Routine
By James Farish-Carradice

You wake up at 6:53am – an irritating 2 minutes before your alarm is set to go off. You briefly consider closing your eyes and attempting to sleep through the impending noise. You decide against it. Rolling over you notice the time has now ticked over to 6:54am. You make your move, scurrying across the room to get to the clock before the music hits. Relief: the threat of the alarm proving just as effective as the alarm itself. 
Despite the abrupt start to the day you feel relaxed and clear headed. Your room is neat and tidy and you have no trouble locating your slippers. You open your curtains and despite the lack of sunshine you feel optimistic, your day, and all of the splendours it promises has begun.
You manage to slide your slippers halfway onto your feet as you shuffle down the hall. You don’t have to worry about waking your housemates; as usual you are the last to surface. The lights are on in the kitchen and bathroom not to mention one of the other bedrooms. The slight chill you notice comes from the veranda door being ajar. You briefly consider that someone else may still be home, pottering about on their own morning routine, before realising that isn’t the case. Your housemates seem to struggle with doors and lights.  You close the door and turn off the lights – it is too cold and too bright as it is.

You enter the lounge room, closing the door behind you, and turn on the heater. You contemplate sitting down but instead choose to keep your momentum up, you still have much of your morning routine to complete.  You set about preparing yourself a cup of tea and a bowl of cereal and, while the kettle boils the water and the microwave heats the milk, you enter the bathroom to have a quick wash and put on the clothes you laid out for yourself last night.
You hear the kettle boil and so make your way back to the kitchen.  Once your tea and cereal are ready you carry them back to the lounge room and take your place in front of the heater.  You glance back into the kitchen and at the clock on the microwave. It is now 7:14 am; you still have approximately 16 minutes before you have to leave the house.
Your laptop computer is on the table just in front of you; you normally like to browse the internet for 5 or 10 minutes before you leave the house.  You think about firing it up this morning but decide against it, whatever news there is to discover can wait this morning.  You sip you tea and eat your cereal, you finish the cereal first.  You stand up again to finish the tea and walk around the lounge room just a little.  You’re either trying to wake yourself up or remember what you need to take to school today.

 With your tea finished you grab your cup and bowl and return them to the kitchen, again glancing at the clock on the microwave. 7:22 now: 8 minutes to go.  You go back into the bathroom and set about brushing your teeth, always one of your final acts before leaving the house.

Teeth cleaned, you make sure the taps are off and turn the bathroom light off on your way out.  You do a quick lap of the house making sure that all of the taps, lights and other switches are turned off.  All part of your morning routine.
Back to your bedroom now and you grab your wallet and phone, placing them in your right and left pockets respectively.  You put on you watch and you put on your ring. You almost feel complete.  The clock in you bedroom reads 7:32 am now; it is about 3 minutes fast.  You put on your shoes and you pick up your bag and you are finally ready to leave the house.

Closing the front door behind you, you try and recall if there is anything you have forgotten. Nothing comes to mind.  You make your way up the steps, along the path and up the second set of steps.  You glance quickly at the mail box despite the fact that you know it is far too earlier for any mail to have been delivered.

You make it onto the road and begin the long walk into town. Again you try and recall if there is anything you have forgotten and this is when we decide to tell you.  ‘The bodies,’ we say, you try to ignore us. ‘The bodies, you forgot to chop up the bodies’.
***

You wake up at 6:25am – a solid 30 minutes before your alarm is set to go off. There is a reason we have woken you up so early but you are unaware of it at this stage. You’re not sure why but you decide to forego the extra half hour of sleep you could have and get out of bed.  You’re head hurts and you feel a little woozy. You think back to what happened last night – a few beers, maybe a glass of wine or two – your memory is fuzzy.  You look around for your slippers but can’t locate them; your room is a mess.

You decide to get out of your room as quickly as possible, again you’re not sure why. You normally appreciate your room and the sanctuary it offers but today it feels more like a tomb. The hallway floor is cold on your feet so you rush through into the carpeted lounge room as quickly as possible. You hear what you think is snoring coming from another room. It’s dark in the hall, there is no light emanating from the bedrooms, kitchen or bathroom. It is dark even in the lounge room.  All doors are closed, the veranda door included. 

It appears that you are the first one up. You can’t remember the last time that happened. You wonder what the reason for this may be but the question doesn’t hold your interest for long.  You stand in front of the heater for a couple of minutes despite the fact that you haven’t even turned it on yet. You could be trying to gather yourself for the day ahead. You could be too dazed to know what you are doing. ‘Run,’ we tell you

You notice that scattered on the table and other flat surfaces within the lounge room are a plethora of bottles. Beer bottles, cider bottle and various pre-mixed drink bottles. You think that maybe last night was bigger than you remember.  You finally switch the heater on but then immediately make for the kitchen. You attempt to get into your normal morning routine by preparing yourself a cup of tea and a bowl of cereal.

As usual you head for the bathroom while you wait for the kettle to boil.  Once in the bathroom you wash and dry your hands and face. You go to grab the clothes you laid out for yourself the previous night only they are not there.  You see some clothes in a bunch behind the door and decide that they will do.  You bring them up to your nose for the smell test but are distracted by a horrible noise emanating from the kitchen.


Back in the kitchen the horrible noise continues and you notice that the kettle is boiling. As you get closer to the kettle though you notice that smoke, not steam is coming from the lid and the plastic of which it is made is starting to warp. The noise continues and there is now a horrible smell. You reach for the power point to turn it off but quickly withdraw fearing electrocution. You stand there feeling ridiculous for a second before we tell you to ‘man up’ and you flick the switch. You only now realise that there was no water in the kettle.

You give up on tea and cereal and decide on juice and toast instead.  Opening the fridge you notice how full it has gotten even though you can’t remember shopping recently.  You don’t notice because of the smell of the melting kettle, but something in the fridge is also giving off an unpleasant odour. ‘Get away, run,’ we tell you.

Having poured yourself a glass of juice and placed a couple of slices of bread in the toaster you return to the lounge room and take you place in front of the heater.  You drag the lap top computer closer to you, noticing that it has already been booted up.  You look at the time in the lower right-hand corner: 6:41am, still 14 minutes until you’re usually up.


You hear the toast pop and you struggle back to your feet.  You’re even stiffer than you usually are in the mornings.  As you make your way back to the kitchen you notice some large red stains on the carpet, someone spilt some red wine you reason.  You gather your toast and apply some butter; you are not a fan of any other spreads.  You look back through to the lounge room and, noticing your glass is empty, decide to take the entire juice bottle back with you; you are unusually thirsty this morning.

As you eat your toast and drink your juice you browse the internet.  You check your emails, your Twitter and your Facebook.  You reply to an email from your mum, smile at a cheeky mention from one of Twitter followers and lament the tired and depressing Facebook status updates from your friends.  You think back to when you used to post these same updates and smile again when you realise how silly you were, how amazing life really is. ‘Run away, please, for our sake and yours,’ we urge you.


A good 20 minutes pass as, almost zombie like, you surf the Internet.  Nothing draws your interest but you are unable to pull yourself away.  It is only just 7:00am and you are now glad that you awoke so early. It is nice not having to rush for a change.

You stand up and the almost litre of juice you consumed makes its presence known. The toilet is a good 10 metres away and you rue the fact that you will have to step away from the heater. Exiting the lounge room you hear music, rock music.  You have no idea where it could be coming from but then it clicks: your alarm. You head back to your bedroom and across the room to the alarm. Just before you hit the snooze button we yell at you for the last time: ‘Get away from here, as far away as possible.’


You switch off the alarm and are startled because at the very moment you hear some heavy knocking at the front door. You are frozen in place as the knocking continues. Eventually you hear a voice: ‘Mr. Kendall we have a warrant for your arrest. Please open the door’. Your headache returns and again you feel as if you are in a tomb.’ Open up Mr. Kendall, we know you’re in there.’

***
You wake up at 6:00am sharp. You have no clock to tell you this, you know it by the sound of the cell doors unlocking and the guard’s footsteps along the corridor.  The sound of the footsteps gets louder as the guard get closer to your cell.  You roll out of bed and immediately move over to the small basin. You splash some water on your face and count to 10.  The guard appears in front of your cell. ‘Ready to get the day under way Mr. Kendall,’ he asks. ‘Give me 1 minute,’ you reply.  You turn around and reach under your pillow for a piece of chalk. On the wall next to you bed is a series of vertical lines. Groups of 4 vertical lines with a 5th diagonal line running across each set of 4.  There are 13 groups in total.  With the chalk you add 1 more vertical line to the wall. ‘Patience,’ we tell you ‘stay the course.’   
The End
