
  
    
      
    
  



  

    
    
    
    


    

    
      

      
        
The day had started simply enough. A few phone messages left as
scribbled notes on pieces of parchment that had seen better days.
I’d worked out of this office for almost ten years yet I had never
yet managed to meet the office manager. I had my doubts about her.
But she drew a salary and things actually did happen. So she must
exist. It’s just a little disconcerting (and worrying) that I have
never seen her. Especially as everyone else working out of the
office has seen her, met her and knew her.



The other thing that was worrying about the messages is that they
always came with the time and date written (in very fine, gothic
print) in the top left. I looked at the one that was on my desk
today. Today’s date? Check. Time? About three minutes left. So I
had the time to finish my breakfast butty and get myself
comfortable before the phone was going to ring.



That was the other problem with the office manager. It’s possible
that she was just a little to efficient. I mean don’t get me wrong,
it’s a great edge being able to know in advance what a call is
going to be about before it happens – but what if I end up missing
a call that she has already taken? Will the entire fabric of time
and space breakdown because causality has been violated? I REALLY
don’t want to test that out.



Exactly on time the phone rang. I let it ring two times, brushed
the piece of pastry from the corner of my mouth and picked the
headset up and pressed the green button.

.

“Hello Mr. Poe, how are you?” I began.

“Well deary me!” (well it was something like that but as I wouldn’t
use the words in front of my dear old mummy then it is better that
I do not repeat them here) he said, “…ah you have caller-id, of
course, of course.”



I wasn’t going to say we didn’t as we did in a way. Just not the
way he would be very comfortable in learning about. Well I knew I
wasn’t comfortable with it and I’m used to it!



I started to doodle on a piece of paper, making sure I didn’t draw
anything too occult.



Though given the large range of common eldritch symbols not to
mentioned the incredible large range of less common ones and the
literally mind blowing range of exotic ones – try it at home –
seriously. But make sure you’ve put some sheets over anything that
stains and you’ve filled out your will and made your peace with any
passing deities – set up a mirror and you will, very briefly, see
just how mind blowing it is. Depending on exactly which combination
of symbols had caused the explosion, your head exploding would be
the very least of your problems.



I almost did draw a couple of conjunction symbols by mistake but I
caught myself as the paper began to smoulder. Mr. Poe was still
talking. I picked up a few words here and there as rambled towards
telling me what he had rung about. Sadly Mr. Poe was a bit of
Wrainwright and his rambles were sometimes turned into three day
route marches with full packs and heavy rain.



There was a certain rhythm to his discourse and I started to pay a
bit more attention and from his use of certain key words and
phrases I realised that it was exactly the same reason as he had
called last week. And the week before that. And twice the week
before that.



I made sure the mute button was on and gave a loud sigh.



“I do quite understand Mr.Poe, “I managed to jump into a gap in his
conversation as he paused for breath as he built up to his
coup-de-grace, “but really there is nothing I can do about it. I
know that you have put all the extra work into your house and I do
think for the right buyer that basement with the clever clock
mechanism will be a selling point.”



I could still hear the swoosh swoosh on that time he had
demonstrated the pendulum. My nose still itched and nevermore would
I be able to shave in quite so relaxed a fashion.



Sometimes some of the vendors really did need to think about will
impress potential buyers. I know he had some dreadful rows with his
next door neighbour over their black cat and what it had done to
his pet crow. Cats will be cats – evil, cynical, manipulative but
still just cats. Burying in a Tesco’s value box was not the way to
mend fences with them



“When I bought this house you told me that house prices were going
up!” He managed to get back into the conversation.



“I’m sorry Mr. Poe but you are just going to have to accept that
the value of your house in Ushaw has fallen.”
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