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Manager #10
Fired!

The manager looks at me. 
He says it’s time I went. 
They won’t be needing me any more.  

I don’t understand. 
I want to know why. 
But he says some things are better left unsaid.  

I tell him I don’t want to go. 
I’ve put so much into this job already. 
I’ve been ill, my nose has been running constantly.
I never asked for any sympathy.
Didn’t pull a sickie. 

Doesn’t he realise how vulnerable I am?
I’m a sensitive person. 
‘I’m a poet,’ I say.
‘You can’t fire me, 
I’ll put you in a poem.’ 

‘Not a very well known poet,’ he says
and fires me anyway. 
Some day I will have my revenge. 


