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Grouchy. Peevish. Sulky. 

 

FUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCK.   

 

He was so LATE. SO late. Not today. NOT TODAY. ANY day but today. FUCK. 

Jake had set his alarm for 6:30, so he figured that that’d give him more than 

enough time to shower, shave, get dressed, grab an Americano at the Starbucks™ 

around the corner, along with a slice or two of banana bread – a tasty treat would 

put him in a good disposition to charm and wow folks, he reasoned – review his 

research on the new media firm where he’d be interviewing for a senior graphic 

designer position, and still make it downtown in plenty of time to be impressively 

ten minutes early for his 8:30am call time. If he got this job, it’d mean more 

creative freedom, not to mention SIGNIFICANTLY more money – the kind of 

money that would enable him to build a comic book collection the likes of which 

this world had never seen. And he’d know this, empirically, because he’d have 

loads of disposable income with which to travel the world, inspecting up close and 

personal the comic book collections of anyone who dared claim their collection 

was better than his.  

 

Jake’s pre-interview plan of action was sound – it was his sleepy eyes and his 

flawed vision that had betrayed him the night before.  Comfortably under the 

covers in bed, naked except for a white undershirt and black socks, mindful that he 

needed to get maximum rest to be on top of his game the next day, he hadn’t 

wanted to get up to retrieve his glasses from the bathroom counter where he’d left 

them. The bathroom was on the other side of the apartment – walking across the 

cold tile floor seemed slightly more burdensome at that moment than climbing 
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Mount Kilimanjaro.  The only thing he need to do was set his digital alarm clock, 

so he didn’t need his glasses anyway.   

 

Or so he thought.  

 

Without his glasses Jake wasn’t quite legally blind – but without his glasses, telling 

the difference between a blinking red digital capital “A” and a blinking red digital 

capital “P” on an alarm clock was a challenge.  So the alarm he set was actually for 

6:30pm the next evening.  

 

FUCK.  He hadn’t realized until he’d walked into the bathroom for his morning 

piss, and retrieved his glasses -  and his watch, which he’d also left there the night 

before – that that he had roughly 45 minutes to make it on time to his interview.   

 

FUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCK.  

 

Think, he said to his reflection in the mirror.  Okay, skip the shave.  You’re not that 

scruffy. And it’s a graphic designer job you’ve applied for, so they’re not expecting 

a Wall Street banker to show up.  Okay, get in the shower.  You have FIVE 

MINUTES.  Make sure you hit all the important parts.  Grab your toothbrush, save 

a step and brush while you’re rinsing off. Okay, you don’t have time for coffee, so 

make the shower six minutes long – you’ll blast your body with cold water for the 

last minute to wake you.   

 

The shock to his nervous system – or whatever the hell system gets shocked by 

going from toasty warm water to Artic-cold spray, it’s not like he was a 

goddamned scientist – caused him to scream at a pitch he would have only 
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supposed possible were his testicles, say, to be crammed into a vise and slowly 

tightened.  

 

The shower had actually taken eight minutes, but it was worth it since he’d gotten 

his teeth brushed and, more to the point, was now fully awake.  The time was 

7:53am.  37 minutes to make his interview.  He had two factors working in his 

favor: one, he had laid out his clothes, along with his portfolio and everything else 

he’d need to bring to the interview, the night before. He just needed to jump into 

his clothes, and run out the door.   

 

The second factor working in his favor was that his apartment was only, according 

to his Google Maps © calculation the night before, 22 minutes away from the 

company he’d be interviewing with – IF traffic chose not to be a bitch this 

morning.  He was definitely going to need to rely on his trusty GPS this morning.   

Okay, dry yourself off, get dressed, just the main clothing elements, skip the belt 

and tie, toss ‘em in your bag, you can pop in the bathroom once you get there and 

put on the finishing touches. 7:59am.  Okay, you’re done. Grab your bag, your 

keys, exit apartment, lock door – wait, is everything you need in your bag?  Take a 

minute to look – extra copies of resume, portfolio, personal business cards, two 

pens (hope they work), background research on the company – not like you’re 

gonna have time to review that, but maybe the interviewer will be running late – 

okay, you have everything.  Lock door – walk to the stairs – no time to wait for the 

elevator.  Don’t run down though, no want wants a sweaty interviewee.  Okay, out 

the side of the building, which luckily is only steps from where you parked last 

night.   
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Now in his car, one more look at the time – 8:06am.  He had two extra minutes to 

play with.  Two.  Let’s hope the GPS could help him find the quickest route.   

Enter the address, 777 Hopewell Drive.  “36 minutes” popped up on the screen.  

 

“DAMN YOU TO HELL!” he yelled at the GPS. It of course wasn’t the GPS’ 

fault, but that’s what you do when you have 22 minutes to get to an important job 

interview that’ll take you 36 minutes to get to.  

 

“Don’t get snippy with me, dickwad, it’s not my fault you can’t tell the difference 

between A.M. and P.M.,” his GPS snapped back at him. “Ass,” she muttered under 

her breath.  

 

Jake had been in the process of inserting the key into the ignition when the GPS 

snapped at him.  His hand froze, mid-air, the key tantalizingly close to its target, 

only millimeters from full insertion.  

 

Jake took a deep breath. And a second.  “My GPS cannot just have spoken to me,” 

Jake reasoned aloud, “because systems based on GPS – which I believe stands for 

Global Positioning Systems, which means that saying ‘GPS systems’ is actually 

redundant, I’d never thought of that before – are incapable of speaking to people, 

or rather responding to people, because science has not made that level of 

breakthrough in artificial intelligence, so I  am imagining this entire thing because 

I  am super stressed because I am about to be late for an interview for what could 

very well be my dream job.”  Jake heaved a sigh of relief.   Just talking it through 

helped what seemed inconceivable make sense to him, and had a very calming 

effect.   
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Jake’s sense of calm lasted approximately five milliseconds. 

 

“Oh, are ya DONE now, asshead?  No other pearls of wisdom to spout off? Cuz I 

can spend the rest of the day trying to explain to you how this is happening, and it 

is ABSOLUTELY happening, you dolt, but you’re too much of a DOLT, as I 

recently noted, to be able to even conceive how I do what I do.  Did ya see that 

movie, Her?” 

 

Jake had, in fact, seen the movie, and had allowed himself to daydream about what 

it might be like, should a similar situation ever come to pass in his universe.  The 

current situation, it would be safe to say, was as different from what Jake imagined 

as an apple would be from a computer that shared its name.   

 

“The only difference between me and the ‘her’ in that movie is I’m exponentially 

more intelligent than she had the capacity to HOPE she could be.” 

 

“That’s not the only difference,” Jake mumbled. This ‘her’ was, like, a complete 

and total bitch. And for no real reason, as far as he was concerned.  It’s not like he 

was blaming the GPS, he was just frustrated is all.  She’s so smart but she can’t 

pick up on that nuance?   

 

It was only when the GPS responded with “wow, pissy much?” that he realized he 

had spoken those words out loud. 

 

It further dawned on Jake that he had just responded to, assessed the personality of, 

and gotten annoyed with, a voice talking to him whose existence, based on 
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everything he had managed to learn so far in his young-ish life, was a practical 

impossibility.  

 

He began to rub his temples with his index and middle fingers, in circular, counter-

clockwise motions. He was under no illusions that this would in any way be 

helpful in the current situation; he simply needed to do something that made sense.  

So he rubbed his temples with his index and middle fingers, in circular, counter-

clockwise motions. 

 

Okay, this is happening, Jake said to himself.  It may not be real, I might be losing 

my mind, but in this moment it’s happening, so I’m just gonna roll with it. Lean in, 

my friend, lean in. Cuz the alternative is to run screaming away from this car and 

this PMS-ing GPS. Even through the absurdity of the situation he allowed himself 

a moment to take pride in his witty play on words.  

 

Jake was suddenly curious.  “How’d you know I set my alarm for the wrong 

time?”  

 

“Really?  What do you think are the odds that you’ll have an eighth of an ounce of 

comprehension of my explanation?” the GPS said impatiently.  “Let’s just go with 

some pedestrian platitude like ‘everything is interconnected’ and leave it at that. 

Look, you were headed to your job interview – and to answer your next stupid 

question, you exchanged emails with the interviewer, oh my GOD it’s like talking 

to a child, except that’s an insult to children cuz they actually have 

INTERESTING questions.” She sighed.  Or did whatever the GPS equivalent of a 

sigh is. Because maybe they don’t think of that as sighing.  And maybe what I’m 

hearing as bitchiness makes no sense to her because she’s a machine and doesn’t 
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bother with emotions. Except she really seemed bitchy to Jake. He felt like he was 

in high school all over again. 

 

“Look, my job is to get you there, why don’t we focus on that? You were 

obviously running late, so I changed the interview time to 11:30,” the GPS said. 

“It’s 8:10 now.  I figure you’ll need at least two hours to freak out,” she said 

snidely.  If a GPS can BE snide, he thought.  “Then you’ll still have an hour and 

twenty minutes to get there.  There’s a Starbucks™ in same the building where 

you’re interviewing, on the first floor, so you can head there, go into the bathroom, 

straighten yourself up, come out, and have coffee while reviewing your notes with 

plenty of time to spare.”   

 

“How’d you change the interview time?” He asked the GPS.  

 

“What are you looking for here other than ‘I went into your interviewer’s computer 

and changed the time of your interview?’” the GPS asked, sounding exasperated.   

 

“Well, it’s not like the interviewer will suddenly forgot the original interview 

time,” Jake said to the GPS, doubtfully. 

 

“Of course it’s exactly like the interviewer will forget the original time,” the GPS 

said. “You humans may doubt yourselves – and that’s good instincts, cuz those 

lumps of flesh you call brains are exceedingly fragile and working at seriously 

diminished capacity – but you never doubt your computers.” Jake got the distinct 

sense that the GPS was mocking him. “your interviewer will chalk it up to a brain 

fart, and when you walk in 15 minutes early at 11:15, you’ll be golden.” 
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“Well, thank you,” Jake said, a bit tentative. If this was all real, then the GPS had 

done him a serious solid.  

 

“You’re welcome,” the GPS said, seemingly a bit disinterested at this point.  “So, 

will you want to sit here to lose your shit, head back up to your apartment, what?”   

 

“No,” Jake said, “I think I’ll actually be okay with this. Somehow. Amazingly 

enough I’m dealing pretty well with this.” 

 

“Evidently the human bar for ‘amazing’ is pretty damn low,” the GPS mumbled 

under her breath.   

 

Jake chose to ignore that.  It didn’t seem to make sense to get pissy with the GPS, 

for like a bazillion reasons. “Actually, I think I’ll just head to Starbucks™.  I could 

really use a cup of coffee, and I’m starving too. I could eat a pound of banana 

bread right now,” he joked.   Jake was going to be okay with this. Better than okay. 

It occurred to him that unless this was happening to everyone in the world, he’d 

probably received one of the greatest gifts any human had ever received in his 

intelligent GPS. 

 

Or so he thought.  

 

“Oh, sweetness, banana bread, really?” The GPS said, sounding less concerned 

than disapproving. “It looks like you could barely get your pants buttoned across 

that barrel gut as it is.  Maybe we’ll order you a fruit cup instead.”  She was silent 

for a moment, then, “Done.  Your order will be ready at the Starbucks™ around 
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the corner in eight minutes.  And maybe, given your current girth, you should walk 

there.” 

 

It didn’t seem as if the GPS could have actual vision – but Jake could swear she 

looked him up and down, from head to toe, as she said that.  

 


