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Breezy McCready had not lived up to his parents’ expectations. Against their hopes, he had always been a quiet, retiring, long suffering and perfectly honest man and, after a long life of under achievement during which success in life had very largely passed him by, he was now approaching his twilight years.

He had always been man of rigid habit, and every Wednesday morning he could be seen standing religiously outside the launderette on the high street, and he presented a fixture with a greater accuracy and visibility than the town hall clock which could occasionally be a few minutes wrong. In all weathers, and at any time of the year, he was to be seen hunched up by the door, well before the day had seriously begun, waiting patiently with his large, blue laundry bag obediently sat by his side like a dutiful dog.

‘Alright, Breezy?!’ Randy the builder hailed him. Breezy was delighted to be regularly greeted by the popular builder. There was always a smile posted from his face and delivered to everyone he met, and usually accompanied by a comment, as he worked throughout the district. The only frown that ever was to be seen, was from the cleavage of his overweight buttocks, peeping above his ill-fitting trousers and which was well known to every household in the district. It was a tut-tutting point for many a female who mostly preferred not to return the invitation to a conversation.

Breezy could not compete with Randy’s large and boisterous frame and manner. In contrast to the builder, he was a small, slightly built man, and a quiet, inoffensive face fronted a small, round head, topped with a blue baseball cap. Carefully dressed on this summer morning, he wore an ill-fitting grey fleece, and a pair of light coloured, neatly pressed trousers were secured by a belt so high up on his waist, they were almost under his armpits. Along with a pair of highly polished, shiny black shoes, he was a man of little significance in the world about him.

‘Good morning Breezy,’ Jenny Patchwork’s salutations were always encouraging. As the proprietress of the flower shop two doors away from the launderette, her displays were everywhere to be seen, in hotels, wedding receptions, crematoriums and most events that took place for miles around. A fulfilled and contented person, she had no personal inadequacies to conceal. She was usually vividly dressed, and there was usually a bright and cheery comment rolling off her lips for anyone who might wish her the time of day. The upper cleavage she presented to the world by her habitual décolletage, smiled effusively at her customers, and was a vibrant and reliable conversational piece for nearly every male in the area.

Breezy smiled and managed a careful, ‘Yes I’m alright, thanks,’ which displayed an all too evident lisp, which for a lifetime he had tried to conceal. He had always considered himself as insignificant and uninteresting, without the desire or ability to promote his being in the community. Even his name wasn't his real name. He was really called Wallace Pridgett McCready but, for some reason in the distant past, beyond any memory or understanding, he had always carried the moniker of 'Breezy,' and he always accepted it without question, as if it was his pre-determined lot in life.

Breezy watched as Mr Riddle, the bank manager pulled up at the traffic lights a little further along the road in front of him. Mr Riddle had been the snotty-nosed kid in the street that was always getting into trouble when Breezy first married and moved in with Lettice, his wife. A social status that had been waiting for Mr Riddle to effortlessly slot into, had passed by Breezy without ever pausing to consider him.

Stan Pesco who had the fish delivery round, walked confidently to the back of his van. Dressed brightly in whites, he whistled a tune that told of the contentment and the success of his life. Breezy, in contrast, had always been, a quiet, retiring and secluded man. In the privacy of his own home, and even well beyond the sympathetic ears of his enduring wife, he could never whistle a tune as extrovertly and as expertly as Stan Pesco.

None of these people, who Breezy looked up to with a kind of reverence, ever made use of the services of the launderette, but for him, it had a very special importance. It was situated between the best pie shop this side of town, and the all night convenience store, and its relatively small, glass front would not normally be given a second glance by the casual passer-by. While nobody else really noticed it, as most people washed at home, to Breezy, it represented the fulfilment of a dutiful, weekly pilgrimage.

At precisely 8am., Alice Toogood, the launderette attendant, opened the doors remotely from the inside. The click and the whirr of the automatic lock release was to Breezy, as energising as loud and insistent rock music was to a disaffected teenager. It was an adrenalin driving wake-up call, as inspiring as any of the vein-busting screams of the rock bands’ front man.

From an unmoving statue, the form of Breezy was suddenly turned into a frenetically mobile figure, whose only purpose was to get inside the launderette and claim both his machine and his special seat before anyone else could commandeer them. Always first into the building, he was greeted with the clean, virgin territory of chairs and machines on the hard linoleum floor. It was only a few steps, but they were some of the most anxious steps of his life. Both the seat and the machine were conveniently situated next to the large glass window which looked directly out onto the street. Once both his machine and its seat opposite had been successfully claimed, his nerves would only then be able to settle, and he could at last begin to relax.

But today as his fleece, quickly stripped from his slight frame, had laid claim to his seat, and he stood victoriously next to his machine, representing the few, superficial successes he had ever had in his life, his world was crudely shaken apart.

'Mind that machine, Breezy,' warned Alice Toogood, the launderette attendant, suddenly poking her glowing ember of a head out of the store room at the far end of the building, 'it’s a bit temperamental. I should warn you, it’s washing very hot! Don't have the temperature too high!' Her ominous words rose up into the room like an angry cumulo-nimbus and, instantly making its way over to Breezy, indiscriminately dropped its contents upon his head.

'Oh, right, Alice,' replied Breezy, who in the shock to his system, raised his voice to a higher level than he was used to in order for it to reach her. He liked this machine. It was in his favourite spot by the window, and moving to another machine would not have been an option for him. Looking up, he turned his head towards Alice Toogood's face poking out like the red, setting sun from behind the storeroom door. Her face, sunbed tanned, showed traces of white beneath the creases on the side of her eyes, and it contrasted sharply with her bleached, blonde hair. Together, they possessed all the qualities of a photographic negative.

Breezy was confused, like a man who had been caught short after six pints of lager and found he had his underpants on back to front when he needed to relieve himself of a portion of it. Alice, noticing his discomfort and not a woman known for her compassion, nevertheless explained in practical but sensitive tones, as if she was talking to a child, 'It’s alright if you put it on ‘warm’ but make sure you don’t press the ‘hot wash’ button,' before her face disappeared behind the door again.

'Oh, right Alice,' he repeated, maintaining the same high pitched tones with which he had attempted to conceal the shock that his face had failed to conceal. He was relieved that he didn’t have to move from his favourite machine. If he had been sent to another seat in the room, it would be like being thrust unprepared, into a strange land with a complex set of incomprehensible customs without a travel guide or a phrase book to guide him.

He finished his duty of filling the machine and moved over to the seat at the wall opposite, where he settled himself into a comfortable position. Outside the window, he watched the world go by like he would watch a film on the TV. It gave him a view of everything he could only ever have dreamed of being in his long life, as builders and bank managers and policemen and everyone who had made something of their lives, passed by. He soon began to lapse into a
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