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Dick Fletcher

 

Fish pie

 

I could eat the potato on top, the sauce was ok, but the
fish – you never knew when you’d find a bone – not a big one : that
was easy to deal with. The small bits - yuk – a bit of bone ?
a bit of skull ? something round and hard with a hole in, full
of something firmly glutinous. It makes you not just chase it round
and round on your plate – “stop playing with your food boy, eat it
up this minute or I’ll feed it to you” - but chase it around in
your mouth – not daring to bite into it for fear of what you might
find. And then, release through mastication – masticate it to a
mushy paste – around and around it goes, but swallow it ? Just
the thought makes you retch –there’s a bit of something hard in
there somewhere, well, there was; where’s it gone ? Just
gently spew everything back onto your plate when she’s not looking;
another bit; another long chew and chew and chew and chew –
suddenly the room is empty. Her towering over me. “You’re going to
stay there until you’ve finished my boy. Every last bit. There’s
Ethiopians dying for want of some healthy fish pie. You should be
ashamed. When I come back I want to see that plate
empty.”

 

Silence. All alone. Everyone else out playing. Just me in
this vast dining hall, at one end of a long table, alone on a bench
previously crowded with 7 of my friends. Just me sitting to one
side of the enormous ornate fireplace, a woman still towering over
me, but this time a carved wooden figure of a woman enormous – so
that’s what breasts are like – holding up her end of the mantle
shelf beside the enormous empty fireplace with a chimney big enough
for a boy to crawl up and disappear – if only I had the
courage.

 

Back to reality, just me, fish pie three times masticated,
cold and clammy, congealing to the plate, like me, unwanted,
unneeded, my daily ration of sweets sacrificed for the privilege of
sitting here prolonging the awful emptiness of the school dining
hall, a plate of unwanted unloved wretched masticated
food.

 

Out of despair comes opportunity – who dares wins –in with
my hand – up it goes – slap against the inside of the
chimney.

 

“Well done. There, that wasn’t so bad, was it. Here are
your sweets. I saved them for you. Good boy.” Guilt’s not such a
bad feeling………
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