Page 11 | Issue 6, Michaelmas 2007 | MostlyHarmless

The MH Feature: Recruitment Daze

Anton Lazarus steals a friend’s identity and thinks about getting a job

Anton Lazarus

It's almost midnight, it's freezing and
I'm lost. I look down the unfamiliar
backstreet of a corner of one of the
outer boroughs of our great capital.
A drunk stumbles past and heads
back towards the station from where
I emerged half an hour ago. I go to
ask him for directions but stop as
vomit starts spewing from his dirty
face.

“I'm hoping to
confirm my
suspicion that by
working for one of
the big graduate
recruiting
companies you are
choosing to set off
along the road to
your eventual
death.”

Questions as basic as 'who am I?' and
‘what am I doing here?' buzz around
my head. I am assuming the identity
of a friend in order to attend an all
expenses paid graduate recruitment
event at the global headquarters of a
major pharmaceutical company. On
my lecture-free Monday I'm hoping
to confirm my suspicion that by
working for one of the big graduate
companies

recruiting you are

choosing to set off along the road to
your eventual death.

The flavourless gum in my
mouth has turned distinctly tough as

I find myself in a newly gentrified

canal-side  development  with
expensive-looking apartments. A
trendy restaurant sits in stark

contrast with a sinister mist that that
has set in over the deep-lock, every
type of rubbish imaginable from
tyres to trolleys bobs around on the
gloomy tar-like surface of the water.
I pull myself out of the dreamy state
this nightmarish world has induced
in me and fall into the hotel's smart
lobby.

“Good Sir”.
“Good evening” I reply, despite my
feelings of the outside world being
far from good and the evening now
more accurately describable as the
early morning, “Reservation for...” 1
trail off at first but quickly find
composure and throw in my friend's
name at probably the last acceptable
chance before Saj gets wise to me.
Poor old Saj, working the night shift.
I'm sure it'd make his day to catch an
identity thief.

Obviously considering
whether to hand myself in left a
strangely vacant look on my face and
Saj asked if I was okay before
handing me a document to sign. A
signature? Saj was onto me. I did the
only think I could think of: “the pen
doesn't work”, but it was no use, he
produced another pen at lightning
speed, like he knew what I was going
to say. Fortunately though my tired
mind caught up, realised Saj wasn't
Sherlock Holmes and scribbled
something that could be mistaken
for a child's drawing of a car crash.

Up in my room I locked the
door and checked out the view
through the window over the canal.
Inexplicably at this time of night a
boat was rippling past emerging

evening

Souls sold on the cheap

from and disappearing into the now
thick fog that hugged the ground. I
got into bed and allowed my
imagination to carry me away into a
dream of a Holiday Inn version of
Apocalypse Now. Saj and I travelling
west on a canal boat searching for a
power-crazed madman surrounded
by faceless graduates in a forest of
middle management office space.

The next morning I arrived
at HQ a little late and with a more
than comfortable amount of sweat
engulfing my body like a great damp
hug. Looking a little flustered I
navigate security and collect a visitor
pass bearing my now familiar alias.
The building is impressive,
everything you could ever need
under one roof, a combination of
workspace, gym, cafés and
restaurants, a newsagent and a
hairdresser spread along 'the street'; a
private covered area stretching the
length of the building, a bubble that
once sucked into, one would literally
never leave. A depressing thought on
the one hand, but when considered
aside the local slums this was an oasis
of corporate chic in a desert of chav
scum.

An icebreaker was in full
swing as I arrived in a large room on
the sixth floor with views of the
indoor street on one side and over
the depressing grey concrete sprawl
of London to the other. The hubbub
of the room blurred the
background and I realised where 1
was. This was the big business
looking down at the masses from a
giant pyramid situated in this
seemingly unlikely spot but always
watching the people around. I was in
the Ministry of Truth and
surrounded by post-teen idiots fresh
out of Aston, University of. I stood
next to someone and looked down at
THEM, I was part of the machine, I
had crossed a line. Ignorance IS
strength. “Have you ever been to a
Robbie Williams concert?”

“I beg your pardon?”
“Have you ever been to a Robbie
Williams concert?” the girl next to
me repeats as if it's the most natural
thing you could ever say to a perfect
stranger:  “It's of these
questions, we've got to find someone
in the room for each of these
categories, or do you drive a fast car
ot have any unusual hobbies? I've got
all the rest.” She was genuinely proud
of this. I wanted to say yes to all
three. Yes I've seen that wanker live,
yes I've got a sodding Porsche
parked up outside and yes, I grow
bonzai trees for my room so that
when I bring women back they look
like giants and that turns me on. But
I didn't, I meekly said “no, sorry”
and dropped back into thought.

Everyone takes seats at one
of the ten tables in the large room.

into

one

Anton Lazarus, tempted by employment

“Come for a day, stay for a careet”
pleads an introductory slide show
that goes on to boast of the size of
the company, its various famous
products and generally how great it
is. There is a real belief that being a
part of a pharmaceutical company is
a great thing, something to be proud
of. In whatever role you take in this
company you are helping to change
people’s lives for the better.

There was the usual mix of
lectures and 'interactivity' in their
'quest of the best' to help us along

“I've got a sodding
Porsche parked up
outside and yes, I
grow bonzai trees
for my room so that
when |  bring
women back they
look like giants and
that turns me on.”

our 'career journeys'. We're shown a
series of propaganda videos, stories
of the lives changed by 'out' drugs,
but the seeming dichotomy between
and  being
philanthropic remained below the
surface. A speaker from marketing
unsettlingly moved effortlessly
between topics: “We know that
giving a kid a shot [of medicine] is
the difference between life and
death, it's an exciting business to be
in. We're interested in brands..” I

making  money

wasn't sure I was comfortable here
and yet I began to be sucked in.

My phone gently vibrates
against my leg as I talk to Greg from

procurement. Greg explains to me
how the company paid him living
expenses, sorted him a flat, gave him
a large bonus and huge responsibility
in his first year. His job was to buy
things the company needed, anything
from bottle tops to tables and chairs,
he spoke of it with a passion and I
was genuinely interested. I wondered
what it would be like, I could have
my own flat, real responsibility, I
would be respected by my parents
and friends. This is the real wotld, I
thought, I should accept it, I should
go for a job now and leave the
younger me to worry about the so-
called 'real worth of life'. I could be
happy here, I can get an eco-loan to
buy a bicycle and live next to the
canal. I can't live in my own little
world all my life, I need to join in,
I've got to play the game and this
could be my first move. I look at my
phone, the text is from Magnus:
“Have they stolen your soul yet?”.

And they had. A small part
of my soul had gone, I'd been sucked
in and wrapped up in the potentially
warm and comforting world they
could offer me. I'd forgotten that I
should be considering my life as
something precious and majestic,
something that can't be packaged up
and sold off. I wasn't happy, I had
lost. T didn't really know why I had
come here but I had hoped to assert
some kind of superiority, to sneer at
the evils of working for evil, faceless
industry. I wanted to take a free-trip-
to-London-sized bite of the
forbidden fruit and then delight in
spitting it back in disgust, but instead
I had looked into the eyes of the
beast and had, momentarily at least,
been seduced.



