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To Lorna and Naomi

England, late 1990s
PART ONE

Chapter 1

y name is Kathy H. I’m thirty-one years old, and

I’ve been a carer now for over eleven years. That
sounds long enough, I know, but actually they want me
to go on for another eight months, until the end of this
year. That’ll make it almost exactly twelve years. Now
I know my being a carer so long isn’t necessarily be-
cause they think I’m fantastic at what I do. There are
some really good carers who’ve been told to stop after
just two or three years. And I can think of one carer at
least who went on for all of fourteen years despite being
a complete waste of space. So I’m not trying to boast.
But then I do know for a fact they’ve been pleased with
my work, and by and large, I have too. My donors have
always tended to do much better than expected. Their
recovery times have been impressive, and hardly any
of them have been classified as “agitated,” even before
fourth donation. Okay, maybe I am boasting now. But it
means a lot to me, being able to do my work well, espe-
cially that bit about my donors staying “calm.” I’ve de-
veloped a kind of instinct around donors. I know when
to hang around and comfort them, when to leave them
to themselves; when to listen to everything they have
to say, and when just to shrug and tell them to snap
out of it.



IToceawaemcs Jlopne u Haomu

Amnznus, koneuy 1990-x

YACTb NEPBAA

maBa 1

M ens 30ByT Kortu II1. MHe TpuamaTs OGUH, 1 g BOT ViKe
OOUHHAIIIATE C JIUIITHUM JIeT KaK IIOMOTai0 JOHOPaM.
Housro, KOHEUHO, HO MHE OBLJIO CKa3aHO, YTOOBI S Tpopado-
Taja eIre BoCeEMb MecAIleB — MO0 KoHMa roja. Ilomyuurcsa
IIOUTH ABEHAAIIATH JieT. Temneps g MOHUMA0, YTO MEHS, MO-
JKeT OBbIThb, COBCEM He IIOTOMY HEePsKaT CTOJbKO BpPEeMeHW,
YTO CUMTAIOT MOU YCIIeXU (PaHTACTUUECKMMU. BbIBain OT-
JIMYHBIE TOMOIMHUKN, KOTOPBIM IIPHUXOAMJIOCH IIOCTABUTH
TOUKY BCero uepes aBa-Tpu roga. C gpyroi CTOPOHBI, A 3HA-
Jia OHOI0, Y KOTOPOI'O 3TO JAJINJIOCH IIOJIHBIX UeThIPHAAIIATE
JIeT, XOTSA OH OBLI HACTOAIIee IIycToe MecTo. Tak uTo g He
paau XxBacToBCTBa roBopio. Ho Bce-Taku S TOYHO 3HAIO, UTO
OHH JOBOJILHBEI MOEH paboToii, 1 s caMa B I[eJIOM TOXKE J0-
BoabHa. CoCTOsSTHIIE MOMX JOHOPOB Yallle BCEro OBIBAJIO I'0-
pasmo Jydille okugaemMoro. PeabwmTainus Imia OBICTPO,
¥ TIOYUTH HUKOMY He IIHCAJIU «BO30Y:KIeH» — Oaske Iepen
yeTBepTOi BbIeMKOIi. CoriacHa, ceiiuac y:Ke, HaBepHOe,
xBacTaoch. Ho 5T0 0OueHb MHOTO [IJIsI MEHS 3HAUUT — OIIYy-
IIeHre, YTO S XOPOIIIO JeJIal0 CBOe JeJi0, OCOOEHHO Ty €ro
YacTh, UTO JOJIXKHA IIOMOYL JOHOPY OCTABATLCS B KaTero-
PUU «CIIOKOMHBIX». ¥ MEHA Pa3BUJIOCh KaKoe-TO BHYTPEH-
Hee YyThe II0 OTHOIIEeHUIO K HUM. §1 3Ha[0, KOraa HaJo IIO-
00IpPUTh, IMOOLITH PSAIOM, KOTZAA JIYYIle OCTaBUTL OLHOTO;
KOrJa TePIeJBO BBLICJIYIIATh, UTO OH TOBOPUT, KOTZa IIPO-
CTO OTMAaXHYThCS U CKa3aTh, YTOOLI IIEPEeMEHII IIJIACTUHKY .
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Anyway, I’m not making any big claims for myself.
I know carers, working now, who are just as good and
don’t get half the credit. If you’re one of them, I can un-
derstand how you might get resentful — about my bed-
sit, my car, above all, the way I get to pick and choose
who I look after. And I’'m a Hailsham student — which
is enough by itself sometimes to get people’s backs up.
Kathy H., they say, she gets to pick and choose, and she
always chooses her own kind: people from Hailsham, or
one of the other privileged estates. No wonder she has
a great record. I’ve heard it said enough, so I’m sure
you’ve heard it plenty more, and maybe there’s some-
thing in it. But I’m not the first to be allowed to pick
and choose, and I doubt if I’ll be the last. And anyway,
I’ve done my share of looking after donors brought up
in every kind of place. By the time I finish, remember,
I’ll have done twelve years of this, and it’s only for the
last six they’ve let me choose.

And why shouldn’t they? Carers aren’t machines.
You try and do your best for every donor, but in the
end, it wears you down. You don’t have unlimited pa-
tience and energy. So when you get a chance to choose,
of course, you choose your own kind. That’s natural.
There’s no way I could have gone on for as long as I
have if I’d stopped feeling for my donors every step of
the way. And anyway, if I’d never started choosing, how
would I ever have got close again to Ruth and Tommy
after all those years?

But these days, of course, there are fewer and fewer
donors left who I remember, and so in practice, I haven’t
been choosing that much. As I say, the work gets a lot
harder when you don’t have that deeper link with the



He otnyckai meHs

Tak uau nHAaUe, s He CUNTAI0 ce0sI KeM-TO 0OCOOEHHEBIM.
S1 3HA0 IIOMOIIHMKOB, OHM M ceifuac paboTaloT M BBIMMOJI-
HSIOT CBOM OOS3aHHOCTH He Xy’Ke MEeHS, HO JajieKO He
Tak meHsaTcd. MoXKHO HOHATH, €CIU KTO-HUOYAb M3 HUX
¥ 3aBUAYET — MO€l OJHOKOMHATHOI KBapTUpe, MOei Ma-
IIKHEe, HO B IIEPBYIO oUyepelb TOMY, UTO MHE IIO3BOJISIOT
caMoOll pelaTs, 0 KoM s 0yay 3aboTutbesa. Ko Bcemy 4 eire
¥ BOCIIMTAHHUIIA XeHJaIIeMa — OJHOI'O 3TOT'0 NHOTLA XBa-
TaeT, 4TOOLI HA MeHs IIocMmoTrpenau Koco. Ira Koaru III.,
TOBOPAT OHM, MOYKET BbIOMPATh KOI'0 3aX0UeT U BbIOMpaeT
TOJIbKO CBOMX — BOCIIUTAHHUKOB XeuJjamieMa nin Kakoro-
HUOYyAb OPYroro IpHUBUJIErMPOBAHHOrO 3aBefeHus. Camo
coboi1, oHa Ha xXopollneM cuery. §I HacayIlIajgach TaKOro
IOCTATOYHO, a BhI HaBepHAKA eIlle Kymaa OoJIbIlle, M, MO-
JKeT OBITh, CBOS IpaBaa TyT uMeerca. C Ipyroi CTOPOHEI,
A He IepBasd, YV KOro eCTh IpaBO BbIOOpa, M, AyMaio, He
nocyaenuasa. Kaxk O To Hu ObBLIO, passe A He oTpaboraia
CBOE C JOHOPaAMH 13 BCEeBO3MOKHBIX Apyrux mect? He 3a-
ObIBaliTe, UTO K TOMY BPeMEHH, KaK I KOHUY, 3a IIJIeuaMu
y MeHs OyZeT IBeHaIllaTh JeT, ¥ TOJbKO MOCJIeqHIE IITeCThb
M3 HUX MHe paspelraT IOMOraTh KOMY caMa 3axouy.

W mpaBuiabHO IesaioT, mo-moeMy. IIOMOIIIHUKY BeIb
He aBTOMaThl. C KaKIBIM JOHOPOM CTapaellbCcs M30 BCEX
CHUJI, ¥ TIOJ KOHEIl 3TO MOKeT BLIMOTATh. 3alac TeplIeHuns
¥ sHepruu ucroinaerca. [losTomy Korga ecTh BbIOOD, pa-
3yMeeTcsl, BLIOMpAaeIb CBOMX — 9TO eCTeCTBeHHO. PasBe
s Tpojep:Kazach ObI TaK J0Jr0 6e3 OBGIITHOCTU C JOHOpA-
MU, 0e3 COUYBCTBMSA K HUM OT Haudajia g0 Kouma? U, Ge-
3yCJIOBHO, He MOrIJIa Obl BRIOMpATh — He COJIM3NJIACh ObI
CHOBA, COyCTA roabl, ¢ Tommu u Pyr.

Ho uem masbilie, TeM, KOHEUHO, MEHBIIIe M MEHbIIIe
OCTaeTcs JOHOPOB, KOTOPBIX 1 3HAIO IO IIPOIILILIM IrogaM,
TaK 4YTO Ha NPAKTHUKE s IOJb3yIOCh CBOMM IIPAaBOM He
CJUIIKOM YK dacTo. Kak a y:Ke ckasaja, IeJjio UJeT Ky-
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donor, and though I’ll miss being a carer, it feels just
about right to be finishing at last come the end of the
year.

Ruth, incidentally, was only the third or fourth do-
nor I got to choose. She already had a carer assigned to
her at the time, and I remember it taking a bit of nerve
on my part. But in the end I managed it, and the instant
I saw her again, at that recovery centre in Dover, all
our differences — while they didn’t exactly vanish —
seemed not nearly as important as all the other things:
like the fact that we’d grown up together at Hailsham,
the fact that we knew and remembered things no one
else did. It’s ever since then, I suppose, I started seeking
out for my donors people from the past, and whenever I
could, people from Hailsham.

There have been times over the years when I’ve
tried to leave Hailsham behind, when I’ve told myself
I shouldn’t look back so much. But then there came a
point when I just stopped resisting. It had to do with
this particular donor I had once, in my third year as a
carer; it was his reaction when I mentioned I was from
Hailsham. He’d just come through his third donation,
it hadn’t gone well, and he must have known he wasn’t
going to make it. He could hardly breathe, but he looked
towards me and said: “Hailsham. I bet that was a beau-
tiful place.” Then the next morning, when I was mak-
ing conversation to keep his mind off it all, and I asked
where he’d grown up, he mentioned some place in Dorset
and his face beneath the blotches went into a completely
new kind of grimace. And I realised then how desper-
ately he didn’t want reminded. Instead, he wanted to
hear about Hailsham.
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la TdKeJiee, KOTZIa C TOHOPOM HeT XOpoIlleil BHYTpeHHel
CBsA3H1, IMOITOMY, XOTsS MHe OyJeT He XBaTaTh 00s3aHHO-
cTell MOMOIIHHUIIBI, IIOCTABUTL TOUKY B KOHIIE roja Oyzaer,
noskajayi, B caMbIi pas.

PyT, Mexxay mpouuM, OblIa TOIHKO TPETHUM WU UeT-
BEePTHIM JOHOPOM, KOTOPOT'O MHE Paspelluji BbIOpaTh.
K meilt y:xe ObLTa OO STOr0 HPUCTaBJeHa IIOMOIIHUILA,
1 MHe, IIOMHIO, IIPUIILJIOCE J00MBATLCHA, 4YTOOBI PyT mepe-
manu MHe. Ho B KOHIle KOHIIOB s1 3TO YCTPOMJa, U €IBa
s ee BHOBb yBHUjeJla — B IleHTpe peabuauranuu B [[yB-
pe, — Bce, UTO HAC pasfessasio, He TO YTOOBLI MCUe3JIo,
HO CTAJI0 KyJa MeHee BaKHBIM, UeM ApPyroe — HAIIPH-
Mep, TO, UTO MBI BMeCTe BLIPOCJU B XeljIlieMe, TO, UTO
MBI 3HAJX ¥ IIOMHHWJIM TaKoe, Uero He 3HaAJ U He IIOM-
HUJI 00Jbllle HUKTO. JlymMaio, HMEHHO C TeX IIOp f, UTO-
OBI BLIOpPATH AOHOpPA W CTaTh ero IIOMOIIHUIIEH, Hadaja
WCKATh JIIOAEN M3 MOEero IIPOIILJIOTO0, W Mpe’Kae BCEero mua
Xenmema.

BrIBajio 3a 9Tu rosl U TaK, UYTO S IIBITAJIACh OCTABUTD
Xeiiaiem mos3angu, ropopuiia cebe, YTo He HAZO0 BCe BpeMs
ornanbpiBaThbesa. Ho moToM BeaKMil pas HACTYHAaJ MOMEHT,
KOorJla s IepecTaBajia COMPOTUBAATHECA. K aTomy mmeer
OTHOIIIeHWEe OAWH JOHOP, KOTOPLIM OLLI y MEeHs Ha Tpe-
TheM I'oAy PaboThl B KauecTBe MOMOIIHKUKA. TouHee, ero
peakiusa, KOrja OH y3HAJ OT MEeHs, YTO i n3 XeusameMa.
OH TOJBKO UTO IIEPEHEeC TPEeThI0 BBIEMKY — IIepeHec Tsd-
JKeJio 1, OOJIXKHO OBITh, 3HAJ, 4TO He BeITAHeT. OH egBa
IBIMIAJI, HO MOCMOTPEJ Ha MEeHA W cKasay: «XenJIeMm.
Tam, HaBepHOe, ObLIO 3amMeuaTelbHO». Ha cienyrolee
YTPO, KOTZa A pasroBapuBaJia ¢ HUM, YTOOBI er0 OTBJIEUD,
¥ COpOCcHuJa, TAe BhIPOC OH caM, OH Ha3BaJl KaK0oe-TO Me-
cto B [lopceTe, 1 ero JUI0, IOKPBLITOE IIATHAMU, CIOMKU-
JIOCh B KaKyI0-TO COBCEM HOBYIO IrpuMacy. 1 mousia, KaK
eMy He XOoueTcs TaKuX HalloMuHaHuii. BmecTo sTOTO OH
XOTeJI CABIMIATh 0 XenaIeme.
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So over the next five or six days, I told him whatever
he wanted to know, and he’d lie there, all hooked up, a
gentle smile breaking through. He’d ask me about the
big things and the little things. About our guardians,
about how we each had our own collection chests under
our beds, the football, the rounders, the little path that
took you all round the outside of the main house, round
all its nooks and crannies, the duck pond, the food, the
view from the Art Room over the fields on a foggy morn-
ing. Sometimes he’d make me say things over and over;
things I’d told him only the day before, he’d ask about
like I’d never told him. “Did you have a sports pavilion?”
“Which guardian was your special favourite?” At first I
thought this was just the drugs, but then I realised his
mind was clear enough. What he wanted was not just to
hear about Hailsham, but to remember Hailsham, just
like it had been his own childhood. He knew he was close
to completing and so that’s what he was doing: getting
me to describe things to him, so they’d really sink in, so
that maybe during those sleepless nights, with the drugs
and the pain and the exhaustion, the line would blur be-
tween what were my memories and what were his. That
was when I first understood, really understood, just how
lucky we’d been — Tommy, Ruth, me, all the rest of us.

Driving around the country now, I still see things
that will remind me of Hailsham. I might pass the cor-
ner of a misty field, or see part of a large house in the
distance as I come down the side of a valley, even a par-
ticular arrangement of poplar trees up on a hillside,
and I’ll think: “Maybe that’s it! I’ve found it! This actu-
ally is Hailsham!” Then I see it’s impossible and I go on
driving, my thoughts drifting on elsewhere. In particu-
lar, there are those pavilions. I spot them all over the
country, standing on the far side of playing fields, little
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Taxk uTo s AHell MATH UJU IIECTh paccKasbiBajla eMy
BCe, O UeM eMy XOTeJIOCh y3HaTh, M y HEero Ha JIuIle, XOTh
OH ¥ Je)XaJl BeChb CKPIOUEHHLIN, IpPOCTylIajia KPOTKasd
yabsIioka. OH paccopamiuBaj 000 BceM — 0 00JIBIIIOM 1 Ma-
goMm. OO OTIeKyHaX, 0 IMYHBIX CYHAYUYKAX IJII KOJIJIeKITUI
Y KasKJ0ro 13 Hac IoJ KPOBaThio, 0 GyT0oJe, 0 payHIeps,
0 TPONIMHKE, KOoTopas IJia B 00XOJ TJIaBHOTO KOpIyca
U BCe€X YKPOMHBIX MECT, O IIPyJe AJA AOMAIIHUX YTOK,
0 IUTAHUHU, O BUIAE Ha II0JSA TYMaHHBIM YTPOM 13 OKOH
KOMHATBI TBOpUYecTBa. MIHOr[a OH 3aCTaBJIAJ MEHS IIOBTO-
PATH CHOBa U CHOBAa: 00 YCJBIIIIAHHOM BUepa CIIPAIIXBAaJ
Tak, CJOBHO s HHU pasy elle Ipo 9TO He pacCcKasbIBaja.
«A maBuJIBLOH y Bac ObLI?.. A KTO OBLT TBOW JIOOMMBIN
onexkyH?» BHauaje A 00bsICHSAIA 3TO MeAUKAMEHTaMMU,
HO IOTOM IIOHSJIA, YTO I'0JIOBA y HEro JOCTATOYHO sICHAS.
OH XO0TeJ He IIPOCTO CHAYIIATEL IIPO XeMJIIneM, HO BCIIOMU-
HATh €ro, TOYHO CBOe coO0cTBeHHOoe aAeTcTBO. OH 3HAJ, UTO
0JMM30K K 3aBepIIeHNI0, BOT WM TPebOBal OT MEHS, UTO-
OBl A BCe eMy OIIMCHLIBAaJIa, — XOTeJ JHEM YCBOUTH KaK
ciaenyer, 4ToObI 0ECCOHHON HOUYBIO CPEIH BCEX DTUX M3-
HYPUTEJbHBIX MYK, KoTZa o6e360auBaloline He moMora-
0T, V HEro CTHPAJIACh I'PAHUIIA MEKAY MOUMU 1 €I0 BOC-
noMuHaHUAMHU. Torga-To A W IMOHAJA, MO-HACTOAIEMY
oHAJNA, Kak HaM noBe3jo — Tommu, Pyr, MHe u Bcem
OCTAJbHBIM, KTO C HAMH OBLII.

To, 4TO 51 BCTpeUuaro Ha IIyTH B CBOMX pas3bes3fax, 1 Te-
nepb mHOTAA HanmoMuHaeT MHe Xeiamem. CraskeM, II0O-
Je, HaJl KOTOPBIM CTOUT TyMaH. Viu, chbed:kasi ¢ X0JIMa,
BIJKY BIaJIeKe YroJ OOJIBIIIOro 3maHus. Miam maske mpo-
CTO B3TJIAM IIaJaeT Ha TOMOJMHYIO POIUITY Ha B3TOPKEe —
u gymaro: «Heysxenu sgecs? Hamia! Begs npasga sxe —
Xetmmem!» ITorom coobpaxaro — HeT, OmINOKa, HEBO3-
MOXKHO — M eIy JaJbIlle, MBICJM IIePeXOAAT Ha APyroe.
ITaBUIBOHBI — BOT YTO Yallle BCEro IPHUBJIEKAET BHUMA-
HUe, g MOBCIOLY MX 3aMeuaio. ¥ JaJIbHeHl CTOPOHEBI CIOP-
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white prefab buildings with a row of windows unnatu-
rally high up, tucked almost under the eaves. I think
they built a whole lot like that in the fifties and sixties,
which is probably when ours was put up. If I drive past
one, I keep looking over to it for as long as possible, and
one day I’ll crash the car like that, but I keep doing it.
Not long ago I was driving through an empty stretch of
Worcestershire and saw one beside a cricket ground so
like ours at Hailsham I actually turned the car and went
back for a second look.

We loved our sports pavilion, maybe because it re-
minded us of those sweet little cottages people always
had in picture books when we were young. I can remem-
ber us back in the Juniors, pleading with guardians to
hold the next lesson in the pavilion instead of the usual
room. Then by the time we were in Senior 2—when we
were twelve, going on thirteen — the pavilion had be-
come the place to hide out with your best friends when
you wanted to get away from the rest of Hailsham.

The pavilion was big enough to take two separate
groups without them bothering each other — in the sum-
mer, a third group could hang about out on the veranda.
But ideally you and your friends wanted the place just
to yourselves, so there was often jockeying and argu-
ing. The guardians were always telling us to be civilised
about it, but in practice, you needed to have some strong
personalities in your group to stand a chance of getting
the pavilion during a break or free period. I wasn’t ex-
actly the wilting type myself, but I suppose it was really
because of Ruth we got in there as often as we did.

Usually we just spread ourselves around the chairs
and benches — there’d be five of us, six if Jenny B. came
along — and had a good gossip. There was a kind of con-
versation that could only happen when you were hidden

12
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TUBHOTO IIOJIA — MAaJIeHbKoe 0ejloe THIIOBOE CTPOeHUe,
OKOIIKY B Psiji HEOOBIYHO BHICOKO, IIOUTH IIOJ CAMOM KPBbI-
mreii. I mymaio, TaKMX OYeHb MHOT'O HACTPOUJIN B IIATULIE-
CATEHIE U MIeCTUAECAThbIe — TOTa K€, BEPOATHO, IIOSBUJICS
u Hami. Korga momagaercs Takoii IaBUILOH, 1 CMOTPIO Ha
HEro u CMOTPIO, IIOKA MOJKHO, 1 OJHAYKIbLI, HaBepHOe, Ie-
JI0 KOHUUTCS aBTOKATacTpo(oii — HO BCe PABHO CMOTPIO.
HenmasHo gopora 1ija 1o IyCTEIHHOM MeCTHOCTH B BycTep-
Irpe, 1 y KPUKETHOTO II0JISI CTOSJI IIaBUJILOH, KOTOPBIH
OBLT TaK IIOXO0JK Ha HAII, UTO A pasBepHyJIach U Ipoexaja
HEeMHOI'0 Has3ak, 4YTOObI IOCMOTPETE eIlle pPas.

MbI J100MIM HAII HABUJIBOH — MOJKET ObITh, IIOTOMY,
YTO OH HAIIOMMHAJ HAM MHJble MaJleHbKNEe CeMeHHbIe
KOTTEeI)KM Ha KapTUHKAX B JeTCKMX KHMKKax. IlomHIO,
B MJIAAIINX KJAaccaxX Mbl YIpPaIllNBaJi OIIEKYHOB IIPOBE-
CTU OYepeTHOM YPOK He TaM, I'Zie 0OBIYHO, a B TaBUJILOHE.
A Ko BTOpOMY cTapIiiieMy — HaM TorJa ObLIO ABEeHAAIATh,
I1eJ TPUHAAIATHIN — IIaBUJILOH CTAJI MECTOM, I'le MOXK-
HO OBLIO YeAUHUTHCA C JYUIIUMHU JPY3bAMHI, KOTJa X0Te-
JIOCH IIOOBLITH IIOAAJBIIE OT OCTAJIBHBIX.

B maBmiboHEe CIOKOMHO IIOMEIAJNChL ABE KOMIaHWN
¥ He MeIlaJiid IPYyT APYTY, a JIETOM Ha BepaHJe MOTIJa pac-
MOJIOKUTRLCSA 1 TPeThbs. Ho B ugease Tede ¢ APY3bAMU KN
MOAPYKKAMHU XOTEJIOCh 3aHSATHh BeCh MABUJIBOH, M YacCTO
M3-3a 9TOT0 HAUMHAJNICH Pas3Hble MaHEBPHI U cIopbl. Ome-
KYHBI TO U JIeJI0 HAIIOMHUHAJIN HaM, UTO PEIllaTh 3T BOIPO-
Chl HAIO IUBUJIM30BAHHO, HO HA IIPAKTHUKE, YTOOLI TBOS
KOMIIAHUA IIOJYUNJIa IIaBUJILOH Ha IepeMeHy MM Ha CBO-
00mHOEe BpeMsi, B €e COCTaBe JOJKHEI ObLIN OBITh CUJIbHBIE
auuHocTu. S cama Obliia He POOKOro JecATKa, HO AyMAaio,
YTO MBI TaK YaCTO 3aHMMAaJI HaBUJILOH Osaromaps Pyr.

OGBIYHO MBI PACCAKUBAJINCL HA CTYJIbAX M CKaMeli-
Kax — Hac ObLIO HmATEPO, a eCJM IMOoAKJIoUaaachk [ :xKeH-
HU B., TO IIecTepo — u maBaju BOJIO sS3bIKaM. Takue
PasroBophel TOJBKO TaM, B YeAWHEHUM, M MOTJIH IIPOMC-
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away in the pavilion; we might discuss something that
was worrying us, or we might end up screaming with
laughter, or in a furious row. Mostly, it was a way to
unwind for a while with your closest friends.

On the particular afternoon I’'m now thinking of,
we were standing up on stools and benches, crowding
around the high windows. That gave us a clear view of
the North Playing Field where about a dozen boys from
our year and Senior 3 had gathered to play football.
There was bright sunshine, but it must have been rain-
ing earlier that day because I can remember how the sun
was glinting on the muddy surface of the grass.

Someone said we shouldn’t be so obvious about
watching, but we hardly moved back at all. Then Ruth
said: “He doesn’t suspect a thing. Look at him. He really
doesn’t suspect a thing.”

When she said this, I looked at her and searched for
signs of disapproval about what the boys were going to
do to Tommy. But the next second Ruth gave a little
laugh and said: “The idiot!”

And I realised that for Ruth and the others, whatever
the boys chose to do was pretty remote from us; whether
we approved or not didn’t come into it. We were gath-
ered around the windows at that moment not because
we relished the prospect of seeing Tommy get humili-
ated yet again, but just because we’d heard about this
latest plot and were vaguely curious to watch it unfold.
In those days, I don’t think what the boys did amongst
themselves went much deeper than that. For Ruth, for
the others, it was that detached, and the chances are
that’s how it was for me too.

Or maybe I’m remembering it wrong. Maybe even
then, when I saw Tommy rushing about that field, undis-
guised delight on his face to be accepted back in the fold
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XOAUTh: MBI JeJUJINCHL BCAKMMHU BOJHEHUAMU U 3a00Ta-
MU, 3aAyIlleBHAA Oecela BIIOJHE MOTJIA KOHUYUTHCS B3PBI-
BOM XO0XOTa HJMN APOCTHOU mepenaykoini. IIpe:xkme Bcero
3TO OBLI cIOCO0 HEMHOTO PaccJaadUTHCA, BHINYCTUTH IIap
B IPYKEeCKOM 00IIecTBe.

B ToT neHb, KOTOPBIH s ceiuac BCIIOMUHAIO, MBI CTOS-
JIZ HA Ta0ypeTKaxX U CKaMeNKax U TISAJed B OKOIIIKY 10T
notoakoM. OTTyza XOPOIIIo ObLIO BUIHO CEBEPHOE HUI'PO-
BOE II0JIe, Tie cOOPaIoCh AJs1 UT'PEI B PYyTOOJI JecsaTh-aBe-
HAAIATh MAJbUYMIIEK U3 BTOPOT'O CTAPIIEro, KaK MBI, 1 13
TpeTbero. CBeTUJI0 ApPKOe COJIHIIE, HO YyTPOM, HaBepHOe,
IIPOIIIeJ JOXKOb: s IIOMHIO, KAK Ha Tpase 0JiecTeJia IpA3b.

KTo-To 13 Hac 3aMeTHJI, UTO He CTOMJIO Obl TAPAIIHATE-
cA TaK SIBHO, HO HHU OJHA I'0JIOBa OT OKOH HE OTOJIBHUHY-
aack. ITorom Pyr ckasana: «OH HuUero He moJ03peBaer.
Hano :xe — coBceM HuUero».

Yecabimas aTo, s Opocuia Ha Hee B3IVISL — XOTeJja
YBUIeTh, HET JIN Ha ee JUIle cjela HeoJoOpeHUA O TOBO-
Iy TOTO, KakK pebsTa cobuparorcsa mocTynuTthb ¢ Tommu. Ho
cekyHIy crmycTs PyT yemexHy1ach u ckasama: «guot!»

W1 a momsanma, uro B riasax PyT u Bceli HaIeil KoMm-
MAaHUU 3aMbICJbI MAaJbUYNKOB OBLIM UeM-TO JOBOJILHO [a-
JIEKMM OT Hac, O400pATh MM HET — TaKOr'0 BOIIpoca He
BO3HUKAJ0. MBI He TOTOMY cOOpaJuCh y OKOH, UTO XOTe-
JIX TIOPaZoBaThbCs HOBOMY YHMKeHHI0 ToMMH, a IPOCTO
IIOTOMY, UTO CJBIXaJIX PO CErOSHAIIHIOI 3aTei0 W HaM
OBLIIO HEMHOTO JIFOOOIIBITHO, YTO M3 BCETO ITOTO BBIHIET.
He mgymaio, uTo B TO BpeMs MaJIbUUIlIeCKUE AeJjia 3aHU-
Majau Hac cuiabHee. [ia PyT u geBoueK 9TO OBLIM BeIlH,
B 00IIIeM, UysKHue, U AJIA MeHsd, CKopee BCero, ToXKe.

Wian, moxxeTr ObITH, A olrnbaroch. MoikeT OBITh, yiKe

TOorga Ipu Bujae TOMMM, KOTOPBIA HOCHUJICS MO IIOJIO,
IaBasi BOJIIO PAJOCTU M3-3a TOTO, UTO €ro OIATL OepyT
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