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My Fake Job 
 
by RODNEY ROTHMAN 
 
I DON’T SMOKE, but I still take a cigarette break every day at four o’clock.  I stand there 
and let the cigarette burn down.  I pretend to inhale, lightly, so I don’t trigger a coughing fit.  
The office smokers never notice; they’re too busy complaining about their newly worthless 
stock options, or how the latest reorg left them with a job title they don’t even understand, 
like “resource manager.”  I never speak up, because there is a crucial difference between my 
colleagues and me:  I was never hired to work at this company. 
 
I don’t have stock options here.  I don’t have a job title here.  I don’t have a job here.  A few 
weeks ago, I just walked into the office. 
 
It was the first Internet office I’d ever seen.  It takes up five floors of an old warehouse in 
downtown Manhattan’s Silicon Alley.  No one stopped me when I came in.  The sense of 
transience was overpowering.  Hundreds of employees worked at identical workstations.  
They sat in thousand-dollar ergonomic office chairs, but their nameplates were made with 
paper and Magic Marker.  The message was clear:  the chairs could be resold; the 
employees were expendable. 
 
Twenty-five-year-olds in T-shirts and cutoff fatigues pinballed from computer monitor to 
coffee machine, staring at their feet.  Scattered desks were un occupied because of April’s 
NASDAQ implosion.  It struck me that somebody could easily just start showing up for 
work at this office.  Sitting at an empty desk, minding his own business, he would never be 
noticed. 
 
DAY I, 10:30 A.M.:  I recently left a sixty-hour-a-week job so I could have more free time 
and do freelance writing.  It hasn’t been going well.  I have no free time, because I’m 
always trying to write.  I get no writing done, because I’m always wasting time.  What 
counts as wasting time?  How about dozing off midday while reading In-Style? How about 
spending six hours deciding how best to spend six hours? 
 
The building’s lobby is a gray expanse of faux marble, sucking up daylight.  There’s no 
security guard.  A small group of people wait for the elevator and sip iced coffee.  Standing 
among them, I feel like a CIA operative, albeit one who scares easily and is wearing Teva 
sandals. 
 
I spent the early part of the morning concocting a false identity.  I decided that I had just 
been transferred from the company’s satellite office in Chicago (I’d read about it on the 



Web site).  Then I selected a fake job title.  The more I thought about it, the more I liked the 
sound of “junior project manager.”  It seemed vague, perfect for flying under the radar. 
 
The elevator empties into an airy loft, filled with desks.  In front of me, a  young 
receptionist is talking on the telephone.  I try to look distracted, as if I were junior-managing 
a project deep inside my mind.  I see her staring at me, but her face registers no concern.  
She turns back to her phone conversation, and I walk in undisturbed. 
 
I have no idea where to go.  I follow everyone down a hallway and into a bustling 
kitchenette.  The kitchenette is spacious and revolves around a large common table that 
nobody sits at.  There is a communal refrigerator stocked with a dozen brands of soft drink, 
but I take a sodium-free seltzer.  I have never, ever liked seltzer.  Everyone loads up on 
caffeine and moves on.  People clutch mugs that say “Omnitech” or “Digitalgroup.com” 
instead of those “You Want It When?” Dogbert ones. 
 
I drift freely around the office.  It’s like a campaign headquarters without buttons.  The 
workstations are low to the ground and clustered in fours.  Everyone is on the phone.  I see a 
man in his forties with bare feet up on his desk. I see nose studs.  Nobody looks at me twice.  
After a few laps around the office, I turn to the receptionist and say, “See you tomorrow.” 
 
DAY 2, 10:50 A.M.:  There is a different receptionist today, and I walk by her too quickly 
to notice anything interesting.  Everything feels different today, in a bad way.  Back in the 
kitchenette, I take another repulsive sodium-free seltzer.  It’s now part of my office routine.   
Then I see a sign-up seet posted on a bulletin board:  FEELING STRESSED?  JOIN US 
FOR LUNCHTIME YOGA! 
 
It’s too much to resist.  I sign “Mike Kramer.” As I finish, I realize someone is behind me, 
looking over my shoulder.  “You don’t have to sign up, you know,” she says.  “Only, like, 
four of us go.”  
 
I turn around.  She’s pretty, of course, even in harsh fluorescent lighting.  The collar of her 
blouse is charmingly askew.  I briefly imagine us doing downward dog pose on adjacent 
mats.  Her name is Katie.  (Actual names have been changed.)  “Are you new here?” she 
asks. 
 
“I’ve been here a week,” I say.  “I tranferred from the Chicago satellite office.” 
 
I realize that employees my age probably don’t use bland corporate-speak like “satellite 
office.” “I’m a junior project manager,” I add. 
 
“Really?” she says.  “I’m a project manager.  What projects do you work on?” 
 



It occurs to me now that I could have been more prepared. Perhaps I could have learned 
what this company does. 
 
“I’m still finishing up Chicago projects.”  I begin shifting from foot to foot.  Katie asks me 
where I live, and I tell her, “Downtown, with friends.” 
 
“No,” she laughs, “where do you live here?” 
 
“I, uh, don’t have a desk yet,” says the brilliant junior project manager, having worked for a 
week in an office with fifty empty desks. 
 

* * * 
 

DAY 2, 10:53 A.M.: I introduce myself to the receptionist.  My thinking is that if I get her 
on my side, I’ll be able to come and go as I please.  Her name is Donna.  “Nice to meet you, 
Donn,” I say.  “I’m rodney Rothman.”  I immediately realize my mistake and panic.  I’ve 
been here for three minutes and I‘ve managed to establish two separate false identities, one 
of which is technically my real identity. 
 
“Rodney, have you met Lisa yet?” she asks, motioning to a sturdy woman in a cardigan 
chatting ten feet away from us. 
 
“Yes,” I lie. 
 
“Good, So you got an ID card?” 
 
“Yes,” I lie. 
 
“Good.  You’ll need that after six”  Donna’s phone is ringing, and she’s not picking it up. 
 
“Do you have an extension yet?” 
 
“They haven’t given me one.” 
 
“And that’s R-o-d-n-e-y?” 
 
“Actually...it’s Randy.” 
 
“Randy Rothman?” 
 
“Ronfman. R-o-n-f.” 
 



Donna writes my name down on a pad of paper.  Donna’s phone  is ringing.  She’s not 
picking it up.  Pick it up.  Pick it  up.   Donna extends her hand toward my sweaty palm.  
“Welcome to the office, Randy.” 
 
DAY 3:  “Randy” is taking a much-needed personal day from fake work.  I’m at an  
afternoon Yankee game with my friend Jay.  Like many of my friends, Jay can’t believe I’m 
really doing this; he regards me with a mixture of awe and concern.  Jay was recently let go 
by an Internet startup.  In between pitches and beers, he explains things like production 
tools and C+ +.  Jay tells me that some of his former colleagues are continuing to work, 
even though they’re not getting paid anymore. 
 
Last night I checked out Web sites for some of the hundreds of Web consulting companies 
like mine.  I learned about maximizing my knowledge system.  I boned up on branding, 
decision support, and integrated E-solution deployment.  Now, as I watch Tino Martinez 
take batting practice, I relate to his work ethic.  We are strivers.  We are brothers.  We are 
improving our skill sets. 
 
DAY 4, 7 P.M.:  I ride up in the elevator with a tiny West Indian security guard in a heavy 
wool uniform.  I’d like to see him try to wrestle me to the ground.  I remember too late that 
the office is locked after six, but it doesn’t matter.  The guard swipes  his own card and 
holds the door open for me. 
 
I’ve always liked offices during the fringe hours, early morning and in the evening.  it’s 
liberating to spend peaceful time in a place that’s normally frantic.  To me, the sound of a 
night cleaning crew is like a rolling country stream. 
 
The office is quiet and freshly mopped.  I walk around and shop for my desk.  It’s hard to 
tell which desks are unoccupied.  Some people refrain entirely from decorating their 
workspace.   That way, they can pack up and leave quickly when the axe comes down. 
Other desks are decorated lavishly, although I can think of harsher words to describe a 
green plastic M&M playing a trumpet. 
 
I hop from desk to desk.  I sit in each chair, maximizing, deploying, wanting it to feel right.  
I finally select a desk at the end of a large room with thirty workstations.   It’s well situated, 
facing the entire room, with nobody in back of me.  It has an operational computer, perfect 
for taking notes, I put my feet up and close my eyes, thinking of rolling country streams. 
 
DAY 5, 10 A.M.:  There’s no seltzer in the kitchenette this morning.  I have to take a 
Fresca, a beverage I loathe. It’s a bad omen, considering what I have to do: sit down at my 
new workstation in front of an office full of employees. 
 
I’m purposeful as I stream through the place, steering around bodies and desks.  Nobody 
looks up.  I reach my chair and sit down.  I wait.  I let out a loud sigh.  I scan the room.  



Everyone is typing or on the p hone.  Two women in their early twenties huddle at a desk, 
eating breakfast and talking:  “But what if I worked six hours on one, three on the other...I 
don’t know, that’s just what they told me to do.” 
 
Who ever they are, I don’t see them.  Nobody acknowledges me.  The office has swallowed 
me up without a burp. 
 
DAY 5, NOON:  The phone rings.  My imagination gets the better of me. I picture a 
squadron of security guards mobilizing upstairs.  ATF agents clamber through air ducts, 
closing off my available exits.  I wonder whether Teva sandals would cushion a twelve-
story fall.  I answer the phone.  “This is Randy?” 
 
“Randy.  It’s  Donna.” 
 
I consider grabbing a spare rubber band for self-defense.  
 
“Just confirming your extension.” 
 
“This is it.” 
 
“Great.  Let me know if you need anything.” 
 
“Okay.” 
 
I know what I need.  I need to take a break.  I need to go outside and pretend to smoke a 
cigarette. 
 
DAY 5, 6 P.M.:  Today I followed a strict schedule of affectation. Every three minutes stare 
dreamily into the distance.  Every five minutes:  flamboyantly rub eyes or chin, or tap a 
finger thoughtfully on upper lip.  Every ten minutes:  make eye contact with someone across 
the room and nod in empathy.  Every fifteen minutes:  fill cheeks with air, then exhale, 
while making a quiet puh-puh-puh-puh noise. 
 
I take a beverage break every half-hour.  Consequently, a bathroom break every hour.  
Establishing my own hourly bathroom routine within the pre-established routines of my 
coworkers is crucial to assimilation. 
 
My small-talk break in the kitchenette was supposed to be every two hours, but sometimes I 
skipped it because of nerves.  A small-talk break is a massive endeavor of strategizing.  
Every word is premeditated.  A perfectly executed small-talk break goes like this: 
 
ME:  How crazy is this coffee machine? 
WOMAN IN KITCHENETTE:  Ha-ha, I know. 



ME:  It tastes like General Foods International Coffees. 
WOMAN:  Does it?  Ha-ha. 
ME:  Ha-ha. 
 
I’ve been at my desk for eight hours, and it already feels like home. 
 
DAY 6, 8:45 A.M.:  I came in early to beat the rush.  The only other person here is a guy 
my age in a Mr. Bubble T-shirt.  He sits under a large dry-erase board with an acronym-
laden flowchart labeled “The Closed Loop Process.”  I’m noticing things I didn’t yesterday 
like the abandoned fire extinguisher on the floor next to my desk, and the office in the 
converted warehouse across the street, which looks nearly identical to this one.  I find 
myself faintly bored, waiting for all the people to come in so I can act like I’m ignoring 
them. 
 
DAY 6, 2 P.M.:  When you work in a room with twenty other people, talking on the phone 
can be tricky.  Every word you say can be heard and digested.  It doesn’t take much mental 
calculus for your neighbor to decipher the other end of the conversation.  You learn to 
maximize your deployment of pronouns:  I got it...She said that?...Send me it before you do 
that with them there.”  Or you can be like the Mr. Bubble T-shirt guy and try to whisper 
inaudibly.  His whisper was pretty audible this morning:  “It’s like, ‘We’re a news 
agregator!  We’re a portal!  We’re a B2B thingy!  Let’s buy UP!’ Total lack of focus!” 
 
My phone calls fall into three categories.  Most of them are straight-up personal.  I don’t 
feel bad about this, because I believe that my colleagues would be more suspicious of me if 
I didn’t spend half the day calling friends and family.  Other phone calls relate to my real 
professional life:   agents, other writers, etc.  Because I work mostly in television, it’s easy 
to make these calls sound Internet-related.  I just use the word network as much as possible.  
My favorite phone calls are the ones that relate to my fake job.  I set these up in advance by 
asking a few friends to call me.  These calls make no sense at all, on either end, but they 
make me look busy. 
 
“This is Randy.” 
 
“Randy, it’s uh, Kurt, at LogiDigiTek Resources dot com, dot, uh, org.” 
 
“Hey, Kurt.  the links are all crapped out.  I think we need to check the URL again.” 
 
“Rodney, do I talk technical on this end, too?” 
 
“Ha-ha-haa, Kurt.  Good idea.  I’ll check that through with client services.” 
 
“Does it even matter what I say?  Blah blah blah, la la la.” 
 



“Perfect.  Cc. that to me.  G’bye.” 
 
It all adds to the noise:  the voices, the ringing, the hum of the air-conditioning, the clicking 
of heels on wood. 
 
DAY 7, 7 P.M.:  The girl with Long Brown Hair has bar graphs on her computer.  Bar 
graphs!  I can see her through the glass partition next to my workstation.  When I go to the 
bathroom, she looks up and says “Hi.”  Dear Penthouse: Every so often, she leans back in 
frustration, and her tailored white dress shirt tightens against her chest. 
 
I generally avoid interoffice romances, but it’s different when you’re a guy working at an 
office without an actual job.  As I think about the Girl with Long Brown Hair, though, a 
discomfort settles in. I increasingly feel that I’ve taken refuge in a self-constructed crappy 
high-concept movie.  I picture us having a secret tryst.  Then my conscience gets the better 
of me, and I tell her about my scam.  She storms out, of course.  I follow her down to 
Tampa, to the regional meeting.  I stand on the conference room table with flowers and tap 
shoes, singing “My Cherie Amour.”  Then she forgives me, we embrace, an updated verion 
of “My Cherie Amour” by the Goo Goo Dolls kicks in, the credits roll, and we thank the 
Toronto Chamber of Commerce. 
 
Enough.  I pack up my laptop and go home. 
 
DAY 8, 10 A.M.:  I ride up on the elevator with a fortyish-looking guy.  He goes to five, I 
go to twelve. 
 
“Morning,” he says. 
 
“Morning,” I say. 
 
Getting into the spirit of it, I add, “Hot one out there.” 
 
This is going great.  He responds, “You work on twelve?” 
 
“Yeah.” 
 
“What are you guys doing up there?” 
 
“Uh...I have no idea.” 
 
He nods in understanding.  He’s been there.  We hit floor five, and he steps off. 
 
“Have a good one,” he shouts over his shoulder. 
 



DAY 8, 11:30 A.M.:  The M an in the Blue Oxford Shirt is glaring.  Every time he walks 
across the office, he fires a double-take at me.  I have a premonition that he will be the dark 
agent of my downfall here.  The Man in the Blue Oxford Shirt is doughy, with thinning, 
shiny hair.  You get the feeling that his body type went from baby fat to middle-aged 
paunch all at once.  He looks so ill at ease, I wonder whether he’s a fake employee, too. 
 
The Red-Haired Lady worries me even more.  She’s one of the older staff members.  The 
more silent and inoffensive I am, the more I seem to threaten her.  She probably thinks I’m 
an Ivy League consultant, here to observe her and weed her out.  I see her reflection in the 
window whenever she creeps behind me.  We’ve developed a little tango, she and I .  She 
cranes her neck to look at my computer screen, and I lower my shoulder to block her view 
of my notes.  Her oversized eyeglasses make me feel like I’m being cased by Sally Jessy 
Raphael. 
 
DAY 8, 4 P.M.:  While taking a cigarette break today, I meet a colleague named Lawrence, 
one of what seems like five hundred guys in my office who wear black nerd-chic 
eyeglasses.  Lawrence says that his office responsibilities have recently been expanded 
beyond what he was hired for. 
 
“What were you hired for?” I ask. 
 
“Overseeing office support programs.” 
 
“What kind of programs?” 
 
Lawrence takes  a big drag off his cigarette.  “Mostly Well-ness.” 
 

* * *  
 

DAY 9,  11:30 A.M.:  Today I’m decorating my desk with whimsical junk I bought in a 
Sixth Avenue Chinese variety store.  I arrange it precisely on the desk surface.  On the right 
are two filthy pieces of rubber fruit:  a smiling orange and a frowning pineapple.  On the left 
is a pirated Winnie-the-Pooh figurine, for a touch of approachability.  Last, I add a plastic 
Virgin Mary clock, to make sure I’m not too approachable.  Nothing puts people off like the 
promise of spontaneous sermonizing.  I figure the clock alone has added three days to my 
stay here.  At the end of the day, I put a labeled personal item in the communal fridge.  Hint:  
it was brewed in Latrobe, PA. 
 
DAY 10, 7 P.M.:  The Girl with Long Brown Hair is working late, so I am, too.  A few 
minutes ago her boss was down here, standing over  her, pacing.  I struggled to hear what he 
was saying, but could make out only a few phrases and an undertone of irritation: 
 



“Are you doing all this in Photoshop?  I want to do it in Quark...There’s no dialogue 
happening...Someone should go down to Staples and get this really sticky double-sided 
tape...We have to put this out.” 
 
Before he exited, he must have sensed that he was acting like an Old Economy jerk boss, 
because he turned and said, “You know, you don’t have to do this tonight.” 
 
“Good.:” She laughed. “I have dinner plans.” 
 
“Groovy. Bye,,sweetie!” 
 
She packs up her handbag and walks up the steps.  I watch her go, and stay another hour, 
glad I’m not a guy who says “groovy” or “bye, sweetie.” 
 
DAY 11, NOON:  When I get back from lunch, there is a meeting of at least thirty staff 
members in the big conference room.  Why am I not part of the company’s knowledge-
management system? 
 
I work the resentment out through my work:  an afternoon spent devising ways to deveive 
the increasingly meanacing Red-Haired Lady.  First I open up a Microsoft Excel 
spreadsheet document on my computer.  I’ve never used a spreadsheet before, but I have no 
problem filling it in with random numbers.  Whenever I see the Red-Haired Lady’s 
reflection in the window, I click from my word-processor file to the spreadsheet file, 
drumming my fingers distractedly on the mouse.  My only concern is that she’ll think I’m 
auditing her expense reports and go on the warpath. 
 
I also draw a meaningless flowchart, labeled “Starwood Project,” on a legal pad, and leave 
it out on my desk to give me management credibility.  I invent some acronyms, box them, 
and connect them with arrows.  Then I write “August 2001” in big letters underneath, and 
underline it three times. This lets her know that I am very much on schedule, whatever it is 
that I am doing. 
 
DAY 11, 5:30 P.M.:  This afternoon, a group of middle-aged men show up in our work area 
and go from the desk to desk talking to employees.  Everyone looks terrified.  I don’t notice 
that they’re approaching my desk until it’s too late.  “How are ya?” says one with swept-
back hair.  “Don’t mind us, we’re just taking a tour.” I focus as hard as possible on my 
spreadsheet.  My fingers dance a John Bonham solo on the mouse. 
 
A member of the tour group speaks up:  “Can I ask you a question?” 
 
“Go right ahead.” 
 
“Is it true that there’s massages on this floor?” 



 
“That is true.”  And it is.  Scattered throughout the office are fliers advertising “Back 
Massage by Melissa!”  It’s all part of chain-smoking Lawrence’s Wellness empire.  I’ve 
been building up the nerve to get one for days. 
 
“Oh,” the man says, already snickering.  “Which floor has body piercing?” 
 
The whole tour group explodes with laughter.  I join in cautiously, then  enthusiastically 
when I see that the tour group has begun riding the wave of hilarity to the next room. 
 
“Take care, now,” the man with the swept-back hair says, still laughing. 
 
DAY 12, 10 A.M.:  It’s my twelfth day here, and the anonymity, once a pleasure, has 
become maddening.  I feel a bubbling reckless desire to make my exisence known.  Maybe 
that’s why I’ve started signing my name to every sign-up sheet I see.  Today I signed up for 
a charity walk.  Yesterday I signed one labeled “May the E-Force Be with You.” 
 
DAY 12, 2 P.M.:  This week, Lawrence and Team Wellness posted the first two pages of 
Moby-Dick by the elevator, under the heading “Elevate Your Life with Literature!”  I’m not 
sure if they have a nine-year plan for posting the rest.  I am troubled by the implication that 
our elevator waiting time needed to be more useful.  God forbid employees stop maximizing 
for a few seconds. 
 
Did anyone bother to read the first two pages of Moby-Dick before posting it?  Ishmael 
takes to the open sea on a whale-hunting expedition because he is fed up with the drudgery 
of office life, “of week days pent up in lath and plaster – tied to counters, nailed to benches, 
clinched to desks.”  Try thinking about that on the subway home from work. 
 
What was Ishmael so afraid of, anyway?  Are scurvy, whale attack, and pirate rape so much 
better than working in an office?  At least our office is air-conditioned.  At least our 
complimentary Thursday morning doughnuts haven’t been befouled by bilge rats.  Ishmael, 
poor sucker, was born a hundred years too early.  He could have opened “the great flood 
gates of the wonderworld” right here in this wonderful wave tank of an Internet office. 
 
DAY 12, 3:30 P.M.:  “…and so the universal thump is passed round and all hands should 
rub each other’s shoulder-blades, and be content.” – Herman Melville, Chapter I, Moby-
Dick. 
 
Melissa’s hands are rubbing my shoulder blades.  “You have  a lot of tension in your neck 
and shoulders,” she says.  “You should get more massages.”  I couldn’t agree with her 
more.  I’ve been avoiding the massage room, perhaps because of a fear that Melissa would 
somehow sense my ruse through the deceitful flow of my lymphatic fluid.  As she navigates 
her knuckles around my back. I meditate blissfully.  Free massages.  Free beverages.  



Companionship, flirtation, E-mail access.  No disruptive phone calls, no meetings, no boss, 
no questions, no decisions to make.  A perfect job, perfectly undisturbed by having a job. 
 
“Sorry, Randy, back to work,” Melissa says, finishing up with that weird karate-chop thing.  
“Lots of tired backs out there.  Drink water.” 
 
DAY 12, 4:45 P.M.:  I started the conversation, so I have only myself to blame.  Laura, a 
friendly woman in her thirties with a broken wrist, has been working next to me all week 
long, and I haven’t said a word to her. 
 
“What happened to your arm?” I ask. 
 
Laura skips the part w ere she got injured and just tells me her medical horror story.  Andy, 
her “arm guy,” wants to take bone from another part of her body, and she’s mistrustful and 
scared. 
 
“And who are you?” she adds. 
 
“I’m Randy Ronfman.” 
 
“What do you do here?” 
 
Lately, when I get this question, I lay heavily on the word stuff.  I find it has a narcotizing 
effect. 
 
“I’m here from the Chicago satellite office.  I’m doing a bunch of stuff.  Project managing 
stuff.  Branding stuff.” 
 
“Branding stuff.  Really.”  Laura leans her good arm on the desk eagerly.  “I’m in marketing 
and recruting here.  Do you mind if I pick your brain?” 
 
A week ago this question might have terrfied me, but now it excites me.  I’m starting to 
believe that I actually do this for a living, that I am capable of having my brain picked about 
branding.  Laura’s question is a cataract of jargon:  “Launching a B2B…E-
commerce…inventive user experiences…success factors…so if you know any branding 
people in Chicago that could help us out with that, I’d really appreciate it.” 
 
“You don’t want to work with the people there,” I tell her conspiratorially.  “They’re not so 
great.” 
 
Laura’s brow furrows in  genuine disappojntment.  “Well..maybe you could come up with 
some people?  Do you have a few minutes?” 
 



“Not right now,” I answer.  “I have a meeting at five.” 
 
This is not a lie.  I do have a meeting, for a real job.  Typically, I’ve nearly missed it.  “I 
should be back later.  When do you leave?” 
 
“Six.” 
 
 Make a mental note to come back at six-thirty.  “Think about people you know who are 
very well connected,” Laura calls after me as I run out.  “Who could send me off into their 
nework of people.” 
 
DAY 13, 5 P.M.:  It’s been twenty-four hours since my conversation with Laura, and I 
haven’t seen her since.  This doesn’t surprise me.  The office has a seizure-inducing strobe 
effect. People appear and disappear, switch desks, switch jobs.  Today Rick, the head of the 
office, is walking around, asking where Lawrence is.  He is informed that Lawrence has 
recently been ”reshuffled” ino a new department.  Lawrence is now sitting fifteen feet from 
Rick’s office, on the floor below us, a floor that has fewer than twenty people.  The head of 
the office.  And you wonder how I’ve been able to stay here for two weeks? 
 
DAY 13, 8 P.M.:  if it’s possible to be a workaholic at a job you don’t actually have, that’s 
what I’ve become.  The thought of going back to my apartment is loathsome, and I don’t 
even have a family I’m trying to avoid.  In this office I feel productive, even when I’m 
doing nothing.  In my apartment, even when I’m working, I’m idle, lazy, and always a 
hairsbreadth away from masturbation.  In her book The Overworked American, Juliet Schor 
writes about workers at a Akron tire plant who won a six-hour day.  Many of them used 
their increased leisure time to take on second jobs.  I’m beginning to think that a second, or 
even a third, fake job sounds like a fine idea.  How tremendous it would be, traveling from 
fake job to fake job, taking only Fresca, leaving only flowcharts. 
 
DAY 14, 2 P.M.:  To make myself feel better, I’ve started holding my own meetings.  All 
day long today, friends come in, in groups of varying sizes.   Sometimes I hold the meeting 
at my desk, in full view of the office.  I like this because it gives the impression that I’m 
bringing in my own department.  It’s usually small talk and the occasion “Well, it’s great to 
finallly meeting you!” 
 
Mostly, though, we meet in the barren, glassed-in conference rooms.  We close the door and 
gossip.  For authenticity, I pace around the room and gesticulate madly.  It’s a Kabuki 
theater rendition of how I think meetings should look.  At one point a woman interrupts our 
meeting.  It turns out that we weren’t in an empty conference room.  We were in her office.  
I swear you can’t tell the difference. 
 
DAY 15, 10 A.M.:  Today I walk in and there’s a staff-wide meeting in the conference 
room.  Everyone is in there.  My immediate concern is that they are meeting about me, 



preparing some form of ghastly homicidal vengeance, like locking me in the Xerox machine 
until I asphyxiate on toner powder. 
 
There will always be drywall between me and them.  That’s the limitation of my perfect job.  
I can never join the inner circle.  I can never become indispensable, because, no matter how 
hard I try, I don’t really exist here. 
 
DAY 15,  4 P.M.:  There’s no such thing as Casual Friday in a company that’s casual all 
week long, but don’t tell that to the Man in the Blue Oxford  Shirt.  He’s wearing a short-
sleeved blue polo shirt today.  Recently I found out that he’s a junior project manager, like 
me.  His  name is Dennis.  It’s hard to maintain an adversarial relationship with a guy 
named Dennis, particularly one who stopped caring about me a week ago.  At this point, I’m 
rental furniture.  I haven’t seen the Red-Haired Lady for days.  Maybe some Ivy League 
consultant sent her home to New Rochelle with the rest of the forty-year-olds. 
 
DAY 16, 2:30 P.M.:  The office smokers are abuzz today.  Word is spreading that the rest of 
the fifth floor is going to be let go.  Apparently the New York office is now officially the 
worst in the company.  We’re even lagging behind Denver, because”they’re small market, 
but at least they control it.”  Each person present seems to have a compelling reason that 
they’re the next in line for dismissal.  Everyone is ticked off that most of the senior staff is 
conveniently on vacation and the mass firings are being handled by middle managers. Some 
new young guy with a patchy beard looks at me accusingly and says, “They’re going after 
the high-salaried ones first.”  I don’t get that.  So I’m “high salaried”?  Just because I 
happen to be the only smoker here who bothers to wear a belt? 
 
DAY 17, 7:45 P.M.:  When I arrive this morning, I sense that this will be my last day at 
fake work.  What clinches it is the new phone list.  Many names are no longer on it.  My 
name is:  Randy Ronfman, with my phone extension directly beside it.  I feel an intense 
wave of emotion, guiltless and giddy.  But before too long I start thinking about the Peter 
Principle and decide I have been promoted past my point of competency.  I know how to be  
a fake employee, but this is too legitimate.  The only thing left for me to do is actual work, 
with actual coworkers who will rely on me.  I’ve done that before.  It’s not as much fun. 
 
Someday, if I’m ever a death row inmate, or a guy who sneaks into prison and pretends to 
be a death row inmate, I know what my last meal will be.  It will be sodium-free seltzer.  I 
like how it cleans you out.   I sip one as I go from desk to desk, telling my coworkers that 
I’m “going back to the satellite office.”  Many of them have never met me before, or seen 
me, for that matter, but they react cordially.  They assume it’s their mistake, not mine. 
 
“Lucky bastard!” one guy says. 
 
“Your own choice, or are you ‘resigning’?”  another says, making quotation marks with his 
fingers. 



 
“Nice working with you,” the Girl with Long Brown Hair says.  
 
I pack up my thing long after everyone else is gone, savoring the last of the quiet.  As I 
leave, I stop at the dry-erase board with the “Closed Loop Process” flowchart.  I add my 
initials, RMR, box them, and draw an arrow to the box.  I will live on in the office as an 
acronym, forever.  Well, for two weeks, at least, until someone takes down the board.  
That’s as close as you get to forever in this office. 

*** 
 


