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'Oneeven1ng in early winter I played under the lamp-post 

\ ,opposite where we lived., These l.amp-posts were th1cltnnd 'sqllare 

at tho bese. with a 811ppery ledge about the ,height ot oneta hip •• 

By getting on toth1S ledge and hugging the round part of the post· 

you could pull yourself' up to the glass hood f inside wh1chthe gas 

\ mantle glowed end hltssed" and you could swing on a ox-Gss-bar that 

stuck out on one side l~e a glbb~t. I never knew What this cros~ 

I bar was ~or. Perhaps it was for the repa.irs man to lean his ladder 

~,agalnst' when he ohanged the delio'ate little mantles. 

The glot1 made a rough oircle on the pavement, and beyond its 

,area the walls., the evergreen bushes and the iron railings had the 
; 

appea.rance ot dust that stood still and kept its shape in the· breeze. 

, Usually the street tlas empty. especially on \"linter evenings. Trams 

passed at the and .• , wobbling and scraping. and non end then a train 

arrived at the station near by. paused for' a feYl moments and then 

drew otr again w1tha low r1s1ns groan as it it \lore saying some­

thing about the nature of its journey. 

This evening I was playing tllone and in my bast clothes. 

(t7e were going to the theatre, which ODS very exciting and which 

I had been thinking about tar days., The window upsta1rs in tlJ) 

hou.seopposita would soon be pulled up and my mother \7oUld lean 

out and call softly., 'Come on., son., get your Goat on. t Then 

she· would lower it again so that the 'sashes made a gentle, OhirrUp­

ins sound that \l"'ent up and down :lIke the cry ot a littlsan1mal. 

from a burrow. also making a ,statement about 11fe. 

Near the lamp-post there was the sharp kerb where I had 

. :f811en 'not many Leeks before and almost brol~en my nose. I had 



made a poolot blood on the pavement while I was lying unoonscious • 

.All I remmbored tiSS tel.llng straight onto the sharp part of the 

kerb. staggering tor a f·etf paces.,. then lowering myself .softly. 88 

1tseeI!led. on to the. pavement... I woke up ~or a tew seconds ,and 

saw a little crowd of chl1drenround me and a vast wanan called 

Mrs Richards ft-om the other end ot the street who was 80 fat that 

she oould hardly ~-;alk and who 8'1;004 at her gate all day s'tar1ngat 

fJVeryone who passed., She had huge skirts. always blaok 'or dark 

brown. and nOlI she stood oyer mGatar1ngjust as she did when she 

leaned on her gate. summer and Winter. Then I lost myself again 

end woke up in bed,. with my mother ringing her handa and crying 

near by. 

She told me atterwardethat m::I brother had rushed to the 

doc,tor's house tester than. she had OY8rseen anybody run,. With 

blood all OTero his shirt and an absolutely terrified expression in 

his eyes. Then he had carried l:Jle over his shoulder up to the 

bedroom. and a moment lat.er the doctor arri"ed •. expecting something 

, frightful .• 

The accident nae talked. about again andogaln.. Visitors 

were tel.d. Peop1e came that ,evening trom other houses and made 

enquiries. Some of them said they had seen ·young Le'slle t 

rush1ngup the street as 1t hetd seen the dey1]' h1mself'.. He had 

come back panting so much that his ~ole bod,- heQYed and shook. 

For two or three days I telt. lD3"seU to be p-rec1ous in the tam1.ly •. 

I was given almost everything .I wanted., but I :took care not to ask 

for the impossible. or for too muoh. 1n case the old status quo 

was restored earlier than necessary. 

The pool of blood was only Wiped up in a pertunctor.v w8.7 

and atter' a week, when I was allowed out again. It oas still oleer 



on the ground,. .It first it was 8 dark red. I 100 •. 4 at it' 

every day" and gradually it lost its olear boundaries and turned 
, 

a taint rust colour. sinking lntqthe 'Very texture or the' pov~ent. 

like something trom. the sea t~at collects paasL-"S colours into its 

Sh8pe~ ando.baorbs them throUgh endless tIdes ant·U they ,are fiXed 

·and hard. Yet., though 1" had passed. 80 to speak. into eternity,. 

the mark was mine·. I was proud •. 

I~umped up on .. the .slippery ledge." despite my best, Cl0~'8j 

end, hugged the round part of the lamp-post, 'pullinS myself up., 

Then I caught' hold ot the glbbet-arm and began sw1~'., '!here 

was noonee18e playing .•. be'cause it was past bedtime .. and only 

the theatrewss keeping .me Up. 

I coold see nothing outside the sUTer Slow at the lamp. 

There were probably lights but like the wall :end eyergreen bushe. 

the1 seemed duet'. of e dreamy' 8ubs.tance. I couldn't ooncel'Y8 that 

there wa~ another gloW in the World. and all the sounds I heaJld---, 

the t~. ttB pausing train. the occasional footsteps that passed 

in the ·dark on the other side ·of the street,. a door' that 0108e4. 

either introdUcing new footsteps to the" night or ~tl.1n6 o~d ones 

up---seem~d to confirm that this was the onlyglo\1 there waSt· and 

to prepare with little prel1m.1nory statements the owning I was 

.going ·to haTe. I thousht to my.aU that there wouldn t, t pOSSibly 

be anyone in the:" world with suohexcltement before. them" and the,t 

an,. other lite must be very poor.; I had only been to the theatre 

once betore. The words seemed to be compounded or my own lUe • 

• It was like touching 8 lite beyond the one people told me about·. 

I sat throt18h. the first act with rtra' mouth open 60 wide that I 

tounda long trickle of dribble down to 1J'J3' collar afterwards *: 

Jmd TJ'J'1 ayea felt strained when the lights went up 88 1tthey had 

been looking right tn.H. things w'1th a blinding. stark. settle •• 



penetrat1,on. ~ 

Just as the wall end evergreen busha's were like dust,; so \mS 

the' curtain I 1mag1nedgoing up and the shadowy players dressed in ~ 

'Yery bright oolours, passing 1Jo and trot talk1nga kind of duaty 

talk. \,lith the black theatre all about, hushed and r111ed:. 1ts dark .. 

ness as Absolute· as that' beyond ".be glow ot. the lamp., 

My mother would soon call me~. then I would run ,into the houea,. 

olatter1ns up the stairs. lfl1' hands would be washed and .my Oyercoat 

pulled, over J.'l't'T t~Jhould,rs. mekingme sway t~ a moment. M.y tElther 

would be Walk'ing trcm the bedro'ottl,to the back-room. with ;bustllng te~, 

his lips set, looking tor ha- curt links or the hard leather glO'Y8 

he wore tooarer his miSsing hand. which had been cut ott in a saw 

mlll. t.ihen. With hiS O'ferGoat, on, he would stand tying the ~8ce. 

of this gloTe \11 th ,his tree' hand $nd his teetht , so that: his mouth 

made: a temporary -#lu. while his eyes gazed into the distance. 

narrowed." dreamy". \'11tha warm. end rich. abs'orbed expression,. '!'hen 

wo would -c10s$ up the ,Small. .. sweltering tire in the stOT8 and leave 

the house,. My parents w.ould walk al.ong the street. wlthset and 

rather abstract faces,f as if there were saneone extra in them help­

inS to direot their footsteps .. , And between them I would skip now 

and thGil. and feel the herd ,surf:aces or their handS. 

Ieams down trom the p))at and It oed looking towards the end at 

the 's,treet., Then ,I cl1mbed one of' the railings and halt sat on 

one of the ShGrpapikea. I Jumped off as herd as .I could, tlY 1ng 

to reach the, kerb. 11 long time seemed to pBS:S during Which no 

sound :oame. I watohed the upStalrs window. Its curtains were 

quite still. and, the gl.ass wes Shining with the, 11ght, trcmmy lamp. 

But nothing happened.. so I went up the ltmp-post again. 

It seemed late. This didn't· come into r.rq 'mind as 8 ,clear 

propos it 1 on. I~ ,aeemedto be asserted by the noiSes ot the ,eTOn~ 



iD6,.or the infrequency of' them., ~ey no longe-r' gave mpport 

to the glow of the lamp" or made' promising fJtatementaabout the 

evening ,to oome. ./i train stopped at the station end paused., 

But when it, groaned ,awayaga1n ,it seemed to be going anywhere" and 

to be bearing people quite strange to me._ OI~SO ,8 clos1nS door 

further dORnthe street seemed to shut me out. 41nd 'the ,sound of 

the tram reminded .me of long eTen1ngs I had spent, alone in bed 

waIting tar rIrI' parents' ,sharp footsteps to sound in the stree't 

outside. tmd mistalting them again and again, realising they were 

t'ootsteps that acknowledged no part· in 00. and hearing the tram 

enter the ,sUenceagain like something intending to bear my body 

away ,to strangers end even enemies •. 

nen the Window was reall.y pUlled up. A qu1te O'Yerpow~ing 

ehudderot exoitement went through me.- I saw "my mother l.oW8'r her 

head end look outJ? her hands on the a11~., She $'00 was ,vagus; ~1ke 

a shadow moving. 

she sPOk8sot't17. t\That the deyl1 ar,e you doing up there? 

Just, you ge't down at once.,· But her "lolceeeemed to gl'Y8 me 

permission to do It., Then she said. "r:e'll. hS'Ye to go another 

night,. 1'oUV brother couldn't get the tiokets.' 

Then was 8 p'ause. wbile I 8WUI1g 8 little more. and she added. 

as it she were regretfully closing theeven1ng tor me, 'Cone on now. 

,lump dorln like a good boy.'· 

I husgsd the post and lowered myself. then dropped to the 

ground., 'l'he shadowy player. seaned togo away to the ~end ot the 

street. Everything was dust as bafor·s but- it was divided into 

separate elements, now----the wall, tha bushes. the lamp and the 

window opposite. 1111 mother's heed disappeared and the sashea 

made their' ,sad. trembling llttl.e song. I walked to the edge ~ 
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the kerb ·and was aware Of being. 8. child among otherchl1ctren., 

There: nero: light. which I hedntt noticed befor8--yellow -and plush 

cquares ·of l~t trom w1ndotis with their curtains drawn; and 

whenever a 'tram passed at the' end of the street it made 8 s~ta1ned 

flash. like a frightening warship floating in theaky. 

As I walked 8m1y from the lamp I looked down and saw t~ 

dark:. rusty blood on the pavement at 1.'lf¥ teet, lila) a breath that 

had made en everlasting mark. I wes glrd I had mentioned it to 

no one,. lest· they should have tried to rub 1 t, 87181,. 




