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The mum and the dad are in bed, but the boy is standing in the hallway. He’s been sleepwalking again, and he has woken up here at the bottom of the stairs, not far from the photo-crowded hall table. His fuzzy little mind is rugged by confusion. He sleepwalks often, and usually he wakes up in his parents’ bedroom, mumbling at the foot of their bed, or in the bathroom with urine sneaking into the gaps between his pale toes. But this is the first time he has woken up in the hallway. He wobbles on his feet and thinks about going back to bed. He knows he should, but the mum and the dad aren’t there to guide him with their big warm hands, and it’s dark, and he’s disorientated, and half-dreaming, and someone is opening the front door.


Is this part of the dream? The boy rubs at his eyes and decides no, this is not a dream, because the handle has twisted south and the door is being pushed inwards. When it’s halfway opened a man carrying a large rectangular container comes inside and closes it behind him. The boy feels his pulse wake up. Panic zips through him. A bright white fear fills the space inside his head, and he sucks air into his lungs and gets ready to scream. Then the man turns around and sees the boy, just as the boy is about to release his cry, and before the sound bursts from the boy’s lungs the man makes a funny face: cheeks inflated, eyes pulled wide, nose yanked upwards into a snout. He looks like a silly pig. The boy pauses, confused. The man puts down his container and changes his face, making spectacles with his fingers and poking his tongue out. This new face turns boy’s pause into a giggle. Then the man crouches down and impersonates a chimpanzee: scratching his armpit, rolling on the ground, blowing a raspberry and making chimp sounds. Now the boy is chuckling — who is this man? He’s so funny! He’s just like a chimp!


The man-chimp walks over to the boy and points behind his ear, beckoning the boy to scratch him there. The boy does, digging his uncut nails into the messy, oily hair, and the man makes a satisfied, chimp-like aaaah. The boy giggles again. Now the man sits down in front of him, legs crossed, and says Hello. My name is Brett. What’s yours? He holds out a large hand, which the boy takes, because the dad has always told him to shake hands, that shaking hands is important.
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