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    The Jingle That Wouldn't Stop

    A Bedtime Story About the Annoyance Economy
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    Deep in the forest, there was a very important building. It had tall windows and heavy doors and a little brass sign that said: THE COMMITTEE. Inside, twelve very serious animals had gathered. They had gathered last Tuesday. And the Tuesday before that. And every Tuesday for eleven years.
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    You see, there was a jingle. A tiny little jingle. It played whenever someone was put on hold. Doo-doo-doo-doo-doo. It had always been there. But one day, a small rabbit named Wren raised her paw and asked a very big question. 'Does it,' she said quietly, 'actually need to be there?'
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    The room went very still. An old badger cleared his throat. A beaver reshuffled her papers. A very tall heron blinked twice. Nobody had ever asked that before. And so they did what serious committees always do when someone asks something nobody has ever asked before. They scheduled another meeting.
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    They met in spring when the bluebells bloomed. They met in autumn when the leaves fell down. They made charts. They drew diagrams. They drank a very great deal of chamomile tea. Some animals thought the jingle was comforting. Some animals thought the jingle was dreadful. Everyone agreed it was worth discussing more.

  


  
    [image: Page 5 illustration]
    One evening, little Wren looked out the tall window at the stars. 'We have been talking for a very long time,' she said. 'Perhaps,' said the old badger, folding his paws, 'some questions are so important that they take a very long time to answer.' Wren thought about that. It felt almost right.
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    And so next Tuesday, they would meet again. They would pour more tea. They would open the big folders. Somewhere, in some faraway office, a telephone would ring. Someone would be put on hold. And the little jingle would play. Doo-doo-doo-doo-doo. Just like always. For now.
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    And somewhere, the jingle played on, small and familiar, while everyone slept.
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