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I DOTCOM-
DOWNSIZED,

was on top of the world. Id spent
the past year working for the
Interner division of telecommuni-
cations giant BellSouth, and as
1999 drew to a close, my career scemed
limitless. T had just earned a boffo promo-
tion that opened vast opportunities; 1 was,
making more money than I needed and
taking advantage of BellSouth’s super
401(K) plan. Best of all, I loved my job.
My team’s missic

: seck out loca
non-profit organizations and provide

them with our company’s free Web site
product. The non-profits received an
Internet presence at no cost, and the deal
allowed BellSouth to extend its audience

via banner ads on the sites. Here I was,
improving my community and getting
paid for it The hardest part of the job was
convineing these organizations that our
service was, in fact, free.

AN INTERNET INSIDER

I was the consummate Internet insider.
Armed with my company-issued laptop,
my snappy “business casual” wardrobe
and a near-limitless budget for promo-

tions and events, I had the option of
working from home or BellSouths pub-
lic affairs office in Miami. I could come
and go as | pleased and worked almost
completely independendy, since my
supervisors were in other cities

My customers loved me, my friends
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By Jason Rayman

envied me and my company gave me
gowing reviews, along with generous
bonuses and raises.

1 had paid my dues at other jobs and
felt like I'd earned this dream job, trying
hard to ignore the voice in my head say
ing “This is too good to be true.”

REALITY BYTES

By now, you know where this is going.

According to TheStandard.com’s

“Layoff Tracker,” about 112,000 profes-

sionals lost their Internet-related_jobs

between December 1999 and June 2001
I became a statistic. First there was

concern, then rumors, then fel pos
tion-indu xiety. And, ultimately,

woluntary separtion” —
also known as the pink slip ... the axe
the boo.

I was out the door, joining the
swelling ranks of the downsized. I even
had to turn in my beloved laptop.
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