The Importance Of Being Next
I was online at the Post Office the other day; it was the Kensington Station on Church Avenue, when I realized the great honor and responsibility of being next.


When I walked in there was literally a line to the door. It was slow moving and I could tell that the people waiting in line were reaching the limits of their patience by the woman throwing her hands up in the air, cursing, stepping aside and leaving just as I applied myself to the cue.


My initial reaction was “Fuck This.” and walking out but it was one of those important times. I had two catalog order returns, one from American Apparel and one from L.L. Bean, which had to be mailed so I knew I was in for the long haul. Plus, I needed stamps. I was off that day, had the time and was determined to make the most of it. 

I’ve seen so many people get very hostile while waiting on line and have frequently been reminded of the often used term, “going postal.” Technically, I think it refers to an actual employee of the Postal Service bringing in a firearm and turning it on his coworkers after a bad day at the races. One really never knows on which side of the bullet-proof glass danger lies.


 I immediately, instinctively went into “Line Size-Up Trickle Down Division Theory Protocol” Mode. Whereas you add up the total number of people on line and then divide that by the number of people serving aforementioned line. Take any and all variables into account; the people already at the window, are they being served or just finishing up, the people off to the side and not really on the line that were told to “just come back after you’ve filled this out correctly.” and the time. Is it lunch time? Are half the staff about to get up and walk away to go eat? Is someone just coming back to open a new line?

Usually, it’s pretty simple division and then I can tell how far away I am from being helped. This particular time I couldn’t even see the front of the line so I knew it would be a while. I could count as far as 26 and there were like four people working at the windows. I was a little thrown off because there was an employee actually walking the line and pulling people off and sending them to another window that looked sometimes staffed, sometimes not. It was on the verge of a free-for-all.   


I got a little closer in and realized there were 20 people in front of me. 4 people working. That meant there were 5 people in front of me if everyone kept working. 


As you get closer to the front of the line you start to realize who’s paying attention or not. It’s really where the action is. Sometimes the clerk all the way at the end is ready; his customer walks away, his “Available” light goes on with a bell, he calls, “Next!” Everyone on the line turns to look at the first guy on line standing there inevitably oblivious, without fail, looking up at the ceiling. Everyone, or at least the most concerned parties who are not also looking at the ceiling, yells “next!” “next!” “He said next!” “window seven!” amidst sucking teeth. 

The somnambulist saunters off.


This is it. I’m getting closer and the excitement is palpable. The possibilities are endless and anything can happen. What could I be getting? Stamps? Money Orders? A First Day Cover? Where are my packages going? Chicago? Afghanistan? Across the street in Brooklyn? Anything is possible. Now I’m 1/5th next and I notice a “Thank You For Choosing The United States Postal Service” sign. I’m sorry, was there a choice? Was I just going to walk this to Maine? 
The person in front of me steps away clearing the coveted spot on the velvet roped marble floor. A hush falls on the crowd as I step on deck. This is it. At this moment, the entire Post Office, everyone in it and every Post Office and every parcel post, stamped or unstamped, enroute or returned to sender, well hidden cash or cancelled checks, everywhere is mine. At my disposal. At my gentle yet germane command. Some people wait a lifetime for a moment like this. I cherish it because I know how fleeting it is. I know that once I’m called there will be no turning back and this will all end. I’ll be busy going about my mundanities; collecting my receipt, counting my change, saying “thanks.” as I leave the rest of the line behind. But no, not now. This is it. This is power on high. This is forever. I breathe deep the smell of Fortune.

A bell rings. I step towards the light and the glow of my destiny…...   
