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.
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M enst 30ByT Karu III. Mue TpuaiaTh OAUH, U S BOT YKe
OOWHHAJIATE C JIUIITHUM JIET KaK IIOMOTaio TOHOPaM.
IloJiro, KOHEYHO, HO MHe OBLIO CKa3aHo, YT00bI s Ipopabo-
Tajla elfe BOCEMb MecAlleB — 10 KoHmna roga. Ilosyuwnrca
TOUTH ABEHAANATH JeT. Teneph g MOHUMAI0, YTO MEHs, MO-
JKeT ObITh, COBCEM HE€ MOTOMY HEpPsKaT CTOJHLKO BPEMEHW,
YTO CUMTAIOT MO yCHeXH (paHTaCTUUYEeCKMMU. BeIBaIM OT-
JIMYHBbIEe TOMOIIHUKY, KOTOPLIM MIPHUXOAWJIOCH IIOCTABUTH
TOUKY BCero uepes ABa-Tpu roga. C Apyroil CTOPOHEI, s 3HA-
JIa OIHOr0, Y KOTOPOTO 3TO AJIMJIOCH ITIOJHBIX YeTHIPHAAIIATD
JIeT, XOTs OH ObLI HAcCTOslllee TycToe MecTo. Tak UuTo A He
pamu XBacTOBCTBa roBopio. Ho Bce-TaKku s TOUHO 3HAIO, UTO
OHU JOBOJIBbHBI MOeli paboToii, 1 A caMa B IIeJIOM TOXKe I0-
BostbHA. CocTossHME MOUX JOHOPOB Yallle BCEro OLIBAJIO I'0-
pasmo Jydire o)Kumaemoro. Peabuimrainusa Inia GBICTPO,
U IIOYTH HUKOMY He IIVCAJI «BO30YIKJEeH» — IaKke mepen
yeTBepTOii BhIeMKoii. CoryiacHa, ceiiuac yiKe, HaBepHOe,
xBacTaoch. Ho TO 0ueHb MHOIO AJIs1 MEHS 3HAUUT — OIIy-
IIeHre, YTO S XOPOIIIO AeJai0 CBOe JIeJI0, OCOOEHHO Ty ero
YacTh, UTO JOJIMKHA IIOMOYb JOHOPY OCTAaBAThCA B KaTero-
PUU «CIIOKOMHBIX». ¥ MEHsI Pa3BWJIOCH KaK0e-TO BHYTPEH-
Hee YyThe 10 OTHOIIIeHUIO K HUM. 1 3Haio, Korga Hamo Ho-
00IpUTh, HOOBITH PSALOM, KOr[a JIyYIlle OCTABUTH OJHOIO;
KOT/Ia TepIIeJIUBO BHICJIYIIIATh, YTO OH TOBOPUT, KOTa IIPO-
CTO OTMaXHYThCA U CKa3aTh, YTOOBI IEPEMEHII ILIACTUHKY.
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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’1ll 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

6



He oTnyckan meHs

Tak niau nHaue, g HE CUUTAIO ce0sS KeM-TO OCOOEHHBIM.
§1 3Ha0 IOMOIITHUKOB, OHU U ceiiuac paboTaioT ¥ BBIIOJI-
HAIOT CBOM O00A3aHHOCTM He XysKe MeHS, HO JajJeKo He
TaK meHATcA. MOMKHO MOHATH, €CJU KTO-HUOYIh M3 HUX
¥ 3aBUAYeT — MOell OMHOKOMHATHOU KBapTUpe, MOel Ma-
IIMHEe, HO B IIEPBYIO OYepeab TOMY, UTO MHE II03BOJIAIOT
caMoili pelaThb, 0 KoM i 0yny 3aborutbesi. Ko Bcemy 4 erre
1 BocIIUTaHHUIIA XelnalneMa — OJHOI'O 3TOr'0 MHOTIa XBa-
TaeT, YTOOLI Ha MeHs ImocMoTpeau Koco. Ira Karm III.,
TOBOPAT OHU, MOKET BLIOMPATh KOT0 3aX0UeT U BLIOMPaeT
TOJIBKO CBOUX — BOCIIMTAHHUKOB XeHJIneMa UJIu KaKoro-
HUOYAL APYIroro IMPHBUIECTHPOBAHHOrO 3aBemeHusa. Camo
co0oii, OHa Ha XOpoIlleM cueTry. S HacJayIIajgachk TAKOTO
IOCTATOYHO, a Bbl HABEPHIKA eIlle Kyaa OoJibIlle, U, MO-
JKeT OBITh, CBOSA IIpaBaa TyT umeercs. C Jpyroil CTOPOHEI,
A He IepBasi, Y KOTO eCTh IIPaBO BbIOOpa, M, AyMaio, He
nocienusas. Kak ObI To HU OBLIO, pasBe g He oTpaboraia
CBO€ C JOHOPaMU M3 BCEBO3MOKHBIX Apyrux mect? He 3a-
ObIBaiiTe, YTO K TOMY BPeMeH!, KaK s KOHUY, 3a ILJIe4aMu
y MeHs OyZeT JBeHAAIaTh JIeT, U TOJbKO MOCJIeTHIE IIIeCTh
13 HUX MHE PaspelnarT IIOMOTaTh KOMY caMa 3axouy.

W mpaBuabHO menaior, mo-moemy. IloMOITHUKY Benb
He aBToMaThl. C Ka'KIbIM JOHOPOM CTapaelrbCcs 130 BCeX
CIJI, 1 TIOJ KOHEIl 3TO MOKeT BBIMOTATh. 3alac TepHeHns
¥ sHepruu ucroiraercsa. IlosTomy Korza ecTh BbIOOD, pa-
3yMeeTcsi, BbIOMPAEIIb CBOMX — 9TO €CTeCTBeHHO. PasBe
A mpojep:kajach ObI TaK J0JIT0 6e3 OOIIHOCTU C JOHOpa-
Mu, 0e3 COUyBCTBUA K HUM OT Hauajga no Kouma? U, Ge-
3yCJIOBHO, He MOTJia Obl BRIOMpPATh — He COJM3UIACH OBI
CHOBA, cOycTdA rogbl, ¢ Tommu u PyT.

Ho uem pganpire, TeM, KOHEUYHO, MEHbIIE X MEHbLIIIE
OCTaeTCs JOHOPOB, KOTOPHIX s 3HAIO II0 IPOIILILIM I'ofaM,
TaKk 4YTO Ha IMPAKTHKE S II0Jb3yIOCh CBOMM IIPABOM HeE
CIUIIKOM YK yacTo. Kak s y»Ke ckasajia, Jejio UAeT 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 TAXKeJiee, KOTIa C JOHOPOM HET XOpOIlleil BHyTPpeHHe!
CBA3U, IIO3TOMY, XOTdA MHe OyZeT He XBaTaTb 00A3aHHO-
CTeli TIOMOIITHUIIEI, TIOCTABUTh TOUKY B KOHIIE rojga OyzmeT,
HOXKaJIyi, B CAMBIHA pas.

Pyr, Mme:xay mpouum, GbljIa TOJIBKO TPETHhUM UJIU YeT-
BEPTBIM JOHOPOM, KOTOPOTO MHE Pa3pelluju BbIOPATh.
K meil y:xke Obl1a O 9TOro IMpuUCTAaBJIEeHA MOMOIIHHUIIA,
U MHe, IOMHIO, IIPUIILJIOCEH J0OUBaThC, UYTOObI PyT mepe-
nanu MHe. Ho B KOHIIe KOHIIOB S 9TO YCTPOMJIA, M €IBa
s ee BHOBB yBHUJeJa — B IeHTpe peabunuranuu B JyB-
pe, — Bce, UTO Hac pasfejsjio, He TO UTOOLI MCUesJo,
HO CTaJI0 KyJa MeHee BasKHBIM, UeM APyroe — HAIPH-
Mep, TO, UYTO MBI BMECTE BBIPOCJIU B XeHJIemMe, TO, UTO
MbI 3HAJM UM IIOMHMJM TaKoe, Uero He 3HAJ W He IIOM-
HuJ O0oJbllle HUKTO. [l[ymMaio, MMEeHHO C TeX TOp f, UTO-
ObI BBIOPATH JOHOPA W CTATh €ro IOMOIIHUIel, Hauaia
WCKAaTh JIIOJell U3 MOero IpoIIJIoT0, U IpekIe BCero us
Xeitmema.

BriBajio 3a 9TH rofbl U TaK, YTO A NBITAJIACH OCTABUTH
Xeiliniem mosanu, roBopuiia cebe, UTO He HAJIO BCce BpeMs
oraanabiBaThCesa. Ho moToM BCAKMM pas3 HACTyIaJ MOMEHT,
Korja s IlepecTaBajia CONPOTHUBIATHCA. K aToMy mmeer
OTHOIIIeHNEe OAWH JOHOP, KOTOPBIA OBLILI y MeHsd Ha Tpe-
TheM IOy PabOTHI B KauecTBe IIOMOIIHNKA. TouHee, ero
peakmusa, KOTAa OH y3HAJI OT MeHs, UTO A u3 XeuJiema.
OH TOJIBKO YTO IepeHeC TPEeThio BEIEMKY — IIepeHec Ts-
JKeJIo U, JOJIKHO OBLITh, 3HAJ, UTO He BEITAHeT. OH enBa
OBIIIAJI, HO IIOCMOTPEJ Ha MeHS MW CKasay: «XeHJImneM.
Tam, HaBepHOe, OBLIO 3aMeuaTesJbHO». Ha ciemyroiee
YTPO, KOTZa s pasroBapuBaJjia ¢ HUM, YTOOBI er0 OTBJIEUD,
U CIPOCHUJIA, I'/le BEIPOC OH CaM, OH Ha3BaJl KAKOEe-TO Me-
cto B [lopcere, 1 ero JIMI0, MIOKPBHITOE MATHAMU, CIOMKU-
JIOCh B KaKYIO-TO COBCEM HOBYIO rpuMacy. S moHama, Kak
eMy He XOueTcA TaKMX HamOMHHaHWU. BmecTo aToro oH
XOTeJI CABIIIATE 0 XeHaIieme.
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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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Tax uTo s AHEN HATH MJIU MIECTh PAcCKa3bIBaja eMy
BCE, 0 UeM eMy XOTeJOCh Y3HATb, U Y Hero Ha JIUIEe, XOTh
OH M JIeKAJ BeCh CKPIOYEHHBIN, IPOCTymajaa KPOTKAasd
yabioka. OH paccupamuBaj 000 BceM — O 0OJIBIIIOM U Ma-
som. OO0 oeKyHaxX, 0 IUYHBIX CYHAYUYKAX IJIS KOJIEKITHI
VY KasKJ0T0 13 HAC IIOJ KPOBaThIo, 0 hyTdoJe, O payHAeps,
0 TPONMHKE, KOTopas IjIa B 00XO0J IJIAaBHOI'O KOpIyca
M BCeX YKPOMHBIX MECT, O IpPyHe AJS HOMAIIHUX YTOK,
0 IUTAHWM, O BUJE HA MHOJIA TYMAHHBIM YTPOM M3 OKOH
KOMHATEI TBOpUYecTBa. VIHOrIa OH 3aCTaBJISAI MEHS IIOBTO-
PATH CHOBA U CHOBA: 00 YCJBIIIIAHHOM BUYepa CIIPAIINBAJI
Tak, CJOBHO s HM pasy eIlfe IPo 5TO He pacCKasbIBaJjia.
«A maBUIBOH y Bac 6b1I?.. A KTO OBLI TBOI JIIOOMMBIi
oneKkyH?» BHauasie A 00BsACHANA 3TO MeAMKaMeHTaMU,
HO IIOTOM IIOHSJIA, YTO I'0JIOBA Y HEro JOCTATOUYHO SCHAJ.
OH XO0TeJI He IIPOCTO CAYIIATEL IPO XeHIeM, HO BCIIOMU-
HaTh ero, TO4YHO CBOe co0cTBeHHOoe aeTcTBo. OH 3HAJ, UTO
OJMM30K K 3aBepIlIeHNI0, BOT WM TPeGOBaJI OT MEHs, YTO-
OBl A BCE €My OIMMChIBAJIA, — XOTEeJ AHEM YCBOUTh KaK
cienyer, 4ToOLI OECCOHHOII HOUBIO CpPeAy BCEeX JTUX W3-
HYPUTEJbHBIX MYK, KoTZa 00e30ouBalonye He IoMora-
0T, y HEro CTHpaJach IPaHUIIA MEMKAY MOMMU U €ero Boc-
noMmuHaHUAMU. Torma-tro S M MOHANA, IIO-HACTOAIIEMY
HOoHAJNa, KaKk HaM moBes3so — Tommwu, Pyr, MHe u BceM
OCTAJIbHBIM, KTO C HAMU OBLI.

To, uTO 51 BCTpeuaro HA IIYTH B CBOUX Pasbeslax, U Te-
mepb MHOTAA HamoMuHaeT MHe Xeiamiem. Craskem, II0-
Jie, HaJ KOTOPLIM CTOMT TyMmaH. Wiy, chbedskas ¢ X0aMa,
BI)KY BIaJIeKe yroj 0OoJbIoro smaHmsA. Vau maske mpo-
CTO B3IJIAJ IaJAeT Ha TOIOJUHYIO POIUIlY Ha B3TOPKEe —
u gymaio: «Heyxenu sgecs? Hamura! Bens npasma ke —
Xeiinmem!» IloTom coobpaskaro — HeT, OIINOKAa, HEBO3-
MOJKHO — W ey AaJIbIlle, MBICIM IEePEeXOIAT Ha APyroe.
ITaBuIbOHBI — BOT UTO Yallle BCEro MPUBJIEKAET BHUMA-
HUe, A MOBCIONY UX 3aMeuaro. Y JaJibHEH CTOPOHBI CIIOP-
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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
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TUBHOI'O IIOJIA — MaJieHbKoe 0ejloe THUIIOBOE CTpOoeHwue,
OKOIIIKY B PAJ HEOOBIYHO BHICOKO, IIOUTHU IIO] CAMOM KPbI-
mreii. {1 mymaro, TaKMX OYeHb MHOT'O HACTPOMJIN B IIATHUAE-
CATHIE U MIeCTUAECAThIE — TOTA K€, BePOSITHO, TOSIBUJICS
u Hari. Korga momamaercss TaKoil IaBUJIbOH, I CMOTPIO Ha
HEeTro M CMOTPIO, IOKAa MOYKHO, ¥ OTHAXKIBLI, HaBepHOe, Je-
JI0 KOHUYUTCS aBTOKATACTPO(Oii — HO BCe PABHO CMOTPIO.
HepnasHo mopora 1ra mo mycTeIHHON MecTHOCTU B BycTep-
Iiupe, 1 y KPUKETHOTO IOJIS CTOSJ MaBUJILOH, KOTOPBIM
OBLJI TAK MOXOJK HAa HAIII, YTO S Pa3BEePHYJIACH U IIpoexasia
HEeMHOTO Hasa]l, YTOObI IOCMOTPETH eIlfe pas.

Mgz1 001N HAIl TAaBUJILOH — MOKET OBITh, IIOTOMY,
YTO OH HAIIOMMHAJ HaM MMUJIbIe MaJIeHbKHE ceMeiHbIe
KOTTeMIKM Ha KapTUHKaX B JeTCKUX KHIKKaX. [loMHIO,
B MJIAJININX KJaccaX MbI YIIPAIINBAJIM OIEKYHOB IIPOBe-
CTU OUYepPeIHOI YPOK He TaM, I'Zle OOLIYHO, a B IaBUJILOHE.
A Ko BTOpOMY cTapiiieMy — HaM Torza ObLIO IBeHAAIIATh,
IIeJl TPUHAAIIATHIN — MaBUJILOH CTAaJ MECTOM, T'e MOXK-
HO OBLJIO YeAUHUTHCA C JYUIINMU IPY3bIMU, KOIJa X0Te-
JIOCh TTOOBITH IIOAJIBIIIe OT OCTAJIbHBIX.

B maBuiboHE CIOKOMHO MOMEIAJNChL JBe KOMIIAHUU
¥ He MeIllaJid APYT IPYTy, a JeTOM Ha BepamHze MOrJia pac-
TOJIOXKUTHCA U TpeThs. Ho B umease Tebe ¢ APY3bAMU WU
HOAPY:KKaMM XOTeJIOCh 3aHATHh BeCh MABUJIBOH, X YACTO
M3-3a 9TOT0 HAUMHAJINCH Pas3Hble MaHeBPLI 1 coopkl. Otme-
KYHBI TO ¥ JeJI0 HAalIOMUHAJIN HaM, UYTO PelllaTh 3T BOIIPO-
Chl HAJ0 IUBUJIN30BAHHO, HO Ha MPaKTHUKE, UTOOBI TBOS
KOMIIaHUA IIOJyYNJa NaBUJIBOH HA IepeMeHy WJIN Ha CBO-
0onHOE BpeMs, B ee COCTaBe HOJIMKHBI ObLIMN ObITH CUJIbHBIE
auuHocTu. I cama Oblia He POOKOTO AecATKAa, HO AyMAaio,
YTO MBI TAK YACTO 3aHMMAJIU MaBUJILOH Ojarogaps Pyr.

OOBIYHO MBI pacCa’KMBAJINCh HA CTYJbAX U CKaMem-
Kax — Hac OBLIO IATEpO, a ecJiu MoAKJIoYagach [xemH-
HU B., TO IecTepo — u gaBasiu BOJIIO A3bIKaM. Taxue
pasToBOpPHI TOJBKO TaM, B YeIWHEHUHU, M MOTJIN IIPOUC-
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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 AEJUJINCh BCAKMMU BOJHEHUAMHU W 3abora-
MU, 3aayIllleBHaA Oecela BIIOJHE MOTJIA KOHUUTHCA B3PBI-
BOM XOXOTa HJMN APOCTHOI Iepemankoii. IIpe:xxae Bcero
3TO GBLI CIIOCOO HEMHOTO PacCJabUThCs, BBIMYCTUTH Iap
B IPYKECKOM 00IIlecTse.

B ToT meHb, KOTOPBIN A cefiuac BCIIOMUHAO, MBI CTOS-
Jii Ha Ta0ypeTKax 1 CKaMelKax U IJIAAEeNU B OKOIIIKY IO
notoaxkoM. OTTyma XOpoIIo ObLII0O BUIHO CEBEpPHOE UTPO-
BOe TI0JIe, Tle cO0PaIoCh AJs UTPEI B (hyTOOJ JecATh-aBe-
HAAIATh MAJBYUIIEK 13 BTOPOI'O CTAPIIEro, KaK Mbl, 1 U3
TpeTbero. CBeTUJIO IPKOE COJIHIIE, HO YTPOM, HaBepHOe,
IIPOIIeJ JOKIb: A MIOMHIO, KaK Ha TpaBe 6JiecTesia Ipsisb.

KTo-TO 13 Hac 3amMeTnJI, UTO HE CTOMJIO OBl TAPAIUTh-
cA TaK SIBHO, HO HU OJHA T0JIOBA OT OKOH HE OTOABUHY-
aack. ITorom Pyt ckasana: «OH HHUUero He IIOJ03PEBAaeT.
Hagmo xe — coBcem HHUYEro0».

VYeapimas 9T0, 1 Opocusa Ha Hee B3TJIAL — XOTeja
YBUETh, HET JIW HA ee JINIe cJiefa HeoZOOPEeHM 10 II0BO-
Iy TOTO, KaK pebsara cobuparoTca mocTynuTh ¢ Tommu. Ho
CceKyHAy cmycTa PyT yemexuysiachk u ckasana: «aumor!»

W s momsana, uro B riazax PyT m Bcell Hamreir KoMm-
TMaHUYW 3aMbICJIbI MaJbUMKOB OBLIM UeM-TO JOBOJIBHO [Ia-
JEeKUM OT Hac, OJO0pATH MJIM HET — TAaKOTO BOIIpoca He
BO3HUKaJI0. MBI He TOTOMY COOpaIUCh Y OKOH, UYTO XOTe-
JU TIOpaZoBaThbCcA HOBOMY VHUMIKeHHI0 ToMMM, a IpPOCTO
TIOTOMY, YTO CJBIXaJW IIPO CErOAHAIIHIOI 3aTel0 M HaM
OBLJI0 HEMHOTO JIIOOONBITHO, UTO U3 BCErO YTOr'0 BEIMIET.
He nymaio, uTo B TO BpeMs MaJbUUINIECKNE gejia 3aHU-
majsim Hac cuabHee. s PyT u geBouek sTo ObLIN Bemu,
B 00IIleM, UyiKue, 1 JJIs MEeHs, CKOpee BCero, Toxe.

Wnau, moxxer ObITh, A omubaiochk. MoKeT OBITh, yiKe

Torma mpu Buie ToOMMHM, KOTOPBIM HOCHJICSA MO IIOJIO,
naBasi BOJIIO PAIOCTH M3-3a TOT'O0, UYTO €ro OHATh 0epyT
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