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A lot of people tell me my voice is similar to that of the actor Christopher Walken. I don't believe them. And I would prefer it if you did not imagine him reading this to you now.


There's this guy - an old guy - who lives in the house next door to mine. Our homes, from the outside, are the same. The same windows, the same driveway and the same lawn. The same aluminium front door and the same stylish-ten-years-ago uplighting.


I'm not sure how long this neighbour - let's call him Billy Crystal - has lived next door to me. I only got to meet him very recently. You might think that this would make one of us - myself or Billy - a recluse or a shut-in. Well, you would be wrong. We just didn't cross paths. In my corner of Richmond, Virginia this is not unusual.


The series of events that led to my neighbour and I meeting were as follows. It was a Tuesday. It was late. Let's say eleven. If I can swing it, I like to be in bed by ten as it takes me around two-and-a-half hours to fall asleep. I had just got back from shooting a rock and roll concert and needed to take out the trash. I opened up my pedal- activated chrome trash-can and lifted out the bag, placing it inside another bag. After spraying the inside of the can with disinfectant I looped the inner bag's handles under the outer-bag's and secured the whole thing with a knot. Tight.


At the front of my drive there's a sort-of-box in which trash is put. I was on my way to this box when I noticed I was walking step-for-step in time with another man, also taking out his garbage, over the fence to my left. He looked a little like me. A bit older and looser. I stopped and, feeling chipper, yelled a greeting of "hello neighbour!"


This startled the other guy and he dropped his garbage bag. It hit the ground and split open, red chunks of meat and liquid sliding out across his lawn.


Did I ever want to scream. There was a fence between us but I could see rivulets of blood trickling toward me. Get away from this guy, I'm thinking, because he will kill you. Clearly.


God only knows why but I didn't scream or run. Instead, I pointed at the gore and said, "hey, I love casserole". We both had a laugh, then I went into my house and was sick for an hour.


I woke up the next day and went to work. I make films. Reality television documentaries. I also do concerts and weddings. To make ends meet. Over the last couple of years I've been doing on average four or five concerts or weddings a month. If I have to do more than that I get very depressed.


My producer and I rent office space at the bottom of my road. His name is Michael Douglas, if you can believe that. When I enter, he offers me a line and tells me our documentary which he'd pitched to the local news channels has been turned down by everyone. I get angry. Michael, you fucking prick, I shout. What the hell kind of producer are you? How did you fail to sell a film about people who fuck their pets? He looks up, stuff all over his face, and for a moment I think he may be about to cry. I pat him and say not to worry. It's the Lunar New Year in three weeks, I tell him. There'll be a whole load of Chinks getting married.


I sit there and do lines with Michael Douglas, listening to him reminisce about the days when people still made television that did not solely feature the obese, the deluded or the disgusting. Before colluding exec-producers and network bosses decided America could import all of its "cerebral content" from overseas and focus on what it does best. "Best" in this context is used in a relative capacity. "Best" is the bearded lady. And she's on every channel. Every day. "We gotta get back to before," Michael keeps muttering to himself, as if he were a creative. "We gotta get back to before."


From the office window, over Michael Douglas' shoulder, I caught sight of the delivery kid dropping off a white box at my house. I couldn't tell whether it was groceries or my new charcoal-grey woollen blazer. It's impossible to tell from the white box alone. Everything arrives in a white box.


I used Michael Douglas' inability to sell our documentary as an excuse to leave work early. Truthfully I just wanted to see what was in the box. It was a nice blazer and I was looking forward to hanging it up alongside the others.


As I passed my neighbour's house I noticed that he also had a box waiting for him. This is not unusual in itself. Face-to-face shopping is something you do in Puerto Rico, not Richmond, Virginia. His box was bigger than mine. It was large. I gave it a small kick as I passed. Tins, definitely tins. And some glass. Apparatus.


 


How do I spend my evenings if I'm not working? I put things into cupboards. I clean surfaces. I throw out objects and items which no longer play a part in my life. Fine- tuning my living space until it resembles that sleek, featureless chamber which we all, as humans, apparently share a desire to live in nowadays. I went through a phase about three years ago during which I actually surrounded myself with stuff I owned. Posters on the wall. Spools of film. My first edition Mary Shelley. I got self-conscious about it whenever people visited though. And then my ex-wife freaked out and threatened to tell the custody lawyer about my peculiar behaviour. So I put it all away again.


It was about ten o'clock when I found myself sat halfway up the staircase, trying to placate the sense of dread bubbling away in my stomach. I get anxious. Anxious about money. Anxious about never achieving anything ever again professionally. Anxious about dying alone. Occasionally it comes to the surface and I just sit there. Curled up like a hedgehog. Propped against this little window that looks out over my lawn. It's always silent out on my street. Silent in the way that only neighbourhoods full of comfortable assholes can be. And there's a bluishness to the moonlight in this part of the world. Like someone's spilled ink over everything.
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