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		The Hart of Everything

		
			The Start of It
		

		I am told I wil lern how to rite the tale by riting it. 1 word then anotha 1 word then anotha. Just let the pensil wark. Let it move like footsteps throu the dust & leev its marks behind. Let it leev its marks just like birds & beests leav ther misteryous footprints in mud.

		Just fill the pajes.

		A word a mark a word a mark.

		What do I hav to begin with?

		Objects.

		Things like this hand of Jesus.

		Thees fethers from an aynjels wing.

		This dryd out skin of long ded mows.

		This purpl scarf with blak frinjes on it.

		I tuch them & sniff them & stare deep into them & O what stories start to rise. What memries feelins thorts & horras loves & dremes. They churn together like tormented water. How to get them into orda how to get them maykin sens?

		I have these pajes. I hav this pensil.

		I hav this nife that sharpens the pensil that tells the tale that leeds to the nife & to the act that had mebbe always been intended.

		No. Dont think of that not yet.

		Sharpen the pensil & go to the start & wate for the word.

		Wot is the word that is at the start of it?

		Dont pawse. Rite it.

		Darkness.

		Darkness with a boy in it.

	
		
			A Littl Memry
		

		Im very small. Im wyd awayk. Im staring up into the sqare of niyt. Thers dozens of stars even in that smarl spays. They glitta & they even seme to dans.

		Thers a clik & a clak & a shaft of lite farls ova me. Thers the sownd of footsteps. A dark shado stands abuv me.

		Hands reech under me & lift me qwikly up.

		I see his eyes glitterin lyk 2 massiv nereby stars.

		1 of his hands suports my bum. 1 hand raps arownd my bak & holds me cloas to him. I fele the cloth of his blak jaket the stubbl of his blak hare the smooth skin of his throte. Im held so cloas agenst him. And O the sents of him. O the feel of his breathin agenst my body & his breth agenst my skin.

		My son, he siys. O my dere son.

		And his body vibrayts & eckos with the words & so dos mine.

		My son. My dere son.

		And he sways with me in his arms almost lyk hes dansin with the stars.

	
		
			A Littl Boy
		

		This tym its her tuch that draws me back. I feel her fingers & her thums on me. They hold my hed & tilt it. They stroke my hare & lift it to feel the lenth of it & then the cowm moovs throu it & I feel the teeth of the cowm agenst my scalp. I here the sownd of the sissors snipping snip snip. And her voys sings in my ere & her breth is on my skin. And the cuttas sweep up from the bak of my nek towards my hed & they sweep ova my templs. Then I feel the fingers rubbin the brilcreem onto me & I smel the smel of that. And then she finishes her cowmin and she laffs & stroaks my cheke & she says how lucky she is to hav such a lad.

		Now the vishon cums & I see the woman & the boy befor me in the littl room. Much tym has passd sins he wos the bayby on the bed. Hes a littl boy. Hes sittin by the tabl on a chare & shes behynd him & the sunlites shinin down on them from the sqare abuv. Shes taking a towel from his sholders now & tippin the snippdoff hare into the toylet & flushing it away.

		He smiles & runs his fingers across the new sharp luvly stubbl on his templs & his nek.

		Thatll do she tels him. Billys bak to bonnynes agen.

		She kisses his cheke. She smyls. But look cloasly. Her eyes ar tyrd. She sags a bit. Tyms alredy started takin its toll on her.

		He sees a mows runnin along the bottom of the warl. Then anotha. He poynts he wayvs he sqweeks he laffs.

		Mows! he crys. Mows! Eek eek! Eek eek!

		She laffs as well. She says she wishes she cud do sumthing abowt them. But wots to do? Blinkbonnys riddld with them. And it cud be wors. It cud be rats. Dont encuraj them Billy.

		Eek eek! he gose. Eek eek!

		She siys. Dont she says. She givs him a cup of lucozayd & she givs him a biscit. She says shes got to go owt to cut & styl & trim. She kisses him & leevs & loks the dore behynd her.

		By by he wispers. By by.

		I go closer as I rite. Its lyk seein a gost of myself. Its lyk bein in the afterlyf & tryin to contact a spirit & bring it bak agen. I cud almost tuch myself.

		Billy, I wisper. Billy.

		He dusnt moov of cors. Dusnt flinch. Sqweeks lyk a mows then crowches by the warl & crumbls the biscit & baks away & watches the nervos mise cum cloaser to nibbl & ete.

		Billy, I wisper. Billy.

		Dus he here me? He gose ded stil. He looks arownd.

		Dont be afrade I say.

		Its just me, I say. Its just you.

		He blinks & shayks his hed.

		Eek eek! He crumbls the biscit. Eek eek!

		I dont want to scair him so I speke no mor to him but I cant leev him.

		And the pensil keeps on movin & I keep on riting.

		I rite thees things of memry & of luv. The green carpet with the red & yello flowers on it. The walls with the grate craks & gowjes in them. The crumblin seelin with the fine roots growin down throu it. The littl windo to the sky. The lockd dore wich is the dore I must never go throu. Yes even that is a thing of luv. I stair into the grane of it & the cracks in its fraym & I see tiny worms & beetls that liv in it.

		I rite the bed with the red cova on it.

		The littl bluw sofa.

		The pitchers on the wall. I gaze into thees pitchers now. They sho the Holy Iland. I remember how Mam told me that the iland was like a littl bit of Heven. It was a plase were sayntes wons warkd. It was a plase that sumtyms floted on the water & sumtyms rested on the land. She yoosd to say that we wud go ther togetha 1 fine day.

		I gaze at the sea the sand the cassel on its rok. I see the bonny puffins flyin in the air in littl groops. I look for the beest calld a seal that pops its hed up in the warter. I look at the upsyd down botes. They ar paynted blak & they hav dores in them. Mam yoosd to tel me that pepl livd in thees botes & at nite the botes flew upsyd down across the stars. I yoosd to laff at that & wunder wot on erth she was on abowt. For ther was no way for me to understand. The pitchers had no meanin for me just as the words abowt them had no meanin for me.

		I turn and look at him agen. His eyes ar blank & emty lyk an emty paje.

		Shes ryt, I wisper. The iland is byutiful & it is reely lyk a littl bit of Hevan. And yes pepl liv in the botes & yes they fly across the stars at nite.

		He stares into the empty air as if hes lookin for the plays the voys cums from.

		Beleev her Billy, I wisper. For her words ar trew.

		The mise scamper & the world terns & the day drifts by.

		I cant leev.

		I no shell be bak soon. Shes neva gon mor than an hour or 2. Shell cook a cupl of Mr McCaufreys best pork sossijes or 1 of Mr McCaufreys piys.

		I hear swete singin and I luk up to the windo to the sky & there are sparras there. Billy luks up too. He laffs & stretches his arms towards the birds. O how wonderful & nesesary they wer. They caym to the windo. They droppd from the sky. They fluterd ther wings & wistld & sang & they peckd with ther beaks on the glass lyk they wer carlin me. I wistld bak & I stretchd my arms to them just as Billy the boy dos now.

		Sumtyms Mam lifted me up & I wud reech towards them & she wud laff and say go on son. Carl the burds & sing at them.

		Sumtyms in days of hete & lite she opend the glass with a pole & the windo hung down & the lite & the air pord down on me. And the songs of the burds pord down on me & the songs wer byutiful. Some of the burds caym tym & agen. Ther wos a blak blak skwawkin crow a bunch of cheepin spuggys a pare of pijons that cood & tilted there heds & eyes at me. Mam said they caym cos I wos a good boy. She said they wer my frends & that they caym with messajes and greetins to me.

		Wot messajes I askd.

		Messajes of hope & luv she anserd.

		Look at how he stairs upwards at how I staird upwards. He stands & spreds his arms & is entransd & O how I remember that entransment.

		I no he dremes at nite of risin to the littl sqare windo & cliymin owt & bein with the burds & flyin up into the sky. I stil dreme that dreme. I stil imajin risin to the sky. Mebbe evrybody dremes that dreme. Mebbe non of us think that standin & warkin on the world is enuf for us. Evrybody wants to rise. Even a littl boy in a littl lockd room with waste & wilderness arl arownd.

		The key is turnin in the lok agen. He turns his eyes down from the birds & the sky.

		She cums in agen. She sits with him agen. They ete sossijes & darkness starts to farl & soon its nite.

		He lissens. Thers crekes & craks & owls & a far off groanin & a jentl thuddin. Thers a littl suden clik & clak nereby & he catches his breth & stiffens & trembls a bit. He looks with wyd eyes at the lockd dore.

		And so dus she for a littl instant.

		But its not his daddy not tonite.

		The nites of his daddy cumin ar gettin fewer & far betwene. Alredy his mammy sumtyms wispers that the daddys a buggerin bluddy bastad sod. Alredy shes startin to say that 1 day therll just be Billy & her & no 1 else.

		Billy dusnt want to hear that dusnt want to no that dusnt want to beleev it.

	
		
			The Best of Tyms
		

		This is how it wos at the best of tyms.

		She nos that he wil cum.

		Daddys on his way, she tells her boy. He will be with us tonite.

		He grins & trembls & repeets her words & looks up to the sky & wishes it to darken darken.

		She roles up her sleevs & brushes & cleens Billys room. She polishes the pitchers & the dore & scrubs the toylet & the bath. She brushes the sofa & the bed. She plugs the mows holes with rolld up paypa. She sings as she works.

		Tonite ther wil be no mornin star.

		All things brite & byutiful arl creechers grate & smarl.

		Shes all smiles & kisses & cuddls & words abowt how byutiful & strong her boy is & how lucky she is to hav such a boy & such a fyn strong man. And abowt how the boy wil gro to be just as fine & just as strong & just as wonderful.

		Wont that be a thing, she says. To grow up to be just lyk Daddy Billy Dean.

		And the sun passes throu the sky & heds for afternoon.

		She cleans the boy hisself in his bath. Washes his hare and trims & brushes it & puts the brilcreem on. Dresses him in nete clene clowths & tels him sit stil on the sofa.

		Stay nete & tidy, she says. Be good.

		And leevs him. And now her singin is in the warls just beyond the lockd dore & beyond the pitchers of the iland.

		He looks up at the sky.

		Darken, he wishes. Darken darken. Let owls be ther in plays of sparras. Let stars replase the sun.

		In she cums agen & shes so pritty & so yung. She wers a wite & bluw dress with flowas on it. Her hares arl brushd & shyning & her eyes gleem & shes wering perfyoom & red nale polish & blusha & maskara. Thers a red choka rownd her nek. She puts 2 glasses & a cup & a ashtray on the taybl. She sits besyd her boy but she cant kepe still. She taps her fete & tuches her hare & inspects her nales.

		They both kepe lookin at the sky & tellin it to darken darken.

		And it darkens.

		And she switches on a littl liyt.

		And she kisses Billy & leevs him.

		Very soon, she says.

		And Billy waits.

		A good boy sitting on the sofa waytin for his Dad.

		And tym passes slo as slo & slo as slo & he kepes lookin up & wishin the nite to stay & stay.

		Then at last the click & clack & the turnin loks & the openin dore.

		And O Im bak ther as he entas. O here he cums. Hes tarl. Nerly as tarl as the dore. Hes arl in blak & his hare is dark as deepest nite & his eyes are bluw as summa sky. He cums strate to me pulls me up & holds me in his arms & asks me.

		Hows my lad? Hows Billy Dean?

		I stamma stutta carnt get owt a word.

		Hes doin fine Wilfred, says Mam.

		Aaa, he growls. I see that. I see how big & fyn hes growin. Look at thees mussels. How cum yore gettin to be so strong & fyn?

		Tell yor Daddy, says Mam.

		But still I gasp & stamma & cant mayk words.

		Daddy laffs. He kisses me. Thers the sent of sigarets on him & the sents of candls & of insens & of aftashayv. His hands so clene and strong & his arms so big & firm as he cuddls me & cuddls me.

		No nede to be shy of yor father, boy! he says.

		Hes brout a bottl of red wyn or of wisky or of jin & sum lemonayd for me.

		We arl drink togetha on the sofa.

		Dad tayks owt a pak of blak sigarets with golden shinin tips on them. He tels me that ther from far far away from a plase carld Rusha. He smoaks with Mam & the smoke rises & the weard sent of it fills the room. He puts his arm rownd Mam & they wisper & giggl & drink & smoak & look so happy to my eyes.

		And sumtyms thers tayls & storys lyk the tayl of Moses flotin down a riva in a baskit or of Noa & his ark or of Jona gettin swollowd by a wale or of Jesus wanderin in the wildanes & getin temted by Satin. And O Im bak ther as I rite it now. Im ther on the sofa with ther bodys & ther sents & ther wisperin & laffter. And the tayls ar such a mistry to me. Whats a riva whats a baskit wats a wildaness who is Satin? And what ar arl those other things & other playses & other beings that he tarks of. What can I no or understand of Hevan or of Hel or Purgatry or Limbo? How can I understand the noshon of an aynjel or a saynte? But the mistry dusnt matta. I luv his voys I luv him nere me luv the way the storys move acros his lips & throu the air and into my ere & into my brain. & even now despyt evrything I go on lovin him & lovin him & lovin him & thinkin of him brings the memrys of
			him porin bak.

	
		
			Tuching His Woonds
		

		This is the tym I first tuchd his woonds. He held his left hand befor me. It had the first & second finga missin from it. He poynted with his thum to the curvd scar abuv his rite eye. And he drew me close to him & he took my yung fingas & told me to tuch the scar wer his fingas used to be. And I did & I remember the smoothnes & softnes of it.

		This is new skin, he told me. Its skin as new as you yorself Billy. Its skin that started to be formd on the day of destrucshon the day of yor birth.

		And he put my fingas to the ridj of skin abuv his eye as wel. He giyded me acros the scars.

		Tuch jently Billy, he said. Can you feel?

		Yes Daddy.

		Can you imajin?

		Imajin what Daddy?

		Imajin what cud do a thing like this?

		I lookd into his eyes. He smyld & shook his hed.

		Of cors you cant he wisperd. These marks are the marks of evil dun by men. And you no nothing of such things. Do you?

		No, I anserd.

		No. Of cors you dont.

		Sudenly my hed began to reel & the hole room seemd to reel & I staggerd & fel down towards the flor & I herd a howlin that seemd from far far off but also from sumwer deep deep insyd & ther came suden gasps & littl crys & thumps & thuds & much comoshon insyd myself. It wos like evrything wos fallin like evrything insyd cud brake apart. And I felt my throte begin to gasp & my tung begin to flap & my mowth gaypd oapen & I calld owt in a voys that wos nothin like my own O help me help me help me!

		Then just darkness silens stilness emtiness.

		Then I cum owt of it.

		I wos flat owt on the flor & Dad & Mam wer neelin at my syd. I saw the fere in Mams eyes & herd the fere in her voys as she gaspd owt Billy! Billy! and leend down to me & cuddld me.

		He pulld her off.

		Dont he said. Its my folt. I shudnt hav scaird you shud I son?

		He grinnd down at me.

		And the good news is that Daddy survivd, he said. Thats good isnt it?

		Yes, I wisperd.

		And that Mammy surviyvd & so did you. Isnt that good Billy?

		Yes, I wisperd.

		Yes. So dont let thees littl woonds worry you. Ther just mementos of the day of doom. And yes ther woonds but ther also blesings becos they helpd us understand the naycher of the world & of the evil in the world.

		And he drew me from the flor & sat me on the sofa at his side. And I rememba how he leend bak then & smoakd agen & put the sigaret within the fingas that wer left on his left hand & held them up lyk he wos doin a littl dans with them lyk he wos doin a littl trik.

		He waggld the sigaret befor Mam til she giggld & bit & bit her lips & nujd me & started me gigglin too.

		You must resist arl evil, my son, Dad said as he breethd his smoak across us. We are brout into the world to heal woonds not to make them.

		He took my fingers agen & put them to his scars.

		Go on Billy, he said. Tel them to heal.

		He grinnd & winkd. He told me agen to tel them to heal.

		You can do it, he said.

		I tuchd jently. I took a depe breth & closd my eyes & put my hart & sole into my wisperd words.

		H-heal, I said. Plees h-heal my Daddy.

		I said it agen agen agen. At last he gaspd.

		Youve dun it, Billy! he cryd.

		I opend my eyes. I hadnt of cors.

		Wel you nerly did, he said as he stubbd owt his sigaret.

		It ended as it always ended. They kissd me then they went owt together throu the dore & left me.

		I lay on my bed & the stars shon down on me.

		I herd gasps & crys. I herd ther laffin & growlin throu the warls. I herd Mam callin his naym and him callin hers.

		Wilfred ! O Wilfred.

		Veronica! Veronica!

		I left the bed & pressd my ear to the wall tryin to get cloaser cloaser tryin to understand the mistry of it pressin so hard that I thort the wall or my hed wud brake. Pressd my hole body to the warl so hard that I thort that I must brake throu & enter it & sumhow get insyd it & fynd them ther just behynd the pitchers & the cracks.

		And fel asleep ther at the foot of the wall agenst the skirtin bord. Slept with the sents of him on me & the fele of his strong body on me & the tuch of his woonds on my fingers & his depe voys runnin throu evry part of me.

		As it dus now. As it runs throu me now & as it always wil. His presens & his voys & evry part of him wil stay within me always & be always in the world I see & no.

	
		
			A Vishon of the Stars
		

		And O the stars. The nite we lay beneeth the stars. The nite we gayzd together throu the littl windo to the sky.

		I lovd that windo. I new arl the colors arl the chaynjes. Day becomin nite & nite becomin day & dawn & dusk & the blues the reds the pinks the blacks. The shapes of the clowds & the pattens of the stars & sunlite & moonlite & the way one tym the moon wos like a shinin fays & another tym like a curvin nife. I loved the splashing rane the fallin snow the days wen there wos frost & ice on the windo & the lite came in all jagged & sparkly & sharp.

		He caym to me alone that nite. He telt me hed bene travellin for meny howers to get here this nite & as he travelld he had becum astonishd by the sky abuv Blinkbonny. He took my hand & telt me to lie down with him on the flowery carpet on the flore.

		He telt me to look upward.

		He took my hand in his & poynted up with both our hands into the glitterin nite.

		Choos a singl star & look at it, he said.

		I did this tho I cud hardly consentrate for the exitement of bein ther with him so cloas to him.

		Hav you dun that Billy?

		Yes Daddy.

		How big is it? he wisperd.

		Tiny Daddy.

		Thats rite. Now cova it with yor finga. Blok it owt. See how it can be blokd owt by the littl finga of a littl boy in a littl room?

		Yes Daddy.

		Yes. So how big is it? Is it smarler than a littl boys finga?

		Yes Daddy.

		He laffd softly. He lit a blak sigaret.

		No, he said. That star & arl the stars you see are biger than this room & biger than the world itself. A millyon of thees rooms & a millyon millyon Billys cud fit into a singl star.

		How can that be? I said.

		Its cos ther far away Billy. Its cos the yoonivers is so immens & wer so tiny. Its cos God mayd it so.

		I lay ther wotchin. How cud they be so big and fit into such a littl windo? How cud they fit into my eyes? How cud they fit into my littl hed? I wunderd further. Wot did far away mene? Wot wos millyons and millyons?

		I felt him warm agenst me and herd the bumpin of his hart. I held my body close to him wantin to feel the strenth of him & wantin him to never go away wantin him to stay foreva with me ther belo the stars.

		He poynted agen & traysd his finga over them.

		Some folk say they see the shayps of aynshent gods up there, he said.

		Do they Dad?

		Aye. They say they can see men & women & beests like crabs & bulls & bears.

		Do they Dad?

		Aye. And horses with wings.

		Then he wos sylent. He stard he smoakd he siyed. I shifted cloaser to him til my hed wos tuchin his. I recal how my own hed reeld to be so close to his how I wos filld with the wunda of the nite and of his hed that seemd as hyuj & misteryous as the nite & I wanted to pres my hed agenst his hed to get insyd it to sumhow be insyd it.

		He shifted a bit away from me.

		He wisperd that he must go to my muther now.

		Wots crabs & buls & bares, Dad? I said.

		He groand.

		Wots millyons & millyons, I said. Whats far away?

		He groand agen. He turnd away and started to stand up.

		Ill explane, he said. Ill fynd a way to show you.

		He wos standin up.

		O Billy wot we dun to you? he said.

		Dont no, Dad. Nothin, Dad.

		O wot a sin we dun, Billy Dean!

		Horses with wings, I said. Like the birds ye mean?

		Aye, Billy, he said. Like the birds.

		I dint want him to go.

		And wil I see them throu the windo lyk the birds. But whats a hors? Wher you gowin Dad? Dont leev me Dad.

		He went to the door were I cudnt follo. He turnd & staird bak at me.

		What we dun? he groand agen.

		Then closd the dore & went to my Mam & left me with the mistry of the stars & the beests & the mistry of the syz of things & the mistry of what had been dun to Billy Dean.

	
		
			The Box of Beests
		

		Mebbe it wos soon after the nite abowt the stars that he brout the wooden box of beests for me. He put it on the flor and telt me to neel down ther besyd him.

		Go on Billy, said Mam.

		She stayd sittin on the sofa watchin.

		I nelt down by my Dad.

		Wotch, he said.

		He slowly lifted the lid of the box and ther they wer. Plastic munkys wooden horses steel gorillas wooden cows & pigs & sheep & plastic birds & spidas worms & snayks & wooden elefants & rinos camels wales & dolphins. We lifted them arl owt. I rememba the fele of them on my tremblin fingas. I let them roll across my parms I fingerd them I held them tite. I felt the smoothnes of the skin & the ruffness of the tales & manes the sharpness of teeth & tusks & claws. Mam clappd her hands & said how byutiful they wer & how kind my father wos & wot a lucky boy I wos.

		These ar the beests, said Dad.

		He giv them ther names 1 by 1 by 1. He held them befor my eyes and said this 1 is carld suchandsuch & this 1 is a suchandsuch & this 1 is another kind of suchandsuch. He wonted me to rememba of cors and he kept sayin, So wich 1 is this, Billy, and wich 1 is this and do you rememba the naym of this?

		I wos hoapless. That first nite I think I got just the 3 correct – monky & wulf & rat tho I did kepe mixin rat up with mows.

		Never mynd, he said. Tayk yor tym, son. Youll lern.

		It wos such a laff that nite. He went rownd the room lyk the animals hoppin & crawlin & runnin & flappin. He mayd the sownds of the beests for me. He telt me to copy him & to do the animals with him.

		Cum on Billy, he said. Joyn in with yor Dad.

		At first I wos ded shy.

		Be brayve, Billy, said Mam Yor lyk a littl mows yorself. Joyn in with yor Daddy. Go on son.

		So I did. I tuk a deep breth then mayd a little grunt & soon enuf I wos getting reely stuk into it. I poynted my fingers up like horns & flappd my arms like wings and dangld them lyk trunks. It just felt bliddy grate. Wos 1 of the best things Id dun in my hole lyf.

		Miaow miaow! I went. Woof woof! Hoot hoot! Baa baa! Moo moo! Oink oink!

		Mam giggld & said what a pare of crakpots we wer wich just mayd us do it lowder and noysyer.

		Afterwads we stood the beasts upon the carpet on the red and blue & yello flowers ther. We arl lookd down at them & we wer very glad.

		Its how things wer at the start of tym, said Dad. God mayd the world. Then he mayd the beests.

		I did a littl grunt & a little bark. I hoppd lyk a beest wud.

		Did I mayk a good beest, Dad, I said.

		Aye, son, he said. Very good indeed.

		Then he went very qwiet as he watchd me.

		But you must remember, he said. You ar not a beest. You are a human bein & a boy.

		OK, Dad.

		The beests are lyk us but are not lyk us. God made us afterwards. He gave us intelligens, and he giv us a sole to make us speshal and separat. You must remember that Billy. Will you remember?

		Yes Dad.

		Good. Those who forget this ar the wons who becum monsters. And you dont want to be a monster do you Billy?

		No Dad, I said tho I didnt reely hav a clew what he wos on abowt.

		Good boy. Ther is a deep separayshon between the beests & us. We hav a Godgiven sole & the freedom to choos good or to choos evil. Dont we?

		Yes Dad.

		Yes. And we must choos goodness mustnt we Billy?

		Yes Dad.

		Yes. Sumtyms the world seems filld with evil. But if we look close enuf we wil fynd that ther is goodness at the hart of evrything.

		Of evrything? I said.

		Yes Billy. Evrything. At the hart of you & me & of Mam & of the world & yoonivers itself. God made it so.

		He lifted a rat.

		Wots this? he said.

		A mows? I said.

		He lifted a dog.

		A cat? I sed.

		He smild. But ther wos sadness in his smyl.

		Billy Dean, he siyed.

		He lifted a snake & pointed it at my fays.

		Hiss, he went. Hisssss. Hisssss.

		And he sqeezd the snayks mowth so that the fangs poppd owt and he smiled as he pressd them on my cheek.

	
		
			The Gayms I Playd with Beests
		

		Wot games we playd them beests & me! Day after day & nite after nite I went on crawlin hoppin hootin skweekin. Im sure that I got the sownds & moovments rong that I gayv the rong names to the rong beests and mixd up things that crawl with things that fly & things that sing with things that growl & things that kill with things that die. But to me on my own in my own littl room it dint matter at arl. If I cudnt rememba a name I invented it. If I cudnt rememba a sownd I created it. So in among the munkys & mise & cats there wos dongas & plaps & boofs & placks. Ther wos noyses like massiv screems of payn & sownds lyk giggly wispas & ther wer weard streems of sensless words yelld up towards the windo to the sky. And the beests flappd & jumpd but they also shiverd & trembld & lurchd & floppd & flinchd.

		Sum days I wos in among them lyk I wos reely won of them. I wos a beest naymd Billy Dean alongsyd a beest calld Gorilla & another with the naym of Kangaroo. And sumtyms I wos so much a beest that I forgot arl abowt bein human. It wos lyk my brane & sole wud disappea. I wud fynd myself lyin on the flor like Id bene asleep like evrythin Id bene doin had been sumthin in a dream. And I wunderd if this wos what Dad ment abowt monsters & if this wos a sine that I wos becomin 1. And I wunderd if I shud wurry abowt this & try to chaynj it but I cudnt chaynj it & it went on happening. & ther seemd no harm in it. It seemd to bring me closer to the mise & birds as wel as closer to the beests from the box. And if truth be told I lovd the feelin of loosin myself & of becomin sumthin els sumthin straynjer sumthin wylder sumthin that seemd much mor strong & bold than littl Billy Dean.

		And enyway on other days I wos the proper Billy Dean. I wos a boy a human bein a thing that stood up on 2 legs a thing that spoak owt words a thing that dressd in clowths & had its hare arl cut & cowmd.

		On days like this I stood the beests in orda on the carpet & telt them to settl down & lissen. I telt them stories abowt myself & my lyf & my mam & my dad. I telt them tales of God & Hansel & Gretel & of jurnys thru the wood & the wildaness. I showd them the birds at the windo & the mise that cum owt the warls. I telt them this wos the world. I telt them that ther wos a thing calld Blinkbonny beyond the warls. I telt them ther wos beests like them of flesh & blood that flew in the sky & warkd on the erth. I showd them the stars & said that the stars went on foreva. I telt them that stars as big as the world cud fit into the brane. I telt them ther wos goodness at the hart of evrything.

		Sum days I stud up very tarl & lookd down upon them and telt them I wos God.

		Sum days wen I wos God I smyld swetely.

		You hav bene very gud beests, I wud say. And I am very pleesd with you. Wel dun.

		But on other days I wud get cross.

		I am very unhappy with you, I wud say. You have bene very very wicked & you must chaynj yor ways.

		Sum days I wos reely cross.

		I have had enuf! If you do not improov I wil reek venjens!

		Sum days it wos even wors.

		Rite! I wud say. This tym I wil destroy you arl!

		And I wud start hittin & kickin them & hoyin them rownd the room so they bownsd off the warls & tumbld across the carpet.

		See! I wud say. See wot you have brung down upon yorselvs!

		It is yor own folt! I wud yell.

		Ther wos always 1 that I wud sayv, that I wud not hit or kik or hoy. It mite be gorilla it mite be hors it dint reely matter. I wud lift them up tenderly after all ther frends wer gon.

		I hav sayvd you, I wud say, becos you ar the best of beests.

		Afterwards I wud gather arl the beests agen & tel them that my anga had been apeesd & that I had desided to start everything agen.

		Wons I had a fludd. I put arl the beests in the bath. I put the plug in the plughole. I said if they did not change ther ways I wud turn the taps on and ther wud be a deluje and arl of them wud drown.

		Hav you got enythin to say? I said.

		I wayted. Non of them said enythin.

		Will you change yor ways? I said.

		Not 1 of them said enythin.

		Ar you sorry?

		Not a singl 1 of them said anythin.

		I said to a jiraff – tho it mite have bene a elefant, You ar the only good 1 in the hole wide world. I wil sayv you. You must bild a nark and flote upon the waters til the fludd is gon.

		Then I put the jiraff or elefant in a plastic cup that Mam used for rinsing my hare. I put my hand on the tap.

		You have brung it upon yorselvs! I said.

		And I turnd on the taps & the bath filld up & evry beest exept the jiraff wos drowned.

		Afterwards wen I wos dryin all the beests with a towel & a spuggy wos lookin down throu the windo to the sky I started cryin very hard.

		I am sory I said. I wil never do this agen. Never. I promis.

		And wen I went to bed that nite I put them arl in the bed with me & I told the tale of Rapunzel in her towa & her long long hare.

	
		
			The Game of Maykin Life
		

		Ther wos the maykin life game. In this I wos even mor like God. It workd best deep at nite when the moon was shinin in the sky.

		I must hav bene 8 or 9 wen I started doin it.

		I wud lift 1 of the beests to my lips & wisper that it wos tym for it to cum to life. I wud wisper that I was puttin a spirit & intellijens into it.

		I wud wisper meny words like Moov littl beest breeth littl beest. You are no longa a thing of stone or plastic or wood. You ar abowt to becum a livin thing. Lissen to the words of Billy Dean & reseev the gift of life.

		I wud go on wisperin & tuchin for a long long tym.

		I wud stand the beest on the carpet.

		I wud go on willin it to moov. I wud go on tuchin it & strokin it.

		Plees moov. Plees breeth. Plees liv.

		Did it work?

		Wons a munky swung its arm & then wos stil agen. Wons a hors took a step & then another step across the carpet befor it fell down ded agen. Wons I woke & saw many of the beests moving slowly across the flore towards the dore I must never go threw. But wen I sat up & lookd proply evrythin was still.

		I tryd other ways of maykin life. I wud fynd a ded fly or beetl or spida & try to mayk it cum to lyf agen lyk Daddy telt me Jesus did with Lazaris. I breethd on it & wisperd to it & telt it it wud liv agen. And wons it did. A littl fly started to buz agen & up it jumpd & flew agen.

		But mebbe that was an illushon.

		Mebbe it hadnt been reely ded.

		Mebbe the munky & the hors wer just a dreme.

		Mebbe arl of it has been nothin but a dreme.

		Who can tel? Who can tel enything?

		I no now that ther hav bene many clever peple arl throu history. I no now that the cleverest of arl peple say that they no next to nothing abowt the mistrys of the world the mistrys of lyf & deth the mistrys of the body & the sole. And ther ar those who think that evrything all lyf all deth & all the yoonivers is just ilushon. Sum think that all of us liv sum weard kind of waykin dreem. They say ther ar no facts & ther is no truth.

		So who am I to no?

		And who am I to no who put ther hand on me & telt me to cum to lyf?

		Sumtyms it seems ther is no anser to anything at all.

		It wos abowt this tym wen I wos 8 or 9 or 10 and I playd the maykin lyf gaym that I started seein the things that wud layter interest Missus Malone very much.

		I saw fayses in the warls and in the seelin. I saw bodys standin and warkin in the room at niyt. I herd voyses wisperin. Now I start to think that mebbe it was me as I am now wisperin to me as I was then. Mebbe it was me and you my readers who look upon the seens with me. Who can bluddy no? Ther wer kids like me but not like me. Ther wer grown ups like my mam and dad but not like my mam and dad.

		Sumtyms it was like they wer insyd myself or that they had steppd owt from insyd myself into the room.

		Sumtyms wen I woke from my sleep and saw 1 standin or moving ther I wud dare to wisper.

		Hello. Who ar you? My name is Billy Dean.

		But they wud be sylent. Or they wud fade bak into the seelin or the warl like they wer scard or shy.

		They kept on cumin bak.

		I telt my Mam abowt it.

		Ar you sure Billy? she said.

		Aye Mam.

		1 nite she stayd with me wich she hadnt dun for yers.

		Depe in the nite after wed bene wating a long tym a fase appeard on the warl.

		Ther Mam look, I wisperd.

		I tryd to show her wer it wos but no mater how hard she lookd she cudnt see it ther.

		Mebbe its not ther at arl I said.

		Mebbe it isnt, she said. But mebbe it is & you are a boy with speshal site.

		She lookd agen. The fase disapeard then another tuk its plays then a figure moovd across the room. I telt my mam but she
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