Acquaintance
“Your father?” 

“Suicide.” 

“Your mother?” 

“Cocaine.” 

“Doing time in the slam?” 

“Doing lines in Amsterdam.” 

“Consummate. How about I bleed you a little?” 

“You mean a little more? I’ve already got a hole in me under the table, and I don’t expect I’ll be sitting upright so very many minutes from now.” 

“’Sat so? I shouldn’t expect you’d have even lasted as long as you have, so it’s no surprise to me. Where is it?” 

“’Where’?” 

“From where are you bleeding?” 

“Round about my ankle. There’s a peppy little artery down there.” 

“Not a very poetic place to cut yourself.” 

“Gravity’s on my side. Pressure will be higher.” 

“I just mean that the spectacle is more impressive if you use the carotid or radial artery.” 

“Oh yeah? You know a lot of people to have tried more than one?” 

“Especially with that smart mouth I wouldn’t have expected someone with such a worthless gene pool to have made it even so far as puberty. You grew up down here? Did the neighbours just think you weren’t worth the trouble to drown in the bayou?” 

"Probably thought I’d shortly be about it myself and save them the mess.” 

“They’ll be disappointed you picked a public spot where they can’t just leave you to rot in peace.” 

“No one’ll notice here. Someone’s constantly drunk off his feet, and the stink will blend unnoticeably with the perfume from the kitchen.” 

“I’ll grant you it’s the worst café I’ve ever visited.” 

“No sense waiting here, you know. I’ve got no money. Effects are already in the bayou.” 

“I can’t stand funerals, so I get my kicks watching mortals die. Usually I have to start the process myself, only. Hmmph. I suppose that way is more gratifying.” 

“I can’t imagine why anyone should care what you think. Do you guess that they do?” 

“Why is it that suicide victims–hmm, that’s a rather poor term, isn’t it? What’s the word for someone who executes a violent act? Ah, well, let’s say the ‘offender’–why does the offender suddenly in the hours or minutes leading up to and shortly following–if any such following minutes there be–suddenly, I say, take a fascinated interest in the world around him? 

“It looks to me as though you, too, must have taken an interest in the mundane if you continue to converse with me, all the while being as off-putting as if you couldn’t care less. Do you think you need to store up as many memories as you can, that you may take them with you off to wherever you go from here? Surely no one is thinking by then of changing their mind, else they’d leave off with their grim chore.” 

“Mmph. I… It’s a…you wouldn’t understand.” 

“No, it must be some perverse desire to inflict further self-punishment by suggesting to the mind that what one is now deserting is pleasant, so that the passing will be painful. I suppose suicidals are rather unaccustomed to the prospect of hope and the absence of pain. ’Twould surely be altogether too much a shock to go about it otherwise.” 

“….” 

“Head’s starting to swim, isn’t it? Then it’s your stomach turning, and soon your vision. Hmmph. I don’t guess you’ll be much conversation for the rest of the performance. Maybe there’s something here I can use to poke you.” 

“Shove off.” 

“Aren’t we in a nasty mood? You’d think you’d already had a glimpse of oblivion and learnt already that there’s nowhere to go from here. Did you think you’d be somewhere else after the passing? I guess that’s a poor term too, isn’t it. Let’s you and me call it ‘extinguishing’.” 

“….” 

“Now, now, take your head off the table like a civil thing. I know it’s unlike you, but you wouldn’t want to miss witnessing the steps that follow only because the effluvia from the rotting wood are warping the experience. There you go. Now back to poking you. 

“As I was saying… where was I? Ah, yes. I know you’re too clever a miscreant to expect there’s anywhere to go from here. You’re a planner. That’s the only accounting for why you should have survived as long as this. You know that if there’s anywhere to go from here you’d never be able to stand it there either. Awareness is the bane of existence, and for cognizant things such as ourselves, there’s no existence without awareness. You’re betting on oblivion, then, aren’t you? Well done. 

“So why the interest? Why suffer my company and inquiries as to your wretched family?” 

“…It’s…m…I—” 

“Ho ho! Sick all over the table! I hope you’re fascination is fixed on this. Only now we can expect that someone will be by to clean off your bloated corpse earlier than you’d thought. Only I suppose people generally mess themselves when they die. Even above the stench from the kitchens someone should have noticed that before you’d been decomposing long.” 

“….” 

“—” 

“…” 

“—” 

“…” 

“Is that it, then? Hmph. I’ve seen better performances from The Center Street Musical Theatre. Ta, then.”
THE END
