pietime

i love it best when mummy makes pies 

she makes loads and loads 

she sells some for when it rains she says

she don’t like the rain a tall so I think that’s strange 

when it rains her lips go tight and small

first she puts my little sister down for a nap 

then she goes and opens up the big cupboard and gets out the big bowl and the pie-tins and the big rolling pin that isn’t really a pin and puts them all on the big table and makes lots of noise crash bash crash
and I jump up and down shouting pietime pietime pietime 
and we laugh and laugh and laugh
and then I run and get the marge from the fridge 

and then the big big bag of flour from the pantry that’s really heavy

and sometimes im so excited I nearly wee myself 

but mummy would never get cross with me 

not when its pietime

then she gets mixing and stirring and shaking flour all over the place

and she keeps laughing and wiping her hair from her fourhead with the back of her hand 

and gets flour in her hair and on her cheeks and on her nose 
and she really don’t care not a bit
daddy’s coming back from the war she says so she’s gonna make some speshly good ones to keep she says

I don’t remember my daddy much

I remember him but not much cos he’s never home for long enough 

and he’s all stiff

first she hums and then she starts singing and talking loud

but I don’t listen really

I just like to watch her

cos it’s pietime and she shines

then the playstreet’s all made and 

it looks a bit like a huge lump of creamy white plasticene but not really

then she grabs lumps and uses the rolling pin that’s not really a pin and she throws even more flour about and rolls it really flat and smooth and round looking and puts it in a tin and it’s always just right
I like that bit cos she gives me a bit and i make a special pie of my own

last time I made one with grass and a worm 
and I was gonna give it to him but I forgot
I didn’t really forget

I’m too scared
but the best bit is when she puts the stuff inside

like apples with sticks in it that smell a bit like chrismas 

or rhubarb that’s yucky cos it makes my teef all stiff

or blackberries or berries from gooses and mincemeat that’s not really mincemeat a tall but really sweet and so that’s silly 
but there are meat ones as well 

and bacon and egg ones which are my flavourite apart from cherries cos they’re special and we only got them two times before
sometimes she lets me put some stuff in with a big spoon and I’m very good at it but I only do bit cos I like watchin her the best

cos it’s pietime and her hands are joined up with her mouf 
and words purr out of her 
and the room gets very big and very bright and she looks like a angel 

but angels are very slow and she’s fast fast 

I hate the raganbone man

suddenly all this stuff has turned into pies

it’s like magic 
lots and lots of pies 

my really flavourite bit though is when she holds a finished pie up high in the air with one hand and her other hand has a knife and whizz 
a long ribbon of creamy white dances down onto the table 
and drops down dead

and then bam
another pie goes onto the big sideboard 
until it’s really really full up and you cant fit another pie on there
then she always says now and always always smiles a fhuge smile at me 

and puts them in big arga that eats coal and wood but not pies 

that’s strange

and it’s full of fire and it talks 

and spits sometimes 

and sings sometimes

and frightens me

and I cant look away

the real meat ones have a cross on top 
and the bacon ones have a v on top and go in one door

the sugaryones go in another door and they all have a slit in the top and I don’t know how she knows which sugaryones is which but she does always

and I ask her how she knows and she says it’s a secret and twinkles at me

and everything starts to smell warm and lovely 
like I think that heaven does 

and then mummy always gives a big breath and says there 
and if I’m not quick she grabs my head and kisses me on the nose and suddenly I feel too big for the room

and I’ve got flour and stuff all over on my face

but I don’t care really and I lay on the floor with winnie my cat 
and I stroke her to death 

I go out to play with my friends then 
cos it’s clearing up time and that’s no fun
and mummy stops smiling then and singing and her lips tighten up again

maybe it’s the smell of his place that made me do what I did

it has that sicky smell of old lino when you pull up a corner 
and its stuck down with black slimy gunk that makes a cross noise

no it’s him that smells 

him all in black him

dirty him smelly him scary him

I hate the raganbone man

his coat is sort of black

and his hair is sort of black

everything about him is sort of black even his skin
but not really

he looks like ash does

or a stain

a big dirty smelly stain

I feel sick as soon as I hear him coming 

ragabone … ragabone …

and his big ugly horse comes clop clopping nearer and nearer 

ragabone …

clop clop clop

sometimes I’d hide cos I hate it when he looks at me

but he doesn’t never look at me

not right at me

cos his eyes are funny 
and one eye looks one way and the other eye looks another way 

and he made me wee myself once 

and so I hate him

and he has a big dirty beard
he must be very very poor cos he has to eat rags and bones 

his horse can eat the bones alright though 

cos he has a long face and they’ll fit in there good and he can chew them with all those big teef he’s got but the raganbone don’t have much teef

I suck my blanky sometimes and it’s sort of clean but I wouldn’t eat it

I saw him in a film once at saturday morning pictures 

there were some wicked cannonballs dancing up a terrible wicked spell 
and their eyes got really big and looked all over the place 
and he was one of them 

I cried and I weed myself
daddy’s home

he  brought me a toy animal that he carved himself when he was at the war he says

I don’t know what it is

he says it’s a wolf but it doesn’t look like a wolf I say so he says well it is a wolf and if I don’t like it he’ll give it to my little sister and looks at me  sort of funny

and mummy says if you two boys are naughty then you cant have any pie and it’s cherries cos I got a tin saved up special 

and I jump up and down and shout

but my daddy didn’t say anything
I think the raganbone man has done something wicked 
that’s why he cant look at me in case I found out and I would tell on him

I wish I was dan dare 
or superman or kit carson
I would punish him very much I would

mummy says I shouldn’t be frightened and that he wouldn’t hurt me

daddy never says much a tall anyway
but I got magic and they don’t see what I see so they’re silly

I like fire

when I can hold it on a matchstick it’s mine 
and I feel strong like magic strong

and everything in my head goes into wavy and all smooth sort of

my daddy gets very cross if I’ve tooken his matchsticks

he always knows if there’s some missing even though I only tooken a few

is only taking some matchsticks stealing?

does god get time to cross about it?

there’s no pies left 

but mummy cant make pies today cos she’s poorly she says and is in bed

is it cos I’ve tooken some of daddy’s matches before?

they're like little stiff soldiers with red hats on

I like them in my pocket

they're like little friends

little devils
I don’t like the house when mummy’s in bed in the daytime

the house is unhappy and empty feeling

when I grow up im gonna be the man in front of a band that marches down the street and I’m gonna have a big stick that I wave about 

and sometimes I’m gonna crash those big shiny dishes together 

and I’m gonna have big hat and everyone will wave at me and be happy

daddy says why don’t I go out and get some fresh air

when I asked him why was it fresh he got cross at me

I asked mummy when he’s going back to the war 

and she said the war is over isn’t that good 

cos we can have daddy home all the time now

I didn’t say anything

I liked it better when it was just me and mummy
it’s boring today and hot

flies are skitting about lots of them 
and birds are singing lots and chirping and whizzing 
and when I stamp my feet dust comes up in the air 

so I play being a cannonball and dance a wicked spell

a wicked spell for the raganbone man so he drops down dead

bam

it’s too hot

there’s biscuit crumbs in the bottom of my pocket

but they taste like grandaddy’s ones and sad 
so I take all the other stuff out of my pockets and put it on the floor 

and scrape my fingers in my pocket bottoms scrape scrape

to see how much I can get under my fingernails

no one’s out to play today
it’s boring without my friends
probly they’ve gone somewhere nice with there mummies and daddies 
cos its sunday so it’s not fair
my daddy doesn’t want to go out he says and mummy’s in bed
if I can keep still long enough I can see lots of worlds in that bluebottles green shine

I didn’t mean to do it

I really really really didn’t mean it
there were just some matches in my pocket
I didn’t put them there on purpose honest
I was just up close to the raganbone man’s yard 

at the back where it’s grassy 
it’s all made of old wood and I just started lighting some and dropping them before they burnt my fingers and then I went away

my daddy was in a big big fight a long way away he says
and it went on for years and years he says and it was horrible he says

and he’s very tired from it cos he has to lay down a lot a lot a lot 

he says it’s cos he cant stand it he cant stand it anymore 

so is that why you lay down I say cos you cant stand it?

and he stretches his lips at me 
but his eyes are sad like the cold pond in the park
I cant smile back at him when he smiles like that cos I know he cries then
I like him now and he’s sort of rubbery

mummy says he’s soft 
mummy says she cant stand it either 

so I spose that’s why she’s goes to bed

but I can eat my cereal with no milk now 

and lots of sugar cos they cant see me in the morning

what I did that day was wicked

what I did that day was I burned down his yard

I know lots of things now I do

sometimes I know so much stuff my head fills up 

and I think it’s gonna ex splode 

so I go out and run and run until the stuff’s all jumbled up in my head 

and I don’t know what it’s saying anymore

and then I lie down and its all quiet 

until it comes back again

sometimes all the stuff I know wont go quiet from running 

so I do my crazydance and hang my tongue out and wiggle my eyes until it all lays down and then I lay down

some of my friends saw me one day and made fun of me

I don’t care about them anymore

when daddy sees me doing my dance he gets cross at me 

and says if I don’t stop it he’ll give me a good hiding

and that’s another thing I know that he doesn’t know 

cos I know that hidings are never good so he’s silly

and he always cries afterwards 

and I don’t like it when he cries all the time

I wish mummy would get up 

I wish mummy would make some pies
sometimes mummy shouts at daddy 

she says she wont listen to it anymore

I put my fingers in my ears and say la la la la la

she should do that when he says the world is cruel and horrible

cos he always starts shouting after he says that 

always always

and then he cries

I spect he cries more than me 

there are always lots of nice thick bottles out in the garden 

but they smell horrid 

sometimes there’s some stuff left inside and I tasted it and it was like fire in my mouth and I thought I was gonna die for sure for sure 

it went away but I felt funny and couldn’t get up and was sick on the carpet

I like to put stuff in the bottles 

like marbles or snails or grass or magic potions to kill people with

I don’t know why mummy gets cross at me when she sees me playing with them but she is cross a lot now

and daddy got a new lighter  

so I think he knows about the matchsticks 

does he know that I did it?

I don’t like the smell of his new lighter or his ol’ bottles

daddy calls them his eye opener that’s silly cos it always makes his eyes close

I hate that fire from the bottles in my mouth 

but I always taste some more when there’s a bit in the bottles 

and I don’t know why cos I’m always sick and I cant get up

we are the laying down family who live on their sides

mummy tooked me to the doctor and doesn’t know why I wont say one word to him but I don’t know what that word is cos now I know too many words

why don’t you go out to play with your friends anymore she says

I’ve got enough on my plate with your daddy she says

grownups say really silly things

why don’t she make pies anymore 

sometimes I  wake up in the night time cos she’s shouting 
I’m sick of it she shouts 

sick of the war she shouts

you’re paffetic she shouts

disgusting she shouts

daddy never shouts

he cries

I cry

I didn’t mean to do it

I’m wicked 

and then sometimes mummy and daddy cuddle when my little sister has been put down 

they cuddle on the settee so hard they have to go to bed again

they say I’m in charge and play quietly and don’t wake my sister but they’re sort of smiling a bit

it doesn’t seem to fit with all the other stuff when they shout and stay in bed on their own

praps they should always not go on their own

my little sister is very good but she is silly

I like my little sister when she’s asleep 
she looks like a fairy in a book

she's not wicked like me

she sings and laughs all the time and when she cries it’s very short but big plops of tears fall out of her eyes and it makes me feel very broken

but I give her one of her toys that are all dolls and bears and stuff and she cuddles it and laughs straight away

she climbs on my daddy’s lap even though he smells of cigarettes and his eye opener and strokes his rough face when he looks sad and tells him one of her long stories that don’t make sense and he ak chewally listens to her and smiles real smiles

she’s not like me

she’s good 

she would never even taste his eye opener

some of them know that I did it

the man who sells toffee apples from the tray on the front of his bike 

he knows

the man who comes and swaps stuff like real parachutes for old jumpers he knows

the man who sells winkles and shrimps on sundays 

he knows

the ice creamman and all those people who wont look at me 

they all know

they’re all gonna meet one night and plan what they’re gonna do
sell me to china

or stick dog’s legs on to me and make me pull their carts 
or put me in a strongbox with a big lock on it 

and I would grow into the corners and come out all square 

and stay like it forever

or in the end probly just burn me
the raganbone lived in his yard with his horse 

but when I saw all the smoke and the big flames and the big red fire engines I knew they weren’t in there in the fire cos he’s always always out in the daytime getting his rags and bones

but I still dream about them 

about them roasting alive in the fire

and their skins split open and hiss and squirt like sausages do in the pan

and there eyes grow fhuge and pop open and they would scream

and I would scream and wake up with my bed all wet

but it’s always wet anyway now

I want it all to go away

I didn’t mean to do it

I’ll be good god I promise I will 

it’s always when I’m busy that mummy wants something down the shop

there’s two shops 

a greengrocers that isn’t really a shop but a yard with big gates made of grey wood and he opens them in the morning and brings out all his stuff in wood boxes and puts them all on the pavement and then he puts it all back again at night cos of robbers he says and laughs

he’s really old and really nice and wears a cap all the time even in summertime and he calls me jonny but that’s not my name but it’s nice

and there’s another shop that sells everything even brown beer that you have to bring a jug for and old men and old ladies bring them to fill up and then they take them home again and they drink it

there is always people waiting cos the man and lady who’s shop it is talk and talk and talk

and I’m waiting to buy mummy some sugar when an old lady says it’s a good thing that smelly old raganbone’s yard has gone and although she sorry for him it’s a blessing

and I go all red and my chest goes big at the same time and I don’t remember what I came for and run out

I’m all muddled up

I like dan dare the best

one day when it was really hot I went to my secret camp down on the bomb site and I’ve got my magni frying glass with me

there is lots of ants there and other creepycrawlies and I use my magni frying glass like dan dare’s raygun high up in space and destroy the wicked ant people that crawl out of a hole

there are fhuge cheers as the ant people shrivel and smoke

but then I feel wicked and I have to dance my crazydance lots and lots and then I have to lay down and there’s all snot and tears on my face and sweat and it gets mixed up with the dirt and the dead ants and I cry some more and then I fall asleep

I saw the raganbone man at the fire

he looked very old and very sad and something else too 

but I don’t know what that is but I keep thinking about that look

he was just sitting on a box in the road and the fireman were pulling their long black hoses and putting them on the fire engines and everything was very smelly and there was black water all over the floor

he wasn’t doing anything

his horse wasn’t doing anything as well

god must be very very very cross with me

I want to tell the vicar with the white hair 

but he smells of starch that makes me feel sick 

and he says he has the ear of god so he’s silly

god knows what I did anyway doesn’t he

I could talk to the nuns that go about but they don’t speak the same language as we do and they’re scary

sometimes I try and cuddle into my mum but it always makes me want to cry and I pull away and go off somewhere

cos I’m wicked and wicked little boys don’t deserve cuddles

there’s a big building down the road that’s like a church but it isn’t

and I don’t go there cos the devil lives there down some long steps at the side that leads to a big door that’s black and dirty behind the railings

he can get me

he’s waiting for me and sharpening his big knife like the butcher does

I had to go with my little sister in the pram to get her milk 

and mummy’s pulling me past it to go to the welfare clinic 

and I’m crying and saying no please mummy not the devil’s place and I weed myself

and she slaps me on the legs then wipes her hand on my jumper and says she doesn’t know what’s got into me these days and she’s at her witzend

I know what’s got into me

wickedness has got into me 

but I don’t know what her witzend is but I know it’s my fault

there’s and old lay next door who’s really really nice

I go and see her alot alot

she has a budgie that’s blue and she lets me change his water

his name is clarence and she wont let me change his seed until I’m bigger cos it gets everywhere 

she says funny things like that but most grownups do anyway

she told me to look at the raindrops out the window one day

it was raining

she says when it hits the ground every rain drop makes a crown

and when I looked hard it was true

then she says so when it hits the ground just think of all those crowns

and we start singing it round and round 

when it hits the ground just think of all those crowns 

and I’m laughing and then I’m crying

and she stops singing and holds my face in her hands and looks at me for a long time and I love her and she kisses me on the nose

and then she blows her nose in her hanky and wipes her eyes and says what about some cocoa  

mummy says I shouldn’t bother her so much but she’s my best friend 

I don’t see the raganbone man anymore except in my dreams

I wonder what happened to him people say

I don’t know where he went 

but I think about him and his horse

and I just see him sitting on that box after the fire 

it’s strange

I’m not afraid of him anymore

