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1 hadn’t seen this photograph since the day it was
taken, until now. Even so, [ can tell you anything you
want to know about it. The boy on the left is Shocky.
The one on the right is Duncan, who used to come to
school with biscuits in his pocket. He’s married now,
inexplicably. The girl on the left is Mimi Tooclan and the
one on the right is me.

At the moment the picture was taken, [ was mostly
wondering whether Mimi would ask me back to hers
after school. Mimi‘s mother let her play with her
make-up, which my mother definitely did not, even
though 1 was mature and sophisticated.

I was also thinking Oh. My. Days. Shocky
has put his hand on my shoulder! Once, just before
Christmas, I had managed to manipulate Shocky into
being my partner in a classroom activity. This should
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have tesulted in a moment of physical contact becatise
it was a trust game, only it tutned out that Shocky was
not to be trusted. And by the time this photogtaph
was taken, Shocky had completed an unbtoken tun of
two hundred and thitty-seven days of failing to notice
my existence.

How do [ temembet my thoughts so cleatly? Because
those wete the only thoughts I had in the fitst two
tetms of Yeat Six:

1. Mimi, can I come back to yours?
2. Shocky, please notice me.

Also, this photogtaph was taken in the summet

tetm Of Yeat Six. And doesn’t evetyone temembet
evetything about theit last summet in ptimaty
school? The spotts day. The leavets’ trip. The leavets’
photogtaph. The endless discussion of which school
you wete going to next, the ptomise to stay friends
even thotigh you wete going to diffetent schools.
Evetyone signing theit names on everyone else’s shitts
on the last aftetnoon. And all the time, you had the
feeling that day by day, inch by inch, a doot was
opening and sunshine was pouting in, and any day
now you would be allowed out thtough that doot,
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laughing and yelling so loud that you wouldn't even
heat when it closed behind you, for evet.

[ can tell you when it was taken. It was the second
week of the summet tetm. Duting motning break,
Mimi spotted two kids — one big and one little, the big
one holding the little one’s hand - stating thtough the
tailings of the playgtound. The little one was weating
a furty hat and they had identical coats. Mad coats -
long, like dressing-gowns, with fut inside. But any coat
would have looked mad. The stin was beating down.
The tatmac in the cat patk was melting. Evetyone else
was weating 'l-shitts.

Mimi went ovet and said, “What ate you two
looking at?”

The big one put his finget on his lips, shushing het,
and said, “Pay attention to yout teachet.” He pointed at
Mts Spendlove, and the vety minute he did, she blew
the whistle fot the end of bteak, like he knew she was
going to do it.

When we wete all lined up, somehow these two
wete standing tight behind me. I was looking at the
littlest one, who had his hat pulled down tight ovet his
eyes. It looked s¢ uncomfotrtable; I wanted to fix it fot
him - but the big one put his hand undet my chin and
tutned my head away. “Don’t look at him,” he said.
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He was asking fot a slap, quite honestly. But befote
[ could do anything about that, Mts Spendlove was
walking us into class. The two boys went straight to the
hack and the little one made himself at home in what
was stupposedly my seat. I stood thete, stating tight at
him, thinking he'd take a hint. But no.

Mts Spendlove said, “Evetyone, I'd like you all to say
a big hello to a new face in out class. A happy new face,
[ hope. This is Chingis.”

Evetyone said hello except me. [ said, “What about
the othet one, Miss? What's he called?”

She hadn't noticed the little one until then. “Oh.
Chingis,” she said, “I'm aftaid yout little brothet
isn't in this class. He's in Miss Hoyle’s class Just along
the cottidot.”

“No,” said Chingis, “my little brothet isin this class.
Look, he's hete next to me.”

Evetyone laughed except Mts Spendlove. “Sotty,
sotty,” she said. “I mean he belongs in Miss Hoyle's
class.” She was flapping het hands at the test of us to be
quiet, mottified because she thought we wete laughing
at him and it was het fault. But I was standing next
to him and I could see he hadn't made a mistake.

He was digging in.

“Tulie, would you show Chingis's btothet to Miss

Hovyle's class?”
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