














Doctor Doctor, I’ve been suffering from insomnia!
...Just sleep at the edge of your mattress - you'll soon drop off.

Doctor Doctor, I've broken my arm in two places!
...Well, I’d advise you not go back to either of those places then.

Doctor Doctor, I think I am a pair of wigwams!
...e problem is, you've become too tense.

DDoctor Doctor, how do I avoid that run-down feeling?
...Look both ways before crossing the road.

Doctor Doctor, I think I've broken my neck!
...Just keep your chin up.

Doctor Doctor, I think I am losing my memory!
...When did this start happening?
When did what start happening?

 



It happened somewhere along the way, I think, I can’t quite put my finger on it - but then 
again, I can’t remember much of the time before it happened...

Somewhere between rolling out of bed in the morning, and arriving there, somwhere between 
those two places...it was as if I lost something along the way, like it just dropped out of my 
pocket and got replaced but something else, some other thing, but it’s gradual, so you don’t 
realise that it’s going, or gone.

SSee, things are less familiar, but still mine, somehow. Remember they used to make us do 
those particular questionnaires, one before-hand and the same again afterwards? and about a 
year or so later all of our levels had really dropped? I didn’t really think about them at the time, 
but maybe now, it makes some sense.

AnywaAnyway, let’s try and find the place... I know it was past the streets where the houses are quiet 
and really all look the same...cut behind the shops, cross under the far railway bridge, and 
keep going past the old barbed wire fences, near where they cast long, patterned shadows over 
the weed-filled vacant plots.

You’ll have to take the time to carve out your own path there, a couple of repeat visits before 
you find it, or it finds you - and make sure to take notice all of all the little things, or you’ll 
end up noticing nothing at all.

YYes, I think it happened around there, somewhere... where the weeds are almost waist high. 
ere was a heaviness to it, a separation, a performance, and my hands and voice operated on 
muscle memory alone.

Anyway, whatever it was, it followed me home that day, and it’s been here ever since. 
Don’t say I didn’t warn you.
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I blink in one of the upper rooms, trying to focus 
on the old anewspaper in the hands of the new 
night worker, who sits under flourescent light.

Over a coffee stained table he rubs his eyes,

reading a story about a man who stayed awake
for eleven days and twenty four minutes - 
a na new world record holder (he ate raw vegetables 
and played games to keep alert, and went on to
made a full recovery - albeit suffering some 
temporary memory loss).

He returns to the floor and then, some hours 
later, moves outside; where the lamps change 
from white to orange, and he, for now, disappears.

SSo, I shift my attention to the next floor up.

ere, now at her station, she begins to mimic
those movements, again and again, like before.

Except, this time, the nagging weight behind 
her eyes is ever so slightly heavier, and to fall
asleep would seem ever so slightly lovelier.

So, finally, that she does, falling into
somewhere quite uncertain, (a pleasant,
hazy recollection of the beach holiday in ‘99)
as well as falling, very much so, 
into sominto somewhere more certain (the dark
mechanisms of the machine whose
movements she used to mimic so often).

Her absence is noted only by a few, who
chip in for an announcement in the local 
obituaries - some attempt at memory, a
temporary permanence.
A copy of the paper was left in the bA copy of the paper was left in the break-room.

Where I blink, trying to focus on the old
newspaper in the hands of the new night 
worker, who sits under flourescent light.

Sometimes they ask if I'm happy up here, not out in the fresh air with them. I can see what 
they mean, but I have my routine in here and I like it. Besides, their green square in the city 
isn't a whole lot different, in the grand scheme of things. Not like out in the fields I've heard 
of. True freedom that they say - but nowt's certain. Don't know where your next drink is 
coming from.

PPlus, I like to think I’m doing my bit in here, making the place look nice and improving the 
air quality. I suck up what the humans exhale, and in return give ‘em plenty of fresh oxygen. 
I’ve heard there are studies about what a good job we can do - glad we're getting the recogni-
tion for a job well done!

You know, I hate it when Jen goes away for a bit, on a holiday or something. She’s been away 
more than usual, lately. No-one else gets me routine right. ere's not many of them here 
now who do the eight hour a day, full five day week - just Jen and a few others. Nearly 
everyone else seems to come and go at funny times, some don't stay for very long. Sometimes 
I'll get nowt to drink for a few days, or it'll be the other way and I'll be soaked! I know they're 
trying to help, but I can't exactly say anything, can I?

TTell you what though, the new cleaner is a good'un. Friday nights, end of the work week, she 
pops us a splash of Miracle Gro. e good brand stuff too, not a supermarkets' own. What a 
buzz! Geoff and the others get a good dram too - perfect little tipple to see us through the 
lonely weekend. We just keep that one quiet between us and the cleaner.

AnywaAnyway, we're about mid-summer now, and usually, I'm absolutely feeling my best in the 
summer. Just loads of lovely sunshine to soak up. If the mood grabs me, which it often does, 
I'll pop out a bunch of new flower buds. Not sure exactly where they'll come up until they do, 
mind, always a nice surprise. Got an orange one on my nose last year - ha! Seems to keep our 
Jen happy.

- from the memoirs of Frank Begonia
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