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My nightly wanderings under shining stars and darken sky.


A novel


The serpent and the forbidden fruit.


And other short stories





A real big beer


It was a little bit changing weather. That was to be noted. Right now it was cloudy. Earlier in the day it had been sunshine. At least for periods. Short periods. Grey weather, too. Same thing earlier in the day. For several rounds. In between periods of sunshine. It changed all the time. It also blew quite a bit.


It was mid-April, but it did not like it was spring, even if the season was for it. Rather like autumn weather, Vera noted, and sighed. She did not like autumn weather very much, but on the other hand she loved the sun and summer. And at least a little bit of spring.


"At that point you're probably fairly normal," Brian noted with that little grin that had become so characteristic of him over the years. It was one of his favorite remarks. He had more sayings like that, but this was one of the ones he used really often. "At that point, you're probably fairly normal." He said that a lot. Not just to Vera, but also to all sorts of others.


But of most of all to Vera, his wife through almost quite a few years now. To her, he said it almost all the time. At least several times a day when she commented on one and the other and spread about what she liked and what she did not like. But he also said it happy and happy to the family's other members, and to whom he otherwise met on his way and fell in love with. Because he did. Fell in conversation with people he met. Even if it was someone he did not know very well, or maybe did not even know.


He liked to get a little chat with people. A nice little thing, as he called it, like a little beer or two. That was the term he used. A little beer, it was a regular beer. A hawker's beer. For his sake like the cheap ones from the supermarket. They tasted almost as good, he said. It was not something he cared about very much.


A giant was a gold beer.


"Are we going to have a beer?" one of his acquaintances asked.


"Yes, let's take one of the slightly bigger ones today," he might say. Especially if it was the other's turn to give.


But, of course, it was not the whole register he had to play on. A real giant was an elephant beer or something similar. But about elephant beers, he had a particular weakness for those. It was his favorite. Then he could be blissful.


"That was what deserves a really big beer!" he might say, if he had been excited about something. For example, it could be a particularly good or particularly important goal in a football match. But of course only if it was the right team that had scored. That goes without saying. If, for example, it was Denmark that had scored in a national match. And of course, most if it was not just a friendly match, but a fight that mattered. Then the Real Big Beers sat loose with him. Then he suddenly became generous and passed out right and left to everyone who was nearby, whether he knew them or not.


It was Vera, his wife, not very excited about. Because they also had to think about the household budget, as she said. Such a European Championship or World Cup, where Denmark were in, and perhaps even reached the quarter-finals, it could well drain their household budget so much that they almost had to live on water porridge the whole of the following month. At least, if you were to believe her interpretation of it, not everyone did. And least of all of course Brian. But on the other hand, it was not something that particularly challenged him. He did not want to spend energy on things like that, he said. And so there was never really that argument or discussion about what Vera had probably been hoping for.


For it was probably really about her being jealous of his great football interest during such a period when he was not interested in much other than the matches on TV. And not for her either. She often complained that he neglected her in favor of football. It was almost as bad as if he had had a real mistress of flesh and blood, she said.


But I don't think she really meant that anyway. It was just something she said. I'm pretty sure she would have taken even more on the road if he had had a real mistress. And that is understandable. So it's probably very good that she did not know anything about the little affairs he had had around the hooks.


But his footballing interest, she was jealous of that. For lack of better, as Jeanette used to say. But in a way, it was really quite practical, and quite clever, because all the football stuff caught all her attention. Apparently, it covered her need to be jealous. That was how it actually worked. You could almost have called it a diversion, that is, from his side, to dispel her interest in everything else he was doing, which she could be jealous of for at least as much reason. Or for even better reason, actually. If it had been a deliberate technique he used to divert her attention from everything else- but I'm pretty sure it was not. It was just because he loved football so much.


But nonetheless, Vera felt bypassed in those situations. And it was not just when there was the World Cup or the European Championships. It was his footballing interest as such that she was mad at. But it was of course the worst if it was one of the big tournaments, and especially if Denmark was in it. Whether it was justified or not. For so much money, he could not, after all, drain the household budget, although it must be admitted that he was generous with the elephant bees for such a period of time, which many of us unreservedly benefited from.


And it is also true that he initially pretended that the thing with porridge day after day did not challenge him at all, but it just did not last long.


A week maybe, or barely 14 days, when he pretended to be completely indifferent to that, but then no more. Then he gradually began to gripe about it, and more and more, for each day that passed. And the last week of such a water porridge month, he was vinegary every day for dinner time, and by the way, the rest of the day. It was a nuisance to be near him when he was like that. There was not what he could not think of.


But once this time of trials was over, Vera used to celebrate the end of the fasting month with a proper game of pork roast with browned potatoes and white potatoes and red cabbage and sour and currant jelly and oceans of bold brown pork sauce, which, incidentally, she was a true master of making in just the right way. And when the day of this feast came to an end – far outside the Christmas season – it was as if Brian was alive again and forgave her the previous month's heavy afflictions. So now all of a sudden everything was back as before. At least that was how it worked.


So Vera apparently belonged to the slightly older generation of women who are convinced that the way to man's heart goes through the stomach. And something could indicate that she was right, at least in this case. So, of course, she understood how to exploit that. First to punish him for his footballing passion and his enthusiasm for the easy-flowing elephants and all the many full- and half-full football and elephant fans he dragged home or generously invited on that occasion. And then in the second, by marking that now the punishment was over for this time, by serving the sumptuous pork roast dinner, where she had often made so plentiful that it stretched to three or four days.


But only then did he just have to be punished with a month on water porridge. And almost as spartan and scraped breakfast and lunch, that was part of the story. For there were three things she could not stand: football, drowning men and a spouse who, as a result of her solidarity with the first two factors, was lost to the outside world and, in particular, to her.





Self-development


It was an evening just over mid-April. Spring had, in between, made small tentative approaches to beautify the daily lives of optimists -but it had not yet established itself on a more serious basis.


It had become a bit warmer in the weather, and it was good enough, but on the other hand it had been raining all day. And the really heavy and massive rain, where you absolutely preferred not to venture out unless you simply had to for some reason.


Unfortunately, this was just the way it was, Vera noted, because she was one of the unfortunate bastards who had had to move into it.


But that was the way it was.


Everything had its price.


Just like in the old days when she worked in the small basement shop with Bettina. They had had so many grand plans back then. And then it was all littered, even though they had worked like little horses to make it run around. It was much harder to run such a shop than they had imagined before they started. After all, none of them had any experience of it beforehand. But ideas and visions they had had plenty of.


It had been some tough few years. They had almost been dogged by bad luck, she thought. And still had to contend with a debt several years later. But that was many years ago now. Fortunately. Very many years ago. Back when they were young, Bettina and her. Before she met Brian, who actually helped save her from it, that was at least financially. That was so long ago. It was past now, it had been for decades. So she did not have to worry about that now.
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