S. J. Perelman, sat obligatorily scanning barcodes and placing the items attached to them into large plastic bags branded with the circular store logo, he had arrived at five o’clock sharp began behind the till had been moved to stock control at six and now was back on till. The shop was unremarkable as where the people and the staff, the stock was run of the mill. Perelman as his friends and colleges called him, waited for the tap on the shoulder from the store manager to signify his brake, almost unaware of the costumers, he gazed over at the machines which now did his job satisfactorily and often with more courtesy. The silence of a non scanned item bought Perlelman to his senses a bag of three peppers one red and two green refused to register as the passed through the red beam of light from the scanner he reluctantly pulled the bag towards him craned his neck and began to punch the code manually through the  checkout, he could feel the eyes of the customer on the nape of his neck. Perelman became acutely aware he was sweating, the air condition an old industrial thing in the back room with rust round the corners of its white metal frame, gave out only the bare minimum to keep the passing costumers from having to fan there faces and stop the flies from descending on the fruit isle, but static in his store uniform with the sun streaming through the high windows which always remind inexplicably shut, Perelman was crumbling. At last he felt a hand tap him on the shoulder, he finished off the last persons shopping,  apologised to the rest of the line behind, closed the till and switched of its light. Perelman made his way briskly to the staff room though it was really a shift from one type of boredom to another, the switch between the two was non the less briefly emancipatory it was at least cool in the staff room. 

