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Breakfast


Robert enjoyed the beautiful morning weather. The previous days it had been raining. Not now. The sun had come forth and shone down on its world from a clear blue sky that was only beautifully decorated with a few small white clouds that looked quite and utterly innocent.


Robert had now arrived at the small café where he used to eat his breakfast every day. Except on weekends. He himself considered himself a distinguished morning man who did not like to stay in bed after seven o'clock. But his wife preferred to sleep long, and at least did not intend to interrupt her beauty sleep prematurely to get up and make him breakfast. And Robert once felt that the food tasted him considerably better when some others had prepared it, so he had it served in a completely ready-to-eat version. That was how he had always felt, and this attitude to life had not diminished as he approached 55 years of age.


Now he had made it all the way to the café and stepped inside the small cozy room. Some might think it was just a bit too dark and obscure, especially when you came in from the clear morning sunshine out on the street. But for Robert it was very comfortable, and especially at this time of day.


He knew both the host couple and the three waitresses for a long time. The host and his wife were good at keeping on the waitresses once they had found someone, with which both they and the guests were really well pleased.


Robert stood up at the counter and waited. There was Julia behind the counter right now. She was his favorite here. She smiled as big and charming as she used to, and he ordered the same as he used to. Coffee, juice, soft-boiled eggs, 4 half rolls, one with cheese, one with jam and two with rolling sausage. As well as a morning bitter and a piece of pastry to finish with.


As usual, she was quick and efficient to treat him to what he wanted after he had settled in at the usual table in the corner, where he had an overview of the whole café, so that he could entertain himself with the sight of all the little quirky steps that often played out between the more or less half-sleepers while he took the time to enjoy his morning coffee and his breakfast and his morning newspaper. There he could sit a little secluded in peace and quiet and take his little box with that green something forward and sip a little of the contents in a discreet way and without calling attention.


He had reached the third half piece of bread when something drew his attention. A loud, sounding laugh. It sounded exactly like Julia when she was in her most exuberant mood. But there was also something that sounded like a man's laughter. And the voice of a young man. Immediately, he lifted his gaze from the newspaper. It could not possibly be what he thought it was. But yes, it was. The student from the warehouse. The irritating upstart who thought he was something special and who was so preoccupied with himself and his own imaginary excellence, so that he completely ignored the natural superiority and greater knowledge of the older and more experienced employees.


Was he here, too? Yes, he was. He was everywhere. And now he had invaded his breakfast place, too. And not only that. He flirted shamelessly and uninhibited with the best looking and most charming of the waitresses. So violent and so blatant, that it could only be described as deeply embarrassing, and almost as something that could have been used as a prelude to an erotic movie.


It was not, after all, because they were actually grabbing each other, not with their hands at least, but one could hardly help but imagine a continuation in that direction. It was too bad though. The young people of today had no inhibitions at all! It was incredible that the cafe owner allowed his employees to behave in this way without intervening. And Julia seemed to response to the student's incredibly coarse and direct flirtation.


It seemed like the two already knew each other. There was something impressed with their tone, and the flirtatious and the way in which they laughed and laughed and talked to each other.


It was the worst thing he had been subjected to in a long time.


The rest of the breakfast hardly tasted him at all. Only because the cafe made it as good as they did, it slipped down anyway.


But what was that now? The one who was a student had now sat down at a table some distance away with a buddy who apparently was also a really good friend with Julia. And which she also willingly flirted with. What a shameless tart!


The student and his companion were now engaged in a lengthy conversation after Julia had finally left them to do her duties and work elsewhere in the cafe. It might seem like she was the one they were talking about, or at least something like that. But they sat so far away that he could only occasionally pick up a few words of their conversation. Was she the one they were discussing? It was annoying that he could not hear it all. He would really like to hear how they talked about her. The individual fragments he could intercept gave him no answer at all to any of what he was wondering, and only made him even more frustrated because it piqued his curiosity.


He suddenly saw that those who had sat at the table next to the student and his companion had stood up and had left. Now he had the chance, he thought. Frantically, he gathered his things together, placed them on the tray, but of course dropped the empty egg cup on the floor. However, he had it picked up and was about to stand up to conquer the vacant table when he saw that some others had pre-empted him. It was three young craftsmen who sat down at the table next to the student. All the other tables nearby were busy. It was annoyed, though.


Disappointed and resigned, he had to remain seated at the table he was sitting at. What kind of place had his good old breakfast café turned into? What kind of world was the world that eventually lived in, he thought bitterly, before leaning back in his chair and noting that the coffee pot was also empty, now that he really needed something to strengthen himself. In a brooding voice, he summoned a waitress and ordered another jug of coffee and a double morning bitter. And then it was not even Julia who came, but the host's wife, a skinny, tight-lipter and more than middle-aged woman, who was the only one of the staff at the café, with which he often had a hard time. Was the world going all the way out of time?




The usual street


He did not enjoy neither the coffee nor the extra morning bitters. He just needed something to strengthen himself. He tried to concentrate on the newspaper, but without having much luck with it. He had already read all the interesting articles. At least he thought so now. As soon as he had flushed the morning bitter and a few cups of coffee down, he paid and left.


His otherwise cozy café and breakfast place was suddenly not as cozy as it used to be, he thought. Now he had to move on. Out from the café and down the street. Walk quickly and purposefully through the small streets until he reached the square. He slanted across the square and turned left down the usual street. He always called it that in his quiet mind. The usual street. After all, there was no need to call it by its official street name – or attach that name to it when you thought of it – because it could easily give many people – including himself – some unpleasant associations. It was not a name that nice citizens liked to mention in nice company – at least nothing more than a blemish on the city. He was well aware of that.


But he still felt a kind of duty to stop by every morning. Just to see how it turned out. To check if it had gotten worse lately, that is, since the day before. And now it was even Wednesday. He had to check how bad the immorality was raging. About the naughty shops selling porn and everything else of the sort, had got new window displays that were even more outrageous and provocative than they used to be. And whether the naughty ladies who stood around the sidewalks had become even more sparsely, vulgar and indecently clothed.


It was especially during the summer months that this kind of thing could run out and go completely rampant in ways that you hardly had the imagination to imagine beforehand. He was well aware of that. That is why it was also necessary for someone to keep a close eye on how it developed when, for example, there was a long period of special good weather or even a week-long heatwave. And this was not an easy task, because there was certainly enough to keep an eye on in a place like this.


He also had to see how things were outside the brothel down the other end of the usual street. There were often some of the whores that stood smoking a cigarette outside the brothel. It was something that could really outrage him. They stood completely shamelessly and smoked their cigarettes right there on the pavement, so the passing pedestrians risked being exposed to passive smoking as they walked past. Or even more if they stopped, of course. That was too bad! Surely it had to be the kind of thing that could give the brothel a bad reputation. It was strange that those who ran the brothel did not think about it. If the city government only discovered this unbridled tobacco smoking out on an open street day after day, it could easily be at risk that they might even make up their mind to close down the brothel. After all, there had been a lot of attention to anything concerning tobacco smoking. He himself had stopped smoking almost six years ago, just before his wedding. It had been a demand on his wife’s part.


However, it varied slightly from day to day how bad things were with the street smokers outside the brothel. Sometimes there was only two or three, other times there could be eight or nine, and then of course it was even worse when you had to pass them. And especially when you had to stop to get an overview to know which ones of them were out smoking today.


They were the ones who did not have a customer who went outside to take a little break and a cigarette. But he had noticed that there were a few of them in particular that almost always stood outside and smoked when he came by. They probably were not particularly in demand, at least not as much as the others who almost never had the time to go outside and smoke a cigarette.


Today it was not so bad. There were only three of them outside the brothel smoking.


It could have been worse, he acknowledged. But it was still wrong enough, as it was. As with so much else in modern society. But someone had to keep an eye on the state of things and keep a little eye on how badly it was going.


Now he had reached the end of the usual street. He took a deep sigh and turned back to his actual main route. For it was undeniably quite a detour to have to walk through the usual street every morning. He was well aware of that. But it was not for his pleasure that he had imposed this day-to-day task on himself. He was far too dutiful for that.




Something is


going on in town


Robert paused for a moment. What would be good to think of? It certainly was not good to know, he thought as the incorrigible skepticist whom he considered himself to be. Well, on the other hand, it was not so wrong, because he was not quite devoid of optimism when it came down to it. At least that is what he called it.


But he knew that there were others who would call it something else and less beautiful. But he did not take that much. He knew, after all, that some of his worst and most hardline critics would rather call it the thoughtless happy-go-lucky mentality of the worst and most dubious kind. Like now, that Miss Smith. But he had been used to that a long time ago. It was not anything new. In fact, many people had said over the years that this is exactly how they perceived him. Way back from an early age, when his aunt and uncle had often accused him of just that. For thoughtless behavior without any eye for the consequences of his actions.


But in his teens, and especially in the latter half of them, he had begun to perceive himself as an incorrigible skepticist who doubted everything and everyone. Maybe as a kind of counterweight to all that thoughtless happy-go-lucky. It also seemed much more cool to be perceived as a slightly black-eating skeptic who took nothing for granted. He thought so at the time, and he still thought so. It had become an important part of his self-image.


But it had already been many years since he had been a teenager, although some felt that he sometimes still behaved a little too much like an immature teenager. But the fact was that he had become a man in his prime, as you call it. Or as some say. Or maybe even a little more than his best age, depending on how you define it. After all, there are also some who call people in their 50s or even early 60s middle-aged. As now, for example, his brother-in-law, but you could not really count on him.


But this was not the kind of thing he was thinking about right now. He just walked quietly and peacefully along the sidewalk, pondering what it was just to this day, in this place, and in this situation that would be really good and nice and pleasant to be thinking about as a kind of preparation for what he was approaching. But it was not because it bothered him very much.


It was probably mostly because he had come too late to bed and had not slept very well, so he did not feel quite awake and bright and energetic. Accordingly, the thoughts in his head probably was a little slow. Or maybe it was the special atmosphere of the usual street on this beautiful, bright summer morning that still filled his thoughts, so he was actually looking for something else to think about, now that he had left the street itself anyway and had to move on.


Anyway, he thought, for lack of something better, it would probably turn out in much the same way as usual. He was sure that something would show up when he least expected it. At least he was counting on that, because it was a habitual way of doing things that he had already made up several years ago when he was in a somewhat difficult situation.


It was during the dreadful months when he had just lost his job in the Secretariat of the HouseWives' Association and did not really know what to do next. The problem was, in a way, twofold because he had almost simultaneously been divorced from his first wife, Martha.
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