A Story Short
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. 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 think that someone else may still be home, pottering about on their morning routine, before realising that isn’t the case – the house is dead quiet. 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 choose to keep your momentum up.  You switch on the laptop and then head into the kitchen.  You check the kettle to make sure it has water in it – it does – and set it to boil. You take a tea-bag from the jar conveniently located next to the kettle and put it in the cup you grab from the hook just above. While the kettle boils you go into the bathroom and grab the clothes you hung out for yourself last night. You take them back to the lounge room and lay them on top of the heater and your brain switches off for a second as you try and think what’s next.
You hear the kettle boil and make your way back to the kitchen. You pour the boiled water into your cup, get the milk out of the fridge, and pour that too.  As you wait for your tea to cool you get the cereal out of the cupboard below the counter and a bowl from the cupboard opposite. You make yourself a small bowl of cereal, adding just a little too much milk as always, and take both your tea and cereal back to the lounge room where you sit down in front of the heater.  The tea bag is still in your tea and you whisk it around a little. The laptop is loaded up and you drag it closer to you so that you can use it comfortably from your place in front of the heater. You pick up you cup of tea, blow on it, take a sip, blow on it again and put it down next to the laptop. Everything arranged within reaching distance, the last thing you want is to have to move from here.

 On the laptop you open up a blank Microsoft Word document, an internet browser, iTunes and a game FreeCell. You pick up your bowl of cereal and bring a spoonful to your mouth; not soggy enough yet.  You return the bowl to its place next to you and return your attention to the laptop.  You make a few moves in before switching over to iTunes and picking a random song, shuffle will take it from there. The internet is next and you check your email and your Facebook - a couple of messages but nothing remarkable. You take another spoonful of cereal, better, and take another sip of tea, cooler. You stare blankly at the computer screen for another minute and then switch over to Microsoft Word.  Glancing down at the bottom right corner of the screen you take note of the time: 7:21 AM.  
You try and recall all those story ideas you had racing through your head as you tried to get to sleep last night, the moments of inspiration and half remembered dreams. No luck. This part of the process is always a struggle for you. You search your memory for something, anything.  One detail is all you need, all you have ever needed, to get started. A name, a place, an event – anything will do. Another spoonful of cereal and another sip of tea. You switch back over to FreeCell and play till you get stuck. You switch back over to the internet and think of something to look up. You sigh. You get up and head back to the bathroom. You adjust the taps until the water is just the right temperature. You run your hands under the water and splash some onto your face. You reach for the soap and begin to wash your hands and face. You rinse again and reach for the towel. That’s when it happens – the moment of inspiration. A sentence, a clever turn of phrase, you remember what it is you want to write. You quickly dry and return the towel to its place. You head back to your spot in front of the heater and sit down. You switch back to Microsoft Word and away you go. This is your morning routine in all its glory. 

***

You wake up at 6:25am – a solid 30 minutes before your alarm is set to go off. You close your eyes for what couldn’t possibly be longer than a second and the next thing you know the music has hit. You can’t even make out the song. You rush across the room to shut it off. You’re too annoyed to admit just how effective the alarm is. You’re not even sure what day it is yet.  You’re head hurts and you feel a little woozy. You think back to what happened last night. A few beers, a few too many, maybe a glass of wine or two.  You look around for your slippers but can’t locate them – your room is a mess. You give up on finding them and briefly consider jumping back into bed before deciding against it. You head for you bedroom door instead. Your day, and all of the obstacles it promises, has begun.

The hallway floor is cold on your feet so you rush through into the carpeted lounge room as quickly as possible. You think you may hear 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 even that is too much to think about this early in the morning.


As you enter the lounge room, leaving the door open, you notice that scattered on the table and other flat surfaces within the 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 switch the heater on but can’t seem to find the laptop. It seems to have disappeared with your slippers.  You wonder how you are going to work without it.  For the time being you decide to press on without it and enter the kitchen.  You check the kettle for water – empty – and so take it over to the sink to fill it up.  The sink is full of dirty dishes but you decide that is a job for your future self.  You return the kettle to its stand and notice that the tea-bag jar is empty. You open the cupboard – where the spares are kept – but find no tea-bags; you shrug and decide that instant coffee will have to do. You go to grab you cup from its hook and find that it isn’t there; you curse and grab one of the other cups. You spoon two tea-spoonful’s worth of coffee into the cup and head for the bathroom to retrieve you clothes for the day.  

Your clothes aren’t in their usual position, nothing is.  There are no towels either. At least not hanging up; there are a few on the floor in the corner behind the door.  You barely manage to supress the frustration you are feeling. You haven’t heard the kettle yet and so decided to wash your hands and face there and then. It takes you longer than it should to get the water temperature right but you do feel better with some water on your face. You reach for the towel only to realise that you forgot it was missing. Already forgotten. You consider using one of the towels strewn on the floor but think better of it. You look around the bathroom and notice a packet of paracetamol on the shelf above the sink. You pick it up and take it with you.

You re-enter the kitchen and pick up the kettle intending to pour your coffee only to find that it hasn’t boiled. You forgot to switch it on.  You do so now and go to the fridge to grab the milk. Empty. No milk. Nothing even close to milk. You close the fridge and stand there shocked for a minute; frustration giving over to rage. An interrupted night’s sleep, no slippers, no laptop, instant coffee instead of your usual cup of tea and no cereal; this is not the way to begin your working day. The kettle boils and you pour yourself a black coffee and return to your place in front of the heater in your messy lounge room.

Minutes pass. 5 minutes, 10 minutes, 15 minutes. Your coffee is finished but it hasn’t given you the energy you had hoped for. You’re hungry but lack motivation. You don’t want to clean and you don’t want to cook. You don’t want to work but you do want to know wear your laptop is. You want to check your emails and your Facebook and your Twitter. You feel cut off from the world. You don’t have a television. You wouldn’t want to watch it if you did. You have a good book that you are in the middle of but who wants to read first thing in the morning? You start to think of stories, of characters of events and dialogue. You think you could start writing right away if only…You can’t even be bothered going back to bed at this stage, the heater is too intoxicating, and so you continue to sit there. You sit there and stare, and think, and try and remember.

***


 You hear movement coming from one of the bedrooms and then a door opens. Light from behind the door and a figure emerges. Your housemate, one of them. He enters the lounge room. 

‘You’re up early,’ he states, ‘considering.’


‘The usual,’ you offer sparingly. Your mood hasn’t improved. You don’t even register the “considering”. Your housemate shrugs this off and heads into the kitchen. He returns a moment later with a glass of water and sits down on one of the couches.


‘Big night! Biiiig night’


‘Was it?’ Your memory still hasn’t caught up.

‘You don’t remember the celebration?’ he asks.


‘I don’t remember anything,’ comes your reply.


‘Anything?’


‘Anything.

You housemate smiles but you just sit there still trying to gather your wits. An agonising 3 or 4 seconds pass before your housemate speaks up again.

‘I’m surprised mate the whole party was in your honour.’


‘Party? My honur?’


‘Geez you’re hopeless mate. We’ll put it down to the hangover though’

You stare at him again, mouth open, waiting for him to fill you in with something a little more revealing, but instead he reaches under his arse and pulls out a creased piece of paper, He straightens is out and reads it quickly before handing it to you.  Taking the paper from him you read the first few lines:
‘Congratulations, your novel has been accepted for publication.’

