[image: image1.jpg]“Juhu [itizen

IChanging the Cityscape





What’s That Buzzzz

By Nina Kedar – nkedar@hotmail.com
I don’t understand how you got in, but you did, through some very clever war maneuvers. You lurked around, probably all day, waiting for nightfall to start your attack. You must be very hungry.

You are clever and have night vision, I am stupid because I think once I turn off the lights and throw myself on my bed, tired after a full day, I can sleep. I cannot see in the dark.

You wait till I am about to become dead weight, and just when a silly smile of contention starts playing around the corners of my mouth. That’s when you come very close to my ear and start singing your lullaby. Doesn’t fool me, I know it’s actually a wake-up call. I know you are smart, someone told me this is your strategy. You like your victims to be awake and alert because that makes the blood flow faster and then all you have to do is insert your proboscis or snout or nose or beak or whatever damn thing you call it, into flesh (mine) and suck away. Yes, I have many a liter of blood but it does not, in any way, mean that I have to share it with you, you creep.

I don’t like bed sheets, they make me feel hot, so I don’t want to use that as armour against you. If I switch on the air-conditioning, I will feel cold. If I increase the speed of the fan, it will become possessed and make a funny squeaky sound because it needs oiling, and I will worry that it will fall down on my head. Besides, the switch of the air-conditioner and the switch of the fan are at two opposite ends of my bedroom. I don’t want to spend the entire night pacing up and down between the two and polishing the tiles on the floor. It is too late to indulge in this kind of activity.

I can keep moving my arms and legs so you can’t sit on me, but I will look foolish. Even to myself. Besides, I have already had my workout for the day.

I have worked hard all my life. If I have any success stories, it’s because I overcame obstacles in my path. There are people who respect me professionally and socially. There are people who admire me. People ask for my opinion, and I have friends who love my company. Even the neighbour’s dog loves me.

Yet, all I am to you, is dinner.






