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 make your way to your bathroom for a quick wash and to put on the clothes you laid out for yourself last night. You almost slip on the plastic covering the bathroom floor. 
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 notice that the carpet has a curious red stain on it; one of housemates must have spilt some red wine last night. 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. 
 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.

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 had and get out of bed.  You don your slippers and make your way through the hall and into the lounge room.  We remind you what day it is and what needs to be done. You nod your head silently.

You methodically work through the beginning of your morning ritual; heater, kettle, milk. You move into the bathroom, your clothes are there but you leave them there for the time being. You wash your hands and face. You become aware of the reason you have woken up so early and pull back the shower curtain to make sure that what you left in the bath tub last night is still there. We could have told you that it was but chose not to.

You complete the next part of your morning routine; tea, cereal and teeth.  Every time you enter the bathroom your attention is drawn to what is in the bath tub. You get anxious, afraid that one of your housemates will enter your bathroom for some reason. We assure you that they won’t.

You make sure the basin tap is off and then finish checking the house for any other taps, lights or switches that may have been left on. As you re-enter your bedroom you hear the music coming from the alarm; a gentle pop-rock song. You switch it off. You look at your shoes in the corner of your room; this is normally when you would put them on to leave the house. Not this morning though. You alarm clock reads 6:57am.

You have approximately 33 minutes to complete your secondary routine before you have to leave for school. You are grateful that you woke up 30 minutes earlier than usual but do not thank us. You return to the kitchen and gather the items you will need: a large butcher’s knife, a roll of cling-wrap and some heavy-duty garbage bags (we told you the regular ones were not strong enough).  On your way back to your bathroom you stop at the utility closet in the hallway and grab a large plastic raincoat, a stack of old newspapers and a roll of packing tape.


On entering the bathroom you spread everything out on the clear plastic covering the floor. You undress completely and pick up the raincoat and put in on, making sure that you do up all of the buttons and pull the hood over you head. The raincoat is about two sizes too big and therefore covers you adequately from head to toe. You lift the shower curtain up and over the railing so that you have an unobstructed access to the bath.  You pick up the butcher’s knife from the floor and, pausing for a moment trying to think of the best place to start, grab an arm and get on with the job.


Twenty minutes pass as you slice the body into manageable chunks. Once finished, you are left with a head, four arm section, four leg sections, two hands, two feet and two torso sections. You are satisfied with this many pieces.


You take each piece, one at a time, and dress them in a layer cling-wrap and seal them with tape. You follow this with a layer of newspaper, also taped and finally another layer of cling-wrap and another load of tape.  You then take each piece and place them into one of the heavy-duty garbage bags. After trying to fit everything in one bag and finding the bag too heavy, you decide that two bags would be best.


You take off the raincoat and place it in one of the bags and gather the floor plastic and place it in the other. You make sure the bags are tied securely.  You place the two bags in the bath, lower the shower curtain and get in. You adjust the taps so that a steady stream of warm water cascades over your body and the bags.  Once your shower is complete you lay down a couple of towels for the bags to sit in and grab another large towel to dry yourself with.


You leave the bags there for a minute and grab the clothes you left out for yourself last night and take them through into the lounge room. As you dress you try to think about what you need to take with you to school today.


Returning to the bathroom you collect the garbage bags and take them with you to your bedroom. You put the bags down as you put your shoes on and open the front door. Picking up the bags again, you close the front door behind you and make your way up the steps. As you step out onto the road you leave the garbage bags sitting next to the bins ready for collection. Good work, we tell you.  
***
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 begin to count backwards from 200. You dry your hands and face on a small hand towel and then sit down on you bed to put on your shoes and socks. The rest of your attire is fine as is.


The guard appears in front of your cell. Ready to get the day under way Mr. Kendall, he asks. 45 seconds, is your reply.  You stand up and begin to make your bed – one sheet and one pillow – it doesn’t take long. You reach under your mattress and pull out a piece of chalk. On the wall next to you bed are 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.


The guard is still waiting outside your cell as you exit; he is looking at his watch. 45 seconds exactly, he says smiling at you. Your expression remains blank.  You glance back momentarily at your cell and we whisper to you, don’t worry.

The guard leads you down the hallway holding your right bicep in his left hand. You tell him that you do not need an escort, that you are familiar with your timetable as well as the layout of the building. Rules are Rules Mr Kendall, is his response.

You reach the end of the corridor and turn left into a small office, there is a man sitting behind a desk. It appears that he is reading something and he looks up as you enter the room. He doesn’t say anything but motions for you to sit down. As you take a seat on the opposite side of the desk from the man, the guard remains standing by your side for a second. Again the man behind the desk gestures with his head, this time at the guard. The guard responds in kind and then leans down to you, I’ll be back in an hour to take you to breakfast, he says. You tell him that you look forward to it.  If you were able to see us right now, we would be smiling.
The End
