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	The Job 


The sun out. That's something. But the office? A long walk. And not one he fancied. Big sigh, set off, long strides, but no rush. Sod it, he'd get there when he got there. 


John Marsh didn't like rushing. More organised, less panic. Simple. That's how he liked it. There's another thing. Jan Graham? She could do one. She could in fact, fuck all the way off. He chuckled while he walked. 


Then his phone rang. A glance at the screen. Couldn't help it. An eye roll. Bloody Steve Meecham. 


—John? Are you on your way, mate? 


—I am.


—How long until you get here?


—About forty minutes, I reckon.


—What? Bloody hell, what are you doing? Crawling?


—Nah, walking, mate. 


—Can't you get an Uber?


—Are you paying? 


—Hurry up then, they will be here soon. 


The call ended. John laughed out loud. a bloke over the road looked at him funny. John shook his head. 


—Fucking Meecham, flapping. Golden, he muttered. 


No offer for the company to pick up the Uber bill, either. He didn't miss that point. His phone buzzed again. Another glance at the screen. Jess this time. 


—Alright, Jess? 


—Yeah, you on the way to the office? 


—I am, yeah. 


—Nightmare. Are you gonna tell 'em?


—What d'yer reckon? I reckon I have to. 


—Yeah, I would, mate. Fuck it, you've got nothing to lose. 


—Are you going to the meeting as well? 


—Nah, not the one today, lucky me. 


—I could do with you there.


—You'll be fine. Hit 'em with yer news as soon as yer can. 


—Right. 


—Call me after, yeah?


—Will do. 


They cancelled the call. Jess Reid. The lady in the know. She would be a great help. But not today. He glanced at his watch. And saw the Costa on the High Street. He smiled. They could wait. He wanted a brew. 


He walked into the Costa and got served quick. Nice. A big cappuccino. he didn't take the piss and drink it in the branch. He carried it outside and resumed the walk. The town buzzed with the normal mix of people milling around. Always busy, Middlethorpe in the North Midlands. Decent place. John grew up there. 


As he got to the end of the High Street a familiar face appeared in front of him. Mike Barnes. The Ops Manager at Starlight Services Ltd, same place John needed to be. 


—Ey up, John. Thought you’d be at the office be now. 


—Nah, no rush. The meeting isn’t for a bit. 


—D’yer know what they want, like? 


—Nope. 


—It ain’t gonna be great news, mate. 


—Figured as much. Are you heading over? 


—Aye, thought about driving. But I’ll walk with yer, if yer don’t mind? 


—Fine with me, mate. 


They fell into step, side-by-side. John reckoned he could dig out some info from Mike. He decided to try. 


—Anything you can tell me, Mike? 


—Shouldn’t say owt. 


—Yeah, there’s what you should do. And what you can do—


—Ha! I know yer game. 


—No game. It’d be nice to have a bit of insight. 


—Are yer worried, then?


—Should I be? 


—I said it wasn’t going to be great news. 


—Yeah, but what does that mean, though? 


Mike didn’t say anything. Not straight away. Nor did John. He let the silence ride out. He sipped his coffee and waited. 


—Look mate, I can’t say much, right? 


—Fair enough. 


More silence. John waited. He decided to say nothing. He’d let Mike decide to speak, or not. 


—You know they’re losing money, right? 


—Yeah, well, I assumed they would be. 


—You know why?


—That deal with the government? Something like that? 


—Aye, exactly that, yeah. 


—Nothing to do with me. 


—I know, but you’re a nice-to-have, in a way. 


—What? 


—Your role. As a Tech Writer? They could outsource that. 


—Yeah, s’pose. 


Mike sighed. Something else there. That much stood obvious. John threw his empty coffee cup in a nearby bin. Not far now, from the Middlethorpe Business Park where Starlight’s plush office sat right, in the middle. 


—They’re gonna bin you, mate. 


—Right. 


—You knew? 


—No. But it’s fucking obvious. 


—What are you gonna do? 


—Dunno. 


—Well, I didn’t tell you anything. 


—Of course not. 


They arrived outside the office. Mike went straight in. John didn’t. He sat on a bench by the lake. Watched the ducks. They could wait. Fuck ‘em. The news up his sleeve, that could be the thing that swung things his way. 





John walked into the polished reception. No surprise. Steve Meecham paced the pristine space like an expectant father. 


—Bloody hell, John! You took your time. 


—I walked, like I said. 


—C’mon, we’d bette go up. Everyone is waiting. 


—Lead the way. 


John knew well where they’d be meeting. The boardroom. It always smelled of posh coffee, Wood polish and the stench of corporate bullshit hung in the air. 


He followed Meecham into the room. Jan Graham sat there, looking like misery in a business suit. Next to her, sat Colin Trent. His Armani suit screamed money. His slicked back hair and silver cuff links told the rest of the story. The man liked to look like money. 


—Ah, glad you could make it, John. 


John picked up Jan’s sarcasm but ignored it. He smiled. 


—Yeah, well, I there’s more important things to do than sit around here chatting to you lot. 


—This is not a chat, John. 


—Oh, I know that Colin. Nice suit, another new one? 


Colin said nothing. Meecham walked around the desk and sat next to him. John pulled a chair out opposite the three of them. 


—Right, let’s not shit around. What do you want? 


—We are facing unprecedented difficult times. We have new deals. But closing them is proving difficult. So, we have to look at where we can… tighten our belts. 


Jan tried her best to sound sincere. John scored her one out of ten. 


—We have made an assessment of where we can cut costs—


—Look, I’m a writer. For you? Of technical documents. So, let’s avoid the bullshit. You want to get rid of me from the payroll, right? 


—Er—


—Well? 


—Not straight away, John. We need you to finish the Centauri project first. 


Colin straightened his tie that already sat straight. John said nothing. He waited it out. 


—After that? Well, we’ll have to see what things look like—


—Right, so, do a load of work. Wait ages to get paid, if at all, then get binned. No. 


The room stayed silent, like inside an ancient tomb. John did his no speaking thing again. One of the suits could answer. 


—It’s not like that, John. We appreciate the work you’ve done. 


Jan shuffled papers on the desk in front of her. Meecham stood up and walked to the coffee machine that bubbled with a polite sound. He poured himself a coffee, nobody else. 


—It’s not the quality of your work, either, John. 


Colin again. Trying to sound genuine. Another one out of ten score for John. 


—Yeah? Okay, then. I’ll get going. Like I said, I have things—


—You’ll finish Centauri? 


Jan’s voice rose upwards towards panic. 


—Er, not much point. It won’t work. 


Now the room atmosphere sparked with an electrical pulse. All three of them tensed up. 


—What? 


—Won’t work, mate. From what I’ve seen so far, you sat link algorithms are shit. 


Starlight Services Ltd designed and built communications systems that used satellite technology. They’d already released the Starlight 1 — a mobile phone with the best coverage of any network. But at a cost. The next version they intended to be cheaper and more efficient. 


—You have that wrong. Our engineering team—


—Have fucked up. Shortcuts in the wrong place. You rushed them writing the connectivity code. 


—When did you figure this out? Asked Jan. 


—A while back. 


—Why didn’t you say anything?


Colin glared at him. 


—Nobody asked. 


—Well, this changes everything. 


Meecham swallowed his coffee and slammed his mug down on the polished surface of the desk. 


—You’re a writer, not an engineer. How do you—


—Well, Steve, let me put it this way. Writing technical documentation requires me to understand the product. So, I ask questions. Lots of questions. 


—Who did you ask? Our engineers are often a little skeptical. 


Jan brushed an imaginary strand of hair away from her eyes. 


—Jess Reid, your senior engineer. 


—Jess? She said it won’t work? 


—No, that’s lame. She showed me why when I asked about the connection protocols. 


—She’s said nothing in her weekly reports. 


—She did. You ignored them. 


—No! No we didn’t!


Jan almost jumped to her feet. John shrugged. 


—Ask her. You kept going on about the deadline. Not about the viability. 


Now the room started to smell of fear. 


—This project has cost a fortune. 


Meecham spoke in a flat tone. Like a man defeated. Total defeat. 


—Yeah, well, that’s SEP. 


—Pardon?


Jan stared at him. Colin twiddled his tie again. 


—SEP. Someone Else’s Problem. It’s not mine. 





—We will need your help, now, John. So, we will need to revise our plans. 


Jan, at least, seemed to be thinking on her feet. 


—Yeah, er, for sure. We need you John. 


Colin switched to fiddling with his shirt collar. 


—Why? Like you said, I’m not an engineer. You need Jess and her crew to sort it. 


—Well—


—well, nothing, Steve. I’m sure you planned on laying half of them off, as well. Bad move, mate. You need ‘em. 


—We weren’t—


—Bullshit, Jan. That’s not my down boat out there. 


—What do propose then, John? 


Colin stopped fiddling. He looked straight at him. John looked straight back. 


—Me? Why would I propose anything. I’m a tech writer, not a business guru.


—You have been speaking with Jess. That much is clear. So, what have the two of you cooked up? 


Jan glared at him. 


—Cooked up? Do you think you’re in a Hollywood movie or something? There’s no conspiracy. Make sure Jess and her crew have got time to do the proper work. I’ll write it up, end of. 


Meecham walked back to the coffee machine. He refilled his mug. 


—I don’t think we can afford it. 


—Right, fine. So, you’re laying me off then? 


—Go home, John. We’ll let you know. 


Jan turned towards the window. John stood. 


—Alright then, fuck you all very much. 


He walked out of the office that still smelled of posh coffee, polished wood and now? Corporate fear. 





John walked back home. No rush. No pressure. He didn’t have a whole lot to do. As he walked, his phone beeped. Jess. 


—You said you’d call.


—Yeah, sorry Jess. Needed to think for a bit. 


—How did it go? 


—Well, I told ‘em. 


—Were they planning what we thought? 


—Yep. Big time. 


—Bastards. 


—Yep. 


—So what happens now? 


—They told me to go home. They’ll be having a panic meeting right now, I’d say. 


—Do you reckon they can pull it around? 


—I dunno Jess. I’m a writer, not a business—


—You know things, John. 


He strode on. Didn’t answer. Not straight away. 


—John? 


—Sorry, thinking. I reckon if they leave you going, yeah. Question is, you’re the engineer, do you think you can pull it around? 


—Oh yeah. We’d need to rework a lot of the code. But we can do it. 


—Cool. Let’s hope they see sense, then. 


—What are you going to do, John? 


—Dunno yet. Might tell them to do one. Write that book. 


—We still need you. 


—You can get other tech writers, Jess. 


—I still need you. 


—Ah, that’s something different. 


She paused. He could almost hear her smiling. 


—Call me later? 


—Will do. 


The cancelled the call. John strode on towards his home. Thinking about the book he intended to write. Thinking about how he’d make money. 


And thinking about Jess. 
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