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Jennifer strolled down Perth’s main street.

When she was younger, the City had seemed so big and so busy.

But having lived in cities ten or more times the size, across Europe, Asia and America, now it just seemed quaint.

So small and slow it barely moved at all.

A cute holiday town - great to visit, but not to live.

Like a beach holiday, without the beach.

Or getting off the train while it was still moving.

She struggled to summon up a feeling of attachment to the city she’d grown up in.

The one most would define as her home town, even though she’d chosen not to return.

Hadn’t intended ever to come back.

The late afternoon sunshine was warm against her back, too warm in fact, though that was to be expected given it was Summer.

The golden Summer sun was about the only thing that felt the same as she remembered. Though it rarely rains when you remember your childhood does it?

The city’s sights, sounds and smells were all wrong, it wasn’t like home at all.

The ghosts of past friends, jobs, and dates swirling around her didn’t help at all.

The café where she’d bought her first cappuccino was now a cut-price makeup outlet.

The movie theatre where she’d fallen in love with Monty Python while watching Life of Brian was a lap dancing club.

Not even her old office building had escaped unscathed.

It was now a discounted hotel, and she’d come within a hair’s breadth of trying to book a room where her desk used to be.

Only the corporate travel policy and prospects for reimbursement prevented it. 

The travel agent she’d bought her one-way ticket out of this hell hole was a lingerie shop. Selling a better class of lingerie than had been available before she’d left.

And possibly worst of all, her Friday night drinking hole, where you could spin the wheel and win a hot roasted chicken for a late-night drunken snack, was now an underground car park.

Tired of walking, she stopped at an open-air bar in the mall.

When she’d left, it had been a four-lane street jam-packed with traffic, two traffic lights away from the train station. Now it was an open space on top of a recently constructed underground station.

She pushed her way through the tourists, and took a seat at a table, resting her bag on the seat next to her.

Large trees grew from holes in the paving. They weren’t particularly tall yet, only just reaching the second story of the surrounding buildings, but they shaded the pedestrians milling beneath them well enough.
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