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My name will be Frank. I’ll be 42 and I’ll be a driver. Then I’ll move to radio. That
suits me better. Because being a driver is—how shall I put it?—routine work.
Timetables to be kept to, regular routes. Even if you change routes every day, it’ll still
always be something fairly routine. With radio, well, every day will be different. The
news will often be bad, but that’s all in a day’s work, in radio. People will call us when
something’s wrong. But anyway, you won’t be bored. You won’t notice time passing.

I’ll be a DIY enthusiast, things like that. I’ll renovate my house. As long as I have a
pastime like that, things will be okay. And then there’ll be the children, and they’ll need
time, too. They’ll do sports, and that’ll get me out of the house. With my work, I won’t
have a very regular calendar. But we’ll adapt, it won’t always be easy, but we’ll adapt.
There’ll be mornings, afternoons, and evenings. It won’t be plain-sailing, sometimes I
won’t see the children, but that’s how it’ll be. I’ll make do, anyway. I won’t really real-
ize what’s happening, and that’ll help pass the time. I’ll work for 13 years and I won’t
notice them passing. No two days will be alike.
In the service vehicle, I’ll listen to topical songs, remakes, things like that. I’ll discov-
er bands  when I watch TV. I’ll sing what’s often played on the radio. The songs I find
okay I’ll play in the car, over and over. I’ll also listen to music with a good beat.

Billie Jean is not my father...
is not a girl... hmm whose...
Billie Jean is not my father...
is just a girl who climbs 
high on the wall,
you will dance on the floor 
and around me,
hmmm... hmm... hmm.. 
mamasaimamasamamacousa

People won’t say hello. That’ll depend on the weather. When it’s fine, things will be
okay. When it’s not so fine, things won’t be quite so okay. Depending on whether it’s
fine or not. There’ll be those who don’t talk, and people who talk, too.

 



As on other days, I’ll do my three hours of work. I’ll just do cleaning, three
hours a day. I’ll be a job-seeker. I’ll stand in. The person ahead of me—I don’t know
why—will be absent. They’ll be ill or something like that, and then I’ll stand in for
them. There’ll be another person looking after the other building, which will be tem-
porary. Because I won’t recognize all the faces, I’ll say hallo to someone two or three
times a day. I’ll have my little nook there. I’ll take what I need. Sometimes I’ll do the
office, clean up a little bit. With products and rags I’ll clean the office surfaces.
Sometimes there’ll be things that are a bit dirty, so I’ll have to do whatever’s necessary.

Music in the subway will depend on a company in the capital doing a nation-
al broadcast. All subways will have the same music at the same moment, there’ll be a
national broadcast. It won’t be cities in charge, it’ll be a company. So we won’t be able
to do a thing—zilch. Everything will be worked out. In the day you’ll have—how shall
I put it?—contemporary music, hip-easy-listening stuff. At night they’ll broadcast
music that’s slightly classical. That’ll be to keep people calm, so that people will be less
aggressive in the dark. Sometimes there’ll be days without any music, which will be
odd. People will realize that the subway is very loud. That music actually dulls all nois-
es. Everything will be resonance, because, whatever else, it’ll be far-reaching. There’ll
be echoes; it’ll be quite amazing. And quite unsettling for us, because we’ll be used to
a musical background. Then for people with a musical ear, they’ll be disturbed at hear-
ing echoes coming from afar.

I’ll work there for 30 years. For 18 years I’ll ask if I can be in the third
year. I’ll never actually go into the third year, because the head of the department will
be a nincompoop, a bastard. Fifty days away from the end, fifty days from my retire-
ment, he’ll still  be messing me about.

We’ll get lost, luckily. We’ll try and escape. We’ll even be dangerous at times.
Because we won’t even have our job any more. We’ll be somewhere else and we’ll take
the wrong road. We’ll forget the stops. We’ll be spaced out. We’ll think about our petty
little private lives, our holidays, anything. There’ll be moments of absence. I’ll leave.
I’ll dream of having no restrictions. Being chez moi, then leaving. Travelling all over.
In hot countries. I’ll go to warm isles, in the southern hemisphere.

For 16 years that’s all I’ll do. I’ll get a job very young. I’ll start at 23. I’ll like
everything. We’ll see the world, we’ll listen to the radio. We’ll hum now and then. We’ll
do the rounds in no time. But afterwards, there’ll be things we’ll notice, things we may
not have seen. I’ll go by places where there’ll be things I’ve never seen. For example,
on that particular day, I’ll see them. I don’t know, a building, something like that.
Something I’ve never seen before, something that’ll be there, which we won’t neces-
sarily have paid attention to. And then one day we’ll stumble upon it, just like that:
Hey! Was that there before? And yet we’ll have been by it a dozen times, then one day
it’ll strike us. Why, for whom, I’ll never know.

 


