


    Toggle navigation


ThomasStone
	Home
	Download Pdf Books





    
                
    
    
        Read Dear Nobody Online

                Authors: Berlie Doherty

                    

    
    Dear Nobody (23 page)

    
    
    
        
            	«
	1
	...
	8
	...
	14
	15
	16
	17
	18
	19
	20
	21
	22
	23
	»

        

                
            â€˜How's the guitar coming on?'

I knew he'd say that.

â€˜Fine,' I said. I looked out of the window and then back at him before he moved away. â€˜How's Helen, Mr Garton?'

He looked a little confused. Nice bloke, Mr Garton. Wouldn't want to hurt anyone's feelings, you can tell that. His brain was working out that this was a taboo subject and that he was standing there with no defences.

â€˜She's looking very large,' he said. â€˜Like a potato.'

I swallowed hard.

â€˜I'm going away the day after tomorrow, Mr Garton. Will youâ€¦ will you give her this.' I handed him the card.

You'd think I'd pulled a live snake out of my pocket and put it into his hands, and that he didn't know what to do with it, whether to stamp on it or shove it in his pockets out of sight
or hold it out and admire it for the rare thing that it was. Anyway, I left him with it. I didn't shake hands with him, as I would have done, as he'd have liked, probably. It would have made him feel better. But he's old enough to handle snakes, I think.


September 30th

Yesterday I cleaned my room out, ready for you.

I took all my books off the shelves and the glass and porcelain animals I've collected since I was little, the pottery masks and fans on my walls, and I washed and dusted them all. I washed all my floating scarves. I even took the curtains down and washed them and put them out on the line to dry. Mum helped me to peg them out, and I stood watching them after she'd gone back into the kitchen. They were like birds' wings, flapping for freedom. I felt as if I was rising up, rising up with them. I went back into the kitchen and sat with Mum having lunch; we were both sitting by the window, staring out at these huge flapping wings, saying nothing. But we weren't apart, you know, Mum and I. We weren't locking each other out.

September 30th

A few minutes ago, I felt a massive kind of cramp rising up from the base of my spine, right up, spreading out and up till it held me in the centre of it. It seemed to take hold of my whole body and when I felt I was going to burst with it it died away again.

I'm not frightened. I know exactly what it is.

It means you're coming.

I've made my bed. I've put my case ready by the door.

I'm not going to tell Mum until I have another
contraction. It could go on for hours or days even, the midwife told me. I want us both to be ready for this, you and me. I want us to be calm and ready.

Breathe slowly, both of us. I feel as if I can hear your heart beating, deep in my veins.

Here it comes. Again. Rising and rising. It's a huge soaring white wave and I'm going under in it. Don't let me drown. Hold on. Don't let me drown.

I know you're coming.

I didn't know I was doing it but I've been screaming out, â€˜Mum! Mum!' She ran into my room and I tried to walk over to her. I felt something pouring out of me. She put her arms round me and held me through the next one. We rose up on it together. I felt as if I was being born. I cried out loud, and she held me tight and took the pain for me.

She's phoning for the ambulance now, downstairs. I can't stop shaking.

Dad was playing the piano. That's his way of coping with it. Did you hear it? It's a song of welcome. But then I heard Mum shouting at him and he stopped playing. He came up to my room and stood in the doorway. I was propped up on the bed, waiting for the midwife to come, or the ambulance, whichever turns up first. I started trembling again when I saw Dad. He came over to me and took something from his pocket.

â€˜I think you should have this now,' he said. â€˜It's from Chris.'

When he went back down, back to his piano, I read it. I took it to the window and stood there looking at it in the light of the streetlamp. I could hear Chris's voice, that slight hesitation he has, reading the words to me. I turned round, aware of a sound behind me, to see Robbie in the doorway, looking important and shy and a bit scared. He crept in as if I was dying.

â€˜I've come to see if I can do anything to help,' he said.

If I hadn't been hurting so much I would have smiled. But then I realized that he
could
help.

â€˜Robbie,' I said. â€˜Will you take something to Chris for me?'

So he's gone down to get his bike out of the shed, my Mercury, while I make up the parcel. Dear Nobody. This is the last letter I'll write to you.


October
I took the package up to my room and opened it there. It was just a pile of letters. They all began the same way.

Dear Nobody.

Is that what I'd become to her, then?

I sat down on the bed with a growing kind of grief inside me, and began to read them in order. They took me back to January.

When I finished reading them I felt as if I was hung in space. There was no air around me, only blackness, cold and empty and vast. I lumbered downstairs. Dad and Jill were sitting watching a late film on television. There was my rucksack, packed and ready for Newcastle, propped up against the wall. It was almost midnight.

â€˜The baby's coming,' I told them, and left them there with, their faces open and gasping like fishes. I walked out into the yard. The air slapped me back to life.

I hauled my bike out of the shed, clattering over the step-ladder and a sack of potatoes and tins of paint. I didn't care how much row I made. I set off straight for the hospital, so focused that it was as if a magnet was drawing me there. I don't think I've ever ridden so fast in my life. I threw the bike into a bush and ran into the foyer.

â€˜Where's Helen?' I asked the woman at the reception desk. For the life of me I couldn't remember her surname. At last it popped up and I was told the ward number. I ran off through a labyrinth of corridors that seemed to be a freeway for trolleys and stretchers. I came to a little side ward, stopped and leaned against the corridor wall, dredging up air from somewhere. Let her be all right. Oh, let her be all right.

I pushed the door open. Helen's parents were there, standing round the bed. When I burst in they turned round to stare at me. The room started swinging round like the pendulum of a clock. My legs were too heavy to move. My breath was corked up in my throat.

Mr Garton moved back and somehow I got myself to the bed. Helen was smiling. She was pale and tired and smiling.

â€˜Chris,' she said. â€˜Look.'

I saw something that was tiny and red-faced, crinkled-up, sleeping, breathing, an unbelievable still presence in the room.

So, in my student's room in Newcastle, I'm writing this for you, Amy. Your name means loved one, or friend, and we both chose it. This is your story, and you should know it. One day a long time from now you will read it and put together all the bits and pieces of people that have gone together to make you.

One day I hope to really know you. I only know the beginning of your story.

When I saw you that day at the hospital I realized that during all those months of separation from Helen I hadn't thought once about you. You were nobody. It was Helen I was thinking about day and night, night and day. I wanted to be with her and to hold her. I wanted everything to be the same again. But when I saw her at last, you were there. I was shocked by your importance, by your vulnerability. The thought of holding you or even touching you scared me, tiny creature that you were. I tried to look at you and say, she is ours, and I couldn't. I felt weak. I wanted to hide from you.

Helen is right. I'm not ready for you, or for her. I'm not yet ready for myself.

November
Dear Chris,

I think I'm exactly where I want to be, at this moment of my life. I think of you often, with love, and I hope you're happy, too.

Today my nan came to the house. It wasn't easy for her to come, I know that. We sat in the front room together; Nan on the hard chair, Mum by the window, me in the low nursing-chair with Amy. Nan didn't say much, but then, you wouldn't expect her to. She just watched me, in that sad, nodding way of hers. When I finished feeding Amy and was just about to put her down, all milky-sweet and sleepy, Mum came over and took her from me. She just kissed her, the way she does, and then she walked back across the room and put her in Nan's arms.

It was as though Amy was a fine thread being drawn through a garment, mending tears.
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