“A Perfect Job”

It was windy. It was cold. It was Sunday. And there was nothing on the telly. If I had felt like going out or there had been a film worth watching I would now be a different person. Everyone has an opinion about me since it made the news. I tell them that is what happened and that’s it, believe me if you choose.

Being bored is not something that I take kindly to and so I decided that I might as well see if there was anything new on the Internet.  Now I’m not a great fan of the Internet, the World Wide Web. If you ask me it quickly gets boring, unless there is something that you need to look up then it’s brilliant, all that information at the click of a mouse. Anyway on this day all I was going to do was pass a bit of time. I set out on the usual sites that I had seen a million times before. Then I started thinking that this was not worth doing, so I started to look for the wildest, silliest subjects that I could think of. I found out all I ever wanted to know about woodlice (I’ve always had a soft spot for the creatures that look like little tanks without the turrets.), I dropped in on sites about mangoes, witchcraft in the seventeenth century, how to make tinsel and even a site on the art of playing the glockenspiel .  

By half past two I was running out of ideas, so I called up the search engine for the umpteenth time and typed in “unusual occupations” and when it produced a list of sites (in seven seconds,– wow!), I closed my eyes and let the mouse do the choosing, and I clicked. Just a little click, nothing special.

When I looked I had landed on a site entitled “The Best Job In The World (And It’s Vacant!)”. Well there’s an obvious overstatement but a girl can hope. I read the home page. It didn’t say much, just that the job wasn’t for everyone and it might not be worth going to the other pages. Well there’s nothing to be lost by reading so on I went into the future.

There were some realy fancy graphics , but still nothing to say what the job was. There were no links to other sites, but then I suppose if your job is the best in the world then there is not likely to be anything else similar to look up.  I read another couple of pages and then thought that I might as well leave this site and put the kettle on. When I tried to log off the computer seemed to develop a mind of it’s own and refused to let me go. I tried this and that and then just broke the Internet connection or I thought I had. It seemed ok. and so I went through the close down sequence of the computer and prepared to leave the room. After a few seconds it re-booted itself, reconnected to the Internet and there I was back with the job that was so marvellous that I couldn’t find out what it was

After fighting my way back through it all again, as soon as the computer screen went blank I flicked the power socket to “off” and pulled out the plug. Let it get round that!

Well they say that curiosity is the downfall of many a feline and for me curiosity soon reigned large. I knew that I should just get on with other things but by Monday evening when I got in from work I couldn’t wait to get back on the trail of the best job in the world that was vacant. Of course it had occurred to me that the whole thing could be a joke, or a way of getting people to send money. But it was the not knowing that was making me feel that I must, must, must look again.

As soon as I switched the computer on it went into action by itself and I was connected to that site in seconds. It was still uninformative. I read through page after page and nothing was saying where the job was, what it was, who to contact.

I was about to give up when on screen came a page with the photograph of a middle-aged man, who appeared to be named Vestra. Whether that was his first or last name wasn’t clear, but it was an unlikely sounding name. Perhaps he was one of those ageing hippies who still think that the sixties will return just because the fashions keep coming back. He did look a bit like that and I was willing to bet that if I could see the back of his head it would have a straggly ponytail, even though he had only a little hair left on top. ”So Mr Vestra where do I find you?” I asked the question out loud. The image on the screen faded slightly and was overprinted with several lines of text. If I was interested in the job (whatever it turned out to be) then I should send an  e-mail via the contact us on the home page. There hadn’t been any contact us when I looked before, but sure enough there it was this time.

What to say. Hi this is me and I’m realy interested but I don’t know why? I began to feel a little silly. This could all be a scam that I was walking into, intelligent me being drawn in, eyes open. I settled for asking for more details but didn’t say that I was defiantly interested. That should be all right. Nobody could read this wrong I was sure. For some reason I expected an instant reply and when it didn’t come I felt cheated. This business had become the most important thing to me at that moment. Two hours past as I pottered around, every so often returning to the computer to check for a reply. This was not fair! To build me up and then to leave me waiting….. I realised how childish I was becoming. If that was an office in a country on a similar time to where I live then of course it was possible there was no-one there to answer. I called it a day and went to bed, but found it hard to get to sleep. Tomorrow seemed to beckon.

It was light early that morning. The birds were singing those songs that we think are tuneful but are actually them all warning the opposition males that this is their territory so keep out, or else. I plugged in the kettle and waited for the first mug of coffee of the day. Should I look yet or leave it until this evening? Could I wait until this evening, not likely.  I switched on and looked hopefully at my e-mails received. Lots of junk, a few from friends, but nothing from the person I most wanted to hear from. Resigned to another day of boredom at the supermarket checkout I prepared for the day.

My meal break came at twelve fifteen. I went into the staff canteen and bought a mug of coffee and a chicken salad sandwich with mayonnaise. I inspected the sandwich and could not see the chicken, which must have been the same colour as the mayonnaise. It didn’t taste all that good either. Sitting there watching my fellow workers I was struck by the forced joviality of the people that wanted to be anywhere but here. I don’t suppose any of them liked the job that they did, it was a way to pay the bills.

Tuesday evening was as disappointing as Tuesday morning had been. Still no reply. Perhaps it was all a joke and whoever was behind it had long since got bored and stopped sending out the responses .By Thursday I had decided that there was nothing to gain from pining for something I never had in the first place.

It was another wet and windy Sunday. Funny how wet and windy the rest of the week seems horrible, but on Sunday it is the most awful thing that can happen. Like nature is taking the rise out of all of the people who have to be indoors so much on the other days.  I looked unhopefully at the TV listings magazine. Nothing on the telly, yet again. On went the computer and I opened up the web link. At first all was as usual, then to my surprise the face of Mr. Vestra appeared in the middle of a game of roulette ( a free game I hasten to add, I wouldn’t give my credit card a pounding). It was quite disconcerting to see the man I had been so anxiously waiting to hear from only a few days ago suddenly pop up like that. What did he want. There was nothing on the screen apart form his image, no clue at all.

“Well?” I asked out loud. “Come on, what took you so long”. The image changed slightly and the words “Interview Complete” appeared. What interview. When had that happened. While I was asleep. So now what, I wanted to know was I successful or not. I waited for something more. And I waited and waited. The image and the words stayed the same. This was now getting too silly and  I thought it about time to finish once and for all. Whoever Mr. Vestra was I had had more than enough of him. “The job is yours” The words were on the screen in front of me. But I still didn’t know what the job was. How could I know if I wanted it. “Tomorrow”. What about tomorrow, I wondered. That was all the information that I got that day.

Monday morning I struggled to wake up. I hadn’t got to sleep until three twenty. I knew because I had looked at the bedside clock every three minutes since eleven last night. What did the day hold. By late afternoon, as I waited at the bus stop for the number seventeen in the spring sunshine, I was so tired that I hoped nothing would happen as I was sure I wouldn’t be able to cope. The bus arrived only six minutes late. Much more improvement and there might even be some reason to get a copy of the timetable. I feel into a seat and watched the shop windows as we passed. Sometimes I could see a reflection of the bus and there I was looking out jaded and dispirited. But then so did everyone else, including the driver. The driver, there was something familiar about him. And, yes, he did have a straggly ponytail!

“It’s him”. Not a very original thought I must admit, but that was the one that I had. What on earth was the driver of a number seventeen bus doing setting up a website about the best job in the world, and saying it was vacant. Except that it wasn’t vacant anymore because according to him I now had the job. Even more puzzling, why had I not noticed his face as I got on. I had looked at the driver as I held up my weekly travel pass, and he had nodded. 

I looked around the bus. I not surprised to find that I was the only person still on board.  We were coming to my stop and I rang the bell. The bus stopped and I walked to the door and said “Thank you” to the driver, who didn’t look at me, and I stepped off. Immediately I realised that this was not my street. Everything about it was wrong. I turned and saw the number seventeen bus disappearing into the distance on a road that was the right road, but when I turned around and faced the other way all was not as it should be. O.k. lets get out of this by the simple method of walking away from my destination. So I turned to follow the road the bus had gone down. Except that road wasn’t there anymore. It was all different.

I didn’t know what to do or think. How could I have got off the bus in one street and immediately be somewhere else. It made no sense. I walked a little way along the pavement and then I stopped and tried to decide what to do next. I might as well carry on this way as any other. The buildings meant nothing and there was nobody about to ask for directions. Though where I would ask to be directed to was a puzzle.

I saw a park. It was a nice park with lots of flowerbeds and a lake that had an island in the middle. On the island there was a heron sitting on a nest, and another heron on a nest on the far bank. At my feet were little moorhens pottering about , and Canada geese strutted past throwing hopeful glances in my direction no doubt on the off chance of some bread. There was a small river running through the park and a rather unconvincing, obviously manmade waterfall. I reached an area that was overgrown in a controlled sort of way, with tall trees, and a winding path through it. I wasn’t too keen on this, being on my own. However I figured that whoever had brought me here, for I was sure by now that I had been brought, would not want to lose me so soon and I carried on walking.  By this time it was getting to be early dusk. What was I to do out in the open. Look on the bright side it was warm and the night shouldn’t be too chilly. If I could find somewhere to buy a snack I should be all right. In the morning I would walk back to the bus stop and wait for the number seventeen.

I spotted a shop and hurried forward beginning to feel like I had been lost in the desert and had found an oasis. By this time I was in no mood to play down my situation with rational imagery. As I pushed open the shop door I was greeted with “There you are” by an elderly lady standing behind a long wooden counter that was heaped with tins and other goods. The shop was out of a museum.  I waited for her to say something else but she just smiled. It was irritating. “Why am I here” I snapped out the words. “To help me in the shop” the lady replied, as she lifted the section of counter that gets out of the way to let you walk through into the rooms beyond. “I’m not here to work. I already have a job I don’t want in a shop, why would I rush to take another?” I replied in disbelief. Still she smiled “We shall see” she said.

After a tea of poached fish with creamy mashed potatoes and fresh garden peas I was shown to a room above the shop. All my many questions were either ignored or answered with variations of we shall see. Frustrated I put on the floral nightgown I could hardly believe would exist in the twenty first century and climbed into the bed. The bed had sheets and blankets. Had they never heard of duvets in this place.

In the morning I was awoken by the sound of a delivery van below my window. I sat up in bed and tried to remember all that had happened. All I could think of was that this was a dream or hallucination. Maybe I had been in an accident and I was even now in a coma in intensive care. That would explain the strange goings on. If I was in a coma how could I find my way out of it. The elderly lady appeared in the doorway with a tray which contained a cup of tea, in a china cup with a saucer decorated with large red roses, a matching side plate with a butter knife, a toast rack with two slices of toast, a butter dish with lid, and a pot of strawberry jam. It even had one of those tray doyleys on it. She handed me a clothe napkin, which had a spray of blue flowers embroidered along one border.

After I had eaten I washed in the antiquated bathroom along the landing. I returned to the bedroom to discover that there was a set of clothes lying on the bed. They were the type of clothes that would have been worn years ago, some made of materiel that I hadn’t heard of. After I put them on I viewed myself in the mirror. I looked like an extra from Miss Marple. Any minute now Joan Hickson would be walking down the street outside, just in time to solve the latest murder that had baffled the brains of the local police. Tentatively I descended the stairs. In the shop’s back room I found the elderly lady sitting in an overstuffed armchair. She stood up as I appeared and beckoned me to follow her through into the shop. “Here you are dear” she handed me a wrap around pinney to wear, “should be busy today. It’s market day and they all come in for their bits and a chat.” “But,” I protested “I have to catch a bus to my job at the supermarket. The boss will be furious if I don’t turn up.” This was greeted with silence. “Well at least I need to ‘phone him and explain.” Explain! I was waiting for someone to explain it all to me. Still there was no response to what I way saying, the lady carried on arranging the loaves of bread in a neat row. All the loaves were uncut and crusty.

“You can make a start on sweeping the floor if you like, dear” I was informed. What did she mean if I liked. Did this imply that I had choices, or was it just another form of ordering me about. Was she banking on me not daring to stand up to her because I was disoriented or something. She would soon learn that she had taken on more than she could handle. “I don’t like, actually” I sounded like a sulky ten year old even to myself. She smiled and opened the shop door and stepped outside into the morning sunshine. The ring of the shop bell continued to resonate for several seconds after she had closed the door behind her.

So what now? Here I was in a strange shop on my own and it was market day and likely to get busy. Should I change the sign on the door to closed and walk out. But where would I walk to. Was there anywhere out there that I would recognise. Perhaps the only sensible thing to do was to stay right here. An hour past and the promised customer rush didn’t happen. Out of boredom I had swept the floor, dusted the counter and rearranged some of the tins on a shelf to make the display more dynamic, My boss’s favourite word dynamic.

The elderly lady returned, drifting in the door in an unruffled I knew everything would be all right while I was gone, sort of way. “What is you name?” I asked her. “Goodly” she replied, and then “I shall just put the kettle on and we can have our elevenses.”  Goodly, what does that mean. Miss or Mrs, or maybe I had met the original Goodly Two Shoes. 

Over elevenses I tried to start a conversation about my predicament, but each time I was politely ignored. Any talk was about the shop and the customers she still expected to flood in. How to work the till was interesting. The money was a mystery to me. Pounds I could manage, but shillings, half crowns and farthings were before my time by a long way. This is a time warp I told myself remembering all the science fiction programmes I had watched.  Since I had no big round gate to step through and any police box was likely to only contain a telephone I didn’t feel I was getting anywhere in my quest to return to normality.

The shop bell tinkled. A customer at last.  It was a middle-aged man, dressed like a slightly hard up squire. He spoke nicely but not posh, and only bought a packet of cigarettes and a quarter of wine gums. Having been served by Goodly herself he half bowed his goodbyes and left the shop. Then the rush started in earnest. Most were people of that certain age, as it’s known. Too old to be called young, too young to be called old. They came and bought their “bits” as Goodly had called them. Nothing much, a loaf for the lady in the red and blue headscarf, a pint of milk for the lady who kept sniffing as if she had forgotten her hanky, and two slices of ham and packet of tea for the lady wearing a grey jacket. They stood in a group out on the pavement and talked about the weather and the state of the gardens now it had stayed so dry. They spoke of problems getting a jobbing gardener now that old Jack had had to give up with his rheumatics, and that new postman who would only shut the garden gate if he thought they were watching. They declared that the young, which meant that postman, had no respect for their elders anymore.

Several more customers came and went through the rest of the day. Before I realised it was time to close and have a nice cooked tea and settle down in front of the black and white tv set. The programmes were interesting, like watching a whole evening of re-runs from before tv got popular. I was surprised at the way that all the characters spoke so clear and precise, even the northerners and cockneys sounded Home Counties. Hadn’t they realised that regional accents existed back then. I got the impression that tv land was inhabited exclusively by the well educated, white middle class unless the show came from the US of A, then it was cowboys and Indians shooting at each other from behind bushes. I was relieved when I could climb the stairs to bed.

A week or so later, as the weather grew warmer I began to take short walks. I had visited the park several times taking bread for the geese who now rushed to great me. The road outside the shop was lined with small houses. There did not seem to be any other shops nearby. There was some children who went to schools that I never saw and a church with a graveyard. The headstones were all pre 1956, so I assumed that this was the year that I was living in. Or maybe a year or two later. I wracked my brains to think what I had heard about the fifties. My Gran had said that the fifties were a better time to live. I had doubted that, but could see what she meant now. Gran would have recognized the way of life, if not the place. She was great was my Gran. She lived in a nice house, with a neat garden that seemed to stretch for miles when I was little. She kept a wooden biscuit barrel on the sideboard filled with Fox’s Glacier Mints. It was never empty and I had suspected that it might be magic. She wore lavender perfume and was just like one of the elderly ladies who frequented the shop. I almost expected her to walk in the door one day and ask for a packet of Osborne biscuits.

The days passed and strange at is sounds I began to settle to my new life. The supermarket seemed like a dream that I once had and I even started to forget to wonder how to get back. Autumn had arrived and the air smelt of bonfires in the evenings and damp leaves in the early light. It rained often. It was that gentle rain that falls for hours, not the downpours we get these days. Occasionally a gusty wind would blow leaves in through the shop door. The only litter that there seemed to be was that created by nature in it’s march through the seasons. It was October and I noticed that there was no mention of Christmas in the shop. Not the tinsel and gaudy posters reminding customers that there are only ten weeks to go so they had better think on and get those orders in now. It was as if people were prepared to let the year run at a slower pace. I had got to know some of the customers by now. They were a reserved bunch not prone to giving much away about themselves or their lives. They complained genteelly about life’s little inconveniences. The postman got no better in his habits, and one claimed to have seen him lift a cat out of his way with his foot. That caused a lot of  tut  tutting and the resolve that if witnessed again the local police constable would be asked to have a quiet word. Goodly listened to them without actually hearing what they said. I could tell that she was like one of those tv  interviewers who pretend to be interested and then ask the same question again that the interviewee has just answered at length. I had come to wonder how she made a living in this little shop. Admittedly she had me for nothing except bed and board. As far I could tell it was here or nothing and no way back to my previous life, so I put up with it and hoped for the best.

By the time we had passed bonfire night with bangers so tame one might be excused to wonder why they bothered, I was even beginning to enjoy my life in wherever it was. The pace was undemanding , the people nice enough and I had no money worries mainly because I had no money. I stopped missing the colour telly and the bottle of wine in the evening. The shops full of the latest fashions that were never in my size. Some things I was glad to be away from. The bus journey, the crowds of customers all suffering from shopper-rage, and that incessant musak. The thought of hours of Jingle Bells over the supermarket’s public address system was not likely to make me want to rush back there. In fact all in all I was content to stay where I was for now. Then again this was not my life. Whatever the downs of my real existence it had it ups as well.

There was scandal in the air.  The ladies twittered and worried amongst themselves. That postman had been seen in the company of a doubtful looking man from outside the area. A spiv, word had it. It could mean only one thing. That postman was up to no good. There was a flurry of “told you so’s” and everyone vowed to keep their eyes peeled for ‘goings on’.. I had never before thought about the area beyond that which I had become familiar with.  I had assumed that it was all like this, big or small. Gentle, slow and honest. I now found out that this was not the case. There were places where there were crime waves and people not to be trusted. The man with that postman could be one of these. Could it be that there was a plot afoot to rob somebodys’ house. That postman would know if anyone was away. Oh dear, what could they do. The local policeman made reassuring noises and tried to convince all the ladies that they were probably imagining things. It was the word probably that did it. Now they were sure that even the policeman wasn’t sure. Nobody asked that postman who the man was. The ‘incident’ with the cat was often mentioned, anyone who could do that had to be of doubtful character. I couldn’t see what all the fuss was about. That postman could hardly do anything locally where he was known and if he was up to something outside the area there was nothing we could do about it. I kept out of the speculation. That postman got quite lippy as the days went by. Some of the ladies were by now openly suggesting that they would not be presenting him with a Christmas box, something they had done every year to his predecessors. It made me realise how seriously they were taking the situation, as to withhold a gratuity would be almost unthinkable for these ladies of the old school.

One morning I peered out into the darkness after I unlocked the shop door for the start of the days’ business I thought that I saw a movement. It was difficult to tell for sure, but there was something outside, which could be an animal. I stood and listened. Nothing else did I hear so I stepped back inside and shut the door. A few moments later as I filled the kettle I heard tap, tap, tap. There was something or someone at the kitchen window, making a noise on the glass. The curtains were still closed and so I had to choose whether to look out or stay as I was until I knew. A louder tap made me fear for the glass and I pulled up the curtain slowly. I jumped back, there was a face pressed to the window pane. I couldn’t tell who it was. “Goodly!” I called. The elderly lady was upstairs finishing dressing. “There is someone outside who isn’t telling me who he is.” I was assuming that anyone behaving in this manner must be a man. “Coming” Goodly sounded unconcerned.  She appeared and opened the kitchen door without hesitation. “Good Morning Mr. Simms” she said, then “thank you. The same next week” and turned back into the room carrying a parcel wrapped in brown paper. The parcel was about two feet long and seemed to be fairly heavy. Goodly left the kitchen and I heard her go upstairs. She moved about for a while, then came back down and settled to breakfast without a word. I wanted to ask but I knew that any answer I got would be unlikely to be the whole truth.

In the late afternoon of the same day that postman arrived in the shop. He came on an old motorbike with sidecar. Goodly went upstairs and returned with the parcel and handed it to that postman, who didn’t even thank her before he strode out of the shop. What an ill-mannered young man. So, I wondered, what was that all about. It obviously wasn’t just something for the post. I would certainly be watching next week. It didn’t seem at all strange to me that I now took it for granted that I would still be here in a weeks time. In fact the rest of my life spent here didn’t seem unacceptable.

The following week after the next delivery was made by Mr.Simms I waited until Goodly was busy serving and went upstairs. I couldn’t find the parcel anywhere and had to admit defeat before she became suspicious. The week after I had a plan. First I would make sure that I listened hard after Goodly took the parcel upstairs, there might be a clue to it’s whereabouts in the sounds I could hear as she walked about. Sure enough I heard the distinct squeak of the floor board on the landing outside the my bedroom door. Then the sound of a door closing. The door of a piece of furniture. As soon as I could I was up those stairs and into the room I had been using since my arrival and now thought of as mine. There was a large wardrobe which I did not use as I had few clothes. All those that I needed had been supplied to me back at the start of my time here and I never hankered after any more. I opened the wardrobe door and stared inside. There was what looked like sacking in a heap on the wardrobe’s floor and when I lifted it sure enough there was the parcel. What a cheek, hiding this thing in my room. Gingerly I started to unwrap the parcel, which was luckily not fastened. Inside was a large fish. I wasn’t sure what sort, as the only fish I had ever seen were either in batter at the chippies or in the freezer cabinet in brightly coloured packaging. What did we have here, I wondered.  I rewrapped the parcel and went down into the shop. Goodly was dusting the shelves. “There’s a fish in my wardrobe” I blurted out before stopping to think. “Yes dear” replied Goodly, sweetly. “Why is there a fish in my wardrobe?” I had to ask. “It’s to be collected.” She replied. That did it. I marched back upstairs, pulled the fish out of the wardrobe and carried it with an air of defiance into the shop. I slapped it down on the counter. “Explain” I said. As I tipped the fish out of it’s paper wrapping something fell from the fish’s mouth. Something that glittered and sparkled. Something that I knew immediately I would rather not have seen. I had been thinking that the fishy doings were all about poaching off the poor old fellow at the big house. The man I had thought of as a squire type that first day I was to serve in the shop. He always looked down on his luck and hardly bought the barest essentials to keep him going. I was all ready to condemn anyone who would steal from him and now it looked a lot more serious. That postman would be behind it. Goodly gasped. “Put it back this second” she snapped “ and forget that you ever saw it. This is the last one and the sooner we have it sent on it’s way the better.”  I agreed with her in an instant, and when that postman arrived at teatime to take the fish away I was in the kitchen with my back to anything that may be happening. 

Later after closing time, Goodly and myself were sitting in the overstuffed armchairs watching an antique (to me) episode of “Dixon of Dock Green”, when Goodly suddenly said “I’d better tell you about the fish. The squire has been down on his luck for a long time now and so he thought that he would need to sell of a few bits and pieces. But there is so much tax to pay these days that the government would take most of the proceeds and we wouldn’t want that.  His son-in-law is a right nosy sod and he would be only too quick to tell the authorities if he found out So squire he puts these do dads in a fish and sends it to market, if you see what I mean. That postman has a friend who can sell the things and the amount that it brings in is all that keeps the squire in house and home. You can’t be going to deny him that, are you?”  I agreed that I wouldn’t want the squire, who seemed a nice old boy, to suffer. But I expressed my doubts as to how much of the cash from the sales ever made it to it’s rightful home, and how much was creamed off on the way. Goodly didn’t know the phrase cream off, but she understood the idea and told me that there was nothing anyone could do as there was no other way to sell the goods that wouldn’t come to the attention of the taxman. I couldn’t argue.

When that postman came into the shop the next day I was ready to give him a talking to. I told him in no uncertain terms that I hoped he had the good grace not to make too much out of the old squire, who had served his country in the first war and would have gone in the second but for his leg. I pointed out that the young owed a debt to the old and should take that into account in dealings with them. That postman just stood silently looking at me and then laughed. The check of the boy! “Whatever the old fool wants to do with his goods is up to him. You can keep out of it. You wont be here forever and so there is not point in getting all high and mighty about it. You types are all alike, you come here and start to bring your own ideas and impose them on us what’s here by right.” That postman was asking for a slap. Of course he didn’t get one, but I certainly felt like it. Yes, I knew he was right, there was nothing I could do. Nothing I could do. The local policeman now that was different. All I needed to do was tell him and bingo, problem solved. Except that the squire had been part of what was going on and so he would be in trouble as well. I kept thinking about that postman saying that I wouldn’t be here forever.

It was the middle of December and one morning as I was whisking round the shelves with a duster singing Frosty The Snowman (a song which for all I knew had not even been written yet) into the shop came the man called Vestra. I starred at him as I might a two headed monster from Mars. What did he want. “Point made, it’s time to go” he said. I froze, go where. “What do you mean” I asked. Then thinking back “When do I find out what the Best Job In The World is. I’ve been here months waiting to be told.” “But” said Vestra “This is it. Any job is the best job in the world if you enjoy it.”  I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. All this had been to prove what, that I was in a job that I didn’t like. I had known that already.

Vestra was leaving. As he disappeared I hurried to follow him through the shop door. As I stepped outside I found myself not in the street outside the little shop but at the bus stop for the number seventeen. I was dressed as I had been that day in spring, and I wasn’t cold. The trees were in leaf, the flowers nodded colourfully in the sunshine and I was standing right where I should have been when I got off at my stop on the way home. I turned to see the bus in the distance heading away from me. I was back. Unfortunately it was a week later than when I left. I know what you are thinking only a week, when I had lived for months elsewhere. True, but I had to try to explain, not least to my boss, where I had been for seven days.

I thought about it long and hard. Even to me it sounded wild and unbelievable, and I had been there at the time. I decided that the best way was to tell the truth.  I made my mind up that I would try to convince the world that there is a better life to be had if they just relaxed, slowed down and stop trying to get where they were going in the shortest time possible. I had lived it. I could tell them all about my experience. It proved a bit of a fiasco. The press picked it up fast. It was what the media call a slow news week and they had lots of time and space to fill.. I was an overnight sensation, in the sort of way that the English reserve for the loony fringe who are harmless realy. Of course I’d travelled somewhere. Back in time? Even I couldn’t swear to that. Of course I’d lived through several months of a year which might have been a different year. People were very understanding. 

I lost my job because people came just to meet me and not to buy anything. That caused a crowd in the store and regular customers who spent money were put off coming in.  My lease ran out and wasn’t renewed. My landlord was very apologetic; he needed the flat for his nephew who was coming for an extended visit from New Zealand. I found a new flat not so nice as the old one, got a job in a canned goods factory and sold my computer to a man down the road ‘cos I needed the cash.   Funny, now I come to think of it I haven’t seen him about for a few days. I wonder if he has sorted that postman out.

