
Hero!

What a terrible thing it is to be a hero. If you aren't engaged in some 
dreadful task that no-one else will do, there is no point to your 
existence. You might as well be shut up in a box. 

Jane isn't at work today. She will spend the day exerting some of the endless small 
efforts that are needed for the smooth running of a household. She's cheered up a bit 
after a rocky start to the morning. Ibuprofen and sunshine will nearly always do it. She 
wanders around Waitrose, retrieves a pair of newly-revived boots from Timpson's and 
then lingers a while in the park, enjoying the colours with her hands buried deep in her 
pockets. She's forgotten her gloves.!

Her iPhone buzzes against her fist as a text message lands. That'll be Matthew. He'll 
have got as far as Schipol without mishap. Poor boy's got a lot further to go though. 
Helluva haul to Singapore. For the day. Seriously, for the day. She thinks he's nuts for 
agreeing to it but, she supposes, the Customer Is Always Right. !

She's never known Matt to turn down work. In the current economic climate, he's 
certainly not about to start. The company's doing very well, unlike so many others. But 
really. Singapore for the day? She's sure it can't do his health any good. Aeroplane 
atmosphere is all recycled pathogens and a parsimonious oxygen content. Look at the 
trouble he's had with his contact lenses over the last few years, not to mention that thing 
on his leg.!

What a terrible thing it is to be a hero. Nothing is worth doing for its own 
sake. A hero is only real to an audience. Which is fine, just as long as 
they show up. 

It's a funny thing though. If he's not shooting off to some Godawful corner of the world, 
he can be an absolute pain. You'd think he'd welcome the chance to catch up on things, 
have a bit of a breather, but it doesn't seem to work that way. The first few days that he's 
back in the office, he will come home in the most hangdog mood as if someone has 
been kicking at him repeatedly. It's a particularly vicious Catch-22. Either he's not here at 
all or, if he is, he's vile. Is this really all the choice they have?!

!
What a terrible thing it is to be a hero. Everyone else is merely someone 
in your tale. They have no life of their own. 
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That was a stupid row they had this morning. She's had a horrid cold brewing for the last 
few days. That awful viraemic stage before you start with the snotty nose and the cough. 
She's had to drag herself through her last couple of shifts at the hospital. She should 
have stayed off really but there are barely enough doctors to keep the place running as it 
is. !

This morning, she woke up utterly miserable. She knows there's nothing to do except 
wait it out but a bit of sympathy would have felt nice. Matt was finding his passport, 
choosing his tie; he didn't even see her. In the end, she had to scream at him or he 
would just have kissed them both good-bye and shut the front door behind him.!

He soon realised that it was all his fault. If only he arranged things better, she could live 
in perfect ease with no complaints at all. It's all down to him. He was still berating himself 
as he left the house.!

What a terrible thing it is to be a hero. You live in a world of problems to 
be mastered by your effort, and only by your effort. If there happen to 
be no suitable problems within striking distance, well, no matter. You 
can conjure some up.  

She does wonder if this might perhaps have been arranged better. Modern technology, 
surely, can do nearly anything. A video call, a teleconference? Is it absolutely necessary 
that he fly half way across the world to deliver one teaching session? No-one else would 
be so selfless.!

What a terrible thing it is to be a hero. There is no place for you in a 
well-oiled machine. Such an machine requires no heroic effort. It 
requires, rather, constant watchfulness and frequent small adjustment. 

Jane composes an affectionate text. She can never be angry with Matthew for more than 
about half an hour. He makes things hard enough for himself. There's no need for her to 
add to that. At least he won't be away too long this time. He'll be back the day after 
tomorrow with jet lag and presents. Guilt is an effective motivator. But, in all truth, she'd 
happily forgo the fancy bottle of gin to have another pair of hands around at bath time 
more often.!

She lets fly the text and then heads back to the car park. The shopping won't unpack 
itself. She wonders with wry amusement if she's managed to buy the right flavour crisps, 
this time.!
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