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I used to bang on the floor

.When I had & giddy f£it

Which came from loneliness

Among &0 many mmmntai* of atreets

And roofé and railinge dark

Like thoso in cometarien,

And the boy with the trombling amm

In the f£lat underneath ;

Would oall out; VYeah?!

And in his uncertain voice

Always £0 near to panic,.

At home with hiws dixty plotures

In the grimness of the afternoon

In his cold, dark -room

Vith clouds touching roof-iops outside
And no hope walking abroed in the atrects,
No trace of freedom walking '

By the roof-tops, in his unoértain voice
I squeemed out mp comfort,

Came back to friendlens earth againe

I tarrified him once

By telling him what the coming war would be 1like,
And he trembled all over for a day,



aAnd couldn't walk, unt4l his mother came upstairs
And said, '"hat's this your boy's

Baon telling mine?' Ho used to miff salt water
Up his noséy 10 get the phlegm down,

After dinner, in the afternoony

And thea take his reste -

All day the rooms would 1ie silent and dark,
With the clang of a tram, in the intances
Outtide the window the sirests

Would say nothings never offer comment

On. the srembling of 1ife

From day to day~

In silent roomse @

¥, + +

When A rat-tat-tat X L

Cane on the door §% might be the Rent Man,.
It might bs the (oal Man, or olse

The man from the School Boards

That sharp rat-tat-tat. -

Cave you feathers in the. bellys

They were dark men and heavy men,

I never saw them; hiding upstairss
Thoy came foxr money, or armed with law,
And made the atre?_e‘t 1ik# a camp

Where poople are shot. -

And their bodiss left out

AB an sxsmples That's all over now, .
They sayt usettled by the ware

Excopt that 1t im'ts



It's all underneath nows tim wages ars good,
The wallpaper's ohic and a car sits outside
And Saturdays are offj

But underneath “ '

The three grim men are thare,

And they're invimible, they're in the airy
They're sverywheres |

Somotimes my mother saidd *Sschit

Vhen they knocked and stood very quiet
Whore sha was; and I had to stand there 0o,
With only the oracking of her shog

As she broathed and swayed & little »

In tho silencés And tho man would stamp
In the cold outsi«ie, we might hear him eigh,
And then at lmast hetd turn avay, ‘
And be gone, and slowly the morning

Would revive again, and flowaia would come out,
And the sky would blow again

And talk to the gardens as it had beforss

+ + +

The vineghr-man used to comeé on Friday nights
After dark and make strange cries

At the baock of his throat, and his horge

Hed the mane icind of facey .

Dasp and. absorbad with glasses ony not given at all
To the streat but aﬁ.;ta.ya theé -stranger



Whose ories never changed ’
But yot wore intimate. Hé would go round
The back of his cart wh‘eré thers were wooden taps,
And £i1l people's bottles with vinegar; oil,
And inside the oart wa@ like a wooden room
In the glow of a lsmp with everything there
From matches to brushess The horse

Wag blinkered and had the same trick

Of never quite looking at anydbne passings
The street-iamx;a wore éiiv@r, but the glow
In the osrt was yellow and dims

They stood togother, and méant Friday nights
VWhen my father came home. late

With parcels of food from éhe works

And my mother went shépping

And brought home treasures for the week,

And the fireplacs cs_rmk’leé‘ and blazed

1ike o special tune to welcome

The end of the weeke The street

Had & special Friday-night look

And smelled of the coming waek-ond}
Friaay.night vas 1ight goen through leaves
And the shining of railings and trams

That wont pasty and the quick step of feat
On the pavemont outside, going to Saturday.



The vinegar-man and his cart were neat

And all made of wood, and the horse

Had glasces on 1ike the manj -

And the 'grating sound of the wheels

And the clop of the hoofs and the gurgling sounds
Of theé mén in the étr'eet below

Wore like twinkling lights and a few 1little notes
Bofore the curtain went up on Satirday morninge

1Y

+ +. +

Up the hill where” balﬁ-treas ware

Wag always .Chﬁ.si:méé—timﬂ;

The strests werd reow and utretched like stabdles
End to ond with golden lights

And had néw poople in them £00

Sitting and emiling 4n the gold of their lights
While wo smang Christmas carols outside

In the frost, and the streots

Were quiot like country there

Without the clang of & tram

But the rush of a train as it sped

Dovmhill on 4t¢s silvexr £light

1ike &n angél touching the odge of the night
Where oak~tress words



