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The street lights are
coming on as Mr Washington, hatted, coated, gloved and sporting his
goatee, marches towards me whistling, with my brown brick under his
left oxter. His right arm swings a brolly giving a rhythm to his
walk. Coming into view with his beady eyes I want to talk to him,
to confront him to get my brown brick back. ‘Excuse me, Mr
Washington....’ I say but he sidesteps; the eyes keep looking
ahead; they don’t see me. The side movement was just an impulse
like a radar message telling him, Object approaching. What is that
tune of his fading, on the tip of my tongue, familiar like
something seductive drawing one in? Concentrate, I say to myself on
what is in hand, or rather what is in head, which is the thudding
remembrancer of the near death experience of the night before.
‘Don’t mix your drinks,’ Heno had said (how many times had he
warned me?). One beer, two beers, whiskey wine and brandy. How many
whiskeys? Memory is a blur. ‘You get so fucking blotto,’ Heno tells
me. I mix up things. The wrong day, people sometimes. My thoughts,
my speech come slow now like sludge oozing out of my mind. I don’t
socialise. I’m a homebird, a non-recovering alcoholic. I don’t need
to mix, except for my drinks of course, not when I have Heno. He
needs to get out from the house every now and then. I don’t mind. I
understand. In affairs of the heart, one has to play along with the
whim of the other.

It happened about four
a.m. – the rising vomit, the near asphyxiation, the grasping for
air, sitting bolt upright in the bed, having to get up, to stand on
the floor, the death throes rising. ‘Until the next time,’ Heno
said, extinguishing the bedside lamp. The slow subsiding, the
breaths coming back. Some faulty plumbing in the nether regions,
one is to suppose. That’s why I’m out in the air now, getting in a
walk after the evening meal, seeing Mr Washington. That went well
between Heno and me, the candlelight, the wine, the lamb cooked to
his satisfaction, and not overspiced as had been done before. And
then the holding, the afterwards. The most pleasant part of an
intimate meal has to be the dessert.

I wheel around, a
compulsive I always was (the brick coming to the forefront of my
mind). The dark mass is moving some hundred yards in front of me. I
take a left out of the culdesac where my house is and shorten the
distance between Mr Washington and me. I’m on the opposite side of
the street, getting a lateral view. He walks briskly for an elderly
man – who is young anymore? I’m in the middle era, balding
spectacled with the paunch, the ultimate legacy of all good
drinkers. I can see his woolly grey hair protruding from under his
hat. His long thin legs stepping out almost militarily in their
high rise.
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