
It was 5:54 p.m. when Father came back into the living room. He said, “What is this?” but he said 
it very quietly and I didn’t realize that he was angry because he wasn’t shouting.  

He was holding the book in his right hand. 
I said, “It’s a book I’m writing.” 
And he said, “Is this true? Did you talk to Mrs. Alexander?” He said this very quietly as well, so I 

still didn’t realize that he was angry.  
And I said, “Yes.”  
Then he said, “Holy fucking Jesus, Christopher. How stupid are you?”  
This is what Siobhan says is called a rhetorical question. It has a question mark at the end, but 

you are not meant to answer it because the person who is asking it already knows the answer. It is 
difficult to spot a rhetorical question.  

Then Father said, “What the fuck did I tell you, Christopher?” This was much louder.  
And I replied, “Not to mention Mr. Shears’s name in our house. And not to go asking Mrs. 

Shears, or anyone, about who killed that bloody dog. And not to go trespassing in other people’s 
gardens. And to stop this ridiculous bloody detective game. Except I haven’t done any of those things. I 
just asked Mrs. Alexander about Mr. Shears because–”  

But Father interrupted me and said, “Don’t give me that bollocks, you little shit. You knew 
exactly what you were bloody doing. I’ve read the book, remember.” And when he said this he held up 
the book and shook it. “What else did I say, Christopher?” 

I thought that this might be another rhetorical question, but I wasn’t sure. I found it hard to work 
out what to say because I was starting to get scared and confused. 

Then Father repeated the question, “What else did I say, Christopher?” 
I said, “I don’t know.” 
And he said, “Come on. You’re the fucking memory man.” 
But I couldn’t think. 
And Father said, “Not to go around sticking your fucking nose into other people’s business. And 

what do you do? You go around sticking your nose into other people’s business. You go around raking up 
the past and sharing it with every Tom, Dick and Harry you bump into. What am I going to do with you, 
Christopher? What the fuck am I going to do with you?”  

I said, “I was just doing chatting with Mrs. Alexander. I wasn’t doing investigating.”  
And he said, “I ask you to do one thing for me, Christopher. One thing.” 
And I said, “I didn’t want to talk to Mrs. Alexander. It was Mrs. Alexander who–”  
But Father interrupted me and grabbed hold of my arm really hard.  
Father had never grabbed hold of me like that before. Mother had hit me sometimes because she 

was a very hot-tempered person, which means that she got angry more quickly than other people and she 
shouted more often. But Father was a more levelheaded person, which means he didn’t get angry as 
quickly and he didn’t shout as often. So I was very surprised when he grabbed me.  

I don’t like it when people grab me. And I don’t like being surprised either. So I hit him, like I hit 
the policeman when he took hold of my arms and lifted me onto my feet. But Father didn’t let go, and he 
was shouting. And I hit him again. And then I didn’t know what I was doing any more.  

I had no memories for a short while. I know it was a short while because I checked my watch 
afterward. It was like someone had switched me off and then switched me on again. And when they 
switched me on again I was sitting on the carpet with my back against the wall and there was blood on 
my right hand and the side of my head was hurting. And Father was standing on the carpet a meter in 
front of me looking down at me and he was still holding my book in his right hand, but it was bent in 
half and all the corners were messed up, and there was a scratch on his neck and a big rip in the sleeve of 
his green and blue check shirt and he was breathing really deeply.  

After about a minute he turned and walked through to the kitchen. Then he unlocked the back 
door into the garden and went outside. I heard him lift the lid of the dustbin and drop something into it 
and put the lid of the dustbin back on. Then he came into the kitchen again, but he wasn’t carrying the 
book anymore. Then he locked the back door again and put the key into the little china jug that is shaped 
like a fat nun and he stood in the middle of the kitchen and closed his eyes.  

Then he opened his eyes and he said, “I need a fucking drink.”  
And he got himself a can of beer. 	  


