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A CAME oF MurDzk

Peopl7!eemed to be more abandoned and socially daring
before the.war. They're quieter nowadays, as if they can no
longer rely on the tolerance and sympathy of other people if
they do something extravagant, and as if a law existed that
inside your home you can'indulge t%7éuman passions but outside
in the street you must keep your face straight, your hands &s

near as possible to your sides and ydur geaze 8bstract. F

fkflused to stand in the street and take off his khaki
jacket, then try to get it back on agein with all sorts of
entics, putting his arm through one of the pockets, turning it
upside down and trying to fit it over his head, while we all
watched from an upstairs window, roaring with laughter, He
used to come over on Sunday mornings before dinner, when there
was & smell oft§orkshire pudding and mint sauce, The men---
he, my brother.and my father---used to go down to the pub at
the end of the street for about an hour, and return merry.
He was in the Territorials, and they had their church parade
near by every Sunday morning at about eleven, which was why he

were olw

visited usf in his uniform. His buttons mm%zéxkxf%xxx brightly
polished and his puttees---the same as those worn in the first

VWlar---were wound neatly round his ankles, His cap had a

bright ertillery badge and & stiff peak that I found very




ugly: insect-like and ungenerous, for same reason.

He was very firmly built, nearly all muscle, and he had

a pale, unhealthy face, with dull eyes which often smiled, oo=i—
realiued. Ent
whekeddy—amrd sometimes mockingd and m.- When he gave

a demonstration of squad drill et the local Territorial Hall,
where he went after office-hours twice a week, he wald stamp
his feet down so hard that his cheeks quivered, and it seemed
to give him a satisfaction beyond humour. Then he imitated
the Sergeant Ma jor's scream, his voice echoing dovn the long
street, making it appeer that he was bloving his words through
an immense moustache. He belonged to barrack life ./y/- There was
something engular and mechanical about him, so that the drill-
ing didn't seem an outrage to his body. His . jokes were callous
and muttered, with a theme of deathly physicality, and he

dewcl —~ may - care
m in a precipitous, dexiti=toivewthe=hindmost way. He
drank a lot of dark beer and inc ited my bro ther, .tmn:m-s a

yaé’more delicate end retiring person, to & kind of unvwhole-
- some competitiveness, the idea being to smoke as many cigarettes

and drink as much beer as possible, and stay up 1at§_./') They

SAVAT 8 GATA A8 O T ..,“-, P~ > —

of hiy
_and,After sbout two years my brother went down with a fever and

Avthur- -8y T
was inhospital for several months, But m vasn't affected at

ajg)\ He looked Jjust as muscu}ar/and his face secemed to be
slightly yellow by nature,

He used to talk between thin lips, hissingly, and giggled
lightly after nearly everything he said. I remember that one
evening he and another friend gathered round my brother's cheir
and started talking in vexy subdued voices about a padbty they

were going to have at our home. They took no notice of me’
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end probably thought I was too small to understand.: They
talked about & woman I knew, .a friend of my mother's celled
Mrs Carr, who was older than they were and in the ripé period
of 1life. She was small and attractive in & challenging, un=- -

voluptuous way, with slightly praminent teeth and dbright eyes';J

7
I heard my brother
Rvthur-

mwizy,"Well, last time she as good as promised me...", and En/
,Z giggle}ﬁ. She was "game". The other friend said something

about the "goods" being "on a plate", But he had a healthier

and more boyish face than the other two, and a certain fastid-

iousness was disturbed in him by this talk, Then they decided
on a plan of action, whieh I couldn't understand.

The night of the party came and "murder" was played, My

mother disliked this geme very much, but she said little, It

meent switching out &F)r the lights and having people wandering

all over the rooms and stumbling into each other in the darkness,

waiting for someone to screamyﬁ' when touched by the "murder-
er*,  She used to sit by the fire in the fron%room with her
hends clasped together and a shawl or jumper over her shoulders,
exactly a’s she did when there was a W=d thunder?;torm.

Eert= 1dea was to select a "murderer" from among certain |
male accomplices, who would prolong the game as long as necesse-
arye. It was played about seven times, between nine o'clock
and midnight, in a growing mania dominated by the spirit of
% and my brother. Mrs Carr was there, 1aughin§£d looking

Hes fuataund o
round yulekly with her bright eyes. Lm)was %silent,

< m——

listless man/m

e winte e e e S s o oo i o n o
) .
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W@o me éni—;’)y_;ad a glint of canplicity in

them when aég;'looked at his wife, I remember that when my .
mother went4into hospital for en aboess to be removed fram her
womb, caused by my birth, he gave §§%5:ther a wa&aazi_glinting

CMCR'CA

1ook and said, "Too much friction, BER, eh?t,amt:tjﬂtﬂﬂtjﬁﬁf

I wandered sbout the rooms in the darkness with everybody
else, feeling people pass me and not knowing who they were.
Someone kept pulling the lavatory chain, producing & loud clang
and a rush of water, which made everybody laugh, because the
game required such an eery silence. The chain was pulled
more and more with every game, until the tank didn't have time
to fill up and only made an empty oclang. Sometimes I brushed
past two people standing so close together that they must have
been gripping each other., Nothing whatsoever could be seen,
because the curtains were tightly drawn, Sometimes I felt one
of the young men's strong hands explore my body briefl%/'to
ascertain my sex. I vwondered with a shiver of embarrassment
whether one of these hands might belong to my brother.‘ In his
bedroom, which was tiny, with only & bed and a chest of drawers,
there was always the worst press of people:)anﬂzmnxa;se&m£ﬂ=ﬁut:
U0 Thara, _A/;;rtain respect was shown my parents' bedroom.

About the time of the fourth game I was standing agaiﬂst

one of the walls in my brother's room and heard Mrs Carr's §
whisper nearby, "No, don't--=don't---" Then there was anoQﬁ
vwhisper, "Vhat's the matter?" I went towards the door and 'w{
realised that 1t was being held closed from inside, by someoné
;%;;-than the person with Mrs Carr. This was probably the xé{

T

stratgbm, worked out like & plen of battle. I returned neareég
RN




6.

the bed end at once felt Mrs Carr's slim arm---I had no
doubt 1t was her, from the voice---and realised she was in a
kind of awkward embrace with someone., There wasxa lot of

movement on the bed, end gasps, and again, in a fainter voice,

P apgta, "o, don'temmt

Then the door opened and I felt my wey out, not wanting
to see anything when the lights went up. I went back to the
front,{!room where the fms blazing and my mother was sitting
alone., The room was neatral; out of the game, At last the
lights went g; and everybody came back blinking and leaughing,
saying things like "Was that you--~I womdered whet the devil
i1t was!" and "Somebody scared the 1life out of mel" Mrs Carr
was looking rather%\% her eyes cast dowmn., She refused
to play in the next g:n‘me, and sat with my mother. But Bex
‘end my brother didn't seem to mind.

At the end of every Sunday-night party, about half-past
eleven, there was a light supper of cold meat and pickles end
tea served in the back room. IMrs Carr was still mute, and
she no longer looked round her with bright, quick glences.

Mr Carr was laughing, without making a sound. He sat with
'%?de,m brother near the fire-stove, while she seemed to be
alert to everything they said, in case it concerned her. Ihg
other pe ople/ at the tabdle 2y wefe talking and laughing so much\‘
that this wasn't noticed. , \':\\
Len was whispering something to Mr Carr, who kept glanoing\‘ \
at his wife with slow, glinting eyes. She blinked, looking \\
down. Then Mﬁsei@ﬂ\{th a wry little smile,
"Yes, that's right, the same happened to me---never aﬁﬁn, 1

said, néver againil"



Mk Hlancny srdetseys
mllaughedi_mng]‘at my .brother, and asked, "Why,

what happened?"

"fell, the gun went off--~touched off 1f you see what I
mesn---accident---but never again, oh nol"
' frthar

Again g&ﬁ laughed, this time throwing back his head,

nThe gun with the cannon balls, you mean?”

"That's right, How did you guess?"

Qrikarl,
;d to mateh Bexts strident, rushed giggle, filling all
A W

the room, Mr Carr smiled in m::y fashion and looked slowly acts=s
at his wife again.

Afterwards, when everybody had left the house and my
m )
brother had gone out for & late-night stroll with Teng my

mot her said to my father with tight lips, while they were doing

Kpeikas
the washingﬁ;% "I hate that damned game", %\k
)/)( There were no more large parties like that because my

brother went into hospitel soon afterwards, end then the War /‘f’- c.
broke? out. one Sunday morning & few days before the ultimatum
to Germahy %came over ;n his uniforn}/;:md told us he wes
being mobiliged. He didn't seem soOrry. He followed the
ﬁ"‘ " statement with his rushed giggle, making war seem 8 FE—of
vast tomfoolery. My father was working in the back garden
anl we were watching Bim from the open window. It was a

bright morning and the blinds hed been drawn half«down, giving

oV was o asdoelalEsl with
the room a special summer glowltmy:xged)for me &2 cold
i}

salad teas and short-sleeved shirts, and&ie lifci{less guunt

and strict. My fa ther didn't know that @ had arrived. He\

went on working quietly, tending his favoux'-ite flowers, the )
% gladioli. I had been practising with ?ﬁglmt-gm 1nythe gardeq&

i notiwimend
and had just laid it on the table. It was a peculiar td::!mg._z\

AN
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It fired little shots of potato very fast. You pushed the
end of its bore into a raw potafo S0 that{ a juley little
pellet was left inside.
"How do you use that thing?"gl—h:fnfasked. He spoke with
é 4\\) some surpris%beoause at first he‘J/thought it was a toy gun,
but when he looked closer he saw the dangerous-looking spring.
T broaght him a half-used potato and showed him how to do
it, He nodded and filled the bore, then raised the gun level
to hils eyes.

"I'm the best 811:2'1[1 the troop", he said, then, under his
T I’

breath, "Watech out, am. &"fio S ot
He levelled the sights at my father bending in the garden

below, and fired, My father sprang up at once, clasping the
. back of his neck, and looked up at the window with his mouth
open., gal;?aw\vas laughing, and my brother was smiling constrain-
edly.
"WWhat the hell was that?" my father w:ﬁé:.. /L‘a
"only & bit of potato, p111d.

e A\’fﬁu—f
"What?® It dawned on my father that tidms Was Bony and fhaw he

S he gun,

M But he didn't smile. He pursed his lips

a little and ssked quietly, a very faint trembling in his

voice, "You'd better be careful what you're doing, hadn 'Efou?"
) /

In fe=t8 smile there was often a great openness and

tne—affoctions- He cald see my father was~rea11y hurt, afx}

he stopped glggling. His 1lips were moist and hovered for a
moment between shame and a smile. He turned away from the |
window and after a silence in which none of us seemed to \ A

move he went into the scullery and began joking with my ' %
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mother.

__—1’./

9

room. Ay parenis had gone out andlmy brother was sittipg

Top—in-my-brotherte-{hege—

in snothur rhoms. He smiled at me tad sat dovn on the bed,

He ruffled wly hair, then began slapy
I laughed, thinking iy{t he would :1}

ing me in & pleyful yay,
op after the first slaps,

but he becamp more violent until ho [was gripping me by the

shoulders anfl pressing them togetherd with a strange iuwerd

grimness, hip Tace absolutely set, p

lc and thin-lipped [as

alvays, Thén he began . slanping ne

the facc, und the more he did so thoimore I tried to lat.gh/

go as to minimise the stirangeness of
have heard thle slaps .in the other ro

nants Len tas sweating and didn't

vanted, Then ho pinched me in the pack with a sudden

very hard, even roajd

it. Yy brother mhist
m but he made no mopve=~

boen to know what h

ferocious effort / and left the room, his walk slow and forlorn.

Lator I/wvent out into the beack

/]

brother were sitting, It was quitfe

roon}/where he and fy
silent. The window

was open/ enjd there were distent solnds of children playing,

and & train pegsed far awsy. He vj
gazing at thle ¢eiling, his eyes nayr
his face.

A yeax 1ate% on a dusty, toporific day, when the back-room
A A

was again in a quiot glow, I heard ¢

s lecaning back in hic chair

owed and & certein jpain in

There were still the tz{aces of sweat on his \brov

hat he@d been killed in

Germény. Ho hadn®t joined the army aflter all/ but applied

for the _A_i_r Force, because he hated

the "square-beshing"
. A

fod
involved in the Artillery. Heiﬂ trained, and {lcw over

Geruany on oue of the fixrst bomber raids.



Somebody said he'd fallen out of the plene alive, after

it had been hit by flack. I imagined him hurtling down towards
the earth, unseen at night, and I always imagined that he didn't
cry out, only waited, his eyes fixed before him with a certain
curiosity and charm, wondering what fate had governed his life,

and removed him so soon.



