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The Pest 

When asked "How are you," boring people reply with a detailed 
story. lf  you tel l  them to stop by sometime they do. These fol ks take 
everyth ing l iteral ly. 

Eugene was boring. 
Susan and I belonged to a different category. We were cultured, 

social ly useful, and engag ing. 
Though Eugene and I rented flats on the same f loor, the 

lifelines on the palms of our hands were drawn in opposite directions. 
That is why h is  appearance on my thresh hold was unexplai nable. 
It happened on one beautifu l morn ing at 1 0:00 a.m. 

Eugene told me that h is electric shaver was broken. " I  would 
use yours," he said, "but it is not for me to decide." I took h im to the 
bathroom and placed my shaver in  front of h i m. Then I went to the 
kitchen to try to write an essay. The diff icu lty was to try to come up 
with the fi rst phrase. The electric buzz coming from the bathroom 
prevented my every attempt to concentrate. 

Out of frustration I decided to eat. As I was pouri ng coffee, I 
heard Eugene beh ind  me. "Would you l ike some?" I asked . 

. " It  is not my decision," rep l ied my neighbor. I moved a tal l  
ceramic cup and everyth ing e lse on the table c loser to h im .  

He ate qu ickly in  complete si lence. I n  five m inutes he  fin ished 
everyth ing inc lud ing the sugar and bread. Then he picked up the 
newspaper and began to read. Someth ing struck him fu nny, and 
he laug hed. 

I went i nto the l iving room to try to concentrate on my fi rst 
phrase. I could hear h i m  turn ing pages, overturning cups and 
dropping plates on the floor. I did not care about the broken chi na, 
but I was sorry for the ti me wasted so far. 

Eugene felt sorry too. He apolog ized for the broken p lates. I 
said, " It's noth ing." He agreed with me. 

My neig h bor was content. He shaved, ate breakfast, and 
read the newspaper from the beg inn ing to the end. Now he wanted 
to talk. He wanted someone to l i sten to h im .  

And talk  he d id !  I found out  about h is  job and how he lost it, 
the world news report and how to clean Vodka with permanganate 
natr ium. 

At that point, he stopped and l i t  a cigarette. We did not speak. 
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I watched the fiery circle move closer and closer to h is  l ips. A 
column of ash was getting longer and longer. Eventually it became 
too long and fel l .  F i rst it fel l  on his shoe and then rolled onto my 
carpet. For a few moments our eyes focused on the g ray ash. 

Eugene got up from the couch and shoved h is  hands in h is  
pockets. H is pants stretched tight across h is  emaciated ass. Now 
he decided to talk about women. 

There were two women in h i s  l i fe. With one he felt good 
either with or without her; the other was bad to be w ith and worse 
to be without. After discussi ng h is  love l ife, he remarked about his 
friends, gossiped about relatives, and on and on and on. 

Susan came home at 5:00. "Good even ing," said Susan. 
"It is !" agreed Eugene. (It certa in ly was a good even i ng!)  
Susan was su rprised at th is strange greeti ng,  the smoke, the 

ashes on the f loor, the broken plates and me in the corner with no 
signs of l i fe. It all looked strange, but Susan was pol ite. 

"What's up?" asked Susan. He started from the beg inn ing .  
He l i ked i t  when people were interested i n  h im ,  but  Susan was 
wearing  an absent-minded mask and did not l isten . Eugene lost 
interest and said, "See you later," and left. I knew he meant what he 
said. 

Eugene left at five. Guests arrived at eight. They were n ice 
people. They d id  not overturn cups, break p lates, and did not talk 
about their relatives. They were talented and u n ique, and had 
orig i nal i deas and good taste. 

Susan entertained the guests with s ing ing,  accompanying 
herself on the grand piano.  She had a beautiful voice, a lmost 
mezzo soprano. 

In the middle of her performance, the phone rang. Someone 
answered and after he h u ng up said, " It was Eugene. He's stay ing 
with you ton ight." 

Our  g uests were not only educated and talented, but they 
were also h uman. They could not possibly have fun when friends 
were in  danger. Each of them tried to come up with the best excu se 
for us, but I d id  not want to l ie  and neither d id Susan. She warned 
me that if Eugene spent one n ight in our apartment, i t  would not be 
easy to get rid of h im .  

We realized that we should keep h im out  at  a l l  costs. Sudden ly, 
the doorbell rang. Susan qu ickly turned off the l ight. Everyone 
became very qu iet. We decided to pretend that we were not at 
home. 

I n  the meantime, Eugene put h is th umb on the buzzer i n  case 
we d id  not hear. This agony lasted a few long m in utes, then it was 
qu iet again .  Everything has its end, even Eugene. 

"He left . . .  " whispered Susan. I peeked outside. Eugene was 
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sitting on the floor next to the elevator. He took everything l iteral ly. 
If the owners are not home, they w i l l  come back. H is face was sad 
and su rprised at the same time. Next to h im  was a carton with a 
cake i nside. 

Four hours went by. The room was dark. We were si lent. We 
could hear the refrigerator hum ming in  the kitchen and the t ick 
tack of someone's watch. Susan was sleeping on the sofa. She, 
l i ke an astronaut, could s leep anywhere in and any position under 
any circumstances. 

Others were trying to make use of chairs, armchairs and 
other artic les of furn iture. 

Once again I found myself staring out the window sti l l  search
ing for  that fi rst phrase for  my essay. But  more than anyth ing else, I 
wanted someone to ask me, "How are you?" Then I could tel l  them 
about myself and my guests who come not to see me, but come to 
my house because they have nowhere else to go. I could tel l  about 
my love that ende_d, and now that it has ended, looks as if it had 
never happened at all . 

However, my guests were people with proper manners. No 
one asked questions. Ahead of us was a long n ig ht, and morn ing 
was far  away. 

Eugene was peaceful ly sleeping by the elevator . . .  
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