Stallholder by Terry Miles

Dream Diary,

I was in my first year studying Creative Writing and Media at Middlesex University. The tutor was going through some of the methods we could draw upon to unleash our creativity. On this particular day the subject of a Dream Diary was discussed. But how to remember a dream? Afterall, one usually wakes up not remembering anything at all. If the dreamer does wake up during a particular disturbing part of a dream, he or she soon falls asleep again, and has no substantial recollection of the substance of it. I decided to set the alarm a few times during the night. I hoped this strategy would awaken me towards the end of the REM sleep section. I wasn’t even sure if that was the part of sleep that one dreams in! But what the hell, I could always wake up and set the alarm again.  I set the alarm. The alarm went off. I duly woke up whilst dreaming. Beginners luck! I got up and went on my computer. This is the dream I had. 

Stall-holder.


It's raining; I'm at a street market; it's not a very large market - not like the one down Brick Lane. My shoes are letting in water. My feet are wet. I am trying on cardboard boxes over my shoes, but I can't get two that fit. It stops raining, but there are still puddles on the pavement. I give up trying to keep my feet dry. I hope the pavement will be dry, soon. I start talking to a stallholder. He is old, and over-weight. I ask him how much some of the shirts on his stall cost, but he misunderstands me, and thinks I am asking how much he’s paid for them, and he won't tell me. I rephrase my question, "How much are you selling these for?" 


I point at a shirt.


"It's marked on the ticket,” he says pointing to a sleeve. 


I look at the ticket.


"Can I try to sell some of your stock for you?"


"I can't afford to pay you."


"Not even if I move most of it?"


"Maybe, depends on how much."


"Can I give it a try."


"Don't expect anything, that's all."


"Come on, give it a try; I'll give you a hand," a voice behind me says. 
He’s about my age, and has a broad smile on his face. Is he encouraging me, or does he want me to make a fool of myself?


I pick up a shirt. It has a grey and brown pattern on it. The colour combination is awful. The pattern is not very attractive. It has no style. 


"It's £2.50," the younger man says. 


"One sleeve is longer than the other," the old, fat man says. 


I look at the shirt. One sleeve is indeed longer than the other. I stand up on a box, and announce to the passers by the sale of the shirt. People start to stop. A crowd is gathering. "Who'll give me £2.50 for this shirt; one sleeve is longer than the other, but who will notice you can always wear it under a pullover, or something; that's half the price you'll pay in Primart." 


"I'll give you £2.00," a voice from the crowd calls out. 


"Let's split the difference, £2.25." I shout back, "What's twenty-five pence?" 


"I'll take it."


I hand the shirt to the younger man, and the customer pays him the money for the shirt. The fat, old man comes up to me, and says, "What did you do that for; the label said £2.50." 


"Just be glad you’ve sold it; you're lucky to have found anyone to buy a shirt with one sleeve longer than the other."


The fat, old man looks at me sternly, and says, "All the shirts have one sleeve longer than the other.” 
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