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  The smell precedes him. A cloud of alcohol fumes wafting along the aisle, knocking out all in its path. A mere breath or two is probably enough to push you over the driving limit.




  He stumbles into view a second later, swaying like a boat in heavy sea. Twenties or early thirties, puffy red face, uncertain gait, football jersey. You know the type. The type whose idea of a good time consists of drinking himself into oblivion. He’s still conscious, so his day obviously isn’t very good yet. And he’s about to make it a lot worse for the rest of us on this plane.




  Sighs trail in his path, as everybody lets out the breaths they have been holding, once he has stumbled past, relieved that they won’t be spending the next two hours sitting next to a drunken zombie.




  He approaches with the inevitability of disasters, death or taxes. Now he’s two rows from me, one row, now he’s at my row… and he staggers past.




  The obligatory sigh of relief has almost left my lips, when he suddenly stops, looks at the seat numbers and emits an “Oops”, belching alcoholic fumes all over the plane. Then he staggers back, coming to a halt directly next to my seat. He sways and lurches and almost falls into my lap.




  “Sorry, Miss,” he says. At least, I think that’s what he says, because his words are slurred beyond recognition. At this distance, the smell is overpowering. He’s still bending over me, too, resting his hand on my thigh to push himself up. A deep breath is all that keeps my from punching him in the balls, especially since they are so conveniently located fifteen centimetres from my face.




  He has carry-on baggage — of course, he does. A sports bag, big and heavy. He fumbles with the overhead bin and lugs the bag up, nearly dropping it in the process. Twice. He also manages to sweep my coat out of the overhead bin, while he’s at it. And so my pale camel hair coat lands in the aisle, collecting dust and grime from all the shoes that trotted through. I try to bend down to pick it up, but he’s in the way, still fumbling with his oversized bag.
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