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The first thing I noticed about Mr Barley’s model
village was how perfectit allseemed. Eachlittle
cottage hadlace curtains the size of postage stamps
and the pub had a sign so finely painted you could
actuallyread ‘The King’s Arms’ if you squinted hard
enough.

‘Everythinginits place,” MrBarley declared, standing
proudly beside the display table. His spectacles
gleamed like twin lighthouses.

Thatwaswhen|spottedit. Onthe cobblestoned
miniature street, right outside the bakery, a tiny
plastic manlay face down. His arms were flung
dramatically wide, like a fallen action figureina child’s
forgotten toy box. Beside him, a croissant no larger
than abreadcrumb rested onthe ground. ‘Is he...
dead?’ | questioned.

MrBarley gasped, leaned down and extracted the
figure up with tweezers. ‘Collapsed, perhaps. A
fainting spell. Ora..” he frowned, ‘abakery related
incident.’

| stifled my laughter but the sight of him diagnosing a
figurine was too much. ‘Well, at least he died happy,’
| said. ‘Who wouldn’t want their final moments
surrounded by pastry?’

Mr Barleyignored me. He repositioned the figure on
anearby bench, propping him upright like a weary
commuter. ‘There, much better.’

It might have ended there, but the next week, when
Ireturned, disaster had struck again. This time,

the miniature church was missing half of its roof.
Inside, the tiny pews were upturned as though
some boisterous wedding reception had gotten
completely out of hand.
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‘What happened?’ | asked, staring at the ruin.

Mr Barley rubbed his temples. ‘A cat happened. My
niece’s cat, to be precise. She claims he was ‘just
exploring’. | callit vandalism.’

| couldimagine the feline looming over the village like
Godozilla, tail swishing, eyes fixed on the bakery. The
thought made me snort aloud.

‘Thisis supposedto be apeaceful Englishhamlet,’
MrBarley said gravely, ‘not the site of repeated
catastrophe.’

But evenas he spoke, | noticed something new: by
theriverbank, a plastic couple holding hands. They
hadn’'t beenthere before.

‘Oh,’ I said, pointing. ‘Aromance subplot?’

He looked sheepish. ‘Well, one must balance tragedy
withjoy. Otherwise the narrative feels...incomplete.’

|realised then that MrBarley wasn’tjust building a
village. He was writing a story. Tiny, silent, but full of
drama all the same.

The following week, | peekedin again. The man

from the bakery now stood proudly with a fresh
croissantinhand. The churchroof had beenrepaired
with cardboard shingles, slightly mismatched but
charming. The couple by theriverhad adog.

‘Progress,’ | murmured.

‘Life," MrBarley corrected. ‘Evenin miniature, it insists
oncarryingon.’

I smiled at the little world, messy, fragile and despite
everything, utterly alive.
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