Who is it who occupies the high ground? He thought about Art, hot with his militant atheism. Art, with the intellect the size of a planet, yet frozen and lifeless, spinning on a cobweb. Art, who he can’t speak to him anymore.  

The morning began with the shower. The ritual dance around the suburban vestibule interchangeably known as the lav or privy, or if you were from across the pond, the rest room or maybe even the comfort room. Comfort? Why not. Harry took comfort that morning from within his own library of mantras like he did every morning. The music of the water rose in volume and steam while the downpour drummed upon the bath tub floor erratic and impatient like African war drums.  

The shower was a celebration of the way God had made him. A toast to the fact he was still here. How could he have lasted so long anyway if God hadn’t made him so well? Yes the Swiss could make watches and cuckoo clocks but only the Almighty could have made a frame to withstand all the abuse that Harry had thrown at it. 

You must never mention it to anyone. Don’t talk about it.

‘Can I think about it?’
Only long enough to know you musn’t say anything.

‘What if I am dying?’
Then I guess it’ll be okay to contemplate a little. 

Two seconds silence.

..But even then, don’t mention it. Don’t breathe it to another soul.

In the distance a radio station was murmuring in strident syllables. English, the Queen’s too. 
Arthur was listening to Radio Four, or maybe a station that served if not high English, then at least a largely legible version. Hard consonants and vowels pushing against gravity in singing curves. Smoke rose wearily like a tattered flag from a chimney stem that tilted slightly to one side. Arthur would sit in that hut all day until Miss Flather turned up with pound notes, her bar-room laugh and the keys to the safe. Arthur would do whatever Miss Flather said to do or said not to do. He just wished she would command him to undress her sometime, but she never did. Just ‘is the coffee on’ or ‘take your feet off the desk’ 
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‘That’s his howitzer’ 

Levitation. the zero gravity Push over   
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