Grab a plunger, kids, there’s only one job left in the world for you
As we know, 30m people are now working in Britain. That’s more than at any time in human history and, of course, this is very tremendous news. But I do sometimes wonder: what exactly are they all doing?

Back in the late Seventies, the school-leaver could choose from a thousand types of job. Even someone as poorly qualified as me could be a miner or a typesetter or a cobbler or a librarian or a news vendor. But not any more. All of these jobs have now been vaporised by the relentless binary-numbered march of progress. And China.

I briefly flirted with the idea of getting a job processing people’s holiday snaps at my local branch of Boots. I liked the notion of seeing people I knew naked. But that’s gone as well now. I’m not even sure you can be a pox doctor’s clerk these days.

Soon there will be no journalists either, or car mechanics or, now we have drones, fighter pilots. Furthermore, if you watch a modern film such as Gravity you do wonder how much life actors have left in them.

Because if you can create realistic computer-generated space crashes, how hard can it be to create realistic computer-generated people? Not very, is the simple answer.

It won’t be that long before there’s no such thing as a supermarket checkout girl or a dairy farmer. There’ll be no greengrocers or butchers, and why send a child to school when he or she can stay at home and be taught online? Then there’d be no more dinner ladies.

Of course there are lots of jobs people can do now that they could not have done 30 years ago. But sadly, since they all involve repairing broken laptop computers and unjamming frozen software, no one can do any of them.

I mean it. When was the last time someone came round to your house, identified a problem with your electronic equipment, repaired it and left? Exactly. Never.

When your iPhone jams, you can’t take it to a shop full of men in brown shop coats and expect them to be able to fix it. You have to throw it away. And does that give someone a job making a new one for you? Not really, no. Because electronic stuff isn’t made by people. It can’t be repaired by people. And it does all the interesting jobs that used to be done by people. It’s Skynet from The Terminator.

The government tells us that we needn’t worry and that, thanks to some steady growth, more and more jobs will be coming on line very soon. Which takes us back to the original question. What jobs?

Not everyone can be employed in call centres or checking on the health and safety of those who make wings for Airbuses. And not everyone wants to be an estate agent. Not if they have something other than dried leaves between their ears.

I raise all of this because I had a long chat with my eldest daughter last weekend about what she’d like to do now she’s an adult. She fancies the idea of photography. And certainly that used to be a job. You could earn a living taking wedding snaps, or shots of girls scratching their bottoms on the tennis court. But today, thanks to the camera phone, everyone is a photographer and all it takes to turn Blind Pew into David Bailey is a 79p app.

Eventually we drifted into conversation about the internet and what services she could provide for that. But the sad truth is this: with the exception of a few nerds in America, nobody has yet made one single penny from their online endeavours.

I know countless people who slave away all week at their websites, paying designers to make them fresh and clean, and collating all the information they can about nappy rash or broad beans or whatever it is they’ve chosen to market, and every month they get a pay packet of exactly nought.

I’d love to know how many people who currently claim to be working are actually doing nothing more than spending their days filling a site that no one ever visits. It’s probably about 29m.

So what else is there? Well, I have been racking my brains all week and I’ve decided that there is only one job left for people who don’t have a double first in advanced nuclear physics from Harvard: plumbing.

First of all, the lavatory is not like a newspaper or a book. It cannot be digitised. It cannot be replaced. Likewise there is no app that will make you clean. If you want to smell fresh and scrubbed, you have to have a bath. And if you want central heating or clean clothes or a smooth chin, the water coming out of your taps needs to be hot. You therefore need a boiler. There is no alternative.

This means we will always need plumbing, which, so far as most people are concerned, is witchcraft. Well, it is to me. I listen to it sometimes, burping and groaning, and I have not the first idea what is going on. It’s the same story when I flush the lavatory. I do not know how that works or where the waste goes to or how it gets there.

Unlike in the world of laptop computers, though, there are a handful of people who do know. Usually they are called Mr Starnowski. And they have a habit of vanishing shortly after the expensive remedial work they did has caused your kitchen to flood with warm, muddy water.

Can you imagine, then, what would happen if you studied the sorcery and mastered its dark and mysterious ways; if you became a reliable plumber who did good work? And was on hand if it all went wrong? Imagine how much you could charge for a service such as that.

And think of the job satisfaction. You’d be doing the only real job that’s left, and think of all those grateful women in their negligees saying how much they admire your ballcock work. Or is that just in the films? Whatever — it’s what I shall be suggesting for my children. They shall be plumbers and I shall be proud.
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