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JUST THE JOB 

By Sara Wilson-Soppitt 

 

You know what it’s like in lifts.  Everyone in a trance, looking 

anywhere but at each other, in concentrated silence, desperate not 

to draw attention to themselves.  That was where I was when it 

happened, when I saw him.  In a lift, in a trance, staring blankly at the 

door as it reached the fourth floor.  I was on my way up to the sixth, 

to visit that recruitment agency.  Again.   

The door opened at the fourth floor and there he was, looking at 

the little arrows to see whether the lift was going up or down.  I 

would have known him anywhere, even after 18 years.  The same 

pair of eager blue eyes, the same wiry frame, the same nervous 

energy that made him jiggle about as if he had wasps in his 

underpants.  He recognised me too, when he looked impatiently 

from the arrows to the people who were taking his lift up when he 

wanted to go down.  His mouth opened into a perfect O, his hand 

lifted involuntarily to point at me, the words bubbling up to pop out 

just as the doors closed on him like the end of a cliffhanger scene in a 

soap opera. 

“Miss Madeley!” 
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My fellow liftees edged away from me, in case the pointing 

finger had been directed at a psychopath.  I felt the heat rise to my 

face, an all too familiar experience at my age.  I concentrated hard on 

the door. 

Well, well, I thought to myself.  Imagine that.  Imagine seeing 

little Brian Bracegirdle after all these years.  He looked like he’d 

turned out all right after all, smartly dressed, hair combed, nose 

clean.  I fell to reminiscing as I sat in the Agency reception area, 

waiting to see Kylie.  Again. 

Brian Bracegirdle had been a pupil at Wormley Comprehensive 

when I was School Secretary.  My first Brian Bracegirdle memory is of 

watching him jiggle about in the playground, socks akimbo, hair in his 

eyes, talking to himself.  I had a bird’s eye view of the playground 

from my office.  Odd boy, I remember thinking. 

I often spotted him after that, you know the way you do.  It’s got 

some fancy name, the thing that happens when you see a word for 

the first time and then you trip over it everywhere.  Or you’re trying 

for a baby and every woman you see is pregnant.  That happened a 

lot to me.  Reticular something, that’s what it’s called.  I read about it 

in one of my self-help books.  I’ve always been a great reader of self-

help books.  I don’t actually help myself, but if I did, I’d know exactly 

what to do. 

When I walked down the corridor there would be Brian, jiggling 

along.  When I sat in assembly my eyes would come to rest on Brian, 

jiggling on the spot.  When I arrived in the morning or left in the 

afternoon, my entrances and exits coincided with Brian’s.  I would 

always manage to catch his eye, however hard I tried to avoid it.  He 

troubled me.  It wasn’t that he looked unhappy, but I felt somehow 

that he was.  He was always alone, surrounded by a space filled with 
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his jiggling.  I never saw him play with another boy or talk to a girl or 

hang about with a group.  Always alone. 

Our first real contact happened shortly before I married Derek 

Morgan.  I’d been working late.  It was a Friday.  The Head had given 

me a pile of typing to do at 4.30 that he needed first thing on 

Monday.  He was sensitive that way.  I finally shut my office door at 

7.00 p.m. and headed through the squeaky floored corridors towards 

the side door that I used when the school was closed.   

As I passed one of the classrooms, I heard sobbing.  I went in to 

see who it was, and would you believe it?  Brian Bracegirdle, 

slumped over a desk, head in his arms, sobbing his little heart out. 

“What’s the matter Brian?” I asked gently. 

He looked up at me, greasy hair flopping in his eyes, nose 

running a marathon. 

“Nothing,” he sobbed, his face a study of misery. 

I think even the Head might have noticed Brian wasn’t being 

strictly truthful. I sat down next to him and put my arm around his 

shaking shoulders. 

“Come on, Brian, you can tell me.  What’s wrong?  Are you in 

trouble?” 

“No,” he wailed. 

“What is it then?” 

“Oh Miss Madeley, it’s me.” 

“What’s you?” 

“I’m wrong.” 

“Why Brian, what’s wrong with you?” 

“I just don’t fit in, I’m different, I’m odd, I’m peculiar.” 



4 
 

Well, I was stumped for a moment, I can tell you.  It was like one 

of those awful moments when your friend says, “I look fat in this, 

don’t I?” and she does. 

I gulped a bit and then salvation came in the form of a vision.  A 

page from my latest book swam before my eyes. 

“No, Brian, you’re unique, you’re special, a one-off.  Other 

people are run of the mill, ordinary.  You’re going to do something 

extraordinary with your life.  Look at all that energy you have.  You’re 

going to use that energy in a wonderful way, I know it.  I can just tell 

by looking at you.  I’ve had my eye on you, you’ve noticed that 

haven’t you?” 

“Yes, Miss Madeley.” 

“And you know that the job of School Secretary is to notice 

special people don’t you?” 

“No, Miss Madeley.” 

“Well, it is.  And I have been noticing you.  I expect great things 

of you, Brian Bracegirdle.  Don’t disappoint me.” 

He brightened up after that.  And then I got married to Derek 

Morgan, and he told me he didn’t want me working anymore.  We 

tried ages and ages for a baby.  But the baby never came.  And 

eventually Derek Morgan went.  And here I am 45 years old and 

struggling to get a job. 

“Mrs. Morgan?”  Kylie’s adenoidal whine broke my trance, “Shall 

we?” she said as she ushered me from the reception area to sit 

opposite her as she took possession of her ergonomically designed 

pastel swivel chair with adjustable back.  I sat clutching my bag while 

I watched the top of her glossy blonde head and the tap tapping of 

her shiny red nails. 
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We had yet another of our polite conversations where she 

pretended that she could find me a job and I pretended that I could 

persuade an employer to take on someone of my age and 

inexperience, not to mention startlingly unglamorous looks.  She 

fixed up another couple of interviews for me and I left. 

As the revolving door spat me out of the building, Brian 

Bracegirdle jiggled down the street towards me.  He spotted me and 

came rushing up. 

“Miss Madeley!  It was you!  How fantastic!  How are you?  How 

wonderful to see you after all these years!  Have you got some spare 

time?  Can I buy you a coffee?” 

I looked at my watch with a furrowed brow, calculating exactly 

how much time I could spare from my busy day, what with a bus to 

catch, dinner to microwave and Eastenders to watch. 

“Um, perhaps 20 minutes then.” 

He swept me back into the building and up to the 4th floor, to 

Bracegirdle Consulting, to his private corner office, big enough to 

hold a Wormley Comprehensive assembly in.  He asked for coffee to 

be brought.  It came on a tray, with real cups and a pot. 

He told me how he’d made good, worked hard, built a business, 

married for love.  And all because he believed in his uniqueness, that 

he had something different to offer the world.  And he thanked me 

for it. 

“You disappeared,” he said, “left the school so suddenly.  I 

thought maybe you’d been a figment of my imagination, a fairy 

godmother.” 

Then he asked me what I’d done since that time. 
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I lied.  Wonderful marriage, three kids.  Successful husband.  

Doing the odd bit of charity work here and there to keep my hand in.  

Helping out a firm on the 6th floor occasionally.  So glad he’s done so 

well.  Always knew he would.  Must dash, lunch with friends in 

Mayfair. Busy busy.  Thanks for coffee. And I flew out the building. 

It was a miserable week.  My two interviews were, as expected, 

abortive.  I sat in receptions with other candidates barely out of 

nappies and suffered the patronising incompetence of the 

interviewers. 

“Quite a while since you worked then?” 

“No, I was Derek Morgan’s personal slave for 17 years.” 

“Where do you see yourself in five years’ time?” 

“White water rafting down the Amazon.” 

“Why do you want this job?” 

“Because typing invoices is what I live for.” 

Then something happened.  Later that week Kylie rang.  She had 

news.  She’d had an enquiry.  She thought it would be perfect for me. 

“What’s the job?” I asked with a sigh. 

Private Secretary to the CEO of an international company, three 

days a week, pension, company car, £40k a year.  Was I interested? 

“But they can’t possibly want someone like me.  What did they 

say?” 

“Well it’s a funny thing,” said Kylie, “but this is the spec they 

sent.  Divorced female, 45, ex comprehensive School Secretary 

preferred, must be unique.  It sounds just like you, doesn’t it?” 
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