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Bert didn't answer her. Hchudty-pohnohamymon.ﬂcmhh
mppaoﬂ'amyinﬁomofthewbyhdxﬁv&gmmndlnmyed
dncthcwbolcwening.mbgdmmddauwdnmeophy
mndwithdaewhl!kbuddmwhlmmdmemso
inthcmdwcmatﬁedhimcoit.Mybtodmmdlpmamofm
amnamndtbeum:lmmdpmmmcddnmmandm&

‘Hmmdubdd&:ﬂdmmdinwhh,’lm\gslmﬂwdme
aaialabogtbetopofﬂnmwhﬂc&mdochdbimdﬁheﬁw.m
thwghwcwue)ewish.mdﬁd.'Doywuhthhwﬁalmbem
tawful wedded wife?”

Wﬂ'm,’BthoMamhdxkimbmwbom
Mwﬁmbqpy&n&adwedadxdoomywofa
hueofmh.bmdsonbah!p’n;hips.fwnidsbkinbaaimpknc
smock dress.

Tmuﬂhgm'ﬁnaﬂ.bcfoudhppaﬁnghd&hmdn

gloom.

Bm:igbdandpmhedmytlnmofh’smgemdmsh
supper. He;otouthismhmamp.Nodﬁngab«nhimd\ined
Wwﬁvmapaf&dymudhldpmhombwpdlﬁshad.
Helookoddmdﬁwngohgupthewnd.Upthexoadm'tjlmmthe
wpdthcmawhmit.hnmﬂauduﬁbd«gdnm
mmmamwwﬂkwum
dsemmkandlﬁs&zbabcﬁonhim.mdthqmaﬂalhd&ﬂ.
BigBen.hﬁddkBm.and[jnchn.Bomdwidsdnweddhgm

Abhnofopcn.mnykndopai.ﬁcWhmthclivigmmmdma&
Bm;ﬁmltnev«b«lmdMumdmsbewsdzodyﬁvignd
on the council estate to like such music.
'Listcn.youﬂﬂhit"shcddutbewuedhhndsuomdthc
mnkykhdmeo'l‘hclmc&m‘ﬁommsmrﬂy.m

Doppy Linda, who seemed to be enjoying herself until thea, turned
hamupmdloo&edaxdtcbdundnid.‘Oh.isdmmcﬁmeM?’

39



Thea she go up to leave in the midst of the first aria when the pitch
was sufficiently picrcing to shatter a glass if we'd had one, but as it was,
they'd all been broken and we kept 1o Tupperware beakers, stained
Tupperware beakers that smelled of spaghetti bolognese.

The music stopped. The two women emerged from the kitchen,
their Friday evening gossip over.

‘decmgcttheokm’sdinwon,'thhhnghcd,boﬁngu
her watch, “He'll have my guts for garters.”

Bert nodded as if to suggest she had overstayed her welcome and
then he followed her 1o the door with his eyes, looking her up and
down. Linda sammed the front door hard and we heard her stilettos

“That woman doesn’t know her own strength,” Bert said.

‘T think Tl go for a littde walk,” Mum said, bending at the knees,
wamnming up. We all knew what her little walks entailed. Aside from
opera, Mum's other passion in life was rammaging: be it for fumiture,
clothes, omaments or oddments. The estate bins were the perfect place
to salvage such items and Mum frequented the site just enough to keep
our house full of clutter.

“You don't need anything clse,” Bert said without opening his eyes.

Mum dida't answer him, she just looked at me, lifting her brows
and widening her eyes. Tt was a request for me to accompany her. T felt
obliged, even though rummaging was an embarrassing business for a girl
on the cusp of puberty. My biggest fear was secing Nick Woodward, or
Woody as we called him. I was more smitten with him than ever those
chyundlhuwllmheﬁeq\mmdlhcnbbishbimﬂcmdlbom
setting firc to the cars in the area and using spray paint to write *Fuk off
you Kunts™ on the Caretaker’s garage door. Mum said if he was going
to do such things he should learn to spell propesly.

“Woody gets the most detentions in the whole class,” | boasted as
we waited for the kift to amive.

“Bloody Lift,” Mum said, giving it an impatient kick. Then she
returned to bouncing the pram in anticipation of our litde walk, The
pram was acquired at a jumble sale. The cumbersome thing stood by the
front door, making it quite an effort to get in or out of the flar. Mum
used it for shopping, jumble sales, 2nd rummaging.
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“I've written his initials on all my school books,” I said, as the lift
arrived and 2 whiff of stale urine seeped out. Mum entered backwards,
stepping over the puddle, pulling the pram in after her, and wedging
the handle up against her bosom. I squeczed in on tiptoes, attempting
to evade contamination. Taking 2 decp breath aad holding my nose, |
pressed the button for the car park.

“1 think he likes me,” | said, after jumping out of the lift and adding
to the array of wet footprints on the slippery red linoleurn. “Ar registra-
tion, he tumned his eyelids inside out and stared at me.”

“Umm,” Mum said, trying to mancuver the pram back out of
the lift.

“He chased me with a chicken foot that he got from the butcher, He
could make its claws move by pulling on 2 tendon.”

“Umm,"” Mum said again, and 1 could cell her heart wasn't really
in it.

“Annic asked him out for me last Friday in P.E. He said T was
too fat. If T do a hundred sit ups a day and doa't cat any more of the
mint creams...."”

Mum had a far away look on her face. 1 held tight oato the side of
the pram as we jostled down the concrete ramp and along the walkway.
The bins loomed so close | could smell them. Mum was smiling; she
hadn't been rummaging for a few days.

“If he's at the bins, can we pretend to be chucking the pram away?”
I asked. After a pause, she answered me; perhaps it was duc to the fact
that my question had the word “bins” in it.

“Don’t Be such a snob,” she said. *And will you stop blimming well
going on about that boy? He's from a no-good family and you're 100
young to be fancying boys.”

“But, Mum, I'm twelve and three quarters now. Dawn Johnson is
only eleven and a half and she’s got a boyfriend already.”

“Well, Dawn Johnson isn't my daughter,” Mum said. “And while
we're at it, you're not fat, you're finc. Don't keep on about being fat.
How many times do | have to tell you it's what's inside that counts¥”

We made our way through the sprawling underground car park,
weaving between dumped and bums out cars. 1 winced at the sound
of our intrusion—the squeaking pram, Mum's labored breathing and
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thccxywulbadsohhmrcdwindsmmgﬁndhgbeouththcm
wheels and our steps.

Mum let me wait just beyond the huge metal bins 1 stood far
enough away to disassociate myself from the task bur close enough to
watch her outline come to life then fade uader the car park's blinking
fluorescent Light. She worked deftly at her craft, leaning so far into the
huge metal bin that I thought she might topple head first into the vast
container. Luckily, the broad blackened soles of her feet in her fat Dr.
Scholl's kept her grounded. Each time she rose from the endeavour, she
snspected her find, measuring it with keen, squinting eyes.

Mum Engered over the highlight of the loo, 2 posh frilly dress it
for 3 bridesmaid or a Catholic girl at her confirmation. It must have
been earmarked for me as it was much 100 small for Mum, and besides,
she held it aloft a5 opposed to up against her bloated belly. There
was an array of boys’ and men’s wousers. Mum hauled them out and
selected those she would keep with no less deliberation than choosing
pick ‘n’ mix from Woolworth's. She stacked furnirure and bric-a-brac
in 2 pile beside her and draped clothing over one arm unzil it became
too cumbersome, whereby it was placed atop the bric-a-brac, forming a
bundle that soon became 2 pile and finally 2 mountain.

When Mum stretched her arms into the air and brushed the dirt off
ber hands, I knew we were close.

'Tm.oomeandhdpmc.‘sbcnsd.mthlwdﬁxmyﬁﬁm

I darted out of the shadows and we piled up the goods onto the
hmbaingpnm—anmofdocba.sboa.ammuhmy
coatedwid\wot.mdaooﬁeeublewithamisinghg.%ngthe
load with a crocheted blanket, we began steering it back toward home.

“It just needs the leg glued back on,” Mum said, revealing a stubby
table leg sticking out from her pocket. Then gathesing speed in her
duineomhomeandmcmyﬂﬁngoct.tbcmisjudgedacomu
and ran over my toes.

“OUCH,” I squealed, 25 the pram almost careened into the wall of
the car park. And that’s when I saw him approach—his unmistakable
wiry frame, oil-stained jeans, and determined strut.

“Woody,” I said, in 2 voice 50 Jow it was pitiful.
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'junﬁkhhm'bemmbihhfmbd\dn;upaifhcm
gmﬁmlyphnodmmmc.sifmyfmmwdlyuw
lnoppoddadinmymdn.mdlfdtMumnopmbodwfm
dn:fedbyd\emudofmbbiahindanumrudwdma
pinyhmd.rodisuibuﬁngtheload,mhngamd&ndaimwbu
prized possessions.
’Coodcwning,]umkanen.'Woodyaidembmningﬁhe
ndmpianmddapingafzmilyﬁubmol&ymt&hbymmha
dose to his chest.
'Don'tyoujumbleqnm‘mc.myboy,’Mumrspondcd.
“Facetious litdle blighter.”
‘Fm?Wlut.you;oneandmﬂomddndkﬁawy?’Wwdy
Mmmmmammammmm
gone, cyes scanning the concrete horizon.
llovedWoody’scycs.ﬂnymhmnanw.w»doew
hismdmtbcymhimapmﬁuncdmboys.&naidquu
luiedmfolwaooGythm:ghd\ﬂhadmwbanooehnlook
ahism'mbkbodymdlonglepuhcpindgmmdonw.
Mquwmmﬁnsmm«ummm
'Fbm’tmniccbi:sindtatforym,Tam;ldﬁakMEh
dm'lbewlmhﬁarawtofmlhhpm.lﬁnpdmodu
people didn't want. Cast-offs.
Bert was asleep by the time we arrived home, the aesial on his lsp
and the television flickering in bursts of static.
‘Oh.dmmjwwwlwaﬁa,'Munmjoiad.pulﬁnghm
zfmricunﬁomthepmn.'hon)ynoedngoodwad\mdu&dml.odg
Tcan put 2 zip in here and a button there, take it in here and out there.”
I'stood close by, ready and waiting for instruction.
'l‘umam:d.'Mumdemandedssbcﬂucwtheﬁiﬂyd:w
MMMWWM'NWMM’WMMM
mddbgﬂmcwithhahaxd.m:bbyﬁnpx.‘Bunhcin.buuzhcw.
anms up, arms down.”
Iloobddmmumysdﬁntbegumt.ud\enydnﬁbdcmched
in\mdumybrmandﬁaedmﬁommywaiﬂ.lliﬁdmymfdt
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mmmmmmmmﬁmxwmmm
yellow circles of perspiration.
'Dm’smhingtimabitobemnm‘tﬁx.'Mumuid.
Idanpdmymba&damwmyﬁdesd:aidmmkd
'l'hax’uheﬁndoﬁhenighl.'Mumaid.‘MrepL'
'ljkcajnmxbkpﬁm’laddod.whhing\voodycaddgetn
glimpse of me in such finery.
“Umm,” Mum said.
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