A Very Wicked Girl

A true story badly ritten.
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A. Sinner

Once upon a time there 

was a VWG.

The girl was also very ugly 

and often times she had a 

very nasty smell.

The girl knew she was wicked 

and knew she smelt, she 

chose to ignore the facts, she 

went further, she chose to 

take comfort in her own 

badness and smell

What little facts are known 

About her are most probaly lies.

VW Girls love lies

There are very many types of liars, the VWG

was a rubbish liar, she was not very good

at it. She often didn’t understand the Questions asked of her so made up her responces

Her mind was often not where it should have been.

She did not allways listen to the real story, she some how slipped up on every day things. She fell down on 

the truth.

The VWG had a lot of problems, mostly of her own doing.

She was not liked at school for many reasons.

She stank of wee 

her hands were dry and crincky. She could not sing and had to go outside in the playground to sing at singing time.

She could not do PE or country dancin, because she did not bring her kit, also her vest was stained yellow. She could not swim.

Her biggest problems were her own, she liked to walk on the lines in the playground, round and round not looking up at the friends she did not have.

here is a description of

her. She had brown hair 

niether curly or strait, her 

head was allways covered in 

scurf, thick grey scabs of 

dry skin, sometimes the 

scurf snowed onto her 

face.

Her face was red, not rosy 

or peachy Just red.

Her nose was allways blocked, she loved to pick her nose, her mum warned her she would develop a snout like a pig.

She had a cough a tickly tormenting cough, day and night it would irritate a saint.

Her piggy blue eyes were allways puffed and runny, she liked to cry over anything and everything, so she developed a puffy, patchy, wet, red look face.

No matter what kind of socks she had they would not stay up, she had straight legs that could not hold up socks.

She wore her shoes down on one side (deliberatly) and because she could not tie a bau, she walked with a strange step to avoid herting herself on her own laces.

Once she wore plimsoles with the toes cut out, perhaps to amuse the friends she thought she had.

The VW Girls clothes were odd to big or to small, she liked to keep covered up.

In the winter she smelt of dried wee and vic for her blocked up nose and tormenting cough.

All said and done just by looking at her you could tell, she was a very wicked Girl.

She was a thief, she would steal anything, some of the things she loved to steal were:

buttons

feathers

round smooth pebbles

bread

salt

nivea crème

she stole a cadbury chocolte roll from a class mates lunch box when she was 10. The whole school knew, the punish ment did not fit the crime, the VWG got to have free school dinners every day instead of walking home and having what ever it is ugly people eat.

When she was born she instead of the ‘he’ that had died the year before, she caused her parents no joy. They were not glad to have her. The VWG would not come out like she knew she must, instead she pushed her bum out first to upset the midwifes and cause them hard work as they grappled her wet slimy arse to pull her out. Her mother was saved the misery of looking at her for two days while the marks and swellings of her wicked entry subsided.

Her mum would remind her oftenof the kindness of the nurses when they hid the uglyness of her child for two glorious days.

Yes she was a thief, she robbed her parents of a new baby boy to replace the darling dead one.

Its hard to know why some children are bad, why they long for another life and pretend that one day they will wake up in another story.

The VWG had another story one that fed her and made her smile.

Secretly in her dark heart she thought she was a princess.

In her mind she knew that it had happened to others, she had read about it, heard grown ups talk about it, even teachers read stories of it.

The VWG knew it was possible in times of trouble for princes and princesss to be left with strangers to save a young life.

In the bible a baby in a basket made of rushes, in another story book a baby princess was left in the woods with the wood choppers family.

It happens, and all the signs were there, she was not like the others in her family. Her sisters were pretty and good tree climbers, her brothers got the biggest slices of food. None of them wet the bed, none of them had wrinkly skin. Her eyes were different and her dreams were in colour. Maybe the wickedness was a cloak, a blanket, a cover story to protect the princess untill the time was right for her to go back to her real people.

She knew in her dark heart that the place she would go to was clean, warm and very Quiet. The beds were dry and the sandwhiches would not have crusts.

Who would come and when remained a mystery to her, at night she listend for the elves who should come and find her.
The VWG sucked her right thumb, she carefully measured it every day and noted that the threatened shrinking did not happen maybe her thumb was wat set her apart.

There were other clues to her identity.

Her alleged siblings liked to jump from the coal bunker on to the wood pile, when the VWG tried she felt sick and her knees went stiff, not once could she jump off, children half her age could do it, there was more.

she could not sing

she could not skip

she was always hungry

she could not climb trees

she ate conkers and was not sick

the sound of her own breathing made her fearful,
She was afraid of dogs- dogs growled at her.
She had no friends

She believed in fairies
She had witches hands.

Her scurf fell into her eyes like snow.
The very wicked Girl/ princess

tried hard to stop thinking, no matter how hard she tried she could not control the fearful thoughts, sad thoughts or joyful ones, it was like her breathing, as if she had been invaded by noise and fear. She could not work out which was worse the noise of her breathing or her thoughts. She did notice both were more trouble at night. In bed was a place she hated.

The blackness, the noises, the cold and by early morning the wet.

She must be a princess, the one without a pea.

In the story book, the princess had dozens of mattresses and eiderdowns and still the pea made the princess sad, the VWG had a very different bed, but they shared the same terror of endless nightime.
She had an itch, she was scratchy and dry.

She was cold and damp.

She had a cough.

She was bad, bad, bad.

She was ugly.

Sometimes to stop the thinking she would listen. Listening in the dark is dangerous and very hard.

She heard things no child Queen should ever hear.

She heard:

ants making bridges

beetles hunting moths

owls hooting

field mice gathering corn

killers surrounding the house

her brother masturbating

cars on the A12

her mother crying

The big daddy drunk.
The girl Queen knew the difference between right and wrong even though her mother seemed to mention it nearly every day.

The VWG got hit a lot, her mother said she was a liar and it was not so.

Being hit was not something she minded, being hit was part of the magic spell to go home to her real people.

Once when the mother was hitting the girl she said “I will swing for you”. Those 5 words were a mystery, wat could they mean, why would a grown up feel angry and hit a VWG and talk about swinging at the same time as punching her.

When the VWG was older she knew the meaning and was sad to picture her mother in a noose eyes like dead fish.
wat wickness the she-devil child did cannot be imagined.
It was enough for  a grown up to  want to die with a rope.

The best thing about being hit was the marks, sometimes a whole hand print, red and warm, sometimes colours  grew brighter after a few days.

 buckles left little shadows and sticks long raised lines. Sometimes school was not an option if any marks or patterns showed on exposed flesh.

The best thing of all was being able to cry with no one asking why. 

There are many reasons to hit a VWG the most common are:

wetting the bed

crying (to give you a reason)

being ungreatful

being lazy

staying awake at night and blaming

breathing and thinking.
cheek

cockyness (princess talk)

not playing nicely

not doing jobs properly

The bestest thing about being hit was not having to wait. 

The she devil girl Queen hated waiting she knew what was coming, she knew by the signs.

The mother would drum her

fingers on the side of the chair,

she would scream and rant about

the lonliness, 

her bad health, 

her lack of money,

 the bills, 

the wicked neighbours,

 the naitional assistance board.

The hot, 

the cold, 

the soured milk,

 the washing, 

the wet beds, 

millions of things made her want to hit the slit eyed cuckoo in her miserable nest.

The VWG wanted it over, she hated the wait, she hated the crying and was so glad not to have any little susanes or patricias  who might come round and hear her mother wailing and rocking in the miserableness off her home.

There were some tricks to get a slap Quicker:

walking to quick or slow

slamming a door

leaving a door open

TUTTing

smiling

crying – for nothing

starting the killer cough

Looking cocky

not eating whats on the plate.

getting out of bed.

The princess was hit by her mother and she was glad, she was warm again, she was closer to going home, closer to a spell being broken, her tricks worked the waiting was over. She was the wicked WINNER.
Ha ha ha
The princess loved to

be happy.

She liked to watch clouds

racing on summer nights in

bed early,

The walk to school was long, lovely and long, a great peaceful gap between home and school.

She loved with a passion all flowers, the smell and taste of them.

She loved her little brother and he loved her, he was hansome and strong, when they played “families” he was the mum and she the baby.

She loved her mum when she made instant whip for tea.
She loved hyms, ave marie was her favorite.

She loved the smell of vosene shampoo.

She loved clean things.

Books with tissue pages and glimpes of the news of the world.
Being happy was not easy..

 her mother called her “lizzy nigs from the black barn”. What that meant was unknown, her mother talked about the “black dog on your shoulder” she would say “Lizzy nigs where is your black dog”

The girl did not, could not, will never know what was meant by that talk. The words got in the way of happyness.

The girl hated dogs, dogs hated her and she never ever saw a black dog on her body.

Her mother saw one, a black one on her so called daughters shoulders nearly every day.

It is possible to love happyness with an invisible dog round your neck.
The very wicked girl new her siblings did not have a dog on them , why not? 

She did not know , other people did not mention the black dog, politeness maybe?

There is a saying

“never keep a dog and bark

yourself” what she

wondered did that mean?

Happyness in a little house

was possible, sitting on the outside

toilet reading the news of the

world bum paper.

Picking water cress from the stream over the back field.

 Spitting on the stove to see how fast the little balls of yuk move, 

putting sugar and marg on the fire when no one was looking,

 listening to women’s talk about being split open and cords around babies necks. 

Lying still as a stone with all curtains drawn while the club man hammered on every door and window to get the money he was owed. A family briefly united in fear.
She loved happiness  like the taste of sugar.

Happyness had a smell , clean  and new.

Happyness was huge, bright and shiny, it came in very Quick short bursts.

 Happyness was often silence.

No skin touched another in the little house.

No one used love words, everyone was damp or cold or dirty.

Did all families dissapear one by one behind the settee to undress?

Did all families lie on the floor when the clubman called?

The mysteries of living were many and very hard.

No one in the whole wide world had a daddy

as big as the VWG did- no one.

He was big and handsome, the police called him Paddy. Paddy was clever and crazy. The big daddy prince had red curly hair a nose as big as a badgers snout.

He smealt of a dad, he smelt of:

raw onions

nivea crème

beer

tobbacoo

His hands were as big and wide as jesus, he could hold the world in his open hand if he had wanted too.

Paddy spoke in his own language.

His language was from a land of Giants and little people. 

Paddy did not know right from rong thats why the police often brought him home, maybe like the VWG he did not know left from right and was lost a lot. 

Paddy pissed in buckets and it smelt of bread, his wee was very special, dark and frothy, very frothy.

He too wet the bed, the ceiling in the living room had huge yellow /brown clouds on it, where his wee had missed the bucket or trickled through the bed.

Paddy was not allowed to live in the little sad house, this meant he lived in secret, his huge wooly long jons hung up to dry above the stove even on a sunny day, poor daddy his clothes not allowed to blow in the Wind.

The naitional Assistance Board 

did not want him to live with us.
He came in the night, he came when he was wobbley, he snuck in.
The red haired prince loved to bring things,

he brought other peoples things, he bought beer sossled treasure.

500 right foot army boots, 2 stones of kippers. Telegraph poles that were fed through into the front room window on to the fire.

The princess saw him cry out for his special drink, cry like a baby in the mornings, beg the mother to get him more. Once VWG was sent to the garage to get his purple tipple, the man thier asked about  the primus cooker. She went home without his medcine. She learnt a Quick lesson – daddies  purple drink was also good for cooking with.

She LOVED him, she wanted his prickly face near hers. She lay awake at night to hear him sing.

“Cameron loche I wish  you whisky I will drink you dry” he sang irish rebel songs about drums and bayonettes the black and green.

She heard in the dangerous dark, loud moans and bed squeeks. She saw him squashing the mother in the bed.

After he had visited in the dark and later lay crying for his speccial drinks upstairs, the children would thrust thier arms deep into all chair cracks and money would come out.

What a lucky daddy to make money in chairs just by sitting on them.

Being a big man who got lost a lot and spoke another language,
it was easy for him to get hurt.

Once the police tipped him out of thier car with a pot on his leg, he did not come indoors he seemed sleepy and silly and all night lay in the garden.

The mother threw a whole bucket of water on him in the morning.

We children pulled him in the house, afraid of the NAB, the sun, the neighbours, the clubman, the welfare man, He was our Gulliver, our small hands helping him crawl in the hiding place called home.

We loved him, our hero, our Dad. Our Secret.

He put nivea creme thru his curls and knives in our hearts.
He did not come often, but he left his marks on the ceiling and round the mothers throat.

He took her purse and ate onions.

He left us and left us and left us.

He asked our names a lot, he could not recognise us because we grew a lot.
The earth Mother, minder 

of the Girl Queen was very very huge.

not big, not large, HUGE.

She had black strong hair, black like a crows wing not black like a raven.

Her glasses had a fixed bit in the middle.

The mother/minder had given all her teeth away, the girl Queen had no idea why. to have no teeth seemed a good thing, sucking chocate and dipping crusts in tea.

The pretend teeth were kept in her pinny pocket in case a visitor came.

The huge woman had a smell which by instinct the princess knew was not how mothers smelt.

she smelt of

Tears and snot

Greasey hair

Sour, musty wee.

None of the mothers at the school gate had fixed bits on their glasses, slippers instead of shoes, pink dry teeth in thier pinny pockets. The girl knew, like her the Big Woman was very very different.

Over time by listening hard the girl learnt that the mother had had a mother and a sister and people called gran’s and cousins and aunts and uncles. Where were these people now? 

The talk of them was sad warm not sad sharp or sad angry, the princess wished she had known them.

The mysterys of who was who in the house were hard to handle

a big boy brother at boarding

school, a boy with bikers

hair and dark brown eyes.

Then there was

A dead boy born befor the VWG. The much wanted dead boy was buried somewhere.

A beautiful girl child was born just after the VWG. This girl was pretty, this girl was lovely, she had dry beds and soft skin.

This sister could sing and skip. She had a ready steady smile, and chirpy cheeky cheeks.

She was the middle girl blessed without a scar.

The VWG was jealous, she called her names. bird brain and maggot.
The very wicked girl wanted to be her.
After middle sister came crawling into life, a divine jesus boy was born. This boy was said to be the apple of his daddys eye.

This boy was fed bread and butter on the Giants knee.

This boy was Given beer and allowed to rub his daddy prickly face.

Oh how the girl Queen wanted to be that boy, the chosen one the sweet one, daddys boy.A while after daddys boy was born

came the last one.

This girl was not realy known much to the VWG sometimes Queen.

Not long after the last one, came the time for the sad bad girl and her dog to leave, leave forever the shelter of the little house, soon all her homes would be BIG.

These were the children spoke of in the day.

During the dangerous night the girl heard other stories.. of the dead twins, two babies born early, she listened hard and heard words that made no sense, buckets, bleeding, Quinine. blood , all connected with the two babies with bad beginnings.

She strained the darkness through her hair to hear the stories of other gone children, she heard the tales of loss and cheating, hitting and hurting, she felt deep saddness for the mother and a smell of shame for lying listening in the dark.

Before the big time to go for ever came,

the VWG had the chance to see other hovels, homes, families, nuns, schools, hospitals.

In other words she had the chance to wet  a lot of beds.

The VWG did not love to wet the bed, she did not.
The beds wherever they were got wet, She tried to dry them and wash them, she slept on the floor to save the sheets, she slept on layers of daily mirror to keep the sheets dry. She endured the laughter in PE when the kids could read the headlines backwards on her stained daily news vest.

WEE had got the better of her, her bladder ruled her.

Was she blameless for her bladder?

who was the boss of her night time flow?

what role did the invisible dog play in all this?

who and where was lizzy niggs in the wretched wetness of the night.

the Girl Queen was hard.

she was hit with hands, belts, straps, towels (wet and dry).

she was starved of drinks, company, playtime and reading.

She was made to eat soap and sit in cold bathes.

She was shamed in front of others, paraded in front of her piss

she was hard, she never stopped wetting,

she was hurt hard and never stopped.

she dreamt in colours and listened for hope.

She saw signs where she shouldnt , she smelt fear, even in flowers.

She wore yesterdays everyday.

During the wet bed years she visited many strange places.

The first place she went to is unknown in her mind and the 2nd and the 3rd after that.

to make sense of her future she learnt to count moves.
count the huge houses

count the  scary nights

the wet beds

The Goodbyes and helloes.

Count the visits of the big boarding school Boy brother.

She new numbers could heal.

Coming back to her mother she would slyly count the children and wonder if more were to come or go.
Each time she came and went the blurring got worse, the shouting louder.

The Big Woman shed tears everyday.

The wretched Dangerous nightimes got longer.

Each time she came home she was lost, lost not found.

All her earth got colder.

Jack frost did his buisness on her windows .

Each time she came home, she was less home.

Each time she came home her heart hardened against the black dog and Lizzy nigs.

What was once  warm was cold, what was shiny was dull her dreams became grey.

Into this fuzzy monotone picture/a miricale happened.

She tuned in to a better station reception, she tapped in to the World of Service.

Her dial Hit Home.

 A lot of people had

been visiting the princess

asking Questions, bringing stuff, writing stuff.

The comings and goings were Quicker now.

Life got lumpy

ALl the visitors were the same and not the same.

The brothers of vincent de paul

The child Guidance clinic

The hospital Almaner

The Tory MP and his caky wife

The priest

The social workers

The man from the NSPCC

The head teacher

The doctor

The police man

The poor clare nuns

The door was open to them all except the clubman and the man from the national Assistance Board

None of the visitors could find the pea, see the dog or strike up conversations with lizzy niggs from the black barn.

The princess knew how to deal with them.

The Job was easy, nothing was to be said. 

It was embarrising having so many people come to the hovel with daddys orange brown clouds on the celing and the stink of her mum.

life was Lumpy now but soon that light would shine.

It was him , 

the promised one 

the big fella

The man 

The boss 

Gods lad

The shepherd.
Jesus loved happy ness

Jesus loved children

Jesus loved Very Wicked Girls

All VWG were princesses to Jesus.

The VWG princess LOVED Jesus.

Everything would be all right

Everything would be Good.

The dog could go and Jesus could come in its place,

Lizzy nigs would go home to Satan.

Clean, clean Jesus.

Jesus the prince.

A light shone on the lumpy grey confusion.

The nights were still wet but the noises less.

The thinking and breathing were not troublesome, Jesus saw to that.

Wee was made by him, he wasn’t going to mind a wet bed, he made the world of water for washing sheets.

The princess had much to learn.

Green was jesuses favourite colour next was blue.

He loved Thiefs.

He loved pain and suffering.

He forgave all bad things.

To be a good person there were words to learn

Words for prayers

Words for songs

Words for asking

The princess was a fast learner (when she wanted to be)

Making the sign of the cross took some time and the little curtsey in jesuses house took some doing as she was rubbish at PE and balancing.

Not once did she see him, she knew he saw her, he saw her every move.

 For sometime she was unable to poo she sorted this out with syrup of figs and Jesus. from now on she would poo  quickly, quietly with the light off and her dress pulled over her knees.

She felt safe now, all the leavings and home comings did not matter.

She was listening to the beat of another drum.

She had tuned in to jesus and turned off the lumpy blurry world.

She began to dream in colour again

She heard bird song on the A12

She was fearless

She was lovely

She was a marked Girl.

Jesus asked the VWG/princess to help him.

She said yes.

he said “suffer little children” and she said 
“i do”.

Together they went about new buisness.

The war raged in Vietnam, naked children were burnt with Agent orange.

Jesus and the Girl had a remedy.
To help him she must suffer.

 There are many ways to stop a war.

She must

put a stone in  her shoe

let her socks fall down in her wellies

refuse all drinks

sleep under the bed not on it

sit on her hand until it gets pins and kneedles

kneel on a marbels

The Good Godly Girl got to work on the plan.

her lips became cracked and scabby, her knees developed dints.

her wee dripped through the ceiling and blended with the daddies clouds.

her legs were chaffed and sore.

she limped along in heavenly bliss.

she could not work at school as her hand was out of action.

The plan to save the brown babies in the far away war was now in full swing.

The day’s of peace making went past very Quick.

She had no news of progress.

Her lord would send a sign when she could slacken off.

How she loved her work!

She loved to work for others, she developed a smug rightious smirky smile.

she was good and right, she was brave and strong,

through pain her true good lovely self would be known,

some thought Miss Goody two shoes needed taking down a peg or two.

Her war effort drove the mother crazy.

Now the home front became another Battle ground.

Time ticked bombs.

Unexploded minds twitched in her direction

Peace became a dream.

More visitors came, a mass was said.

The child Guidance clinic was thought to offer salvation.

Jesus began to take his eyes of off his girl.

she saw all around her explosions and booby traps. No day was now safe.

The mother observed the VWG kneeling on marbles, muttering prayers and holding mock funerals for her doll.

The mother said a madness seemed to have spread to the girl who should be doing other things like..
being an example

helping her younger brothers and sisters

Trusted to get the meths and the spuds

Working hard at school

Being Tidy and clean

Instead the slit eyed cuckoo was smiling when being hit, screaming out so all the neighbour could hear “Jesus loves me so I dont care”

At the child Guidance clinic she was asked strange Questions.

Who would you want to sleep with in your family?

What is heavier a ton of lead or feathers?

Name 5 things round like an orange?

She was asked to shift around wooden shapes – do silly sums and fill in missing words.

A clock Ticked Time in the  dull doctors dull room.

Instead of measuring her battle skills and capacity for pain it was her I.Q. that mattered.

The big guns came out to look at the girl, they each had a favourite weapon.

One man sat with his feet on a table and told the girl to play. Play what, with who she wondered.

The VWG ignored all the toys placed in a semi circle around her, she closed her eyes and imagined the burnt skin of the brown war torn babies healing pink and pudgy and smiles all around. the helicopter hum turning into bird song.

Another Doctor brought silly pictures. Kids had made them, that much was obvious, black and white ink splodges. All dramatic he would flip open a splodge picture and say wat do you see.how could she tell him she saw nothing?

she was not a wicked time waster, instead of telling the truth she made up stuff.

she said the black ink pictures revealed:

the Twisted charred remains of slaughtered babies

Chinook helicopters mangled in trees.

Bamboo growing through a babies heart

American g.i’s crucified by the kong.

headless corpes in barrels of rain.

she could not dissapoint the man and tell him he was a fool for buying ink splodges from Germans children.
Each expert visit led to more tears, her poor mother lumped with a Godly, fearless wicked Girl.

The girl was sent to live in other houses

She was taken to a place of wise ones, these surly sorry sods said she must go!

Go for her own sake

The polices sake

Her mothers sake

Live somewhere else for ever. It was a different way of going. All the other times cooee soppy soft people had taken her and her so called siblings.

before, the soft people had given sweets in the car and said wave to mummy.

not now. Not now.

A police car came with ugly, nasty, nippy nosey people.

Pushing her, shouting at her.

She screamed and cried until her slit eyes closed to give her tear factory time to produce more pain rain.

The House she went to was Huge not big ,not large, HUGE.

A palace may be!

Stairs like a palace and Huge gardens, men to mind the plants like a palace.

The very wicked girl was wearing pants, plimsols and a cotton dress, she was very brown from dirt and sunshine.

Inside she was not wearing anything, she was naked and screaming, a long silent scream.

Inside she was shivering, naked, red, sore, silent shaking.

Outside she smiled and was good and Lovely.

Outside her slit eyes were wide with wonder, was this the prison for little girls her mother had promised her.

A very special prison, the worst type, no bar’s no car’s, the silence was huge, the A12 was surely a long way away.

The people – grown ups –  the bosses were tall and clean.

The rooms had town names on them, Basildon, Romford, Colchester. The VWG was to sleep in Basildon a place she had never heard off.

The sniviling snotty sad children were not allowed to speak when in the bedroom so clues of what went on were missed.

The bosses watched her naked in the Bath. The bath had a black line where the water level was, they said it was because of the war.

the Girl felt a great comfort that they knew of her battle, she said nothing, soldjers dont. she smiled and was lovely while inside she shook.

During this time, to stop the naked inside girl letting out a scream the outside girl froze her.

All the past was gone, frozen solid sad.

All the next days to come were sad solid frozen still.

Instant whip and the A12 dissapered from her memory.

Everyone she had ever met was forgotten.

The stopping up of yesterday’s and tomorrow helped the inside girl stay still.

Once the inside girl was sad ,frozen ,still, the outside girl was good good good.

She learnt to skip, stopped the fighting and dropped jesus.

She knew it wouldn’t last.

She opened her eyes to the new House

It was big and cool not cold.

The surfaces were shiny and hard.

She ate at big tables food that she did not know.

food that was furry and slimy.

In the huge garden she saw sweet corn taller than her and brussel sprouts growing on short trees. She stole little dolls from the house and set them free in the Garden.

No one said much to the outside girl. she was lonley.

There was a lot of washing and watching going on.

All the other children were a blur

It seemed very Quiet, there was no swearing, screaming or sobbing.

Time Ticked by.

After this big House a smaller one ,after that one another.

The outside girl grew taller and the inside girl colder and hard.

Where was she going, where had she been. She found it hard to remember the names of the staff, the kids, the schools, the teachers.

She grew bold and cheeky, her fighting skills came to the front.

She fought for food, fairness, story booksShe fought with words because her hands and legs were useless.

No one, not no one likes a cheeky cocky lonely girl.

One who threatens to spill the beans

one who asks to many Questions.
One who doubts the day.

The Very Wicked girl always walked slowly this made the grownups angry.

She walked slowly to conserve her energy and to protect her frozen inside girl.

One day a grown man who should have known better hit her in her face.

A man who was not her mother or father

A man who should have known better.

That whack in the face cracked the inside girl and she woke up, there was no going back, all hell had broke loose.

The princess was killed.

She was dead.

He killed her.

The world was full of wickedness  and nasty buggers and bullies.

All schools were rubbish, all teachers knew nothing, she felt a white hot horrid feeling.

She hated people. People hated her.

She missed her mum, the little hovel,

She missed getting undressed behind the settee.

She longed to count cars humming along the A12
It was never dark in posh  homes, they had lightbulbs upstairs.

The beds had top sheets and bedspreads.
She fucking hated it.
She missed the weight of coats on her bed, she missed not wearing socks and cardies to sleep in. She hated being looked at naked and all the uneccessary washing.

No one cried when she wet the bed.

No one saw lizzy nigs or the black dog.

She longed to see and smell her dear daddies wee, she could barely remember how he looked.

The smell of parafin no longer existed. She wondered

Would she ever light a fire or pump a primus again.

She was angry and bad,.

Grumpy and nasty.

She was alone.

A show down was coming.

She returned home all by herself. 

Along the A12 walking for hours. Her mother heard about the man who whacked her. She grew 10 feet and said “the bastard”

She said she loved her and would never let her go again.The mother told the priest, the child Guidance clinic, the social workers even the Club man. She said “I told you so – no one knows her like me”

She promised to keep her, love her, change her, love her.

She promised things would be good.

The girl got dirty again, the mum got a bed for her from the WRUS it came on the roof of a car.

Lots of people came and talked in private. She heard the man was in trouble, she believed he was her saviour, one bash in the face and she was saved.

To thank jesus she let wasps out of traps and picked flies off of yellow paper.

She loved the warm, damp, dirty little house. She knew what was in every cubboard, she had laid under all the beds, nothing was strange.

Maybe it was a week of sunshine maybe two, it was not long before the dog talk started and the screaming and hitting.

The VWG decided to make some peace.

She found a bottle of caphourrated oil and drank it down.

It did not work.

She found some tablets

They did not work.

She plunged her hands in stinging nettles only her hands felt dead.

She wanted to go to Jesus.

She held her breath

She stayed awake.

She could not find a path home.

She prayed and begged him.

She gazed at holy pictures.

“Suffer little children to come unto me.”

She begged him to take her on his knee and hold her with the lamb of christ.

She begged him to pull her up to his wonderful house.

In the gap between life and death she started to smile and skip.

She had a plan.

No turning back.

The end is nigh.

Time ticked heavenly hurried. 

The day came for going, a lovely lovely day. Hawthorn blossom stinking the air. busy birds making beds in bushes.

All was bright all was good.

The mother gave the girl a job, to post a letter – money for a stamp. This was it, the plan burning bright like a ladybird under the hot shaft of a magnifying glass.

A shaft of  final light to hit home.

She knew jesus was calling her. that day, not another, not yesterday. That day – her day – his day. Home time.

The bell on the door of the post office rang as she entered, like a church bell. Another sign a clear ding dong of a sign.

She bought her last supper with the stamp money.

All was calm and bright she felt pretty – yes pretty, the very wicked girl felt pretty.

She ate her sweets at the side of her magic Rd, fast cars created a little wind on her frock.

She looked up at the sky, at her home and stepped out on to the A12, she walked boldly to the middle and stood on the spot as the lord had directed.

She waited. nothing happened.

Cars whizzed by on either side of her and she held her dress down with both hands.

She waited and waited.

He had led her, led her to the great mystery. She stood directly on it, the two eye toad ,the cats eye – the special trigger door to the promised land.

Nothing happened except this...

the VWG knew for certain that her and jesus were finished for ever

for ever

for good

for ever and ever

no more wars

no more prayers

no more fasting

nothing

Fuck him Fuck him Fuck him. He tricked her, she trusted him. she gave him her heart, he tricked her.

From now on her and jesus were finished, he could FUCK OFF for ever.

She never liked all his stuff anyway. He stopped the poisons killing her he did it.

They were finished.

Jesus could get some other mug to do his work.

The VWG  had Quit.

For spite The very wicked Girl retained some jesus bits.

The smug smile

The raising up of eyes

The belef that all her suffering would help another somewhere in the world.

As for big J she was finished with him.

Now all order for life was gone. Tomorrows had no meaning.

The stony path was gone.

The future gone.

Her real purpose on earth Gone

Why grow up

Why be good, who for. 

 there were up sides to all this mess.

Yes upsides.....

Good things

Out of the lion comes sweetness

She could lift her frock above her knees and peep at poo.

She could stop hurting hurself with marbles and stones

She could eat and drink all the could lay her hands on.
The very wicked girl saw the world in a different light.

Jesus made everything, he saw everything and he could break a promise to a girl who had done her best for him, helped him, helped Vietnam, trusted him.

He who saw everything turned his back on her. He wasn’t all he was cracked up to be, no he was a liar and a hard person.

There may have been signs of what and  why.

She tried hard to think – a few things popped up.

She had never seen the moon

She had never seen the sunrise

She had never spoken on the telephone

She had not got a spirograph.

The very wicked girl paid the price for buying the sweets for her long good bye that was not.

She walked back bravely head up heart stiff.

She had been eating some parma violets and knew her gateway to heaven story would not go down well.

She shut up in more ways than one.

The mother had had enuf, she shooed the slit eyes cuckoo out forever.

The back door slammed so hard a breeze was made, invisible crossness leaking out of the house onto her face.

She stood tall , all 11 years high and bit the bloody bullet of despair.

the very wicked girl was good like that, the cross wind crossed her face and that was that.

She bent her head to get into the social workers car,  all trace of that A12 life was gone, she did not look up as the car passed the house, not even a tidgy tear passed her eye. She did not sniff at what was to come she just went like a V Good girl.

The Big palace place waited for her again . This time  she got to sleep in Romford  room (also an unknown).

She was good but not lovely, obediant not nice.

No one likes a kid who comes back for more.

The palace was called a Recemption centre – how Rude.

She was taller now and could learn more, her head had a Jesus shaped hole, this allowed other stuff to go in.

the VWG learnt that reception centres were places to watch children and wash them, get them ready to go to another place.

Feed them up, measure them, sort out the bad ones from the Good ones.

Nobody stayed long and the mattresses were very very hard, she asked a tall woman why, she told the VWG that the hard beds were part of the plan, wichever place you went to next the beds would be softer so you will feel at home.

The girl thought to herself “my my what a silly stupid plan”

A lot of watching and washing went on before the VWG was moved to another place.

The next place was small and ugly, a boring ordinary short house, so short you could spit on the cielings, so ugly and plain you could walk past and miss it.

She missed the bannisters and two sets of stairs in the reception center, this new house had no gardens and no man as the Boss.

Being clever and sly came in handy. This was a house of crafty creepy women, women who spent other peoples money, had millions of cups of tea and hardly ever washed or watched kids.

The VWG liked it, she loved to sit on high stools and talk to the cleaners like a grown up, she was she felt, cleverer than them.

There were no books or flowers in the hags house, the saggy silly women were not interested in lovely things.

They loved to smoke and chat and bring all thier laundry because they liked to have the noise of the Giant  washing machine in thier heads.

The hags sent the VWG to the butcher and baker with lists and council order forms, it was not long before she noticed thatwhat ever was on the list was not on the reciept.

Chicken legs became liver

steaks became mince meat

fancy cakes were loafs of bread.

She was taken to the co-op clothes department the order said school uniforms the hags got panti girdles.

At night the hags liked to play out, they went to play with other horrible smoky women.

They locked the kids in the house and it was Great. They could live.

Jumping on beds, making toffeewater, turning the telly up loud, eat sugar sandwiches and drink the  top of the milk from  all the bottles.

Bingo for biggies, freedom for children, the world as it should be.

Sadly the dumbo hags were being watched themselves.

The VWG told everyone she could of the goings on in the ugly house, especially other kids visitors. It was not long before another place was found for her to live. A reward maybe?

In a place with a tennis court and two sets of stairs was the first time the VWG got to know more about being a girl.

In the mornings the girls had the little slider things on their bra straps checked.

the VWG was taken to a shop and bought new clothes and two bras.

The big girls tightend thier bras once outside at the bus stop, if they forgot to loosen them and were caught the elastic was cut off and tape stitched on.

The VWG wondered why they did this as her bra slipped up whenever she raised her arms.

The boys had their own stairs an no girl had ever walked up them or ever got to see their dorm.

Some mornings she heard them talking about what went on in the boys dorm.

They white washed ceilings, how, and with what she did not know. She did know it made the man in charge very angry, boys who were caught decorating  ceilings were beaten and had their hands tied to the bedhead at night.

What idiots boys are.

Girls had pyjamas and the trousers had cords, in the night her cord was all ways in a granny knott ,  she had to wrestle with the nobbly knot to have a wee and as your dear reader can guess most times was not so lucky.

Being a girl was full of mystery, whispers and muddles.

 The man and woman in charge slept near the girls bedroom, in the night the woman would come into the dark room with a torch and wake girls whose hands were in the covers, the woman would smell the girls hands and nasty sharp words were said.

The VWG had no idea wat the reason was for these strange visits.

Inside her taller self she felt a dirty thing, a dirty shadowy feeling.

Little things made her sure that the dirty thing was growing.

She thought too often of the boys stairs, she stared at the older girls bosoms when they all got ready in the wash room.

she chose to wash at a sink next to the girl with the biggest bust.

she listened for bed squeeks in the man and womans room. 

One day she was told to help with dinner, a large naked  pimpley chicken was passed  to for her to wash. She put her hand up its bum and pulled out a long dirty thing, the wicked girl was so very shy she threw the dirty thing down the waste food pipe. Later the woman said “pass the giblets” the girl had never heard that word and denied ever seeing anything, the woman screamed and ranted “you dirty filthy liar”.

The thing in the chicken made her afraid and now she had the confirmation ,she had touched a dirty filthy thing  for sure.

The boys were keen at every opportunity to pin her between the coats in the cloak room and squeeze her chest, “titting up” they called it. She asked why they did such a stupid thing, they said it had to be done to make tits grow.

The very wicked girl got a headache thinking about the stupidness of boys.

Two little gypsy girls came to live in the home,  at night after lights out in the deep secret dark they told the VWG how much thier parents loved them.

They said they were not afraid of boys because they were sewn up down there.

Oh how the VWG wished her parents had sown her up and she could enjoy the titting up if she was protected by a blanket stitch.

She learnt to play tennis which she liked because of the scoring words. Love. Love. Love.

This  new place was big on Jigsaws.
silence

segregation

tennis

cats & dogs

sloppy bra’s

hand sniffing

napkin rings and starched table cloths

The owners were no so keen on boys who wite washed roofs.

short skirts

elastic in anything

bad manners

empty chickens

Tresspassing on stairs

The very wicked girl was sure they worried about things like boys titting up girls.

Thier horrid dogs

night time stuff

The cleaners not working hard enough and what they would do when they retired. She never ever heard them worry over children.

Ever since the incident with the willy shaped thing in  the chickens bum -the giblet thing, the very wicked girl had started a very wicked habit. She could not help it.

The  homes sink did not have a plug like small houses it had a hole with a silver tube . Whenever no one was looking and for extra Joy when someone was looking a bit , the girl would put something down that hole. She put down,

Butter beans

soap – carbolic and green

tea spoons

spuds

a salt cellar

marg

cabbage

liver

a bunch of keys

a lambs kidney

2 biroes

stamps

lipstick

The very wicked girl had a sharp princess mind.

A long time ago she had seen her mother smile and go pink when she came down from the daddies bed room.

She had watched her root around in the giants pockets and take out lemonade bottles filled with special purple cooking drink.

The mother would glug it down the sink and then put the bottle back in his pocket.

She seemed soft and pleased with herself. The VWG felt that too.

It was in her blood to be attracted to sinks.

it was in her blood to steal, be ugly, and dirty – mind dirty, after all she was the very best very wicked girl.

Jesus no mate of hers, however the past was judged, seemed to be very important now.
For some strange reason the VWG was singled out as one of his followers.

The social workers and home people, school teacher and shrinks insisted she was to go to church and churchy God schools.

Maybe it was His revenge on the girl he dumped, well the VWG was not playing, she made her mind up. she stood up. she was not playing. God and his boy were not for her, no matter who said so.

On Sundays she was sent by herself to mass.

The buggers spoke in foriegn. She was supposed to curtesy when she went in. Boys and men wore frocks.
The place stank

No breakfast was allowed

All stand up, sit down, kneel down, thumping chests, bowing heads.

Oh my god wat sillyness.

She did not look at anyone, she felt naked, alone and dirty.

The VWG had to queue and eat the Jesus water, she bit into him because she knew it was a sin.

The ringing of bells, chinking of chalices and swinging of stink smoke meant nothing.

She was a dirty girl in Gods house, an imposter.

The other kids were jealous she saw to that.

The VWG told them off the fantastic place.

The lovely holey heavenly people,
The laughs, the sweets the money, the games.

Every inmate wanted to be a Catholic like her, a very holy special girl.

She told them how she had to fast to be able to eat so many sweets.

Only one thing was intresting, to see nun’s looking clean and tidy, smiling up at nearly naked Jesus and muttering about brides of christ.

They all wore wedding rings and were married to the same man, a dead man . This intrested the VWG very much.

The Very Wicked Girl had seen enough of church. She had a bellyfull of it.

One day she woke up and left wearing her school uniform . she and another girl stuck out thier thumbs.

Cars stopped, lorries stopped,  it was easy.

lorries were better you could see more.

Even though the petrol stuff stunk worser tan cars.
the driver couldn’t lock you in,

lorry drivers are to tired to be killers.
Truckers are the posh name that people call them.
Special cafe’s reserve places for them and make special tea and food.
In cars the engine is so quiet you have to talk, they can hear you.

In a lorry, if the Question is horrible you just shout What, pardon, I cant hear you!

Lorry drivers all smoke  roll ups and have roundy bellies.

Other drivers bib when they see school girls in the cab, this makes the driver chuffed.

Car drivers talk posh and in riddles.

They say stuff like

Do you come this way often girls

Are you doing Buisness?

How about it?

Shut up and drive you Old Spice drenched pigs.

The VWG does not say that out loud she thinks it.

The very WG and her friend , yes thats right her friend,  go a long way, on roads twice as wide as the A12.

They get a lift in a cadbury choclate van, it has a glass and half in every bar painted on the side in purple

The  lorry man  says would you like to come and have a rest in the back.

the friend who has a bust does the talking, she says no.

the VWG sits for miles wondering what can it be like to lie down on chocolate, she does not want a friend who refuses offers like that.

They go a long way.

Two girls, two thumbs and no map.

They go anywhere they dont care.
Tired and hungry they go to a nuns house

They give the two girls food and call the Fuzz.

Fuzz is the modern name for the police.

The fuzz take them to a childrens home in Conway that’s in Wales

They walk in like cowboys to cover up there fear.

The people in Conway speak strange.

The cowboys are glad to get to bed, get the stink of diesel and fags off of them.

Next day they travel the long journey back to a very strange reception.

The man boss sends VWG up for a bath.

The usual nice woman comes in and scrubs her with vim – she does the cow, scrubs her with Vim.

Its horrible, she tuts and holds her head down, tells the raw red girl to put on a dressing gown and go to the office.

The boss man sits down in front of her with a book. first he says

How did you pay your way?

The VWG says “we did not we had no money”, he slaps her face and says “you know what I mean” The VWG screams in silence “I fucking dont know what you mean”. He opens a lovely big oldey browny book, a sort with tissue paper  on the pictures.
he shows her – he makes her look at

men wearing tea towels over their private bits

A man with no nose

A man with one leg

A man with no fingers

A man with scabs and holes in his skin

A man with no eyes.

He turns the pages slowly.

Is it all about the dirt, the blackness of the VWG. She knows its about dirt, about her, but she dosnt understand the pictures or the vim. 

The man tells her to go and get all the clothes she was wearing and follow him. She does.

He takes her to the boiler room and pokes all her clothes into the red roaring fire hole.

and says ‘now get to bed you filthy girl.’
That night she tried to figure out the men in the tea towells,  poor poor sods. they must have been from Africa, lepers maybe ?, yes  poor lepers thats wat it was all about.

She let a prayer slip out for them and slept a smooth clean sleep.

In the morning it came to her the full picture.

The poor buggers behind the tissue paper had paid thier way and been punisshed.

From now on the very dirty girl got worser.

She didnt care, she was not going to do as anyone says.

She was not going to go to school or church if she did not want too.

Being bad and dirty is hard work, full on, full time.

One day she started to bleed yet more confirmation of her wickness. She was given pages of the telegraph to wrap her sanitary towel in and instructed to go down into the boiler room and burn them in the same place all her conway clothes had gone.

If she saw a boy on the way to the boiler the parcel had to been hidden as boys must never ever no about blood.
The great thing about being the bestest wicked dirty girl was that no one expected anything.

It didnt matter if

she had no friends

she was bad at school

she had brains but couldn’t use them

It didn’t matter if she did not have visitors like the other kids.

She could runaway all she liked it did not matter.

No one was waiting for a good thing.

There was no prize or bribe.

No one expectted her to get a house point, a star, a good report.

She was free to be nothing.

She was in care now, lumped with other cuckoos, some cute and cheerful most just surly sods, a few nothings like her –  but no one Quiet as wicked,

Yes thats all the good points she could think of.

Being a bad un was good. not very much to worry about.

all smiles and smirks. No shouting, no hunger, allways plenty of clean clothes.

And her mum would love this – radiators! Walloping big fat ones, big enough to sit on.

In the warm, clean wooshy washy world of Wonder princess murkey dirty now did her evil deeds.

she ran away whenever she felt like it.

she ate wat she liked, she hoiked her bra straps up and rolled the top of her school skirt over.

she put blue powder on her eyes.

lorry drivers swerved in lay byes.

she learnt new words.

she knew lots and nothing

she knew half stories.

none of her circles were complete.

The Child Guidance man said she was clever the riddles had shown it.

The schools knew she was dumb, numbers didn’t add up and rules were not for her.

The Very WG sat at the back of every class room staring at the clouds and dreaming of nothing.

She was ugly unsure, she was big and small, she was clever and dumb, she bled now and then for no reason.

She still sucked her thumb,

Dry nights were winning.,

A wart grew on her finger.

She knew about love this much. A man can hit a woman

steel from her.

Burn her

sell her things, eat her food, take her money and then the woman will love him, watch for him, wait for him miss Him.

Her poor Mam did all of that for the ginger giant.

A woman can say horrid things to a kid, hurt them, choke them, send them to coventry, call them names, give them dogs and the kid will love the woman, just like the VWG loved her mam.

A kid can love a dad, a dad they never see or touch or hear.

A dad whoes tiny handfull of memories must be replayed for ever and ever to make him real.

A dad whoes only real sign of existence is  his big pants drying indoors and brown clouds on the ceiling.

These are the lessons in love, (and tennis of course.)
Love Love Love
The big wicked girl found a school she was happy in, a big school.

In that big school two stories snaked together, a right and a rong story.

The girl met two people. One a blonde tiny pretty woman, Mrs B the english teacher, she encouraged the very Wicked G to write poems

The first one won  a competion.

“The tall green popular tree’s and the stillness of the leaves.”

some old blah like that.

Mrs B liked her and thought her clever

Mrs B wanted to take her home.

The VWG also met a prince tall and handsome wearing a top hat and smoking roll ups.

The prince was in the top form

he was a rebel like her, he was a painter, he was a catholic, he was also strange.

The prince liked the VWG, he hid in the cleaning cupboard with her, they listened in wet mop silence as the bell went, and hundreds of feet tramped passed them back to cold class rooms.

In the dark room he struck a match, they glowed like two martyrs ready for burning, ready for trouble, ready for love.

The prince only spoke in riddles or in paintings, this was good as the VWG hadn’t much to say.

The blonde tiny pretty woman had a husband and a blue sports car called a sunbeam Alpine. Mrs B had class.

She had no children but she did have

ski fruit yogurts

A brand new house

a garden with Turf

glass decanters

A study

A university Education

Sleeping sickness

Books

She was all things Posh, she was posh not prim, not stuck up ,just pretty posh petite.

She was a kind, soft tidgy pretty woman.

She asked to take the VWG.

Mr B was a man, her man.
Dark and very hairy.

Hair on his hands and curls of hair on his back.

Mr B worked at Marconies he did something with electricks.

He was posh, he drank wine he did not smoke.

His father was a doctor, he had a boat, a little wet boat.

Mr B wanted the VWG too.

So now thier were 3 people

A prince an English teacher and a man from Marconies.

The people in the home did not think it wise to let a VWG visit such a new posh house.

They did not like the very wicked girl being squashed in the car and driven home.

The Mr and Mrs bought her presents, gave her things.

Chocolate biscuits

rides in the car

a pink chiffon head scarf

A white furry Gonk

They had two upstairs rooms a bedroom and a study.

The VWG slept in the study.

Mr B visited her at night. The VWG caused him to go crazy.

He took her out in the car every time he could, most of all he liked to stay in the garage, where no one could hear or see them in the dark oily tinny room.

Mrs B didnt seem to mind or know.

In school the vwg  would sit at the back of the class her face stinging sore from his whiskery kisses, his wettness running down her legs from the early morning garage visit.

She sat stinking of him and wondered how many other girls were like her.

Mrs B never minded the garage and night time visits, he said so, he said she was poorly so did not mind.

Mr B started to plan how the VWG could stay with them for ever.

The VWG thought she was lucky.

Mr B said the VWG was lovely.

he gave her nice things to eat

she tasted wine, but prefered ski yogurts.

he let her lay on the posh settee with no arms.

he took her sailing

he took her to his dads house in Weymouth

He showed her a prison with grass on the roof called portland.

she thought of her daddy when she saw the prison, she thought of his whiskas. A salty wind made salty tears.

He took her and Mrs B on a Big wheel. He sat in the middle of the swinging scary seat, the more the VWG screamed to be let out the more he squeesed her chest, Mrs B covered her face with Both hands while her hairy husbands hoary hands squeesed screams from the VWG

It was all going good, good but boring.

The rides in the little blue car with the roof down and her pink scarf flapping all led to wet legs and a stinging face.

The night times were exactly the same, he was a man who liked to do all his breathy choky stuff a lot.

The morning was very boring, getting up extra early to go to a gormless stinking garage. She  started to hate cars.

The prince at the school had no sense of smell, he didn’t mind Mr B’s stink on the girl.

He smoked and gave her rollups. His way of talking was very strange.

She asked to go to church because the prince was serving at the alter. His job was there, making the alter, gods kitchenette, tidy. He was dressed in his long frock and white stiffy collar, his long hair curling messy.

He passed Gods cup and plate to the old priest and wiped the crumbs from his table. It was a smoky smirky special thing, he looked at her watching him.

He knelt down by the baby gate rail to have a first mouthfull of holy Joe.

As the prince knelt down she saw the future, she saw the most loveliest lovely words.

The prince’s shoes sent a message to her.

He wrote I love you on his soles.
Who else she wondered  could see or feel the words of love, she did not know or care.

His shoes filled her with hope.

But she did think it wise not to tell the Beautifull B’s about the princes footwear.

She told no one nothing,  since the sticky prickly sunbeam alpine days she had no one to talk to.

The other kids kept away from her. At night she wanted to get to sleep, after a busy weekend  in the garage. She did not want to whisper after lights out, she wanted peace and sleep.

She had become a stuck up teachers pet.

she wore it well

she would not tell

she could not tell

tell what

kind posh people wanted her

gave her stuff

Was he not a proper dad?

Was Mrs B not a proper Mum?

Mrs B taught at school.

English – so she was clever

Mr B’s dad was a doctor

Mr B worked, had a job had a car. had money

They had their own house, a garden that had grass from  rolls.

They tipped their drinks in to glass bottles with lovely crystal ball tops.

They had ritz crackers and cheese,

They had a study

They ate suppers

She wore pretty lovely clothes

he wore a sheepskin coat

Tell what

Tell who

Tell what

They had a milk man who delivered orange juice in milk bottles.

They had thier own money made into books with their names on.

She was ill, weak, a bad heart he said so.

She needed tablets to help her sleep, he was a good husband he gave her them every night and carried her up to bed like a little child.

The prince loved the princess

he loved her strange ways.

He loved her because she loved him.

He was like her.

She was going to love him forever.

She wanted him to see her weekend place. Mr B said not.

he said no – you are too young, he is to old, you must not.

Then it all went bad, very ,very bad.

Very bad ,too bad for words.

Mr B had an answer, he took lizzy niggs to weymouth and told his dad something. His dad gave medicine for lizzy niggs, largactil, brown like cough medicine.

He told Mrs B something, she told the home something, they told the social worker.

Things went bad.

bad bad bad.

It was all a mess.

lizzy nigs had a plan

she refused to move.

she lay still and would not speak or eat or walk or talk.

She shut up. tight.

She closed her legs.

She closed her eyes.

She closed her mouth.

She also knew things she should not.

She shut out what she knew and remembered she was still a very dirty very wicked Girl.

No more garage , no more night time  choky stuff, he was not so nice now, he begged her to speak , open her eyes , stand up. No she would not.

She could not keep it up for long , it was time to go from the Bs .

They took her to a posh school in London, a convent of course, he never mentioned the garage or looked at her face, that same face he slobbererd over till it was red and sore.

He spoke kindly and told her she was going to have a new start in a posh posh school a long way away from her troubles and her new found prince.

They packed up her clothes and had whispers with all sorts of people.

She lasted three days in Finchley, it was not for her , to big , to far , to holy. No prince.

Nuns are fussy they don’t like cheeky girls, girls who wont make their beds , 

girls who put toothpaste moustaches on jeesus statues

Girls who wont sing.

Those who refuse to eat baked fried eggs.

Girls who talk about princes.

Nothing mattererd…..

The sun shone on the vwg.

She was an adventurere

She was brave

She was short sighted

She was learning about life 

About boys and men

She learned the rich are not all they are cracked up for.

She learned she was half irish.

How good that was cannot be told in words.
The end for now.
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