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Sun in, sun out. Can it not
make up its mind? Curtains drawn, curtains open. Window close. No,
open. Wait. The sound. Of peace. It’s okay. Leave the window open.
Just the gentle buzzing of a late summer bee. No sound of the
bowler from that widow woman’s house? What’s that woman’s name?
Damned if I know. We’re in suburbia after all; we’re not meant to
know the names of contiguous beings. She has a strange son who
visits from time to time, saw him walking down the road a few
times, a Goth—is that what they call them?—who dresses in black
with long dreadlocks, a heavy fellow.

The dog, an Alsatian, is locked
up for days on end for all to hear, a disturbed dog. Wouldn’t you
be disturbed too if you were cooped up for time on end? Like me. Am
I disturbed? No. I can do things a dog can’t do. I’m homo sapiens
after all. I have devices to make up for the lack in me. Whatever
it is he gets up to, that Goth, doesn’t have a job, does drugs,
Betty says. Look at their new opulence, she said, speaks for
itself. The new French doors leading onto their just installed teak
decking, and their outdoor heater to enable them to carouse into
all hours, and their big green awning mocking the rain. There goes
that dog again. A whine, like it is testing the air, followed by a
growl and then the piercing bark. Betty says they have that dog so
the cops would think twice before approaching. How long can he keep
going without a stop? Twenty five, no twenty six straight barks I
counted yesterday. What is he trying to say? Can we communicate?
He’s not being listened to, whatever it is. The different decibel
levels. Does he not grow hoarse? Give him Lemsip and put him to
bed. Close the window. There goes a plane, the first of the
morning. Twenty two yesterday went overhead. Not the big commercial
planes either. Only one of them went by. Saw its jet trail through
the blue sky, a thing of beauty, yes, the white line so far up to
be silent like a silent picture, a painting in the art gallery of
my window. Not like those small planes. The same ones going round
and round circling the house all day long. Yuppie would-be pilots
getting lessons, hedge hopping. Where do they live? Where do they
camp down? But not everyone professes to hear it, that sound I
mean. Most people are on the move. Take Betty now. Betty is a busy
biped. If you make your own sounds like Betty does, you don’t hear
the sounds of others. Like the planes don’t bother her. And then
there’s the neighbour next door, the young married man, Tom or
John. The sound of his hammer. Just starting up now as I speak. It
is Saturday after all. Yes. I check my Lyons Tea calendar on the
wall: August 26. Betty marks all the days off as time goes by with
her Credit Union biro, and then—the bit I like—tears off the page
when the month has gone, which allows me to focus on the new
picture. I’ve been viewing the jellyfish compass for the last
twenty six days. A long time since I was by the sea, come to think
of it. Betty doesn’t like the sea; it makes her bilious just
standing there on dry land watching all that agitation unfold
before her. Not her cup of tea. So back to where I was, yes it is
Saturday and Tom or John is starting up his hammer. And quite
entitled to, too, to hammer in a few nails, put up extra presses
for his burgeoning family. Where would we be without such things?
Where would the world be? And one of his scions, an underage
insomniac with a squeal that would knock plaster off the partition
wall, were it not already bandaged with Betty’s pink tulip
wallpaper. Now the hammer and the Alsatian are attempting a harmony
with a crescendo thrown in from a passing biplane flying mere feet
over my roof. All containable, yes, all manageable inside my head
where the entire proceeding is processed.
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