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Corporate Irony

By Jeremy Bursey

With less than twelve hours before the storm’s forecasted arrival, Quentin hammered the last board over the window.  He already cracked the eastern dining room pane with an ill-placed nail, but he figured he’d deal with it after the winds died.  As long as the barrier was firmly attached, he didn’t see the point in panicking.  Finishing the prep work was the most important thing to him right now.

Of course, he still thought it appropriate for Corporate to hire specialists for the job, but with five other stores in the area, he figured it would’ve been a headache for them—assuming they’d pay attention to this corner hole to start with.  In the three years he managed his Burger Hut, not once did the corporate office show interest in his work—only in the profits he turned.  And since his profits were marginal at best, his store got very little attention at all.

Needless to say, when it came time to pack in for the night and cross his fingers for the morning, he didn’t expect a cleanup crew waiting for him.  He already designed his plan for hauling the rotten burgers to the back lot Dumpster, which he’d manage himself once officials deemed it safe to drive.  The only hope he carried, as he locked the doors and headed for his car, was that his teenage staff could help with the cleanup.  Of course, deep down he knew that relying on them would translate into doing the entire job himself.

Later that night, the storm arrived.  The minimal Category 1 hurricane that was supposed to shoot in and out by morning’s end actually became a fierce Category 3 that hung out until midnight the following evening.  Quentin sat on his bathroom floor for most of the day knocking his knees together, waiting for the moment he could step into the light.  The opportunity didn’t come until after he fell asleep twice.

Three days later, the police deemed it safe to travel the highways.  Although he had to swerve around fallen trees to get there, he arrived at his store, unharmed, to discover he was very much alone.  The night before, he sent a voicemail to his staff inviting them to help with the cleanup.  As he suspected, no one was interested.  At ten o’clock, he unlocked the doors to begin rummaging through the perishables.


Unfortunately, his plan was abruptly altered.  When he stepped inside the building to survey the damage, he discovered the entire ceiling had collapsed and the floor was ruined with rainwater.  Crossing the threshold into the unknown, he also felt some raindrops falling on his head.


As he stumbled over the wreckage in the restaurant’s darkness, he noticed mold seeping through the walls.  With flashlight in hand, he searched the plaster for an untainted spot, but couldn’t find any.  Through further investigation he also noticed an army of ants marching along the prep counters and rats digging around the walk-in cooler.  He also discovered a raccoon giving birth in the ice bin.


Later that day, he sent a new voicemail informing his staff that they no longer had a job—at least not with that store.  He also wished them good luck, though he didn’t know where they would find it.


For the next few weeks, he tried to get Corporate to send an auditor to appraise the damage, but no one heeded his call.

His bank account also started running dry.  To survive, he had to work at a clothing outlet store along the outskirts of town—as a cashier.  He hated it.


By the end of hurricane season, three months after the storm blew through, the Burger Hut Corporation finally sent an insurance agent to examine the place.  The man with the briefcase claimed the restaurant would have to be gutted and rebuilt—no easy task.  The corporate office, of course, wasn’t ready to spend the money for that, so Quentin was doomed to sell women’s dresses well into the Spring Sale.


In July the following year, Corporate finally approved the rebuilding process.  While Quentin modeled off leather skirts to forty-year-old divorcees, construction crews hauled into the restaurant the materials needed to transform the shattered mess into its former glory.  He got the call to return to Burger Hut the day they replaced the old serving counter.


The month before the scheduled Grand Reopening, Quentin distributed news that the store was hiring.  Like a wave of cattle flocking to the highest grass, a hundred teenagers came out of the shadows to apply for the resurrected restaurant.  For the first time in his career, he finally believed the store had something to offer.


Finally, in mid-September, the ribbon was cut and the Burger Hut in the south end of town received its first customer in a year.  As he personally greeted the old man with a walker, he offered to pay for his meal for the occasion.  When the next client walked through the door—a thug with tattoos on both arms and a girlfriend—he simply nodded and let his cashier take the order.  With a smile on his face and his women’s dresses behind him, he knew that business was back for good.  He even bought a new car to celebrate.


Unfortunately, the following week, another Category 3 hurricane stormed through, this time blowing the roof clean off.  With tears in his eyes, Quentin returned to the clothing store with ambition to rise through the ranks.  He had to take the bus, though, because his new car, a Fiat, flipped into a tree.


Two weeks later, a demolition crew arrived at the Burger Hut to finish what the hurricane started.

