Maybe Thursday You Can Sleep

1.

The first time I saw him I was still in my school uniform and I didn’t even have any makeup on, but he said it was my eyes he noticed. Yeah right, I said when I finally started talking to him, I was just out of swimming and my hair was hanging down my back like rats’ tails and my face was still red from the shower. Seriously, he said, it’s your eyes, there’s something about them and I just had to get to know you. 

This was days and days later, when I’d stopped hurrying past him and then glaring at him and once saying Why are you always hanging around here, have you no home to go to? We were in the park. I went there a lot to do my homework when the weather was OK and sometimes even when it wasn’t because there was more peace there than at home. He was always there too, him and two or three of his mates, and after a few times I was there he came up and started trying to talk to me. I just ignored him. He was all right looking I suppose, but he was about twenty something and he had lots of little pimples all round the side of his mouth and he had a funny smile, all teeth. But I didn’t trust him, why had he come over, what did he see in me and what did he want.

So I ignored him, scrunching my eyes up at my maths book but my heart thumping in case he tried to grab me or he said something about my hair or my tits or my legs or anything else I couldn’t help and didn’t like. I’m only trying to talk to you, he said, I’m only looking to say hello. Hello, I said, fast and then looking down at my book again, but he didn’t take the hint and he sat down on the bench beside me so I got up and left, stuffing my book into my schoolbag as I hurried out of the park, his mates’ laughter echoing behind me.

2.

It’s not that I didn’t like guys back then, or didn’t want a boyfriend, or a snog, or a cuddle, or someone to talk to. I hadn’t really talked to anyone, not properly, since Dad and Robbie left and that was ages ago. I would see girls in my class, nearly skipping out of the school gates to meet their boyfriends at hometime, flinging themselves into their arms and then going off down the street with them, chittering away even though they’d been texting each other all afternoon. The guy would have his arm around the girl, and he’d be looking down at her, all fondly and softly, and he’d be listening to her even though she was probably talking shit. Someone looking at you like that, who wouldn’t want it?

But that’s not how it is all, most of, the time. The girl beside that one, or even the same one, would be crying in the bogs the next day about how he’d shouted at her or thrown her phone against the wall because she was texting a mate and it was a boy. Or he hadn’t rang her in a week and his phone was switched off and she was late. You were better off out of it. 

There was my ma to think about as well. She had plenty of guys around her, but they were all like her only a bit more extreme, a bit grubbier, a bit louder and shoutier when they were pissed, and a lot more grabby and leery and pinchy. The Zombies, I called them. Here you’re a fine looking girl, one of them would shout when I came in from school to find them all there, four or five scruffy smelly guys with blue tattoos and missing teeth, and my ma holding court among them all like she was Cleopatra or the Queen of Sheba. I nearly expected her sometimes to wave her arm and say Dahling. She hadn’t a clue. They were there because her money was through and because she had a house to drink in.

Anyway I’d get home from school and often there’d be some of the Zombies in the living room, I could hear them roaring and smell the smoke even before I got my key in the door. I started going straight upstairs, but usually they’d sit for ages and I’d need something from the living room, or it would get to be nine or ten o’clock and I’d be so starving I had to go downstairs to try and find something to eat. I was never in my school skirt, not after the first time when I’d been not only groped by one of them but his hand and then finger had pushed up my leg and then through my knickers while the rest of them laughed like it was the funniest thing they’d ever seen. He’d sniffed his finger and then kissed it after he did it as well. It was the worst thing that had ever happened to me, ever. I spun out of the room and up the stairs to my room where I lay on my bed and cried bitter hot tears, and it was worse because I should have said something, I should have pulled away, and why did I care what a smelly old drunk did anyway? 

But even when I went down in my trackie bottoms there were things said. Sometimes it was OK, they were so steaming or they were rowing and they hardly even noticed me as I crept to the kitchen to see if there was any bread for toast. But usually it would be all Well here she is, and What a fine looking girl you have there, and How old are you, and Oh if I was twenty years younger. You were better off out of it, better off not even talking to guys, even the nice ones. After a bit I stopped going downstairs at all, and tried to nick stuff from lunch at school to eat later. I hadn’t even properly spoken to my ma in about a month by the time he came up again to talk to me and I answered him. 

