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For the loved ones in my life,
and for those that are absent.




[ was angry with my friend;
I told my wrarh, my wrarh did end.
I was angry with my foe:

I told it not, my wrath did grow.

A Paison Tree, William Blake

o) -

o SRR
PP

- -
g 1




I thought the dreams were over and all in the past, and then the
horse came.

A white horse it was, and beautiful. Eve as shiny as a marble,
and reeth long like piano keys, candle-whire. It came one nighr in
my dreams, its breath hot and the sudden splash of moonlight on
the mane bright enough to blind me.

I'd had dreams like it before, but this one was different. Because
the horse wasn't a beast or a monster like in the past, nothing
ancient and fearful. Just a horse. And | wasn't afraid when | saw it
At least, not for myself, because this great beautiful creature was
running from something | couldn’t see. Something that was hidden
deep in the clouds on the horizon, in the waves,

Something that meant the horse harm.

Arriving soon, and never to settle.
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C ALL ME RapriT.

[t"s not my name, Mot my proper name,

My mam and dad would never have called me such a barmy thing,
even as a joke, But Rabbit is what Joe called me, becavse for a while
I didn't calk. First day me and Mam turned up at the caravan park,
Joe clapped eves on me and he lavghed himself silly and said 1 was
quict as a rabbir. And the name stuck, just like thar.

When 1 say 1 didn't alk, T mean ic. [ wasa'tin a sulk, and 1 wasn’t
having a [l |.|:|.:.; neither. And 1 wasn't taking it out on anyong, il
that's what vou think, I just didn't talk, noe at all, net a word, and for
months, And not just wich Joe, but everybody

Ar the ome, most folk thoughe 1 had a speech impediment,
something wrong with my voice box or something, bur thar’s not whar
it was. Thing is, | never was much of a talker anyway, bur they weren’
to know thar. My dad wsed 1o say, “There are those thar Talk and
those that Do, and be bloody glad vou're not one of the first lot."

Alchough, if he'd calked more about the things that bothered him,
I'm chinking maybe he'd sull be alive, Maybe he wouldn't have ended
up dead in the woods, because that’s whar happened. And mavbe |

wouldn't have had o warch him die. Mavbe things would have been



different and | wouldn't have stopped talking, because that's what was
behind it — me secing something no lad should ever have to see.

This story 1sn't about my dad, though, 1t's about Joe and me and
that summer we found the bloke down the hole. Bur before 1 get o
that, there was something else he said, my dad, something he'd read
somewhere. He said thar there are two sorts of truth. There's the truth
that Lights the Way, and there’s the truth thar Warms the Hearr, Well,
if vou ask me there's a third sort — the truth that you have to get om
no matter what, That's the truch I'm going to tell, becavse it"s che only
one | know,

And my vruth stares and ends with Joe Fludde's smile.

I could draw you his teeth right now — straight and white and the one
chipped dogtooth on the right that snagged on his top lip when he
talked and gave him this baby-faced look that seemed to make a
nonsense of all the stories about him. Like how he was a thief from a
family of thieves, for instance, and a liar and vandal, too. Then there
were the rumours of che fires, because the fires were all folk ralked
abour thar summer: the farm fires and who'd set them, and whose
place would burn down next. And you can guess who they thought
was behind it all. There'd been half a dozen that we knew about -
barns and outhouses and store sheds and that. It had been going on
for monchs now, and the police were everywhere you turned, searching

out the culprir, and nor having much luck wich it, cirther.

This was in East Ferry, where me and Mam had moved o, which is
somewhere vou won't have heard of, probably, Nice town by the sea,
quigt in winker and overrun with tounists in summer, But like any Little
town, it has its odd ways, and if vou'd bothered listening to them, folk
here would have told vou thart che fires hadn't been ser by anyone born
in East Ferry. Because anyone barmy enough o have burned people’s
property couldn’t be from around here, had been their logic. See, the
arsomist must have been an outsider, and there was no bigger outsider
than Joe and his family = no matter that they'd lived there mose of
Joe's life, But that's how it was = if you weren't born in East Ferry,
then you were an incomer, and shame on you if you thought different.

Ir wasn't a bad place, chough, if yvou ignored the dafc calk. In face, |
liked ir. I liked the slow pace of things on the coast, and the quicr.
Liked the sea air and the fields and the wild of it all.

It was dead different than the town where I came from, and there were
things | missed about my old Iife, of course, | missed Mam's house back
on the estare in our town, for starvers, | missed the nearby canal, and the
stream and the woods leading our to the fields, where 1 used to walk and
wartch the fish and birds. And there were other things 1 missed, oo =
things thar were gone for ever, never 1o come back. Like Dad.

But see, in my old town you never got to watch seals lazing on a
beach, and you never dug fossils out of the cliffs with your bare hands,
either. So, all in all, 1 thoughe it was just fine oot here,

Joe, though, he didn’t have any time for East Ferry. He said the place
was cursed.



“You and me will always be aliens here, Rabbir,” he told
me the day it started. “Mark my words,” It was the first
Sunday of the holidays, and we were runming across the
cliff, dashing against the blue sky heavy with insects and
gulls, and Joc, he looked over and gave me a grim. “Aliens, [ ell vou
= likke that David Bowie Woke, except withowt Hhe funny eyes.”

Bowie was one of our things — me and Joe. He was a dead rock star
from the seventies who dressed up like he was from outer space, and
he had two different-coloured eves, God's honest truth, Proper
outsider, he was, We both liked him, me becavse Dad had always
plaved his records when he was home from the army, and Joc, on
account his old man was in a tribure band once, he says. Mot thar he
had many memorics of his dad, apparently, because he scarpered
when Joe was still a nipper.

Anyway, it was Joe's catchphrase: Like that David Bowse bloke,
except withowut e fierny eves,

He said it nearly every week, as though ic was the first cime I'd heard
the joke. And always thar smile of his, bright as dayviime lightning.
Most beaurtiful smile vou™ve ever scen, and I'm not even joking.

S0 there we were, me and Joe, laughing out loud and running so fast
we might take off. And then, as though it was the most natural thing
in the world, Joe stops and grabs me by the shoulders and savs: ‘Here,

Rabbit = vou wanna see a dead horse s

TWO

Stm ETHING YOU NEED o know abour me: I'm not one for trekking
all day 1o see dead things, usually, So you'll be wondering whar made
me do it then, Bur vou don’t know Joe Fludde. See, when Joe
smiled at you hike that, vou didn't say no. Something in him sort of
shone out ke nothing I'd known before, Like an energy. Something
cosmic. Mot thar evervone felr like me, because they didn't. He had
his enemies, all right. Bur | wasn't one of them, that's all I'm
LAVing.

There's something else you need 1o know about me, and T might
as well get it over with: | used to see things. This was before Joe
and the caravan park and the fires, They weren't hallucinations,
not really I'd dream them firste off, and then somchow they'd
appear o me when 1 was awake. It was ancient animals 1 saw =
wolves and bears and rthe like = out in the woods, our wirth Dad,
before he died. Which 1 know sounds barmy, but he was a Troubled
Soul, was Dad. That's what they call him now he’s not here any
more — a Troubled Soul = although when he was alive they had
other names for him, of course. Which is one of the reasons | have

no problem with ousiders like Joe. Becavse Dad was one, and |

A, o,
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beautiful, they were, Except,
vou see, they weren't there,
they couldn’t have been. I'd
made them up, or we had. Him
and me.

[t's not something vou can
easily rell |1|:_'|::|r.-ll,'1 l:|'|u||1:|'|. A
soi as anyene hears that
vou've been secing stuff, vou
get a bad reputation real
quick = and chen, just like
that, you're a mental case.

Course, they don't call you
that, They're too polite, Lowise,
my counsellor, she says there are lots
of common mental conditions, and ic's lucky thar
I wasn't the type thar sar in bed all day waiting for the world o end,
or lined up the cutlery on the table, just so, because though it would
prrotect my Family from car accidents or F'II.:I"L' crashes or faral diseases.

Which s true, all righe, But | was the sort instead that deeamed up
ancient creatures out of the ground, which 1"'m not sure s any better.
And, yeah, it might sound funny when you try to picoure it, hke i's
some cartoon, bur 1 can rell you it wasn't funny when it happened

[ mc.
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had a way of talking that made things come alive = a bit hke Joe = and
when he spoke of nature and history it was as though | could see it in
my dreams, all the creatures of the forests, every animal thar had ever
lived. Like they'd passed from his mind into mine. That's how close we
weere, me and him, Mavbe some of the madness passed from him o
me, toa, 1'm 1|||||L'i.||.[;.

Anyway, the dreams of wolves stopped pretty quick about a year
age the same ome the night sweats kicked in, and the shaking, the
Scarcs. And that's when [ first stopped talking.

Mot long after my dad goo killed.

| was there when it happened, saw it all go down. This is the story,
if vou want o know: he'd got into trouble with some bad men,
gangsters, Mot that he was bad, becavse he wasn't, But he’d had a
tough life, and Lowise says sometimes that no matter how strong or
good & man is, life can become overwhelming, and thar leads o bad
decisions being made. And Dad, well, he made a bad decision, and
ended up gerting shor in the woods, which is something no one
deserves, |:~.|1|.'Li:|||.:|-' him. And me, T warched i happen, like 1 EER

Then came the Scares,

That's what 1 call them: the Scares. Becavse they come up on me
like a horror flm - some fecling that a terrible thang 15 gonna
happen. And I'll be proper frightened, shaking wirth the fear. Like

the worst panic awack vou've ever had, bur nothing is wrong, see.



Mo reason for it. Not as far as vou can tell, anyway.

Louise savs it's the wiring in my brain telling me 'm in danger,
because in the past there bad been danger, On that day in the woods,
It's like a stuck record, she savs. My primitive mind playing that
same danger over and over, and reacting vo it Running scared, like a
rabbir.

She means my dad and what happened o him. Bur she never
mentions it right off, just lets me make my own way to the Meaning of
it All, Deach and Grief and all that, Thas is how they talk, counsellors,
and always the same calm, quict voice that makes vou feel hike vou're
going a bir deaf.

If you look at i, it"s remarkable, she wells me. This is Lowise again.

That's the word she uses — remarkalde. Meaning amazing, meaning
good, Meaning I'm not a complete basker case. Because when there
reas danger, that mind of mine knew exactly what to do - to run like
stink, away from whatever was after me. She calls it my lizard brain,
Bur me, | call ic my rabbit brain. Ie's right down ar the base of the
skull, she says, the old pare thar gocs back 1o when we were all walking
around naked and hunting bears and living in caves. Times my dad
would have loved, probably, because he liked the woods and hunting
and foraging, and he was good at it, And when 1 dream about him -
andd 1 do, more times chan 1'd ever admit to Lomse = well, it’s always
him and me in the wooeds, tracking pheasant or rabbic or something,

Anyway, what Louise rells me is this: it’s gor one funcrion. She's

talking abour my rabbic brain again. All it has to do is ger scared and

do something about it, Most people freeze, some run. | seem to sweat
a lot and kick about in my bed so hard that I can’t sleep inoit any more,
which seems like a pretty useless rabbit brain to me, Becavse when vou
wake up crving and yvour sheets are soaked through, then it's hard o
pat yvourself on the back for being a remarkably evolved creature,
i=n't i?

But Louise, she rells me not to look ar ir like thar.

She savs I'm o Work in Progress,

She savs ['m a Survivor,

She savs I'm Doing Just Fine,

And something she did must have worked, because after a while |
began ralking again. Mot that 've ever been a loudmouth, bur ar lease
now | don’t feel like I'm choking when | open my gob. And the Scares
started to come less often, too, Now | only have 1o see Louise once
every couple of weeks, which seems more than enough.,

Thing is, right from the stare she didn't mind that sometimes |
didn’t say anyrhing. If 1 sar there for forty-five minures saying bugger
all, she’d just sic it our wich me, like it was a silent staring competition.
She didn’ take it personally. 1 liked her for thar.

Te's why 1 liked Joe, too.



Au'rvm'n HERE WE arc, me and Joe, and ir’s the hottest summer on
record and we're vomping through the hogweed and nertles, and it’s a
proper beautiful morning. Blue sky and not a bit of wind. And it's
baking on vour back, hot as an oven making vour skin prickle, so vou
feel alive, and for once it's like I'm a kid imstead of an old man with
night swears and a dead dad haunting his dreams.

We're on our way to the horse Joe was alking abour.

‘Big lovely nag. You'll see, Rabbir. She’s beautiful.” And the way he
says ity it could be something alive he's ralking about, something thar
might just trot over to us and eat hay out of our hands, instead of
something dead, ‘Proper thoroughbred, she is, real ¢lass,”

Joe's face lights up when he savs i, like ir always does when he has
a new idea in his head, which is most days. He says he saw i last nighs,
this horse, but from a distance, so he couldn’t ger a proper look. Bur
what he saw, he rells me, was like *marble under the moonlight, pale
and glowing.”

I don’t ask how come he was out i the middle of nowhere at nighe,
and without me, But | chink w. And later there’ll be other thoughs,
too, like how come he knew this story of his would ger me our here

with him? Why a dead horse? Why char parcicular lic?

IF]

“Glowing, it was,” he says, ‘bright as a ghost.”

That's how Joe talks,

He doesn't bother reading, but he has a way with words, ke a poet,
Better, even. And 1 think if he'd only look at one of the books 1 give
him, maybe he'd write one himself someday. Mot thar 've always been
into books, because 1 haven't. Time was [ didn't see the point, cither,
but Joe's worse. He says he knows things you don’t get from books,
Says he absorbs it out of the ether, but me, [ think he just ralks o his
nan a lot, and the rest he gets from YouTube,

Joe knows how to navigate withowt looking at a compass, knows
which rocks have fossils in them, knows how to rickle fish out of a
seream, and knows where o find spring warter, or so he tells me. He
knows the names of death spirits and Native American legends and
Viking gods. He knows how to read your palm and tell vour future,

The only thing he doesn't know is where he comes from.,

Joe always says he's half Welsh. Doesn't know which half.

Mayhe my legs, he jokes,

His dad buggered off, and he never knew his mam, 5o he was broughe
up by his grandma Win in one of the bungalows on the caravan park.
Sometimes | think, maybe that™s whar we have in common, him and
me — missing dads.

“You sure about this horse? | ask him, once we're thrashing through
the barley ficld, midway there. ‘1 mean, you know it was dead, righe#*
Something inside me is hoping he's wrong, becavse I'm nor looking

forward ro secing some poor dead ching, nor ar all. Nor on a day like

1%



this. It's a day when vou feel so hot and calm you might melt into the
land stself, quick as a rain shower sucked down into the summer soil
until vou become part of i, You and the carth and the air, all mixed
together.

"Course it was,” says oo, without looking up, and he’s sounding
annoved thar 1'd even doubr him. Buc 1 see cthar his shoulders are
hunched when they're usually lithe and open. His smile’s vanished.
Proper smiler 1s Jog, but not so much today,

The sun is slamming dewn on us hard, but in 3 good way, and vou
can smell the summer in g, like 1t"s concentrated one hundred per cent
undiluted sunshine, feeding right inte the pits of your bones,

*Whart did it do then, this horse? Have a heart artack

‘How would 1 know?”

T'm just asking,” | say.

What's up, Babbic? Joe replies, *You scared

Truth is I'm not scared, not really, Just wary, Joe's one for adventures,
and me, 've learned to like the simple Life since coming ta East Ferrv
If it was anyone else I'd have to argue the poine, though, Bur Joe, he's
already onto the nexr thing, thar quick mind of his always running
when others are slow.

‘Here, do vou know the heart of a horse is nine times as big as a
buoke's heart®”

He wells me ic's the size of a football, and I'm nodding along, because

[ don’t know any berrer, vou see. 5o I'm Happy as Larry, as Mam says.

Why shouldn't T be? P'm with Joe and we're in a field in the middle of
nowhere and not a soul around for miles, and that's where | want to be.

Don't get me wrong, It°s not that o i love with Joe,

It's not that, not really, although there®s plenty who make jokes
abour it and rake the mick when they see us wgether.

Burt 1 do love him.

He gets me, see, he knows me. Me and Joe, we're closer than martes.
Close as vou can get without being brothers, Not that [ eell him any of
this, of course, There's a lot | don't tell him., Like the new dreams I've
been having.

*Here, what's on vour list?” This is Joe talking again. It's how he
thinks = in short bursts of nonsense thar stay in your head and make
vour think. “What's on your lise, Rabbic®

“What sorr of lise?

“our bucker hist, Things yvou want to
do before vou die, You must have one,”

We've found the old drainage dicch
now. Thar's how you ger to the horse,

Joe ells me = our to the Cullen farm

and through the barley field, down

br

into the ditch, past the fallen tree thar
looks ke a sleeping cow, then across F
the hill mee the valley, by the old, 4 ‘1

rusted traceor and through the nereles.

il r'”f_.:".l":r']f .



The afternoon is clammy — this real humid sweat rising up from the
grass that makes it hard to breathe, We're maybe half a mile from
the Farm. Half a mile from the bloke in the ground, too, but I'm not to
know that. 'm still chinking abowr thar horse Joe talked about. And
my dream. Because this morning I°d woken from a night of decaming.
And the thing = the strange ching - is thar what I'd dreamed abour was
a horse. A big white horse running from something that 1 couldn’
see, splashing through the tide. Same dream 've had for almost a week
now, And what are the odds of that, ¢h?

50 I'm thinking of horses and dreams, and how they've come

together. On this day of all days.

“Everyone’s got a list.” This is Joe talking. ‘Me, before I'm seventeen
I got three things on mune. Things | wanna do, Mumber one, See a
dead body. Two, Find treasure, Three, Read my name in the papers,”
He counts them off on his thumb and fingers, onc-two-three, like a
magician who's setting up some trick. Magic’s in the air this summer.

*And a dead horse counes as a body, does it [ sax

“Today it does,” Joe says, and there's that smile again.

Some people smile and they look happy, other people — people like
my mam, for instance - can’t help looking sad when they smile. But
when Joe Fludde smiled there was this charge in the air that made the
hair stick up on your arms, and yvour teeth ache. When he smiled ac
vour, you thought anyrhing could happen, and all it would rake was for
vou b stride out inte the world with him and see whar it had 1o offer.
At least, that"s what | thought, But after things went wrong thas
summer and me and Joe found ourselves in deep trouble, well, my
mind would ask what exactly had been hiding behind chat smile of his,

Becavse, you see, | was abour to find our thar whar folk said abour
him happened to be true.

It wasn’t East Ferry rthar was cursed. It was Joe Fludde and his

family.
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me talking agaim, get me back to my old self, She's told my counsellor,
the first one = he was called Jon, and he was all right, but not as good
as Lowise = and he says he's happy abour ir.

T!I.HI--H SOMETHING ELSE | miss from my old life, by the way | wanted to describe all this o Sophie, of course, bur those Scares
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| haven't mentioned her untl now, but she was a _r!;ir| | knew back in even, and it's Like we never knew each other, which s weird, Because

my old town, That's another story, We were sort of in love, me and we were as <lose as two people could be, almost like me and Joe,

her, but then the Scares came and | stopped talking to her, and the Closer. Proper love, it was,

Shame came, too. Because here's the thing, what | haven™ said unl Mam’s plan with the caravan park, it didn’t sound like much of an

now is | should have been able o save my dad. That's how 1 think, sce. idea to me ar the time, o be honest, Bur che ching is, it works. Mot

He needn't have died if 1'd been braver, stronger, if 1°d done something seraight away, bur it works now. Afver a while 1 stare feeling like myself

different, Although Lowise doesn't agree. She savs, when bad things again, and the Shame goes,

happen sometimes no one ¢an stop it, That it wasn't my faule, That My head says it's becawse of Lowise, but my

it's just the Scares talking, becawse Shame and Scares are the same heart knows it's all down to Joe,
sometimes. And Shame cats away ar you, like the sea cats away ar a
cliff. It stops you from confiding in folk. Makes vou fecl weak.

Anyway, Sophic. When you stop ralking o someone withowr ever

telling them why, eventually they stop ralking to vou. Funny, o L]

that. 5o me and Sophic just drfred apart, Then one day

g Mam tells me there's a job free, managing a caravan r ii- o J s -
i ' T .
)!" park on the coast, and she's going to apply for IR Tia i
it, and thimgs will be betrer out chere, vou'll sce. ! | | | )
'+ | ' t B : 5 | 'i f
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N{n FAR Now. We're past the fallen eee thar looks like a cow, and
nearing the top of the hill, Rusted old tractor 1o the right. Then it's
down, down into more grass. Yorkshire fog, it's called, all purple on top
and waving, thick as a nde, And 1 pretend we're dragging ourselves
through water, like the held is flooded, all shimmer-bright and sparkling.
Kids' thoughts, bur thar's what we're like today. Running through the
grass and gigeling like kids. And this is when life's best, I'm thinking.
[Dravs like this, with nothing to worry abourt, no counselling for a couple
of weeks and no school, no thoughts of Dad and no dreams of animals
underground. Just Joe and the helds and the sky.
Wit now, Stop. There in the distance,

The barn.

le"% ihas II:!-II.F_.. |.|:m‘ r.||'||h'|1;|1.:i]:.' SEerR -|1|I eSS, All rm,'l!.'lrlj;]uh :|.|||,|. |1|.11.:l-:

tar and broken windows, Rotting rain gutters dragging off the shingles,
an old plastic bath set as a cow trough to one corner, and a hazel tree
growing through its roof.

"*How come vou went without me? [ ask mow, hiding the childish
hure in my voice. Because lads aren’t supposed 1o get jealous like thar,
are they? And not abour something so daft. Bur what | mean is last
night when he says he saw the horse, how come he didn't take me with
him, becavse he always does, Becavse me and Joe, ever singe | moved
inte the caravan park, me and him have done everything together.
Stuck together like Alypaper, Mam says. Like twins, Stuck like rouble.

The day we moved in, even before Mam and me had had time o
unlock the door of our little bungalow, it was Joe climbing up into the
removals van and grabbing M11l||:'|:hi|'|1.: [ CArEY And Mam's CYes on
him, like if she wasn't careful, he'd nick something. Mick meaning
steal, meaning thieve, meaning rob.

Which he might have done if him and me hadn’t struck it off so
quick, he tells me afrer, laughing.

The thing with Joe is he's never shorr of words, and soon enough he’s
charmed Mam, oo, In's his SLPETPRIWET, e vells me. I VOT SHPRETPOWET
i% 0o listen and hardly say o word, then mine s turmng shar mto gold,”

He could talk s way out of a howse fire, he tells me, Talk his way
out of the grave.

Mam sces i, of course, And larer thar day she shakes her
head and tells me, *Thar lad calks orouble.”




Bue I like the sound of the trouble Joe ralks. His trouble sounds like
poetry to me,

[t doesn't matter if sometimes [ don't say much, becavse he can talk
enough for the both of us. Only, right now in the ficld under the sumn,
he's struggling for a single word. | can see it His lips are all stopped up.

He shrups, eves down. Brown eves, he has, dark as 2 doe's eves.

“The thing is,” he says, “Billy came back last night.” This is whar he
tells me, finally, when he does open his mouth, He has this bashful
sort of tene to his voice that doesn’t suit him, Because Joe's usually
brash not bashful, *He needed me to deive up the bay with him to help
lug some borcles into the pickup.’

The boules are gas, o plumb inco the caravans and run the heating,
and there are plenty of holiday parks around here, and money you can
make if you can get hold of cheap botles, then half fill them and sell
them full price.

Billy 15 Joe's half-brother, who comes and goes and always brings a
bad smell with him when he does. Different as vou can get from Joe, 5o
mie, | let it go. Because Joe can’t say no o Billy, nor if he docsn’t wane a
hiding. And Joe’s had enough in his rime, thar's whar P'm guessing. You
just have to sec how Joe is around him, Skittish and scared, which rells
a story, I'm thinking. And bruises that go too deep to be accidental.

Billy's a bastard, all right.

[t's sull our there, by the way: the barn. It hasn't gone anywhere.

Sicting bencath the sky, low and leaning, close cnough thar we

can sce the silver of the warter in the cow bath shimmer.

The place hasn't moved, and neither bave we, Thing is, I'm not sure | wan
to see a dead horse, 1 do and 1 don't, If anyone knows things die, it's me,
w0 I'm not squeamish, not really, But 'm asking myself of I'm so desperate
tor stare at some sad beavtiful thing dead in a feld anyvhow ? Omn a day like
this, where | feel drunk-happy and we could just keep walking and walking
until ic’s dark, and laugh and joke and not bother with anything dead.

Maybe Joe's thinking the same, because we're both standing there,
not moving, faces slick with sweat and eyes blinded by the sun.

“You sure it was dead? 1 ask again,

"Told you, didn't ¥ he says, but Joe looks worried, and I'm thinking
maybe he’s gor Billy on his mind. Becavse fights and robbing is whar
Billy"s pood ar, and in and out of prison since he was old enough.

Meaning Billy™s the rrouble thar Mam thinks Joe ralks.

‘Don't you want to go look? Joe asks, sort of shy Sweat on his lip
now, and his evelashes flickering long and black, Good-looking, is Joe,
but today there's something jumpy in him, “Thought vou liked animals”

I'want to tell him 1 do like animals, but there's a difference berween
lisrening to a thrush sing and me gawping ar the carcass of some poor
old nag rowing away in a ficld, and ic"s a difference Joe doesn™ seem o
get, Or docsnt want to. *You first,” | say.

“Yellow belly,” Joe replies, but there™s no poison in it, just a phrase,
If anything. he sounds more nervous than me. 1 follow him through
the field, and he's idling now, grabbmg-ahandful-of -grass—A-long
sheaf of Yorkshire fog thar he waves abour him to keep away the flics.

Ir curs past my sight, bright as a horse's wail.




