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Enoch’s Tivo Letters

Exocu’s parenn parted in 3 singular way. He was eight yean of age ar
the rime.

It happened one morning after he bad gome 1o school, so that he
didn’t know anything about it all ottty home in the cveming.

Jack Boden got ug as isual a1 seven o'clock, and his wife, who was
Enoch’s mother, set 2 breakfast of bacon and egg before hiny. They
tever fid much, and spoke even less on thiv parvicular morning.
because both were solidly locked in their separate thoughn which,
enknowi to each other, they were ar Lt mtending o act an

Instead of getting a bus wo his foundry, Jack boarded one for the
city centre, He soughit out o public lavatory where, for the price of a
penny, he wisable to doaw off his overall, and emerge wich them under
his arim, They were wrapped In the brown paper which be had pust
inta his pocket befre Jeaving the house, o dy and upobtrusive move-
mctit a5 be called from the wollery "So long, Jove, See you chic
afternoon.”

Ny wearing a reasonable suit, be walked to the raflway station.
There he met René, who had in ber two soitcases 3 few of his PHTiA L
sbnns that he had fed to her during clindestine metings over the pae
tortnight. Having worked in the @me factory, they had, o frany asthers
whe were employed there saw, ‘fallen for each ather”, Roené wasn't inar-
ried, 50 there seemed nothing to sop her going gy with ldm, And

Jl-l'-t"i dull tsathache afa cofscience hJ-tl. in the st momichs sinee kermomye-
ing her, cured itsalf e Lase.

et they gor an the train to London feeling somewhat slurmed ae dhe
wep they had taken, thoupgh neither liked o ay atiything in case the
other should think they wanted to back out, Handly o wond was spoken
the whole way. Reené wondened whar her parents woald say when they
ww whe'd gone. fick chooghe mosthy about Enoch, but be knew be'd he
mafe enough with his mother, and that she'd bring him up righs. He
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would send her a better from London to explain char he had gone—m
case she hadn't noticed ie

Mo sooner had Jack left for his normal daylaght sant ae the foumdry than
has wife, Edna, sttended 1o Enoch. She watched him eat, sanding Loy
the mantelshelf for 3 good view of him during her stare. He loaked up,
half out of his sleep, and didi't anile back at her,

She kissed him, pushed axpence imto his pocket, and sent him up the
street to school, then went wpstairs o decide what things o take with
her. It wasn't 2 hard choice, for though they had plenty of possessions,
lartle oof 5t was movable, So it mirned out that two sultcases and o hand-
by held all she wanted,

There was ample time, and she went Sownstaits 0o more tes and 3
proper breakfase. They'd been married ten years, and for seven st least
she'd had enough. The wrouble with Jack was that he'd let nothing
worry b He was so trustworthy and easy-going he pot on ber nerves,
He didn’t even seem interested m other women, and the worse thing
abwsue such a nn was that he handly ever noticed when vou were upser.,
When be did, he sccused you of upseting lifm,

e were so many thing wrong, that now she was about to lesve
she couldn't bring them to mind, and thiv rritated her, and made her
thiank that it had been even worse than it was, rather than the other way
round. Ax 3 couple they had given op tackling any differences between
them by the human method oftalking, 1t was a5 if the sight of each other
struck them dumb. On fist meeting, a dozen vears ago, they had been
tnable tiv sy much—which, in their momal straction, they had comn-
fumeed with lowe at fiest sight, And roowsdn teey didins try ta talk to each
ather aboat the way I!l'l-v.'j' fele Ay Imee becamse nelther afthem I|'|'||;|1|..!:]1r
it wotld dov sy good. Having come thin fir, the onby thing left was to
act. It wasn't cht like was dall {':aﬁJ'!.'. bast they had :|.|_'||;|1.in1_-|;i|1 OO
IFthey had, maybe she could have put up with him, no mater how bad
he was.

For a week she'd been trying to write 1 letter, to be posted from
wheee she was goting, but she couldn't get beyond: *T'm leaving vou for
good, so stop bothering aboor me any more. Just ook afier Enoch,
because U've had my bellyful and I'm off” Afier re-reading it she pur it
back and clipped her handbag shut.

Having decided to act after vears of thinking about i, she was now
uncertain as to whart she would do. A sister lived in Hull, so her firse plan
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was i stay there till she found a job and o o This was something to
hang om to, and beyond it she didn’t think. She'd just bave to act agnin,
and that was that, Once vou started there wan probably no stopping, she
thoughs, not fecking ton good about it dow that the time had come.

An hour later she tumed the clock 1o the wall, and walked out of the
house for good, afe in knowing that shortly after Enoch came in fom
school his father would be home to feed him. They had lavished 2 lot of
love on Enoch—she knew thar—maybe too much, some of which they
should have gaven to each other bur had grown too mean and shy o,

She left the door unlocked so thar he could just walk in, Fle was an
mrelligent lad, whao'd be able o tuen on the gas fire if he fel: cold, When
M Mackley called from her back door to ask if she was going on her
holideys. Bdna lughed and said she wan only off vo sce Jacks mother ag
Metherfield, 1o take some old rags that she needed to cur up and wse for
rug-clippangs.

‘Mam, Enoch cried, going in by the back door, "Mam, where's oy tes?’

He'dl come running diown the mad with 3 pockethul of marhles. His
head m fact looked like one of the more paychedelic ooes, with o pale
revmd face, 4 lick of beilliant guger hatr den aver bis farehesd, sod a
sireak of red toffee-stain acros his mouth;

Gossiping again, he thought scarnfully, seeing the kitchen empry. He
ehaew is-coat, still wich the sleeves tadisted, over to the senee. The bouse
did have more quict than usial, he didn't know why, He tursed the clock
to e the right way, then went into the scullery and pot the kestle on,

The tea wasn't hke his mother made i [t owas too weak, Bt it was
hot, 30 he put o bor of sugar in o make wp for o, then st at the whle o
read @ comic,

1t wean eanly spring. and assoon as it began to get dark he switched the
light on and went to deaw the curtains, One half came over easily, but
the other only part of the way, leaving a foot-wide pap of dusk, like 1
I, oppen moath going up instead of acoss. This bothered him foe
while, uneil it got dark, when he decided to ignore it and swiech the
televisang on.

Froa hoping to see hiv mother, bhe begin to wonder where his father
was, If his mother had gone o Auit Jenny's and mused the bus home,
maybe his facher st the foumsdey liad had an sccident and Gllen into one
oif the moubds—from which it was impossble to get out alive, excepeas
askeleron,
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Jam por, borer dish, knife, and crombs were spread over the kitchen
table when he got himsell something to cae. MNoc that it bothered hem,
chat his Father ebght have been killed, because when chey had beft kim
for an hour on his own o few months ago be had wondered what he
would do if they never came back. Before he'd had time to decide,
though, they had opened the door to tell him w get a andwich and be
off to bed sharp, otherwise he'd be too tired to get up for schoel in the
mearning. S0 he knew they'd be back sooner than he expected. When
Johmisy Bowtles father had been Eilled in o lorry Lot year he'd emed
lin, but Johnny Bootle himself hadne liked it very much,

Wheother they came hack or nat, iews nice being in the howse om hi
ooz, Me was boss of iE, could mash another pot of tea il be felr like it
anid L'ﬁ-p the s fEre |.1||:|1|i:|13 os h:nﬂm b liked. The telly was Hicker-
ings bt b didn’s want to switch it off, even though heads kept rolling
up aind up, so that when be looked st it continually for half 3 minue it
seermied o if they were poing round in s cicle. He torned 1o scoop §
spoonfil of rspberry jam from the pot, and swallow some momn
colel dea.

Me sat i his Bathecs chade by thie fire, legs stretched scross the rug, but
ready to jump at che click ofthe outdoor lateh, ansd be back at the ahde
before they could et mto the room, His father woulda's ke Dim being
in his chair, unless he were sitting on his knee, All he needed wan a cig-
arecte, and though he looked on the sideboard and along the shelf there
were none insght. He had o content himself with trying to whistle in
o thick manly seple. Johnoy Bootle had been lucky in his loss, becawse
he'd bad o sister,

If they didn't come back tonighe he wouldnt go to school in the
morming. They'd shout at hom when they found our, bt that didn't
ETLEE ':I'ﬂjr.!.r wrere desd. 1t was Eigj'll:u'i:lnu:l:, and he wondered whene
they were, They ought co be back by now; and he began to regret that
he'd hoped they never woukd be, as if God's punichmient for thinking
ehis gl be that He'd never Let chem,

He yawned, and picked up the clock to wind it. That was whar you
did when you yawned afier eight in the evening. If chey didn't come
soom he would have 1o o 1.||:|-|.r.ni|:: tev bed, bae he rh.nughl htwmﬂdgﬂ
some coats and deep on the wofa down here, wiath the gas fire shining
bright, ratcher than venture to his bedroom alome. They'd really gone for
a night out, and cthat was 3 fact, Maybe they were bte coming back
because they'd gone for o divorce, When the same thing had happened
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to Tom Brong it was because his muam bad gone to ferch a baby, though
he was taken into a nexghbour’s howse next door before he'd been alone
s Jong as this,

He looked along tee shelf vo see o he had mused 3 chgarere tha be
ol pat into his mooch and play at smoking with, Fe had good syes
and no need of glasses, that was troe, becawse be'd been right firt time,
In spite of the bread and jam he sill f2l hungry, sod went into the
scullery for some cheese,

When the light went, aking the Sickering telly with it, he found 4
torch at the back of the dreser deawer, then looked for a shilling 2o pot
in the meter. Fortunagely the gas fire gave off enough pink ghow for him
torsed the borders ofthe moom, especially wihen e shone the torch beam
continually arsund the walls & ifit were 2 searchlighs looking for eneny
planes,

‘It was a long wait to Tipperary™—as he had sometimes heard his
fnther sing while drimik, but his eyes closed, with the piece of cheese stll
int his hands, and he hoped he would drop off before they came in w0
that thew'd be ssrry for seaving out so late, and woaldn't be able to be
madd at him for not laving gone to bed.

He walked scross the moom oo the coat loaks i the recess, bot his
mothers and fthers coats had gone, & he should have known they
would be, since neither of them was in, There was nothing to put over
himself when he weng toskeep, but he still wouldn’s go upstairs for a
blanket, It would be 25 bad a5 going into o wood st pight. He had run
scross the road when a bis was coming, and seen Frankenstein once on
the telky, bur he wouldn't go into 2 wood ot nighe, even though Iving
Jimmry Kemp claimed to have done so.

Pushing one corner at a time, he got the tble back against the side-
board. Them e an pyal mirme above the mantelthelf, and he beaned
bath albaonws an 1t b Eﬂ: 1Y gnﬂd a |n;||nl: ar |'||1'n||.r.|'F:n he could o the
wavering pink light—his round face and small ears, chin in shadow, and
oyes popping forwand, He distorted his mouth with teo fingers, and
curled a tongue hideously wp o his sose ooy and frighoen himselfaway
from the bigger fear of the howse that was threstening him with tears,

It was hard to remiember what they'd done ae school vodey, and when
he tried w imagine bas father walkang o the house and switching on
the Lght & was difficult to make oot his face very cleary, He hated him
forr that, and hoped one day to kill him with an axe, Even bis mocher’s
Face wasn't easy to bring back, bot he didn’t want to kill her: He felt hi
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knee caps burning, being too close to the gas bars, 5o he stood away to
fet them po cool,

When he was busy ralling up the carpet in front of the fire, and being
away from the mirror, his parents suddenly sppeared to him properly,
their faces side by side with absolute clarity, and he wished theyd come
back. If they did, and asked what the bloody hell he thought he was
doing rolling up the carpet, he'd my well what ehe do you expect me 1o
do? I've god to e something for 2 blanket when | go o ileep on the
setree, haven's [

1f there was one skill he was glsd of, it wasthat be could rell the ame,
He'd only learned it properly six monghs age, so it had come just right.
You didn't have o put a shilling in the clock, so dhat waes still ricking at
least, except that it made him feel tred.

He hicaved ar the settee, fo swivel it round i oot of the fire, o feac
which convinced him that one day he'd be as strong as his father—
wherever hie was. There was cerminly no hope of the gas keeping on tll
the morning, o he trned it down w mumber twn, Then he lay on the
seitee and pulled the carper over hiny. [t smelled of stone and pumice,
and of soap that had goase bad,

He smiffed the cold air, and wensed there was doylight i ic, though he
couldn't open his eyes. Weaving his hand ax far as it would go, he felt chat
the gas fire had gone out, meaning that the cooking stove wioubin®
work. He wondered why his evelids were stuck together, then thought
of chopping up a chair to malke a blaze, bur the grate was blocked by the
g fire. This dsappointed him, because it would have been mice o lean
ower it, warming himself s the bowom of the kenle got blacker and
blacker till it boated at the top.

When his eves mysteriously opened, old Tinface the clock said it was
half past seven. In any case thers wene no matches left vo lighe amything,
He went into che seullery o wash his face.

He had to be content with a cup of milk, and o spoon of sugsr in it
with mare bread and cheese, People were walking along the backyards
on thetr way to work. If dey've gone for good, be thoughse, 1 shall go to
my grandma’y, and Ul have to change schools becawse she fives at
Metherfiald, miles away.

His mother had given him sixpence for sweets the morning betore,
and he already had rwopence, so he knew that this wis enough o get
him half fare 1o Netherfield.
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That's all | can do, he thowghe, turning the cdock to the wall, and
wondering whether he ought to put dee furniture right in case his par-
entscamne inand got mad that it was all over the place, though he hoped
they wouldun't care, since they'd lefi him all night on his own,

Aprart from not wanting o spend the sixpence his mother hasd given
harn till she came back, he was sorry at having to go to his grndma’s
because now he wouldn't be able 1o go to school and redl his mares that
he'd been all night in a howse on his own,

He pushed o wiy to the upper deck of the bos, froon whitclh belght he
could lock down an the mofs of cars, and see level into the top swats of
ather buses passing them through the twwn. You never know, he
thought, | might see “em—ygaing homie to put s shilling each in the Tighe
atid gas for me, He gave his money to e conductor,

It took a long time to get clear of traffic at Canning Cincus, and he
wished he'd packed up sonie bread and cheese betore leaving the howse.
Men were smoking foul By all sround, and 3 gang of boys going to
Peoples” Callege made a big notse wntil the conductar told then to sop
i oe he'd put them off.

He knew the name of his grandmother's street, but not how to get
there from the bus sop. A postman poimted the direction for him.
Metherfield was on the edge of Nowingham, and hoge black cauli-
Aower clouds with the sun lecked insde came over on the wind fom
Colwick Woods,

When his grandmather opened the back door he was turning the
handle ofthe old mangle outide. She tald him o stop i, and then asked
i & tone of surprise what had brought hit there at that tme of the
morning,

Drad and mam have goase,” be said.

‘Gone?” she cried, pulling bm mto the scullery “What do you
mean?’ He amw the big coal fire, and smelled the remains of bacon thai
the most have done for Tom'’s breakfast—the last of her som living
there. His fuce wes distorted with pain, "Mo,' she sid, *nay, yvou musn'y
ecry, Whatever's the matter for vou to cry like dhat?”

The tea she poured was hot, strong, and sweet, and he was sorry ar
having cried in front of her, *All right, now?” she aid, dawing back to
watch him and see ifir was,

He nodded, T slept on the couch.

“The whale night! And where can they be?
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He saw she was worried. “They had an accident. he vald her, pour-
imgg his texinco the ascer oo cool in She fred Bin an epg, and give him
soaike bread and butter.

“Chet Jack's never had an accident ) the said grimidy,

I ehey're dead, grandoa, can 1 live with vou?

"Aye, you can. But they're not, so you nesdn't worry your lirtle eves!

They must be,” he told her, feeling cemain sbout it

We'll see, she sald. "When 've cleaned up o big, we'll go and find o
what got into “em.” He watched her sweeping the oo, then sood in
the doorway a5 she knelt down oo scrub the seallery foos, a smell of cold
wiater and pumibee whin she reachedd the doorstep. 'I've got 1o keep che
plﬂ-::f: lpﬂﬂm‘l,' ihie sad with a llu!;h, |r.i|:|rl1ng up “or ORI Lincle Tom
would leave home. Hel bound e get married one day choogh, and
that's o fact. Has three brothers did, one of "em being vour daft father!

She hedd b hand back o the bas stop, If Uncle Tom does clear off i
loenkes like she'll have me to look after, Itseemed years already since he'd
last seen his mother and father, and e was growing to like the adven-
ture ol i, provided they disn® sy away toos bong. It was rare gomg
twiee across own i one day

lestarted to ram, so they sood in a shop doorway w want for the bus,
Thene wasn't so many people an it this time, and they sac on the botom
deck becime his grandmas didn’t feel fike climbing all them sieps. "Did
vour lesck the door behind you?”

| forpat”

Let's ope nobody goes b,

Thens wis no ij“hl. e, he wdd. “Mar iy jpan, 1 was cold when |
wirke up”

T'ei sure you was, she said, "But vou'ne 2 big lad now, You should
have gone o 3 neighbour’s house, They'd have given you some tea, Mes
Upton would, 'm sure, Or M Mackkey”

I kepe thinking teey i be back ooy minuce.

“You abways have to go 1o the neighbour, she told him, when they
gt ff thve bas and walked across kesson Rooad. Her hand had warmied
uge o fron the pumdee and cold waeer, “Don't kick your feet like thar,

Ifit happened again, he would take her advice. He hoped it wouldn',
thaugh next Hme he'd deep in his bed ond not be frightened.

They walked dewn the vard, and in by the back door. Naothing was
missing, he could have told anybody that, thoogh be didnT speak. The
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empry houvse seemed dead, and he didn's Bie thae. He couldn’t way on
his own, so follewed his grandmether upatairs and into every room, half
expecring her to find them in some secret place he'd never known of,

The beds were made. and wardmbe doors dosed. Ore of the win-
dows was open a few inches, o she slammed it shut and locked i
“Come on down, Thens's nowt up here!

She put a shilling in the jrs meter, and set 3 kettle on the stove. 'Might
as well have a cup of tea while | think this ane out. A bloody big one it
s, a8 well!

bt was the first tme he'd heard her vaear, bue then, he'd never ssen
herworried, either. It made him feel betier, She thoughe about the font
mocen, and he fodbowed her.

“They kept the house chean, awy road up, she said, touching the cur-
tains and chair covers. "That’s sammat to be said for ‘em. But o ain’t
everything.

It ain't, he agreed, and saow tweo letters lying on the mat jus insde the
front door. He watched her broad hack as she bent to pick them up,
thiinking inow that they were both dead for sure.



