
I trudged down the hill feeling sick to my stomach and from then 
on, I wouldn’t even look in the direction of the gorge. I tried to 
erase it from my mind. Until one very sleepy Saturday, I was 
strolling to the quickgrab shop, when I got a beam from my best 
friend, Victor. Victor was the perfect friend. I met him at time when 
I really needed someone. Granny’d just died, it actually happened 
the day before my 30th. birthday, and I was bereft. And Victor had 
that special talent of making everything seem exciting and full of 
potential. I’m the proud Assistant Manager of a fireplace shop, 
striving every day to become the Manager, even though Rodger 
will have to die before I get in his boots, but, um, some days, I 
never want to have to cheerily demonstrate how to turn on the 
fake fire... 

...ever again. And when I’m feeling like this, I tell Victor and he 
somehow makes the slog of everyday just vanish (Clicking his 
fingers simultaneously to next two words.) like that. He’s ten years 
younger than me, he regularly flies on Concorde3 to see the 
parrots in Bermuda, or the koalas in Tokyo, he breezed from job to 
job, and he’d often have these crazy problems that I’d help him 
solve. Like once he was being pursued by a crazy man who said 
Victor had tried to kiss him and, um, (Nervous laugh.) I got rid of 
the guy by saying that Victor was my younger brother, who 
couldn’t go to jail because it would kill our Mother! I don’t know 
what came over me because I’m not normally good at lying. 
However, I’ve already saved his skin more times than I can count 
because he attracted trouble like a magnet. But, actually, (Nervous 
laugh.) um, I really liked being needed. 


