Sacred Country

cover them with or some of her old shee
wondered whether she would be thrown out
painted it white and grey. F
The bed in it was quite large, big enox
had polished mahogany ends and a mater
middle. In the first month she lay on one
moved over and occupied the sag. She tho
will take possession of things and make th
She bought two tins of paint, one grey |
knocked on the door of her nearest n
Janding and asked whether he owned a la i
girl, I don’t.” He was South African, but hi;
than the sky. He enquired: “What do you ne
for?’ Mary told him about the palntu;gm '
told her his name was Rob. He was young an
hair. Mary said: ‘What are you doing in I
live here.” The word ‘live’ sounded like ‘luf
now I'm running a poetry mag.” =
Mary said: ‘Oh that’s good.” She th
Swaithey ever to have heard the words *
Miss McRae. o
Rob said: ‘Sorry about the no ladder.!
Mary said: ‘That’s all right. When I’ve pain
invite you for coffee. We get free packet
where I work.’ i
Shc did the room standing on a pile of
painted two walls white and two wa
finished, all four walls looked the
quality of the light. e
Mary bought a pair of jeans. She put
the skirts she owned out of her window
She could see them lying there, ya
She bought the jeans from a ..! s
filled with hot
room,
e o Jeans was right for
fecl of the denim in her ery
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Sacred Country

the smell of the water, being alone ﬂ! 1 mi“d' St;.c

and going of the waitresses with their 4id? . g k:nd > 3
one night, mainly out of her habit of' M and a5 bhal sh <he
she sat at her table and wrote a poem MCRa ;16 cﬂﬁe‘;mc, 5’5 e
paperman’s Chinese Whisper, but abous o 17 tshf bccaintcd hll1 of
and evenings spent at the deep sink. Sh 4 ) gut ohe rcper (0ge" oA

Brown’. It was not until the next morn [ri"“dage supP her love

what she had written, quite by misea) e ., abou’® - whicl

A few days later, she ran into Rob, ¢ (0ld hl Couﬂ‘ry’ ing: Hc‘ de
stairs. He was carrying a plastic wa for g wedd’ Opposltc 3
you like to come for coffee one eveni Li"dseyTth oht astss
He balanced the plastic wardrobe ¢ Town{r Sfparat(t;:o[:ﬂc an
He looked round it at Mary. She mu.l& at thzﬂ'cﬂ bar: 2l let yo
flat face, short hair, short body, spectacls the Cout. Anff o
not trying to get you to like me. I don' help cups’
) ’ S blcddy
poem, that’s all. ey :

She could see it was the word ‘bad’ Sk houscd n
you tell someone a thing’s bad, they w ibert) ¥ Jressers play
themselves. % The ':laléayc, D

He said: ‘What’s it about?’ Marvm[ roxid
She said: “It’s about being trapped in staf"k Oof;orror, it
He said: ‘I'd better warn you, I don’¢l deligh'®, "risis
of what we get sent is crep.’ S door rcat'ﬂ(m
She said: “This is crap.’ e e Wﬁr:tcrs to Cor
And that made him smile. He said h e (fice and b
on Wednesday at nine. A2 Liberyy © ad
[ Work w][h ROb a

The poetry magazine was call L
Rob said: ‘It’s meant to be a m sciot
thc‘r.naten'aj in it is meant to b
political repression, but the trouble is
g0od poems on this subject, 50 we so
stuff aboy graveyards or Ka fka ',_

poet than a poetry 4
Australia and
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Liberty is trying to help. Rob and Tony

in England have to be woken up to the |

And I needed to be woken up to i, t o

Africa, but I didn’t know ~ for all ¢
Swaithey — that the Abos were in ap
I wouldn’t say this to Rob or T:
magazine is in a plight. Iﬁ:mnd.pyf
Monday and past contributors wﬁ"
demanding the £5 we pay for every poe
lony: “What are we gmns to do abe
demands? He didn't seem Alustered. E
Mart. Sit down and knock ofl a &w estall
| like working here. | like coming in
peming the window near my :

weeping fig p-}'am and putt.ing on tﬁc -'

the smell of paper that is with ugs all |

nies of unsold past editions d‘% h
! the room for new intfm.(w S o

type. [ like opening the brown envela

W TTES ;"i{-j" A ’ ! fo ' . =3

_ " hopetul contnibutors and tryi

pass them on o Rﬂh or Tmy .
¥

Une came last week that I enjoyed vl

Al ryrrant

phant rapped in g COnCrete it
renget: plain. I ramsed oo
cicphants need 1o live their &
“hnumenial and Rob said 1t m . ‘ =

it P .
Wit Quute 2 few others o '
Frday Liberty i3 100 o i,

4 ,15.

" Now the bad '-lou!’! ™
ook htf‘&f“ there. l" } T e ,.

{1y T h‘f R
e and she M“

the gardens, whach
put ‘rbﬂlﬂ“ i heve, ®
RO i

| had a word

ke & m Y

£
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Sacred Country

¢
the Bob Dylan fellow. I & c‘”"“giok
nothing else to do. -' o gal G 'a: “he
P 3 oy o GEO° (ax)- yran e
Mary folded Cord’.s letter and 0d€ i a[‘hﬁ fcsfdlcs o thtwo v
into the evening traffic. She had b(f,,as‘; g1 Sa ry sat 03 i
to. She was glad of the noise aj mf*":;m and 45 Mary 1“ e
S t t base,n G2, . wa , bu
hung:cd“s’c:f tllri:cz iI‘t was car;:l lrﬂ’fal)gﬂ"-l s s
smelled of seaweed. She sat down said” L ka in S e
looked around. The place was j ?"3,?;@ ; dran}‘n " (he part? »
with thin pcncﬂ -beams of whltc r' of he! rr‘,-l.ish, like 2 B Geor
Baez singing ‘Copper Kettle’. b At and Vad S stared
Smoke collected in the light-b o8 She star c'rlS of her drc;
them. The faces Mary eould see . c-lip ?hgalt she anltCG
women s faf:cs. She ordered a ha f enou8 d her pefore b:d i
it quickly, like Sonny drank it. Anc want€® M touch 7
her surroundings, letting the -' ey€s r[hought’ g ?'
was no room in it for a vision Mary 4 this feeh
the past. And the women stare while: :lld il
She ordered another drink. Si Rob WO

of Guinness matched the black
thought, no one in Swaithey coul
exists, not even Edward Harke

At the end of the bar wzs

smartly dressed in a lime-gree: sui & dog- H
like a lioness watching her prey. ¥ 2 "nycf since 1 held Billy
she got down from her stool and 5 cI\Ii be capable of |
was a cocktail of some kind, : i Sonny putitintomy
smelled of pcrfum: Her hanc S:I‘,’gsc he cxpcctcd me 10
¢ saic (he dog’s head agaifsl ¥
as they say on Top of the
swore. He's forgotten he &
his cap in his handi:
away. Thenl turned anc

satdownlnd!‘_“? i ¢
He is the one €
1 cama '
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Sacred Countyy

crime. I planned it. In my |
the train to Lowestoft and take a

need . . . But I see the magnitude
pain I was going to cause. I uw al
And I have been rewarded. I am
and never speaks to me but this is
Bobby Moore, the captain of En;
screen, is white. He has a dimpled

now is his destiny and the de:el:m*p'r

And that is all any of us at Mountview
We have forgotten our lives and what

filled up with dreams of England’s gl
chant with the crowd: 'Engm |

England!’ And we have new enem

airzinho and Eusebio and de M

Beckenbauer. It is summer outsic
And even the nurses, with nothing

nothing to try to forget, you see them
standing still and watching and 3

emptying themselves of everything ) ‘
time. They forget to remind you to go

treatments. They’re sliding awayh
And we don’t want it to end.

England are in Group One. We
We beat Mexico two-nil and Fram
hero, Moore, is a visionary capta
He knows how to read the gam
attack. Only his head is suspect,
the air. So I want to writc t‘ irl

bcrdwdupon _
Myhudtookmewaj'

MOUﬂmcws

and handed me m‘!f.

Estelle.’
We are ph

Germany and
ln a‘ll thﬁ
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Sacred Cosntry

therr Creator doesn’'t save them from a }

ﬂ“!t“;ﬂ‘l’ knrc!s on ghe M &
but far away in his own country, in some

famihar washing.
On the day of the ﬁﬂlj, w V. w

for one of my treatments, but | didn't
a treatment, you wake and you feel nothis
no longing, Do sadness, nad'un‘, M
anything has gone. You are still and en ‘
have no desire. You cannot hdn-vem ;
room and shouted: "England! - England?”

| went into one of the mu :

WIng Krown m:!lnd(hf} mwdthc
of shade by the water tank. 1 feh “
Bobby Moore and hus smile. My m ‘

reamed of glory and she M m

nted Tim to be a ugh-diver. lm

And now I WaS walling in A green

wiand's tnal to arrive, I!M“
would be a power cut. Not wmu‘
worse than wﬂnguuxdmuh_ '-
that | am abie o (&7T, one way or anoth
vy iike

! had cared albwngt W“ IH e
e room - painted blue and hung W
laaize wonnd aeud glass For two ye
atternpis al T TERaLaon, “ ‘"
planned my cryme The * h
{JMHW L] wii & m, h
memery 8 daum i m . i
Muatar f{ it ‘ a5

-
s
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Sacred CouniTy
Then it's OVer: In the dylng‘:;i:;tm d;&
on. It 18 safc MV love, ,d
e W-}r of the world and all the mad
;uma&; and the cities arc shouting and we
1:'1[;;1{! £ 4

vself. like Livia, into m

- hurl m
ity
l the air.

I wanit (© i
' ve and bhecomc suspec
di1sSOIVE # 1

A Nose for It
.rn?‘nr{" His own fechm

¢ he'd expec ted
w1 that Sund.’f

rhought, © :
’,: had first touched ham, d e
the SUrgery, the room M‘& ‘

he 'd thought, I'm ldlu‘ﬂ
1e ten hecome an OUICRST, 1O sCpArate m vell by

| . 1 rooms and babacs mm ‘ '_
..-_:,. seif-loathing that woukd lubv
o hat followed wasn | joathing, but & son
last of being grown up And here was the o
happy He hadn | €X p('f"lf'd hlm

When he K wiked st Gilbert - EVETY B gie |
b s he found him entirely M __
Sandrs had been pretty only, pretty Bk 88
armalades never for one nstant Do

y i the boat with the botthe of Tiser.
He now saw ha lechings bt m nd '

. 7%

L

pext 10

i 'J' T

Jeo as maladies of hus iate
anty craved rumance and thes
waan 't ove This was bove Golbery,
But then - and thas wis why the ) |
| o amey- umwmm e
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Sacred Countyy

He said to Gilbert: ‘Couldn’t wega

Gilbert said: ‘Where?’ :
Walter said: ‘I don’t know. I don

Gilbert said: No, you don’t. lfyau id
asked the qucstion

Once every six months, Walter lmd.w t;i» '
and polished by Gilbert. He sat, tilted backwa:

Miralux lamp. The nurse crackled ar
the left of him. Gilbert's face was near {
unrecognisable, as though Gilbert were
touch of his fingers was familiar eno
clipped, lisping voice criticising the w
mouth. And these quarter-hours in
firmed to Walter that he was at the

would never fully understand.
Meanwhile, the ghost of old Aﬂhu

him. Walter was grateful for this. The
had been grotesque. Yet somctimel

thinking that it might have been poss
ancestor and that this ghost, with its
not have died a second, astounded death

to confess his love to someone was grov

g ¢

Margaret Blakey noticed changes in hﬂ" ‘
his habits. She thoughts he was :
from her and that he’d forgotten lhcu

They'd lived together a long time. Fort
fallen in that mass of years. A woman wk
was sensitive to alteration. But Gilbert

slip from his memory.
Hc was restless. He myed at &

rcmmcd fmm a ﬁ.r place m m
Wmhcrunpcnmm&c .
begun 10 dye his hair and his m

yellow, like sherbet,

92
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Sacred Country

‘In Chelsea. The swinging partaf
his dreamy smile. ‘It’s time to swmg

you think?’
Walter had never been to Londou.

image was madcquatc, childlike. He s:

any importance.’

Gilbert took out a comb and bcgzn |
now wore much longer than before.

better if we put an end to these meet
thinking of, mainly.’ :
Walter sat still, w:thout bhnkmgor :

something. He said: ‘What will hapg
He heard Gilbert laugh. Then the

imagined it re-surfacing again in Lon

bus. Gilbert stood beside him, very tall

ﬁngcrs Hcszud ‘All oflhatlsupm
up to you.’

Walter dragged his swne-m'gtmd— :
out of Gilbert’ swamngmnnnd
air hurt him. He felt hu

cursed now, ulcmly yet |
mdlbcymdmd:dlmm

lbert.
G s¢ 10 me.

akes sen
mdl’ e made Strong
silent. The WhlICWhlSp“

Pete Sald
‘No,’ said Walter. ‘C

gomg or Why

‘Y ou're not ﬁﬂm

‘I'm SCﬂﬂu’:

‘So am li, .

These days, the
thal deﬂSd

‘Anythms _
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They listened to a . "—g-: Hed e
was a Spiritual, El\u?nhgd i
singers. Pete knew the words an

I'm workin’ on the bui
It’s a true foundatfhﬁ,—
I'm holdin’ up the bjeoy
Banner for my Lord,
ide, grin
Well, I'll never get tired
Workin’ on the buildiiig,,
I’m goin’ up to my Heav
Getting my reward!

as if he were holding an

It was while Pete was singing,
nearer to the gramophone and
illuminated by the lamp, that Wal.
the change to Pete’s nose. One side of it
fiesh was pocked and fat. It looked st
Walter stared at it. It horrified him,_
something that was going to burst ¢

Pete stopped singing and Elvis | e

In the early morning rain
With a dollar in my hand,
And an aching in my heart,
And my pockets full of sand

Walter said to Pete: “What’s hapt .

‘Oh, nothing,’ Pete said. ‘Nothia‘.-.’. B

‘One side of it's grown bigger.”

Yes.’ S
“Well?” gl
“That’s what a nose can do, grow irr

of us that doesn’t stop growing. Knew

rest of us shrivels but the nose expands
‘Someone ought 1o look at it, Pete.”
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CHAPTER B gh

1967

Mary:

My lover, Georgia Dickins, was thirty-nine.
weekly magazine called Woman’s Domain, She
Page. Her nom de plume on the Problem Pag
Defoe. She thought this a wonderful name, far
Georgia Dickins. And her readers liked it F.
barren readers. They sometimes put, as a ki
their Problem: ‘I hope you do not mind my sayi
good enough to give me a beautiful baby ;'
christen her D’Esté.’ A
I thought it a ndiculous name. It sounded liki
word, short for Destitute. But I didn’t say
enough hurtful things already. I had to say
whether I love you, Georgia. I would like what I
but I have a feeling that it isn’t.’
She would cry sometimes and her mascara : r
her face stripy. And then she would catch sight of he; my
say: ‘My God, I’'m a wreck. I look like a badger O
one fucking loves me! W e about me. 1 have ncm'm
She taught me to swear and to drink Cam h do not even dream Plasas "
me St James’s Park and Heal’s department store. § Please help me. TIEES=
get me o love my breasts. She invited me to live with | | felt this? Please tﬁ““’"5
fiat in Notting Hill Gate, but I refused. I'd ' g
building and of my grey room. And I didn’
somewhere else, in a Heal’s bed, lying with

or
: b - Created with
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SaMCunuy

I signed myself ‘Divided, Devg n’
wouI'd be attracted by the létter D f - m
but it was the team of doctors-a: nml‘
mentioned that gave me hope Phiiza b

The fgllowing evening I spent in the i
Qeorg1a showed me a new kind of |
discovered, with pink flesh, She loved n “
my half of the pink grapefruit she ew
extraordinary letter today. From a tra
I had never heard this word before thq
word for this, then it exists outsid : m" ;ﬂ”&
I’m not alone. cmg, e %
Then I thought, is the time actu-ally-"

actually coming at last for the invention of Masy

I't was difficult to concentrate on anything.
and then on Georgia’s lips, tasting of
my grey room, sitting absolutely still.

Dear Divided, Devon, s

I have given a great deal of thought to
no, you are not unique. Others have s
suffering and have been helped by cc
cases, by surgery. The first male-to-f

operation was performed on an American

jorgcnsen, in 1952 and he/she is now
Christine Jorgensen. In 1958 it was r
Doctor, Michael Dillon, had been born
and had changed herself surgically,
But a word of warning, Divided, De
surgery is long. And it is not a route that al
first step must be to see your GP and ask himn
psychiatrist specialising in sex

R I A 15 A 837

schoo
si

dresst ]"kff :
down, within
me. He said:

your hﬂigh"‘ :
[ said: ‘Growin

moment it's there,

himself — the open-ne

jacket, my heavy-frame

style by Rob, my
He invited me

10 look out at the water.

chair,

A S 00 B 3 M B T

to relax, to make

anywhere that | knew. The ity TR0

: d:-13 8.
write notes on 2 pa "k okt ] ;‘ e
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Sacred Country

I thought, if Rob were here he Would; ‘ﬁ 4
Mart. Nothing can stay alive in j1.*
Dr Beales began asking me questions., |
I could mend an electric fuse and whes
cricket. He said: ‘Do you enjoy or

such as hoovering?’ He said: ‘Are you j b

strength?’ He said: ‘Have you ever been .

I kept one eye on the water, im
snakes trying to have an existence the

said that I had never possessed a Hoover
men used their strength to annihilate w
tried to annihilate me. I said: ‘If I'd let
my childhood, I would have been destro

Then Dr Beales said: ‘I'd like you to

parents.’ s
I turned from the river and stared

about to say that I still had dreams of
going to rescue my mother from Moun
when Dr Beales gave me one of his i
‘You know that they’re going to have

vital. Patients whose families are oppos

almost impossible battle.’ A
So then I saw them arriving here: Sonr
smelling of beer; Estelle in a polka-dot
in a tangle.
I said: ‘“They’re dead.” e
‘Ah,’ said Dr Beales and he wrote this
I was going to tell him that my father
Rhine, but I realised in time that if he
wouldn’t have been born. So I thought
about my life as it’s been, but asitr
a story. b i v
I said: ‘I was six years old when
plane going from Southampton to
called Silver City. You could put cars

>
54"

Created with

n

professional

download the free trial online at nitropdf.com /fprofessional



Sacred Countyy

The barge had gone by and w
were washed with the brown w:
the time the water is quite still ag
be over. X122
I said: ‘Is this what has happ.
‘What do you mean?’
"To other people like me — that |
‘Itis assumed,’ said Dr Beales,
we are running ahead of ourselves jy
you. Because for all I know at the me
maleness could be a delusion or «
nothing yet.’ BECE
I said: ‘I lied about one thing.*
‘Yes?’ ' e
‘About cricket. I do know its basic
Edward Harker, makes cricket bats

me and I used to practise bowling in
‘Oh yes?” said Beales. ‘What did -
bouncers?’ A%
‘Spinners,’ I said. ‘I was a spinner a
twelve Edward was afraid to face me
There was no way of getting to or fr
means of transport, as far as I could
station. It was beyond the end of

I had taken the tubefromwgi ‘

walked from there, g
A letter Tuiha

a map,
river on the old towpath where the horses u . ‘Confidenti 5 ;aid: ‘Is she
down long ago. I felt like a horse, trying to | _ cnv.cl:Pc s §
. _ - u g e be it? " {‘. &
mﬁ Pwo'“n.ldlbﬂgbmthc:du". "_M“ T d th Edward took the lette
believed in it m’thon' t knowing | of i comcto 1”““]:@ '
happen. And now that I knew the mean j v said Ir
believing it. I think this happens |

204 g U ) professional




‘What'’s happened to her, Ed“'li'd?
when she wag little,
once s

to house that gir]

‘I never break a
Later, at supper, Pear] said: ‘Ig }

and at Irene, “

wanted no harm ever
He spoke gently.

that she can make som

She isn’t “in troubje” as you

find the best way through her hte
That night Irene had a dream aboyt }
the Beautiful Baby Competition; it
smocking and beads of blood. She §
reading Gulliver’s Trapels. She said: ‘If s}
for poor Mary will you be sure to tell n
‘Not poor Mary,’ he said i

‘Will you tell me, though? i
‘Yes, Irene. Now go back to sleep.”

ream. Read me some of
ut comment, to read
the voyage to Brobdingnag. ‘The learni
defective, consisting only in morality,
mathematics, wherein they must be aj|
last of these is wholly applied to what may
the improvement of agriculture, and ajj
that among us it would be little estee

He began, witho

e L

confidence,’ said

she got 10 the o
m::lh:;l flies. She thougil;tnof ot
move, trying to buzz,:hﬂ”. '. i
was pecuhar. It wuue_r ia

She was ﬁftccnw
People stared at it g
With her clear hm ‘
choose, not be
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Irene hear
stairs. Billy came
trailing a custard

chest had begun to hurt. She

sympathy and then she could tell that irene,

She thought, we're having & sorrow party-

things. A e
She felt calmer then. She deciGe .

Mary andshekmmmm"m_ |

we had a sorrow party hmn v

after her, stcamingpinkﬁke_. ud #
-yellow towel. G

Pearl felt herself transfe
Irene’s. She was crying SO hard,

CTﬂatgd with |

'}
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Sacred Country

bottom of the stairs, crying

ed.’

I oAl
scen us, you would have laughCXPect, ; m

Timmy’s Angle (2)

Timmy thought, what s to be done?

keep to its lane, it wore
There

Spent most days in the barn wh
sacking against frost and ryse W g
- Wolf lay on ¢h
slept. Sonny patched and mended ol:ybonk%u
put handles on things. He made p‘“mbl'm i
bale and talked to the dog. mes. Hé
He was very thin. He hard] o
: Y atean €. Or
clothes he wore and with his white st:lf;?: e
Iookedrmangy. He said to Timmy: ‘Thé-'fai‘ ,
square foot of it. Y, b e
ey ou know that, don tyou? I'y

Timmy got nd of the k b
| ens. Grace Loomijs
hundred. birds laying round the clock in 2 B
under bright lamps. T o
any more, not at this new Jow
stroked Wolf's head and said:

on

seemed to have fp

rgotten Mary’

s existence,
.cd the hens in theijr field. So;

swimmer,
she would have gone
Street. But swimmin

enough. She once said.
she lcgt my father step In and put an

seen the horizontal line as infinite,

He
snoring next door

room his mother

DTS SRS Y sl
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Sacred Country

arrived. Sonny snored beneath the baby things .
igers, the balsa-wood mobile thag tinkled
gilJ[;.gEstcﬂc had offered to take them down, |
her not to bother. He told her he liked them,

Pity for his parents and_ rage against them .
Timmy. Now, face to face with his angle, he Sush

lines that held him trapped: Estelle the vertica]

head in the sky somewhere. Sonny the hoﬁz@ﬁﬁ

fields, going nowhere but hopelessly on,

It was the time of the sugar-beet harvest, 7
money in beet. People wanted their food sweet z
Beet and rape, this was where the money was t
in the poultry factories. But Timmy loathed Jj
crop stank, it sat heavy in the soil. It was
something dead. And the machinery often b

veyor that carried the beets aloft and tipped them

was a cranky thing. Belts snapped. Individual
loose and stopped turning despite Sonny’s hoy

and mending. The wheels of the lifter sank into th

November rain had an icy feel. |
Estelle was at home. She had entered a

never cried or shouted. She spoke politely. She 52

intention to watch Match of the Day at 10.10.” No

long this period of calm would last.
Sonny seldom went into the house at dj ne

his bale in the barn, scratching the dog’s ears a

Guinness from bottles. But Timmy always came
Rayburn and Estelle put food in front
Mountview, she no longer baked bread or ma
She liked tinned things and soft sliced white
bags. She was fond of Salad Cream, .
On the day following Timmy’s drawing of his
served him a plate of tinned spaghetti. It was
The slimy sauce had 2 skin on it. Timmy put |
and waited. Estelle was cating radishes. She }
of bread with Primula. Her grey hair was i

e g

" Gkan TS AU S S o I 0 Ty ) e
e R N " Bafy B, Yy " Ve
E R S R R B L s T e

Pete Loomis had said

: sy doing" ;
doing what 1t's GO

What it was (_’m“s w:‘

It grew the size of a fal

Pete had always |

1%
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Sacred Countyy

thought they never showed. He thought anyth;
couldn’t be a cancer, but something else of no
He was taken to hospital in Ipswich, The ho
hill and looked down on the ugly town. Pos
window of his ward and thought, what if this g b
see? '
To take out the huge cancer, the surgeons h
half of Pete’s nose, including one nostril. Th
doing this, they had ‘contained’ it. What e’y

the middle of his face.

Walter and Grace came to visit him. Gragg

handbag on her knee. She had brought him
chrysanthemums. She said: ‘When you get oﬁ:
you'd better come and live with us ov '
you've got your strength back. You

room.’
Pete didn’t want to do this. He kn

1t? I can manage in the bus.’ B
‘I think I shall insist,’ said Grace. ‘Won't I,

Walter had been very quiet. He had Justs

at Pete. His eyes were wet.
‘You’d better come, Pete,” he said now. ‘Onis

winter, remember.’

‘What’s winter?’ said Pete, grinning. ‘I co l"‘l;
my grave.’ o 3¢
‘Ssh,’ said Grace. ‘No more deaths, Pete. an il

was sufficient.’ -
Petc looked at her. The bandage bag madean &

middle of his vision. He looked round the obs
whit.c face, like a dried lily, at her neat -
holdmg the hand bag bought at Cun--
fcpu-l{:vc, he thought, the awful precision ct
sufficient’, her mouth closing so mh}ym

can have |

¢
him praycd to se i
didn't know which praye€ e

He went t0 Londo »

would one day pick up & =
heart. He'd anthhh'l g ncs
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Sﬂcndcmly

the loss of Gilbert by Writing sonc
enough. He wag thirty-one. Either
destination for hjs %
the dark colours jt
With Walter on _
Canadian women, wearing rain }
them. ‘My-oh-my!’ they said. “Wijj v
As the bus came d TR,
mainly the solidity

foreign. In Swaithcy, when the Sy

and the tops of the hedgerows merged
imagine the whole place fadi .

were from Medicine Hat, Alberta. T
had no Tower and no Abbey; it had 2

rink. They told him their names: May
Beth, Nettie and April. They said: *
Walter. We didn’t want to delay it any

‘It’s my first trip, too,’ said Wahﬁ, '

coming to live here for a while.”
‘You are?” they said. They had a
thing in a kind of chorys. Walter

backing singers when they were yor , the

‘What’s your line of country?’ thay

g e grinned. ‘Country it is,” he said, !
‘My, that’s interesting!” This was ]

didn’t know English people Coun
‘Not many do,’ said Walter,
“You shouldn’t be coming to Lo
‘You should be going to Nashville, Ter

»

in Nashville. Married a Southern girl, y run

n
river and there was

on to thC seatn 1

ered a
though he had suﬁ'l‘hﬂﬁ; |
art a deliverance. of
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It was late when he got hmne %
Grace to be asleep but she was g

‘How were the Crown Jewels?
‘Fine,’ said Walter. ‘Shinin e
‘Did Mr Blakey show you a bit
‘Yes.’ R
‘Well, that’s nice. Now you've s
Walter sat down. He felt cold and
say to his mother, there and then, [
myselfif you make me. I want a life
watching him like a cat. Lately, she v
her booth in the shop, her eyes foll
It was as if she knew what was in hi

Pete left the hospital in Ipswich, F
the nurses. He’d thought he was
women, but he wasn’t. He th ugh
old. They could cut off your nose any
and your stump would still go on .

He moved into Josephine’s room.
mug in the wardrobe. He looked out a
bus in it, waiting for things to beas
was vain. Eri
Grace fed him a lot of meat and
of whisky in the evening. He was in
his eyes closed. He thought, the onl
0 is hearing Walter’s new song,
Walter didn’t want to sing it
@ whist drive in the Girl Guide
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The world is

full of secrets
that it wop®

The world is full of secrets
Af;.d I know that it won’t ever
Give the secret of its

Give the secret of its secrets up to m
Pete was moved by W St %
: y Walter s song.
then he said: “If my old friend, the |
could’ve heard that, Walter, he |

; - ;
18314118

Walter shrugged. ‘Trouble is* he .
change one single thing.’ orss:. he o

willing to contemplate th
looked at him in alarm
would come to that. “Thisis Eng vy
Thomas.' : e
marvellous momentum WM
on his Yog;mngnd ked silentl
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Sﬂt‘ru'Coquy

said: “This is turning out ohéadii =
you could see it. There’s -

ourselves say. And even in Suffolk — |
man the barricades if the need arises, [ ¢
cobblestones we'll hurl sods . * b
His mind was all on this, on tl;c Road Ca;
Fmd bravery, so that the normaj things &
!mportant any more. They seemed a b;t'g_?
in his garden thinking and dreammg
grew high everywhere and he didn’t nﬁﬁa ¢
Then Timmy came to see him and remg;

suddenly see that Timmy looked frigh
talking about the new season s
old Tim?’
‘Everything,’ said Timmy.
‘Everything how?’ said Cord.
‘The farm. It’s finished.’

‘Don’t say that. It’s your fithes"s s

of bmvcry e

bt A raher R 3

'l be yours one day.’ i ‘All ngnt WREE et
‘I{idcm,t want it. I hate it. That’s why I i’g‘" ?’Zigséﬂgfrm listening. G°Hd:ﬂ‘ ‘
'Tha:tg’soni.nm 22 g Txcr:;T\y leaned back into his dlllﬂ'

farm? why I came. To tel] you thatl’m ho was taking 1arge sips of -Mm’
tH‘ﬂg on ¥ and Smrcd at [hc w.l‘"g" w &
Don’t say I can’t, You i | He n to describe his 2U"af

I'm protesting, 100, | Jogthesry <o AIking abo is like the sties we make for the

thing or ptno:; or hfc | the and de’m 9 | completely black and' m
‘Wait 2 mi Gl E: . can’t stand up, even..

‘How long have you ¢
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Sacred Country

Timmy explained about ¢
and what they had once bee
lives without light. Withoug

‘I‘You’d be surprised,’ said
. can’t, anywa ’, said o %
But my father woi;’t und:i ?
down. He won’t understand iﬁy '

‘And your mother?’ b el

‘She would. She will. I don’t kr
stop me, not her.’ s

‘How can he stop you, if you

‘He will, somehow. Kill me,
‘Don’t talk bunk, Tim.®
‘He’ll kill someone. One day.

never used to think it could be me
There was a long silence. Outs
garden, all the summer birds were siy
‘Listen to that,’ said Cord after
racket the thrushes make if wegtt
‘No,” said Timmy. 4
‘T hate blight,’ said Cord. “When
feel your life’s blighted. old Tim. I'll 4
Allsgh

Caesar, Waiting. -
The subscriptions to Liberty m

rcadm in Gibfaltal'. It ran polita
Pen and ink drawin

: e leaves! : _
[1;1’%::5 Defoe. 1 fucking leave tlunu

lca;;z%y iried to take hold of W
shorter than Georgla: OM dlhﬁ
backwards into the siting m
view. e
Being hit was the-: n§
Sonny. She had dreams
She got to her feet.
Georgia's face. She o
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Sacred COUHID
knew she could °“‘mn.f
shoes. AR reac
i .“
Letters fi e o e
€rs irom Geolgla amve&_ i at no ﬂ‘ .
They attempted little gnem e oocurriﬂsccs saW it l?
dnhf}ed "“You’'re a person ofm Pr- e e
a ut th S C .. ’
ry p em in a drawer Smb ms;dc- She had
w0 up- as

away. Then she threw th W2
€m :

felt glad she’d never wntte: i
Ranulf Morrit. :
Georgia started scnd—ing‘ g

;:doming It went to and fro ﬁkg ¢ ’
ary sent ten pounds to C . She fe
(R)oad Fund and sent a posn;ﬁ fui;;z g 4 at -
2 : y::c back, she wrote: “Your dread- 4 are no telling
e e
e at, there was nothmg ¢ this Scs;l gt plead
out toafaﬂnc’ of course. The a S-hc aSh explal
er million women reade pc"‘ods' lieve, that
wasn’t one of them. wantd 10 gitin
d buryn'l
o s
e. i S
S o the trut
her hz::‘fmmld llum she never tolg{f;‘:’ said Mary
— i’tcd";*s y. He had wr . ht want 10 €€ him
s (?). But her first miA d your mother?
rown her skirts into the air s Hyi
13 woman -

to herself that she was |

blood. She had never bchcycd
throat. She excused

which it could come. N
ow it

muay of ye
had dlowehcﬁt to amm :ﬁvutm Beales’s toilet. The

She endured the That was how fick . come and going o :
never looked at | mthly oleed - . S0 tired she wanted tﬂiﬂ
eyes shut, it. She inserted a c | Butshe returned to Dr
She told herself | Heoﬂ'credhm'a__'

for today. Ne:l&
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Sacred Country

Edward Harker wasn’t fond of L
French understood how to set out a
not. But he came there for Mary. It
arrived at Liverpool Street Station wx

His face was tanned from games of cri
with Billy. He looked spnghtlyamm h
He and Mary rode the tube to Richmo

a letter from Pearl, which she put in

later, when this day was safely over. She

had been my fathcr, this might not have |

was in his prcvnous life, dld I tell you‘-"
‘A wrestler.’
‘No. An Indian princeling.’
‘Why?’ S
‘It’s in his cricket. He bats with marve
Ranjitsinhji.’ 2
They laughed. They got on a bus to
sun, Twickenham seemed a nice place. T
of blue on its surface. They were carlyfnr
bench admiring the water, prctendmg'
while, Mary said: ‘I hope you’re notm
Edward? i
Harker took off his panama and
sometimes had the feeling, when he we

any minute. He examined the mm
was nothing in it. He put it back on ar
lying to your psychiatrist fellow. m
d'ﬁ‘;:'l; is lying to Irene.’ e
‘Well,” said Mary. ‘Dr Beales keeps
keeps saying he will have to talk to h
Harker shook his head,
said, ‘but you know what M
want (o know the why of it. And n

hard b, ”“‘“‘ ‘

228

she may eventually e
tl0‘“\’\':5, said Harker. ‘1 am. - /
had a difficult early h&-m f
‘Yousayshehadg iffi
‘For reasons she’s pro
she wasn't, in her m
for her.’ |

‘In what vufl?’
‘Well. In what wa
is different from
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Sacm{(.‘mty

‘Describe it.’ A

‘I beg your pardon?”

‘Describe the difference betw

or the two sets of expectations.”

‘Well, I don’t know that I can

“Try to be precise.’ i ;'

‘Well. Take clothes, for instance

‘Clothes? e
‘Yes. Mary, always, from a yo

a dress. My wife told me of one oc
have been six or seven, when the we

caused her great distress.’ Siaa
‘You weren’t present on this ocq

‘No. But -’ |
‘Can you think of an occasion w

your daughter showed similar dist

‘You used the word “beh:
behaviour to some extent, but you 0
behaviour. What expectations of cer
childhood caused her unease?” @

‘Unease? Well. Toys and games, I
to play with dolls, play at being a mot]
‘And she refused to do this?”
‘Yes. She wasn’t interested in
‘But you insisted that she con tin
‘No. Not really . . ’ Vo

was here in this hot roo: Z
Beales asked his question agair

As Harker struggled out
1o remember how old she ﬁd e
had died. She thought sf e
minute silence and said Si u
forgotten she’d ever t
‘angnihilate'. Always, wm |
herself believing that Ed '
father. | 8 =

She stood up. -‘Igg__l

‘What?’ said Beale

‘It wasn’t Edwar
He tried to ar *
cralh.' SRy A
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‘He tried to anmhljate o

old?’
‘Yes.’
Beales turned to Harker
‘Well . . .’ said Harker.

‘You didn’t know about it?*
‘Oh ycs I knew there'd be
always — -
“What WAS RS by the word
‘Well . W
‘It's a vcry strong word to use,
‘Yes, it is.’
But not, ofcoumc, a word M'_ By

fathcr”
‘I don’t know exactly . . . said
‘You've been her surrogate
you’ve never made it your bmmus'
was done to her in early ¢:lnitﬂmm!’dl
Harker turned to Mary. He
handkerchief, ‘I expect you ta!ked Y
you? Not to me.’
‘Yes,” said Mary. ‘I don’t think [ e
Dr Beales threw down his pen. He
window. He stood there with his £
looking out. Harker mouthed the w
There was a fly in the room. lh
mndowwas the only sound. Mny‘ '

you don’t. : Inn

jacket read ‘MIIM ll‘
Sitters. Esth, lm*su ish ' “
'Imedm

733

until par
n he got up again

;nh:n to go back to the waiting room-
Harker 1ooked conf

logise for
He started tO apo
h1:n off. He wasn't smiling N‘Y

lease. Thank you.’
: When he’d gone, Bu}ﬂ
his eyes closed, he didn’t loo
but like a thin Caesar, W

bronze.
Wlthhueyulun_“_p e M

yourcauscbuklﬁ,_: nonths, MAySE™
Beales ignored.

worthless.’
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Sacred Country

He opened his Wl:anly
file and scattered gee:n over &e
‘Why?’ said Mary. ivd
‘Why?’ sald Beales. ‘You_ know
‘No .. o
Bccausc you've bccn lying, iny
parents are not dead. Your . ent
and Estelle Maria Ward, née Co
Swaithey in Suffolk. You invented t}
this very likeable father. I cone
invented all or part of every single
invalidates every session we’ve had
about lying. So there it is. You must
your case — if you can. I have no mor,
Mary felt a weight come in_t’o" ‘
might be how you would feel — Just for
someone had ﬁrcd a bullet at yoa;‘ Y

‘What are you going to do nmv _
‘Find someone else.’ S
‘Will that be difficult”>

‘It’s all difficult, Edward. T wi

Harker kissed the topofMaf-y"s'
train.

It waicig i ey gl
e, ting mt?hw

'flimly lit life Sh;d ‘;‘;’;‘ And thisma:kha'

She opened the

ary, e
Dclara?nd gnng to send this lett
<omething is wrong, but he m
and tell me. I've never |
universe. 1 don’t want m

I'm doing my exams. }
is my worst. 1 have m A
reading a book by
don’t under -
understand,
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Sacred Country

Our main things in Biology are call,
a Fungus Kingdom, for instance. The Ay
a sub-kingdom called Protozoa. A fluke
fluke leads a life inside other things e o
then a human liver. I think this is mor
something like ‘Réal’s misanthropy wa
bounds.” Don’t you? Think of flukes jns
Edward said perhaps I could come to I
and you could take me to the Namr,:n]'"
Could I? Mum has just said Pearl if v, u
now I shall give your supper to'Billy;'; =
(Will go on later.) s

Later
Here is some news for you.
I went into Swaithey church one e
flowers and Timmy was there by hims
don’t think he noticed me. (Sorry a
was doing the flowers he started to .
him and the watering can. He Just .-
Then he told me the news, he's &
Com_:spondcncc Course. He wams .I
not die working on the farm. I can’t ima
can you. He’s too small. Your ﬁther A
H_c thinks Timmy’s Just trymgw =
T{mmy he will never selj the farm as or
said: Pearl, he refuses to imagie it
said: 1 expect he wasn’t good at E
'Magination, which is why he is a fa
hankie. And I didn’t. He hag s
I hope I could com e to |
Museum. And see Ears Gy
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