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The Art Of Decay - Part
1?




The Importance Of Losing A
Limb.
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A very short story that is,
unfortunately, getting longer.  The idea being this, start at
one of the basic human questions with no idea what the answer is
and, well, type bollocks and see where we end up.

 

Pete Anstice was born in the past and is still
alive.  He staggers and occasionally stumbles through
life.  He has crayons that he is allowed to use for an hour a
day.  Sometimes he writes profound words and ideas. 
Usually he writes bollocks, as examplified here.  He says
sorry rather a lot.  He also says thank you.  He hates
mushrooms.

 

These words were inspired by alcohol.  The cats exist in a
takeaway in real life.  The woman there is real.

 

(c) 2010 - Pete
Anstice









Chapter 1

 


Why do we exist?

It is a question often asked by all manner of beings, to
themselves, to others, to a fictitious godlike entity that, if it
did exist, would ignore the plaintiffs question.



Why do we exist?

Because, if we didn’t the question would not be asked and,
therefore the answer would not be unknown.

It is very important for things that don’t exist, to be known that
they don’t exist.



“Why do I exist?”  A very different question that was
remarkably similar to the previous question.



“To ask me why you exist!”



It was in a busy, fast food (in and soon back out), restaurant in a
blueprint high street of a typically deliberately run down small
town centre.  The rain was attacking the window with venom
behind which the two individuals were sat, gazing out at the
meandering, sullen looking humanoids going about their pointless
existence.   The table was dirty.  They liked it
that way.  Cleanliness made them both feel
uncomfortable.  They were both dirtier than the table and,
also in common with the Formica at which they were finishing off
their calorie filled meal, were also dressed in gingham patterned
attire.



“Does it suit me?”



No was the unsaid answer.  The said answer was “Gingham suits
no-one.”  That was, as anyone who has seen certain, mid-west
American, nineteenth century based saccharine sweet television
shows, a lie.  Gingham definitely suits annoying female
children, with impossibly tidy strawberry blonde pigtails and gap
toothed freckled faces, it just adds to the lie of trying to live a
wholesome life without electricity.



He was slightly hurt by this.  The two of them had been sent
to this town to try and find their boss who, as was his occasional
want, had disappeared just before the going became
tough.   The reason for the toughness, of course, was his
disappearance.



“So why are we wearing it?”



She sighed the sigh of someone who has been partnered with the
department’s complete imbecile, the last to be picked, the one
bullied by even the most obnoxious and weakling child, which was
true.  “I’ll get the means of transport, you get some
clothing.  Remember?”



He did remember as he also remembered the busy, fast food (in and
soon back out), restaurant in a blueprint high street of a
typically deliberately run down city centre, from which he had
stolen four tablecloths with which to turn into one male and one
female suit.  “It was all I could find at such short
notice.”



She looked through him with the withering look of a professional
witherer (whatever one of those may be) and spoke slowly enough
that only an idiot could comfortably keep up “Because you are an
idiot who thinks that a prairie with a small, wooden, eternally
unfinished shack with no electricity, is a modern marvel.” 
She finished the last morsel of her “meal” and looked at the person
sat opposite and, without any sarcasm, as far as he was concerned
added “Although pink does suit you to a certain degree.”



He thought about this and, as previously hinted at, missed the
sarcasm completely.  “And is that the only reason?”



“For what?”



“My existence.”

 

“No.  I can think of at least one more reason that you need
to exist.”  He brightened slightly, unlike the vista beyond
the over achieving sand, and waited.  The punch was painful
but at least the blood that was now streaming from his face matched
with fifty percent of the colour of his attire.  “If you
didn’t exist, then that last action of mine would have been a waste
of energy.”  Then with a nod towards the reason for their
current existence she added “and you know how much HE hates
waste.”



When things die, they decay.  But they decay to something
new.  The atoms do a runner and find something or someone else
to play as, or with, until boredom sets in.  But it does not
happen randomly, their new identity, essence, reason, pointlessness
is assigned by…



“So why has HE come here?”  



Looking outside at the dying town of grime covered buildings; she
had no answer but, because of her female stature, gave one
anyway.



“Because of the amount of decay in everything that exists
here.  Physically, morally and emotionally.”










Chapter 2

 


Actually, that was a pretty good and, as it turned out,
completely wrong answer.  HE was here because HE wasn’t. 
HE had been here but it was too depressing, too much decay and
hardly any regeneration.  So he headed south, along a river
that was slowly becoming visibly more polluted by the footstep,
until, after only a few miles walking, he found a place so devoid
of hope that he could only bring improvement.  This place
could not reach any lower.  If buildings could hate
themselves, if streams could detest themselves, if rats could look
around at their surroundings and think that a popular television
duo that make a living out of patronisation of the unclean would
balk at the idea of bringing lightness to its inhabitants, then he
was here.  



And, in particular, he was here.  Surrounded by cheap plastic
cats, each waving a desolate paw at no-one in particular, certainly
not at any customers.  He was stood looking at this thing
which, through what seemed years of un-removed blue eye shadow, was
staring at him.



“You drive?”  She was a scary looking, and non female looking,
female.  Half way between a midget and a taller midget. 
She also sounded scarier than she looked and, although he did not
know if he could jive or not, he simply nodded. 



And that was it; he was now the delivery driver for the local, and
only, Chinese take-away in this god-forsaken village. 
Actually it wasn’t god-forsaken as such; God was just hiding
because, even with his almighty omnipresent and universal powers,
the supreme deity has standards.










Chapter 3

 


So, after spending a few hours tramping the local streets,
looking for their boss, they headed to the cheapest hotel that
could possibly accommodate these two drifting souls and enquired
their enquiries.  Someone of his description had been here but
had decided against staying for some unknown reason.  They
decided, as the hour was late, to check in anyway, still wearing
gingham, and retired to their separate rooms.  Neither of them
needed to sleep but she definitely needed some time away from her
simpleton sidekick.  Or, as he had been earlier, simpleton
frontal punch.

  

And so therefore the knock on her door, about thirty minutes after
her expletive filled goodnight, came as no surprise.  She
stood up and walked towards the door.  Although in reality it
was less of a walk and more of a two step stumble until her hand
reached the handle, twisted, and let her visitor in.

 

“I hope there are not any mushrooms within this perfectly prepared
meal.”  HE looked at her, laughed, and handed her the plastic
container which contained the product that she had ordered. 
It was mushrooms and mushrooms alone.  She didn’t laugh. 
She didn’t need to.  She motioned to the seat by the side of
the single bed and, understanding her mime HE went and stretched
himself out on the bed.



“Why do you do this?  You know things fall apart without you
overseeing them.”  HE was paying attention, but not enough for
her to notice.  “Things are dying and the atoms have no
direction, they don’t know what they should become next.” 
Still no response apart from the slight flicker of emotion deep
within his right eye.  She continued “Only the other day six
trillion atoms tried to become a single droplet of gnats’ urine
whilst only twelve atoms attempted to become the brain of the
President of the United States of America!”



HE glanced momentarily towards her, now sat in the chair that she
had failingly pointed him towards, and said “And?”



“Well, to be honest, no-one noticed.”










Chapter 4

 


Even dressed in gingham, which he still was wearing (there was
enough off cuts for underwear), he knew that he was letting his
partner down.  She was hugely respected within the department
and, when he was partnered with her, he was so proud.  This
was the pinnacle of his burgeoning career.  She had never
failed in her task.  Much.  And then it was not really
her fault at least that is what she, forcibly, told her latest
colleague.   He had, as yet, garnered no real, or unreal,
res