The hosepipe
I had never seen her wince; she wasn’t one for wincing. 
I don’t recall her eyebrows even breaking rank the day Jon dropped a paint can from an upstairs window onto the patio. Perhaps, an eye roll, the time Tim lit a fire under his own bed, “just to see what would happen”. But, in this split second, her cheeks curled up to meet the centre of a usually serene face, eyebrows descending to greet them in a sharp arche. A wince.
We raged around the edges of those long days. A happy, bouncy sort of raging. Where balls fly into windows, laughter peeling off the sideboards of the too-small-house.
This weekday was hot and unrelenting. A water fight had taken place earlier in the afternoon, had got out of hand, as these things often do. By now my older siblings had progressed to boring and the day had softened slightly round the edges. The older children melting into corners, folding themselves away to play Sega or paint their nails. 
Being no more than four or five, I had found it difficult to do so. Desperate for repetition of the earlier excitement, I went from brother, to sister, to brother, “lets do that again!” only to be met with grunts. It’s in those moments young children will often take matters into their own hands. 
My Mother, who had been fiercely hiding the evidence, towelling down wet windows, throwing guns and buckets into hedges, was now making tea. Putting Safeway biscuits, normally eaten straight from the packet, onto china plates that rarely saw the light of day.
I had a childlike sort of knowing that when “the suits” arrive, things get boring. My Dad appeared in the doorway, swimming trunks replaced with a shirt and tie, ready to play Pastor. It wouldn’t be long now until the chapel elders came knocking for the meeting. Tea in the suspiciously sodden garden, mumbling their boring conversation in between eating all the biscuits we had been told “not to touch!”. 
I had seen Jon take hold of the hosepipe earlier. The way he unwound it from the tap, turned it up as strong as it would go. “If you do it like this Non, you can run further, spray more people”. After this brief tutorial I was of course his first victim. Running soaked and screaming down the garden, yelling warnings to the others. 
He got us all, as older brothers do. Leaving no stone unturned. Even my teenage sister usually indignant, now laughing. 
Perhaps in my young mind I noted how the suits needed cheering up? I have no real memory of my four-year-old thought process, if there was one, only that I did, honestly, assume they’d enjoy it. True, it would be a shame to soak the biscuits.
I unwound my weapon from the tap as I had seen my brother do, turned it up full pelt. 
Then, soaked them all. My Dad included. 
In the shocked seconds that followed, apologies and tea towels flew about the scene. My Father dabbing down my strangely, still grumpy victims, offering more and more tea. 
And my mother, whose eyes I locked in the chaos wearing that wince, so rare it shocked the little me. Then, she placed the tea pot down onto the garden table, approached me soggy, the wince now waning to blank. Announced loudly as she walked through flailing bodies, “Noni that was naughty! I’ll get towels”, a public notice meant more, I felt, for them than for myself. 
We left the sodden scene hand in hand and made for the linen cupboard. She collected towels, pilled them onto a bathroom chair and, as she did so I could’ve sworn a smile hid at the edges of her mouth.
“Shame about the biscuits” she whispered.  

Notes
I initially attempted to write purely in the voice of a child but found it difficult to expand a dialogical narrative. I therefore wrote in the first person as an adult remembering, using novelistic devices such as speech to embody the absolute truth of the memory for the reader. This approach allowed me to attempt to create a meta narrative, the recounting of a memory as a child and, the new revelations contained therein when revisiting it as an adult.   


