Chapter Thirty Four





EUGENE





I went to bed. I felt cold, but then it was winter. There’s a small window above my bed. A barren twig shook against the steel sky. The sky was grey, but then it was always grey, it was winter. 


The past couple of days, I slept a lot. When I did wake up, I ate, I watched CNN International (“Farmer In Idaho Finds New Method Of Growing Potatoes”), and slept. I thought I felt okay actually, that nothing was wrong - but then as time passed and I continued wanting to sleep, I  knew I wasn’t okay. I  did feel guilty. But not guilty enough to go back to Singapore and spend three years in jail. I liked Andy, but not that much. I didn’t like anybody that much. But then, who does?


I decided to go for a walk, even though it was snowing. Snow is pretty to look at, but hell to walk through. My boots chomped along the street, melting the snow, dirtying the white ground with streaks of grey. 


After walking half a mile, I leant against a lamp post. The stares of the passer-bys bore into my back. My shoulders shook. 


I returned home, and microwaved my meal - pot noodles, a mixture of ingredients designed to provide maximum taste (the manufacturer’s opinion), and minimum nutrition (my opinion). It tasted terrible, so I drank a brandy to sit on its chest and hold it down. That’s all I do nowadays. I sleep, wake up, then drink to hold it down.
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