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      Woke up at a semi-detached in Soho. No one else was around so I reckon nobody did anything stupid. I searched for the pocket journal but as usual it was unhelpful, disclosing only that I had taken a lactase tablet, therefore cheese consumption was not only allowed but encouraged. Yesterday can never be arsed with today. Tomorrow should be grateful to have such a tidy predecessor.

      I found a bundle of clothes by the sofa that seemed to belong to me, and walked out to examine the wreckage today would bring on. The papers informed me that Brexit was still happening as I sipped on a cappuccino riding the Tube home—no photos or mentions of Mariam Grubbs doing anything particularly illegal. Perhaps I’d been too hard on Yesterday. It must be hard being a party girl on Mondays, when everyone is recuperating from the weekend. That being said, she has left me with so many absurd things to sort out that I cannot help but bear, at the bottom of my heart, overflowing rancour.

      Home looked fine. I put today’s headline in the Tuesday spot up on the stand, dispensing with last week’s October 1st headline. Then I read from Wednesday on: Brexit, Brexit, a cat to represent the country’s dwindling diversity in wildlife (which is perhaps why they could only find a cat), Prince Harry versus the tabloids, Brexit, health insurance companies have apparently been stealing our biological data. How comforting. I carefully positioned my own edition of the paper, which was about the cost of leaving the EU. Same old, same old in the news.

      Then it was time for my own personal news—the part of the day I most dreaded, as it was when I found out which messes needed fixing (generally Monday’s). I checked everyone’s journal entries. Wednesday was thrilled the next Arsenal match would fall on a Wednesday, doubtless overestimating how much the rest of us cared about football. Thursday was mad that someone had used her Netflix login, and said that she tried a pumpkin spice latte and was rather disappointed (valuable information, as we shared taste-buds). Friday revealed that we were now friends with Ida from marketing, the one with the pixie cut and glasses. They had joked about onion rings and worn them as friendship bracelets during happy hour, so don’t be weird if she approaches you with an inside joke. Also, tea with mum went great, she hates their new neighbour. Saturday apologised for forgetting to pay the water bill, anticipating payback from the water company. Then she told us to listen to the new Vampire Weekend album because it was surprisingly good, and that Johnny’s mum had died by suicide so don’t be insensitive. No clarifying who Johnny was. Sunday thanked her for her recommendation and lamented having used up the last of the loo roll. For this, Monday cursed at Sunday—the weekend girls were sheltered and overindulgent, which left the rest of the Days to pick up their slack. Monday, who was already hardly reliable, was often overwhelmed by their lack of common sense. Sure, we all lacked common sense, but we depended on communal sense to guide us through our intermittent and interminable seven-day relay. Monday’s frustration at Sunday, and then at Saturday for teasing us about a band with the word Weekend in its name, was understandable. They knew full well that we’d never get to experience that. Those girls, on the other hand, never had to work a moment in their lives. Then again, Monday was constantly ditching our job to faff around, so she’s one to talk.

      I opened the tap to check if the water company had in fact been vindictive. Fascinating that neither Sunday nor Monday had thought to pay the bill. So I was the one who had to take a deep breath to calm myself down but also to make sure the whiff of my armpits, however troubling, was accurate. Surprisingly, I did not stink—Monday had found a way to shower somehow. Or maybe I’m just so bloody lucky they’ve only just shut off the water.

      As usual, I entertained lying to my alternates about the events of the day—say that Juicy trousers were popular again, or that Thierry Henry was dead, or that Mahmud from the pizzeria downstairs was a racist, or that we had an inoperable tumour, or that we needed to be off solids due to a medical test, or that shoes were no longer allowed on the Tube, or that I had shagged Mick Jagger. That would serve them well, but I am sure it would come back to bite me in the arse.

      But no use dwelling on people one shall never meet and scenes that shall never occur. I had to go check if I still had a job or whether Monday had managed to get herself fired again. From the lizard bite disaster at the pet store to the police interview about the hot pot of coffee thrown into a customer’s lap, she has never had to deal with any of the chaos she so casually casts our way. This is a person who bailed on A-levels to go watch Oasis. Why was Oasis even playing on a Monday? Anyhow, I learned to hide my earnings early on after she spent our entire allowance on French pastries. She blamed Sunday at the time, but I know it was her—Sunday is so entitled she would have owned up to it.

      The weekend girls openly discussed money, if only to flaunt their free time to the rest of us—there’s no shortage of activities to spend the week’s belaboured sweat on. What’s more, they often recommended such excursions to each other, so that expenses for, say, The Natural Wondrous World of Sir David Attenborough: An Interactive 4D Exhibition or Madame Tussauds’ British Bake Off Experience were double-charged on the credit card. Their minds so light to carry, how I envy their days. I got them weekend jobs several times and several times they were efficient in getting themselves fired, having probably exchanged notes about weaponised incompetence. Summed to Friday’s protests of “nerves and anxiety about tomorrow,” and the detriment of my own energy levels, it wasn’t worth it. Friday egged on the Weekend with hangovers, and the Weekend was its own impenetrable clique, and Monday was looking back at them and wondering why not me, which is simply a more specific variation of why me, which is a question I ceased to ask many Tuesdays ago.

      While nothing catastrophic seemed to have happened since I passed the baton to Wednesday the previous week—at least according to the other Days’ six accounts—I must always brace myself for surprises. They might be too ashamed to admit to getting fired or sued or duped into an obvious scam involving “unoccupied” land in Cape Verde.

      A good sign was that no one in the office was staring at me when I came in, meaning that was expected and not a case of the whispers—I had not in fact been fired. Good job, Monday. Still, Malcolm was put off as I sat at my desk.

      “Are you all right?” he asked me, covering his mouth. Had she called in sick to work? Had she killed someone off? Were we supposed to be mourning? I discretely looked for the explanatory sticky note inside the drawer. You have the avian flu, highly contagious. You’re welcome ;)

      You have got to be joking. Monday’s good intentions often betrayed her disinterest in the hopes and dreams of others. In my case, those amounted to an uneventful day.

      “False alarm, it was just allergies! I’ll work overtime next Monday to cover it.” That ought to keep her from skiving.

      “Glad you’re feeling better,” said Malcolm, relieved to live.

      Only then did I start wondering whether I did have the avian flu. Was Yesterday telling the truth? No, she wouldn’t expose others to an airborne disease. Plus, you never discount the winky face. There was no winky face when she managed to get syphilis, and I was the one who had to buy the medication.

      Of course, the only times Monday ever bothered with an explanation was when she needed us—more directly, me—to take care of something for her. No need to look further than the aforementioned lizard with a biting problem: she had taken him in so they wouldn’t “take him away.” Where to remains unclear. Now I must feed Lowry the Lizard his bloody overpriced lizard food and special blood thinners. I had wanted to be a chemist.

      “Good morning,” said Malcolm to his headset. “Have you been looking for a speedier way of squishing your vegetables?”

      Unfortunately I could no longer snoop on that riveting conversation because my own phone rang—and I kid you not, even it was unhappy to serve such a pointless purpose.

      “Veggies and Co. customer service, how may I help you?”

      “Hello, good morning. This is Craig from Oxford.”

      “Good morning, Craig, this is Mariam from customer service. What can I help you with today?”

      “Well, I have a bit of a situation I might need urgent help with.”

      “What would your urgent situation be?”

      “So, I’ve got this carrot cutter. My friend gave it to me last Christmas, and it’s been quite useful, it’s come in handy at a couple of occasions, you know, dinner parties and such, and I got it in my mind to use it for breakfast, probably not a brilliant idea, as it takes a while to get fully awake, and, well, I think my finger got caught in the middle of it.”

      That would have been the moment in a film where the camera cuts to a wide shot to reveal his finger up the carrot cutter.

      “All right, sir, remain calm. I need you to tell me which model of carrot cutter it is. It should be written on the bottom of the machine,” I told him. This was not my first rodeo. He asked me to hold on a minute while he checked.

      “It says Two Thousand Carrots.”

      “Right. Now, has your finger been caught in the swishing mechanism or in the wheel?”

      “Isn’t the wheel the swishing mechanism?”

      “No, they’re separate. Hold on one second, I’m getting another call.”

      “Of course.”

      I raised my eyebrows at Malcolm, as anyone would in a particularly nasty situation, and asked him to check for the Crisis Management file on that particular model.

      “Yes, Veggies and Co. customer service, how may I help you today?”

      “Good morning, is this Mariam Grubbs?”

      That is relative. “Yes, may I ask what this is about?”

      “This is Inspector Lionel Guzman from Scotland Yard.”

      “Right, and I’m Elton John.”

      “You have just acknowledged you are, in fact, Mariam Grubbs.”

      “What’s the pun today, Lionel? The sweet potato telling the pumpkin I yam what I yam?”

      You must understand, we get prank callers every day. I blame the shopping channel, which runs Veggies and Co. infomercials eighteen hours a day, twenty on weekends. Given the frequency of calls from old people who have accidentally sat on their remotes, changed the channel, and now want to know why EastEnders was cut short, my best guess is that the pranking can be traced back to some of their bored grandchildren. One of them had made a habit of targeting my line with vegetable puns. I simply thought they were attempting to expand their repertoire.

      “Miss Grubbs, this is a serious matter. Someone has gone missing.”

      “Oh, I’m sure they’ll turnip,” I said. They’d used that on me once.

      “Miss Grubbs, have you seen or heard … ?”

      I stopped listening as Malcolm handed me the Crisis Management binder. Lettuce go back to the real world, where vegetable puns were frowned upon.

      “Look, I enjoy the daily vegetable pun prank as much as anyone, I really do appreciate our time together—I get to pretend to be working, you get to look cool to your mates—but right now I have this man with a thumb up a carrot cutter on the other line, so I have to get going. Just tell me the pun already.”

      “Well … I suppose I could call at another time—that matter does sound urgent. This is a rather serious matter, too, though, Miss Grubbs.”

      “Right, right, cheers. Hello, Mr. … Craig from Oxford, how’s it holding up?”

      Better choice of words next time.

      “If I had to pick a word, I guess I would say badly.”

      “Sorry for leaving you hanging … ”

      Bollocks.

      “That’s all right.”

      “I was looking for the instruction binder for that sort of accident. The recommendation is that you attempt to manoeuvre your finger counterclockwise. Then, close the lid and gently poke the finger out.”

      “That is quite unclear. But thank you.”

      “It says here that if you are not confident in your ability to follow these instructions, you should immediately go to a hospital. Unless … is there a chance you have used your device on over two thousand carrots? Because in that case it shouldn’t work anymore, so you’d be quite safe to just yank it out.”

      “No, I’ve only used it a few dozen times, for small gatherings … ”

      “Then you should probably go to A&E, sir. May we offer you a sheaf of homegrown wheat in compensation for your troubles?”

      “I guess … ”

      “Terrific, your wheat shall arrive within a week. Please stay on the line following the end of our call for an evaluation on my performance.”

      “Of course, gladly. Thank you so much for your time.”

      “Thank you, sir, for using Veggies and Co.”

      Malcolm had a grin on his face.

      “Bloody Two Thousand Carrots. I’m surprised it hasn’t been recalled yet,” he said.

      “It says right there on the instruction manual not to do the very thing that this guy did. It’s not our fault if people are idiots,” I replied, too resolutely.

      “Our fault? Are you one of the higher-ups now? Just last week weren’t you inciting one of those would-be-999-callers to file a class action lawsuit against the company? Do you want to sue yourself?”

      “Sometimes,” I declared. “When did I say that?”

      “Last week, I told you.”

      Well, thanks for not logging it, whoever. So much for character consistency.

      “No, what day?”

      “How am I to know? I can’t keep track of every time you’re contradictory.”

      “I just like to play devil’s advocate, that’s all.”

      Malcolm clicked his tongue, apparently puzzled by my inconsistency. Whatever. It’s not like anyone would believe it if I told them the truth. No one ever has before.

      “Would you play devil’s advocate against that man who literally died because he ate a poisoned apple?”

      This was a popular rumour among Veggies and Co. employees. At times, the apple became an orange or even—shockingly—an açai bowl.

      “That’s a myth,” I said. “Why would only one man have died?”

      “Maybe he’s just the only one we know of. I dunno, they say that’s why they closed down the warehouse in Ealing. This company is quite dodgy when you think about it. I bet Gumpelzhaimer knows where the bodies are buried. In fact, he might have composted them” he said of our poor boss, a high-strung raw-food vegan.

      “There are no bodies. If there was ever anything to this rumour, the git must’ve choked on the apple or whatever.”

      “Why do we even distribute apples? They’re not vegetables.” Malcolm bit the end of his pencil, as if this actually troubled him.

      “Neither are tomatoes, and they’re one of our biggest sellers,” I argued.

      “Ever the devil’s advocate, you.”

      A girl with glasses and a pixie cut, who I deduced was Ida from management, came swinging by the cubicles and sat at my desk. “So,” she said, “what did the police want with you?”

      “Police?” Malcolm played scandalised.

      “What? The who … ?” I realised at that point that what I had taken for a prank caller might well have been, in fact, a real-life copper named Lionel Guzman.

      What did the police want with me? Maybe I was Britain’s most wanted. How in the armpits of hell could I know? I had no control over what they do over there, on their days. Maybe I am a serial killer. Honestly, it’d be just like Monday to have randomly killed someone. But no, no—Guzman had said something about a missing person. Probably someone I knew but had never met.

      I checked my phone for any clue, though generally checking my phone is something I dread. The texts were: a reaction to a previously sent meme (no answer required), an unsolicited dick pic (“I’ll forward this to your mam and we’ll see what she thinks of this behaviour”), a hurt note from an individual whose wave at Monday had been unrequited (she’d probably never met him as Monday, but I had to answer, “I swear I didn’t see you!”), a message from a fellow Arsenal fan who wanted to know if I was coming to a match (if the match is on Wednesday, sure!), an invite to a party (the party’s Friday, so, probably), a get-well-soon (no need to reply as it was from Malcolm).

      In other words, nothing unusual at all. Looking through the messages did not explain what the police wanted from me, but it did clear up the mystery of who Johnny with the suicide mum was, as DJ Picadilly answered my text with a “how dare you, it hasn’t even been a week
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