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A Very Interesting Queue
My grandmother said that you can learn a lot from a queue.  She was talking about the village Post Office, because if you stay in the queue for long enough, then you’ll find out exactly who’s doing what and with whom.  But who cares about whether Mr Jones is entering his marrows in the summer fete or whether the Vicar’s recent sermons have tended to be sketchy?

The only thing you learn from a queue is that you hate them and should work on a strategy so that you don’t get stuck in one again.  For example, here I am, late for work.  What’s the hold up?  It’s a bright sunny day, we’re on an A road for goodness’ sake, and we’re all doing thirty-five miles an hour.  What on earth is going on?

It’s a woman in a four by four.  Where are you off to today in your all-terrain tank?  Are you going to perform a daring mountain rescue?  Are you going to drive to the middle of a desert on a top-secret mission?  Are you going to tow an aeroplane to safety?  No, you’re going to do the school run and you’re going to do it at 55.6 miles per hour in a vain attempt to get your miles per gallon into double figures.  And maybe afterwards you could run a mission to the supermarket, try to wedge yourself into a parking space that was designed for normal sized cars and whack a few dents in the car parked next to you with your oversized doors.

Here’s another menace looming in the rear view mirror.  Is it a bird?  Is it a plane?  No, it’s white van man.  And look, he’s read the manual that comes in the glove box of all white vans which says that a good way to save fuel is to get into the slipstream of the car in front.  There he goes, six inches from my back bumper.  And he’s also on his mobile phone.  What a genius.  Look, you stupid man, you can tailgate me as much as you like but I can’t get out of your way because I’ve got Tank Woman in front of me.

Great.  Tank Woman’s indicating to turn off.  Perhaps we can make up a bit of time with her out of the way.  But maybe it wasn’t her causing the hold-up because in front of her, hidden by her inexcusable bulk, is an idiot in a Jaguar.  A maroon Jaguar.  If you’ve got enough money to spend fifty five thousand pounds on a ponderous lump of a car, surely you’d have another few grand tucked away to get it in a decent colour.  And what’s the point in having a five point four litre V12 engine if you’re only going to go at forty five miles an hour?  Have you got it stuck in third gear, you stupid man?

Maybe he’s just trying to impress the rest of the queue with his untroubled demeanour?  While we’re frantically trying to get from A to B before nine o’clock, he’s cruising along with his shades on and his arm hanging out of the window, perfectly relaxed because he’s so important that he can get where he’s going in his own good time.  Maybe I can get past him at this next roundabout?  But where’s he going?  It’s anybody’s guess because he’s too laid back to indicate.

The trouble is, none of us quite dare to overtake him, not even white van man, because the road here winds quite a lot and we think he might be toying with us.  If we tried to get past, would he wake up and put his foot down and start a race that we couldn’t win?  Look, you idiot, get your arm back in your car, turn off the Classic FM and put your foot on the pedal on the right, and perhaps we’ll get into work some time this side of eternity.

I don’t believe it.  He’s slowing down even more.  I hope he didn’t hear what I just said.  Maybe he wants a fight.  Let’s hope he fights as slowly as he drives.  For goodness sake, why are you going at walking speed?  If you want to go at walking speed, why don’t you leave your gas-guzzler at home…and walk?

It’s okay.  He was just turning left without troubling to indicate.  Good.  He’s out of the way.  White van man has just blasted past in a black cloud of exhaust fumes, still on his phone.  Perhaps the rest of us can now get on with our journeys.  But what’s that pulling out in front?  Oh please, no.  It’s a taxi.

Taxi drivers must be the only people in the world who get paid more the slower they go.  What kind of incentive is that?  That’s why you see them pootling along at forty when the speed limit’s sixty, trying to wring another pound out of their unfortunate fare.  What would happen if builders got paid like that, earning more if they managed to lay five bricks in a day than if they laid ten?  It would mean that a brick barbecue would take a hundred years to build and would cost about four and a quarter million pounds.

Taxi drivers’ meters should be rigged so they knock off a pound for every mile an hour that the cab drops under the speed limit.  That would speed them up a bit.  And they should be docked a tenner every time they deliberately carved everyone up by being in the wrong lane, which would mean that by the end of the journey, they’d owe their customers a fortune.

And…whoa!  I trod on the brakes just in time there.  Thank goodness for ABS.  Mr Taxi has just decided to turn right but instead of doing anything as boring and predictable as indicating, he’s ground to a halt in the middle of the road just to keep us on our toes.  Maybe his master plan is to be hit from behind on every trip, claim for whiplash on the other driver’s insurance and then retire to a tax haven on his ill-gotten gains.

At least he’s out of the way, just in time because the road gets more twisty here.  It should be clear in front now…But what do we come across around the very first bend?  A pizza delivery moped.  What are you doing out and about at this time of day?  Who is in desperate need of a pizza at ten past eight in the morning?  Or are you still finishing last night’s deliveries?  If so, I hope the unlucky recipients get fifty percent off because I would imagine that the pizzas are less than piping hot.

Or maybe it’s a company vehicle, and that a perk of the job is getting to keep the moped for your own personal use.  I bet when you saw that the job advert was offering ‘use of company vehicle’ you were expecting the ubiquitous Ford Focus or Vauxhall Vectra, not a 50 cc fifteen year old moped with permanently attached L plates, a broken brake light and a top speed of a blistering nineteen miles an hour.  Look, mate, if you’re going to do nineteen miles an hour, can you not do it in front of me when I’m late for work or I might just have to force you into this hedge.  Although I don’t think it would be any great loss if you were removed from the gene pool.

Right.  I just managed to squeeze past him.  Let’s get going.  What am I going to come across next?  A tractor and trailer piled high with straw?  A combine harvester?  A funeral procession?  And don’t think that funeral directors have the consideration to avoid the rush hour because they don’t.  I reckon the eight to nine slot is deliberately held open for dead motorway repairmen who want the satisfaction of holding up all the traffic one last time.

Oh great.  It’s that wretched navy blue Lexus that made me late yesterday and it belongs to Mr I Know The Speed Limit And I’m Going To Stick To It.  For goodness’ sake, you stupid man, I know that the speed limit here is forty, but that’s just for the people who don’t know the road.  Honestly you don’t have to drop to thirty-nine miles an hour just because it’s a bit bendy.  Here we go, right on cue, down to thirty-nine, and now that we’ve reached the village- twenty-nine.  And I know what will happen if I tailgate you because I tried it yesterday.  You’ll go even slower.

Please, just this once, get your skates on because I’m late.  You great moron.  I bet your neighbours hate you.  I bet you’re the kind of person who measures their hedge and tells them that it’s four centimetres over the EU limits.  

I’ve had enough.  I’m going to overtake you.  You can flash your lights all you like, but you can’t do anything about it because I’m in front with a clear road ahead.  Except it’s not clear because someone’s pressed the button on the Pelican crossing and the lights are already orange.  Dammit.  Now I’m stuck at the crossing with Mr Lexus behind me making all sorts of gestures at me and writing down my number plate.  You sad man.

And you, you great fatty, on the crossing.  What’s the point in pressing that button?  If you could have waited another twenty seconds, the whole queue would have been past you and you could have crossed the road in your own good time.  Would your whole life have ended if you’d had to wait another twenty seconds to cross the road?  Look, the cake shop on the other side isn’t even open yet, so you could just have waddled a bit further up the road and used the traffic island like everyone else.  You might even have lost half an ounce with the extra exercise and made room for another cream cake

Look what’s happened while I’ve been waiting for you to haul your enormous arse across the road.  A bus has pulled out in front of me.  You inconsiderate ball of lard.  I hope you choke on your doughnuts.

So now I’ve got a bus in front and Mr Lexus behind, and now he’s tailgating me.  And now we’re out of the village where the speed limit is sixty, and he’s shot past me and the bus because he’s got the acceleration and I’m stuck here because I haven’t.

I know that bus.  It’s the number eighty-two and it goes all the way past the office so now I’ve got to sit behind it for another seven miles with no possibility of overtaking.  This is the final straw.  Maybe I should retrain as a bus driver?  That would be fantastic- causing the queues instead of sitting in them.  I’d be at the front of every tailback, I could indicate and then pull straight out regardless of whether anyone was stopping for me, and best of all I could send oncoming four by four drivers diving for the verge.

Okay, so I’ve finally made it to the office car park and I’m only twenty minutes late.  Not bad considering all the complete and utter imbeciles that I’ve had to deal with this morning.  Let’s have a look in my organiser & see if I’ve missed any meetings yet…  I’ll just log on and…and…  I don’t believe it…Surely not…  How did I forget that I’ve booked today off because the man’s coming to service the boiler at ten?  I’ve just driven here for nothing when I could have stayed in bed.  I’d better get going right now because the number eighty-two will be on its return journey any second, and much as I enjoyed the witty advertisement on the back of it, the humour had rather worn off after the first five miles.  I hate queues.

1

