I Quit!

By Jon Batchelor


“That’s it! I’ve had it, I quit, and I’m not doing this any more!” Numerous heads turned to stare as Joad threw himself out of his communication chamber, an angry scowl upon his lumpen, malformed face, a disgusting smelling, gloopy substance dripping onto his clothes. “I could be plowing a field! I could be chopping wood! Hell, eating swill in the King’s dungeon would be better than this!”


“Less than a week,” one of the others stated quietly. “I told you so. That’s four hens and a dozen eggs you owe me.”


“Double or nothing, it’ll take him more than 30 minutes to be back to work?”


Joad looked disgusted. “Is this all a game to you? What is wrong with all of you? I know we’re nothing special, but anybody deserves better than this!” He gestured at the slime that was now puddling around his feet. “Well, I’ve had enough! I’m going to the tower, and I’m getting out of here!” He stalked out the door, and the others reentered their chambers.


“Wizards’ Wonders, can I interest you in some premium bat guano, today?”


It took Joad about five minutes to locate Shandrow Sparkwhistle in the glorious Wizard’s Tower, oozing slime wherever he went. And when he’d finally found his boss, the conversation did not get off to a brilliant start.


“What are you … you’re getting slime all over the tower, man! Why didn’t you just use the cleaning spells in the break room? Oh, never mind, I’ll take care of it!” He waved his wand and spouted a couple of mystical syllables, and instantly the slime was gone. Joad could actually watch as the trail he’d left behind him sizzled away into nothingness.


“Oh … still have to do the face … that must have been a potent attack,” Sparks whistle said, raising his wand once again, but Joad threw his hands up in a futile effort to block any spells.


“This happens to be the face I was born with,” he said.


“I’m sorry to hear that,” Sparkwhistle said. “It must have been difficult for you, growing up.” Joad’s face began turning red, though his employer mistook his anger for embarrassment. “Never mind, I suppose there are worse things. Well, you can’t have come up here just because of a little slime … what are you doing here?”


It was the perfect opening. “What am I doing here? What am I doing here? I don’t have the least idea what I’m doing here! But whatever it is, I won’t be doing it any longer! I quit! I’m going back to my farm!” He glared at the wizard.


“But why? You aren’t dead. You aren’t a frog. We obviously haven’t had to punish you for anything, yet. You must be doing fine.”


“Fine? I must be doing fine? I’m covered in slime! (Well, all right, I was covered in slime.) I’ve just been cursed by an angry wizard because I’ve had to tell him we can’t replace his cauldron because, according to your records, he’s got a history of mixing up wormwood and dragons bane, and blowing up his equipment! Its seems he thinks I was calling him incompetent!”


“Everything I was told, to encourage me to sign up to work with Wizard’s Wonders, has been a lie. ‘Love potions on demand,’ they said. But once I asked for one, ‘New regulations forbid interfering in free will in such a manner.’ ‘Free chickens every week to feed your family.’ Funny how it was only after I started that you admitted those free chickens were only for the top two sales people in the entire company. Or what about ‘Lowest turnover in the industry?’ With the way you treat us? I don’t believe it … you must have people leaving you all the time.”


“I’ve got blisters on my fingers due to a curse from a deaf wizard who thought I was making fun of him, because your stupid communication chambers wouldn’t amplify my voice enough for him to hear me! Three times this week, my stool has come alive, and tried to eat me, thereby making it very painful to even sit down, and I’ve got blisters on my feet because twice a day you idiots decide we might work better if we’re located in another part of the complex and have us climbing up and down all these blasted stairs! Believe me, I am far from fine!” He shook his head in disgust. “Just give me my gold. I quit. I am out of here!”


“Oh, but you can’t quit now … we’d have to train somebody new to do your job. Do you have any idea how much time and effort that would take?” His voice took on the slightest hint of menace. “Oh no, it just wouldn’t be feasible. I’m afraid you are on for the long haul.”


“But … but … my contract! It states that if I am unhappy with my position here, I can leave at any time, with no penalties. It’s in … uh … paragraph two.”


“Actually,” Sparkwhistle said, “I believe you mean paragraph three. And did you bother to read sub-clause seven in that same paragraph? The one that says we are responsible for maintaining a high level of morale for our employees?” He raised his wand, threateningly. “Your morale doesn’t seem to be very high, today, Joad. I’m afraid I’m going to have to fix that.” There was an intense burst of light, and then: “Now get back to work! I’m afraid I’m going to have to dock your pay for your lost productivity, this afternoon.”


There was a vacant smile on Joads’ face, bereft of intelligence, but he was back to his cubicle less than a half hour after he’d left it. “Good evening! It’s a wonderful day here at Wizard’s Wonders! Can I interest you in some premium bat guano, or perhaps some dragon intestines?”


“Eight hens and two dozen eggs,” said a quiet voice.


“Darn!”

