
Skirt with the black cutout poodle on the lower portion of the skirt. Crinolines or 72 slips of pink
with their many layers of light-weight material were worn underneath to make the skirt flair out,
saddle shoes were either brown and white or black and white with the color forming the saddle
of the shoe and were tied with white shoes laces. A complimenting blouse was tucked into the
shirt and a wide belt was placed round the waist. A pink scarf was tied around the neck or in the
hair. The legendary pink poodle skirt remains a favorite costume for young girls today.

And that brings us to war where some Americans protested the Vietnam conflict. Baby
Boomers flooded the streets, carrying Anti-war and Pro Peace signs, saying “Make Love, Not
War,” “Bring the Troops Home Now,” “Peace Now,” and chanting “No way, We Won’t Go, and
holding up two fingers in the form of a V to represent peace. Young men avoided their civic duty
by dodging the draft: marrying, attending college, joining the national guard or seeking asylum
in Canada. When the war-weary men returned to the States at commercial airports, the protesters
were there to meet them, yelling, spitting and calling them names as Baby Killers and Murderers.

Everyone come along with me now and I will take you to the present world.

We’ve left rock and roll era and traveled into Hip-hop, Rap and Electronic music.
Rapping is the rapid delivery of vulgar or disgusting string of words that are endlessly repeated
over the rhythmic beat of sounds. Words spewed are detrimental toward women and our strives
toward recognition and acceptance as equals. The rhythms are off beat and are many times
difficult to follow. The level of sound played is ear-shatteringly LOUD and blasts at us from
everywhere.

In the present, personal transportation has subsequently been altered. Cars now are
battery powered, use gasoline, or are a hybrid, using both methods. Electric cars are plugged into
the electrical system in garages or parking lots, never having to stop at a gas station. The
power-driven cars are sporty, functional and futuristic in style, and in some cases weirdly shaped
as the Tesla Cybertruck.

Flying by air has increased, becoming in today’s world a common means of travel for
many. People want to be comfortable, traveling in sweats, hoodies, old and tattered clothes, and
even pajamas. The airlines have continued to narrow the space allotted to each passenger and
passengers sit shoulder to shoulder, knees to seat in front, and squished in the seat between the
armrests. Getting out of the seat is nearly impossible with all the carry-on luggage that sits on the
floor and no longer fits under the cabin seat. No food is served except, perhaps, for a package
containing 6 small pretzels. Non-alcoholic and alcoholic drinks are available for purchase for a
goodly some of money. Smiles on the cabin crew are few as they rush to get everyone seating
before departing on-time from the gate.

Fashion in general, too has changed over the years to become less formal and more
casual, tending toward sloppy. Few dress up for dinner, church, or social engagements any more.
Jeans with holes in the knees, extremely short skirts, and tank tops are every day and are every
evening wear. Men wear hats in public places, no longer a sign of disrespect. Cell phones, now
part of the fashion ensemble, announce themselves at random and sometimes unwelcomed
intervals and are continuously checked by their distracted owners.



Lastly, war has changed as both men and women go to war to support and defend our
country. Protesters parade and yell about any number of real or perceived issues. Flags from
other countries are waved, and our American flag is still burned. It is not only soldiers that are
disrespected for doing their duty to our country by the protesters, but law enforcement agencies
are also attached for doing their duty to keep citizens safe. Ask a protester what they are
protesting and the answers are unsure, not logical and don’t make sense.

Together we’ve traveled the past and the present, arriving back here. Granted adaptations
have been made along the way, but past and present basically remain the same — just a different
day.

HiH

Pink Slip
By Manuel Frank Avila

In 1974, T was working for Paschen Construction Company building a bridge on Loomis Street
over the Chicago Sanitary and Ship Canal. I was a surveyor laying out the bridge and the roads
on each side of the river.

I was married with one son, and we lived in the Lakeview area. We were living in a house that I
bought for $15,000.

My boss and I would go to a tavern to drink our lunch. There was a good-looking waitress who
waited on us, and my boss liked her. She liked me, but since I was married I didn't make a play
for her. However, my boss got very upset with me, because the waitress kept on making a play
for me.

One day, I came to work, and my Boss yelled, "You're Fired!" and he gave me a "PINK SLIP"
Surprised, I asked, "Why?" He snarled, "Because you are chasing my waitress!"

Then, I got a job with Turner Construction Company as a Party Chief and surveyed two projects
setting the layout and the grade to pour concrete for the floors of the:
1. Metropolitan Correctional Center (Federal Prison) on Clark and Lake. The Federal
Jail was 28 stories which is 289 ft. high.
2. Standard Oil Building now called the AON Center which is the 4th tallest building at
1,136 ft in Chicago.

In 1975, I decided to start my own Civil Engineering Company named Avila & Associates, Inc.,

and it grew to about 50 employees. We designed buildings, bridges, Construction Inspection on

highways and streets. We also did traffic counting and surveying. My boss who fired me at

Paschen Construction Company did me a favor, because that led me to start my own Civil
Engineering Company!

HiH



A Pink Slip
By Edward Schefler

Those of us beset in SHOCK and DISMAY.
How we thought it would never come this way.

In consternation and distress,
we thought that we gave our
very best.

A sadden look on the boss’s face.
He assured us that this is to be no disgrace.

Got to let Ya GO...
Got to let Ya GO,
He said,
Laden with regret and dread.

For that of Friends, or to that of
Foe. To the Back Door ye must go.

HiHt

Pink Slip
By William Pelarenos

The day was Monday, the 31st of January 2011, it was the start of the work week. It was also the
start of a historic snow storm that wound pound Chicago for three continuous days until it
delivered over twenty-one inches of snow. No one expected the tenacity of this storm. That first
morning, Peter went to his vehicle and started brushing off the mounds of snow until his Chevy
was clean enough to drive through this blizzard.

Snowplows were abundant on the main arterial streets, salting and plowing in a valiant effort to
clear the streets and keep traffic moving. Visibility was exceptionally low, the snow kept coming
down at a furious pace. Peter had allotted himself a lot of extra time this morning to get to work.
The drive to work usually took him about thirty minutes on an ordinary day but today it was
nearly a two-hour trek. Peter pulled into the parking lot with a whole twelve minutes to spare
before his shift started.

He walked in and greeted the receptionist while still brushing off the snow off his jacket. He
looked at her, smiled and said, "I don't have to tell you that it was a minor miracle for me to get
here on time today but as you know, I've never been late for work."

He smiled at her, feeling somewhat proud of his punctuality but the receptionist named Sheila
did not smile back. She said, "Peter, you have to go see Jackie at HR, before you punch in
today."



"Okay, I will head over now, what's that all about,” he inquired.
"Just see Jackie, she will explain," Sheila answered with a blank stare on her face.

Peter walked into the HR office and smiled at Jackie, a woman he knew for the past five years,
while he worked for the company. She stood up and moved the chair, and gestured for Peter to sit
down, which he did. She picked up some papers off her desk as she sat down and told him,
"Peter, this company is going through a lot of changes, and hard decisions had to be made by
management, those decisions affect a lot of employees and one of the employees affected by the
changes is you."

He looked at her, somewhat bewildered and asked in a quiet tone, "What are you talking about?"

She began again, "Well, what I am to explain is that your position with this company, along with
several others, has been eliminated. Today will be your last day here. The company has put
together a very generous severance package for you as well as the others and of course, you can
immediately apply for unemployment benefits with the State of Illinois."

Peter's ears heard her words but his mind was not comprehending the meaning of the monologue.
Peter just stared at her as she continued her explanation of his severance package benefits.

He thought about the fact that HR stood for Human Resources, but there was nothing humane
about the way this conversation was proceeding. She stopped and handed him a thick, white file
folder, loaded with documents. Peter reached over and slowly accepted it, while still in
somewhat of a daze. Peter felt as if he had punched in the face, no physical pain was associated
with this impact, just confusion and disbelief. A concussion brought on by words instead of fists.
Anxiety was starting to set into his body as his mind was beginning to comprehend the finality of
his situation. The realization that his five-year employment with the company had come to a
complete stop.

He looked at the folder and then asked her, "do you mean to tell me that I am being fired?" She
immediately replied, "Peter, you are not being fired, your position has been eliminated, your
entire department's workload has been outsourced to an outside company, a subcontractor."

Peter continued to stare at her, as he said, "you mean to tell me that I fought a blizzard for the
past two hours to get here to work, just to find out that I am being canned?" Her reply was
simple, "I'm sorry to have to be the one to break this bad news to you today, but it was not my
decision, you've been a good employee here but today I just have to be the bearer of this bad
news. [ am so sorry for the way that things evolved but I am totally confident that you will find a
good position with another company and I have included a letter of recommendation for you in
that folder."

Time seemed to stand still as they looked at each other, neither one saying another word. There
really was nothing else to say. Several minutes seemed to pass by, in utter silence. She just
looked at him, without any emotion, as he finally stood up and began to walk out the door. The
room seemed to be unusually cold as he began to depart, quietly closing the door behind him.



Peter was making his final walk down the long corridor, leading to the front door as he happened
to see another longtime employee named Bob, heading in his direction. They both stopped in the
middle of the hallway, as Bob looked at Peter and said to him, "obviously with this crazy
weather, I think we should do lunch in the cafeteria today, what do you say?" Peter did not
answer him. Bob was puzzled by Peter's non-response. Bob looked down at the large white file
folder that Peter was holding and asked him, "what's in the file folder?"

Peter answered, "It's a pink slip," as he began walking towards the exit door, back into the storm.
i

Termination & Redemption
By Denis Johnson

The origin of the term 'pink slip' dates back to the early 20th century. It was a literal
pink-colored paper notice used by employers to fire or lay off employees and designed to stand
out from regular white paperwork. Some of the theories about it originated with the Ford Motor
Company as they used these pink slips to fire or lay off their employees, or a cancelling or
termination of an act or a play in the American theatre. There is a 'carbon copy' myth. Many
believe it was simply the third pink copy of a termination form written in triplicate.
(explanation from Google). As a pressman I printed a lot on what we called NCR forms. Short
for National Cash Register. I had to make sure that I was printing on the right side for each
color. White, pink, blue and sometimes green. Sometimes this paper was collated, but that was
seldom the case.

Nevertheless, nobody received the pink slip more than I did in my life in my trade. I worked in
34-shops in 43 years. In the earlier part of my career, I liked to work as a 'floater.' This meant
that [ was available to fill in for guys on vacation or temporary illnesses. I met new people and I
worked on different presses. The negative side was [ was never able to establish roots in a shop. I
was able to avoid the politics of a place which was good. Remember, we were the printing
capitol of the world. Jobs in our trade abounded. Those were the palmy days of our trade, so to
speak.

And I worked in shops I didn't want to leave. This is where termination was the bane of my
experience. To have a good job in a place you liked was almost like heaven.

Marriage and kids, of course, changed my life. I couldn't bounce around like I did before. I
needed work in shops on a more permanent basis. That meant being involved in the politics of
a

place, potential hostile treatment from co-workers, bosses, and employers. Some of these jobs
where 1 was fired or laid off from, the pink slip was welcomed because of the hours I had to
work and some of the neighborhoods were dangerous or dangerous to get to.

But, through all of this, I truly learned my trade. I worked on a lot of different presses, worked
with a lot of different people, and worked on a lot of different printing jobs. I worked in
commercial shops and trade shops; some label and point of the purchase manufacturers. I never



printed on metal, but I did everything else. When we were slow in the pressroom I worked in
the bindery and sometimes in the pre-press as well. This is my pink slip story. ###



