
Top of the Queue 
 
‘Great to see people out and about again today,’ I’m saying out loud to no-
one in particular, frothing milk at the coffee machine. 
 ‘Three days of fire-quenching rain,’ he agrees, as if he were a mate of 
mine.  
 Working weekends at this café by the sea, making not-so-bad money, 
I’m still hoping one day he’ll appear out of nowhere and I’ll recognise him 
beneath his baseball cap standing in the queue at the cash register.  
 ‘Do you want chocolate on top?’ I ask. 
 ‘Sure do,’ he says removing his black-framed sunglasses. ‘And how 
about a drink with me after work?’ he asks. ‘What time do you get off?’ 
 ‘I keep my work and social life separate,’ I say. I find myself saying 
every time.  
 Brett Bennett, way back in the line calls out, ‘She’s a movie star, can’t 
you see. Too high and mighty for the likes of us.’ 
 ‘Don’t take any notice,’ I say to Dark Glasses Mocca. ‘I’m just one of 
the workers around here.’ 
 He smiles tightly, flashing his incisors at me. We hold eye contact for 
a moment. 
 He looks down at the wrapped-in-plastic salad rolls displayed on the 
counter.  
 ‘Very healthy,’ I encourage him, then wish I hadn’t opened my mouth 
– his jaw has gone as rigid as a grim-faced cop’s, hand on holster. 
 ‘You can mind-read, can you?’ he says in a raised voice. ‘Who says 
I’m hungry?’ He picks up one of the rolls and smashes it into the bin next to 
the counter. 
 ‘So, you’re an actress, are you?’ he asks slamming a fist into his hard-
as-a-rock hand. 
 I glance up to see who else is waiting in line. If maybe there’s a big 
bloke who’s cottoned-on to what’s going on here. There’s good old Brett 
Bennett moving slowly as a snail towards us. I can just see him out of the 
corner of my eye and reckon it’s safe to stop holding my breath, though my 
heart bangs hard against my chest bone. Everyone else, waiting to place their 
orders, stays very quiet. Their impatience to be at the top of the queue is now 
as cool as the air gusting down from the air conditioner.  
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