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FEELING MYSELF

PART I



My journey towards self-discovery began when I finished with Melanie after swallowing the last mouthful of the dinner she’d cooked me for my fortieth birthday. The meal had been fine, and had been accompanied by a decent claret, but I felt ready for a change of personal circumstances. In response she stood up, grabbed the wine bottle by the neck, smashed its end off against the edge of the table, and thrust it into my face. As it struck, she twisted it anti-clockwise, the razor-sharp jagged edges turning like a savage kaleidoscope. If you’d peered down the neck of that bottle as she ground it into me, you would have expected to see wild patterns form in fresh blood and shredded flesh. My blood. My flesh. There weren’t any patterns. There wasn’t any blood. I did feel an irritating circular scratching sensation, but my skin wasn’t broken. I was annoyed by her attack though. Burgundy coloured wine had splattered everywhere, and ugly misshapen shards of green glass littered the shiny white-tiled floor. Mess upset me. It always had. Melanie knew that and had even accused me several times of suffering from neatness OCD. I asked her to leave.

As soon as she’d gone, I tidied up the broken glass and mopped up the spilt wine. When that crime scene had been scrubbed clean, I tackled another–the kitchen. As usual, pots, pans, crockery and cutlery littered every surface. Her housekeeping skills were as refined as those of a bunch of children playing mummies and daddies. Once again she’d left a couple of near-empty pans on the ceramic hob as it cooled down. The food left in them had dried hard and stuck like roadpaint while we tucked into our meal. How she never worked out the implications of leaving pans like that, I’ll never know. Scraping hard-set former foodstuff from the bottom of the soiled pans assured me I’d made the right decision to send her packing. She hadn’t actually packed. Her dirty underwear still resided in my linen basket, her toothbrush still stood to attention next to mine in the wall-mounted jar in the bathroom, and her trusty jar of jerk seasoning still looked out of place among the uniform bottles in my spice rack. Those things were easily dealt with. After washing-up, I boxed up all her possessions, purged my home of evidence of her ever being there, removed her from my past. The one trace of her I didn’t remove was the sheet on my bed, which still bore physical and olfactory evidence of her presence. Since her crazed behaviour had denied me penetrative pleasure that night, I’d have to resort to masturbatory gratification. Those reminders of our lust would help that activity feel less solitary.

The following morning I went to Le Boulangerie and collected a baguette for breakfast. For the record, my local bread shop was not a boulangerie, you find them in France. But the owner; an American who, in a French accent, constantly espoused the superiority of Gallic baking–did produce exemplary breads and pastries. The delightful freshness of his wares just outweighed the tedious experience of being exposed to his transparent affectations. That morning my mood must have been a little heavy because he allowed me to escape relatively quickly, untraumatised by his effusive Franglais.
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