
                          YOU’RE FIRED! 

 I don’t want you to get the wrong impression right off the bat so let me assure 

you that this tale of mine has nothing to do with the new Presidential Elect to the south 

of us or to his past reality program from TV.  You know who I’m talking about. 

 Recently I was conversing with my nephew who got married last summer; he and 

his wife have just bought a new townhome, and learned that she was pregnant with her 

first child; so she told her employer the exciting news and was subsequently fired for her 

efforts, though they assured her it wasn’t due to the pregnancy. …. Uh huh! 

 She was devastated by the news, partly due to the foregoing series of events 

and how that was going to affect their finances and partly because she didn’t feel she 

had done anything to warrant her dismissal; like life is fair or something! 

 Now having myself recently retired from the “rat race” and having ample 

experience in the work force, it was hard for me to relate to her dismay and concern.  As 

I have been fired on numerous occasions, some with just cause, others, not so much; I 

have never felt it was a big deal – not psychologically in any event, a few times it was 

financially critical but I have always managed to secure other employment.  I expect it’s 

my charm that does it.  My husband, on the other hand does not feel that this is a great 

achievement in life and that it is nothing to be proud of.  What does he know! 

 I have worked since I was fifteen.  In my high school days, I worked part-time in 

the canteen at the local arena (where all the hot jocks used to hang out) during the 

school year and on a manufacturing assembly line for the summers, until I graduated.  I 



looked into attending nursing school after that but decided being the bed pan standard 

bearer was not for me.  At that time the venerable guidance counsellors advocated 

teaching, nursing and motherhood as a woman’s viable choices in life.  Yes, we’ve 

come so far. 

 One of my first jobs was in an insurance company in downtown Toronto as a 

claims examiner.  I was called into the office because of my truancy where they told me 

I did an outstanding job, when I was there, but if I missed any more work they’d have to 

let me go.  As it turns out, a couple of days later a bunch of my friends were going to 

Mosport (car races) and they wanted me to take the Friday off and go up with them 

camping on the Thursday night, so I did.  Unfortunately, I didn’t tell work about this plan 

so I knew I was done for.  I actually don’t think I even bothered to go in and quit, I just 

went out and got another job.  What do you want from me, I was 19 at the time? 

 The next time I was working in retail in an upscale kitchen store.  Things were 

going well, it was the first time I’d ever worked for a woman so it was different but one 

day I got stuck in traffic on the Don Valley Parkway and when I got to work she fired me; 

but wanted me to work the rest of the week.  I said okay and then the next day she 

apologized for losing her cool and said I could have the job back.  I told her I couldn’t 

work for someone so emotional and I’d find something else. 

 In another insurance entry position as a file clerk, I had worked for about two 

weeks when they announced they’d be hiring a new girl.  Rather hastily and in front of 

the wrong person, I commented that that would be great as I wouldn’t have to do the 

filing crap any more.  The next day I was called into the office and my manager 



explained that they didn’t consider the work they did there “crap” so I was out the door 

once again. 

 At a later date when I was working with mentally challenged adults in a 

manufacturing plant, I was hit on by one of the managers who also molested one of the 

workers we were supposed to be looking after.  When I found out I went to the Director 

and told her he had made sexual advances to me which I had laughed off, but that 

molesting one of our charges was reprehensible but it only resulted in his having his 

hand slapped so to speak and then business as usual.  I wrote a letter to the Director 

viewing my opinion and lack of disciplinary measures and a few days later they said my 

position was being phased out and my services no longer required.  That one did kind of 

bug me as I should have gone to the local paper about the whole mess since some of 

the other women there had been subjected to the same thing but were afraid to say 

anything because they couldn’t afford to lose their jobs.  Turns out they were right!  One 

of the managers there had the nerve to say that women should have to expect that kind 

of harassment in the workplace.  How little we have advanced it seems. 

 Another time when I lived in Vancouver, I worked for a publishing company 

where the owner and I did not get along but I otherwise enjoyed working with everyone 

else.  I took it for as long as I could and was about to give notice when I was called into 

his office (yet again) and told he was letting me go – with a hefty little severance 

package.  I practically leapt out of the chair with this big grin on my face and could have 

kissed him.  I think he was quite shocked that I was so happy about it. 

 Now I don’t want you to think I was always getting fired as I navigated through life 

– I have worked in plenty of places where they were actually sorry to see me leave (to 



go to University, to move out of province, etc.)  I just don’t think my self-esteem is based 

on what I do for a living but rather on the living I do. 

 I have assured my niece that this is but a temporary set-back and when she is 

ready to resume work she’ll probably find something that is better than what she had or 

she may even find out that being a mother is fulfilling and challenging enough.  It 

certainly was for my mother who had to deal with me, and my five brothers and their 

personalities as well.  Now when I look back I think she deserves a medal. 

 

                                                                                     The End – Beryl McGuinness 


