Monday March 16th
Went to school. Found it closed. In my anguish I had forgotten that I am on holiday.
Didn't want to go home, so went to see Bert Baxter instead. He said the social worker
had been to see him and had promised to get Sabre a new kennel but he can't have a
home help. (Bert, not Sabre.)
There must have been a full week's washing up in the sink again. Bert says he saves it
for me because I make a good job of it. While I washed up I told Bert about my parents
getting a divorce. He said he didn't hold with divorce. He said he was married for thirtyfive miserable years so why should anybody else get away with it? He told me that he has
got four children and that none of them come to see him. Two of them are in Australia
so they can't be blamed, but I think the other two should be ashamed of the mselves.
Bert showed me a photograph of his dead wife, it was taken in the days before they had
plastic surgery. Bert told me that he was a hustler when he got married (a hustler is
somebody doing things with horses) and didn't really notice that his wife looked like a
horse until he left to work on the railways. I asked him if he would like to see a horse
again. He said he would, so I took him to see Blossom.
It took us ages to get there. Bert walks dead slow and he kept having to sit down on
garden walls, but we got there eventually. Bert said that Blossom was not a horse, she
was a girl pony. He kept patting her and saying `who's a beauty then, eh?' Then
Blossom went for a run about so we sat down on the scrap car, and Bert had a
Woodbine and I had a Mars bar. Then we walked back to Bert's house. We watched
Pebble Mill at One, then Bert showed me his old horse brushes and photographs of the big
house where he worked when he was a boy. He said he was made into a communist
when he was there, but he fell asleep before he could tell me why.
Came home, nobody was in so I played my Abby records at the highest volume until
the deaf woman next door banged on the wall.

