TASK: DECIDE WHICH CATEGORY EACH REFERENCE BELONGS TO AND WRITE THE NUMBERS IN THE RELEVANT BOXES   
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	Motif of society’s blindness to the unpleasant realities of poverty / vulnerable people
	Exploitation and dehumanisation of impoverished  women and children
	Key incident – metaphor for society’s unwillingness to see the unpleasant realities of poverty / vulnerable people
	Characterisation  - Metaphor for Nelson’s isolation 
-Nelson’s poverty
-Nelson as comical / sympathetic
-Nelson as a victim of ironic circumstances
	Characterisation
-Mrs Skelly’s ignorance / poor parenting
-Mrs Skelly as an exploited, poor woman who performs for a male audience in order to survive
	Motif of ironic religious references 
	Irony of the ending
	Symbolism at the end of the story.
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His mother had called him Nelson because she said she thought that his
father had been a seafaring man. The day the boy was born she had read
an article in the Reader’s Digest about Nelson Rockefeller, one of the
richest men in the world. It seemed only right to give the boy a good start.
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‘What the hell are they teaching you to cook — sides of beef?” his mother
would yell. Outdoor pursuits required extra money. But even though they
had ended after the second term, Nelson went on asking for the 50p on a
Friday — ‘to go horse riding’. His mother would never part with money
without a speech of some sort.

‘Horse riding? Horse riding! Jesus, I don’t know what sort of a school
T've sent you to. Is Princess Anne in your class or something? Holy God,
horse riding.
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He picked the paper up and screwed it into a ball. He aimed to miss the
basket, just to spite her, but it went in. By the time he reached the bottom
of the street the gum was chewy. He thrust his tongue into the middle of it
and blew. A small disappointing bubble burst with a plip. It was not until
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‘Oh God, Nelson.”




image8.png
‘Oh Jesus, 1




image9.png
‘In the name of God, Nelson, what are you doing here?




image10.png
‘Help! I'm being kidnapped,” screamed Nelson, but everybody walked
past looking the other way. His mother squatted down in front of him, still
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‘What the hell is this?” he said. ‘You're late, and what the hell is that?”
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‘Ah,” she said and produced another eyepatch, flicking it clean. ‘Put
another one on till I get changed. I don’t want you noseying at me.” She
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hurriedly got changed. Then he heard her rustle in her bag, the soft pop
and rattle as she opened her capsules. Her ‘tantalisers’ she called them,
small black and red torpedoes. Then he heard her voice.
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It wasn't really a room, more a broom cupboard. Crates were stacked
against one wall; brushes and mops and buckets stood near a very low
sink; on a row of coat-hooks hung some limp raincoats and stained white
jackets; his mother’s stuff hung on the last hook. The floor was covered
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knock-kneed on top of everything. In her bag he found her blonde wig and
tried it on, smelling the perfume of it as he did so. At home he liked
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‘What year is he?’
‘What year are you, son?’ His mother turned to him.
‘First.”
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crate rattle. He rested for a moment. Then the music started again. He
looked to see. The men now just stood looking. It was as if they were
seeing a ghost. Then they all cheered louder than the musiec.
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St John the Baptist’s
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‘It's a wonder you don’t get lost in here, son,” she said as she knocked
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and his mother. Some sixth-year boys wolf-whistled after her
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mouth trickled up into her eye and she held it half shut. Nelson could see
the bright points of sweat shining through her make-up. She still hadn’t
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straightened, balancing on its rim. On tip-toe he could see out. He couldn’t
see his mother anywhere. He saw a crowd of men standing in a semicircle.
Behind them were some very bright lights, red, yellow and blue. They all
had pints in their hands which they didn’t seem to be drinking. They were
all watching something which Nelson couldn’t see. Suddenly the music
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the Housemaster's door. Mr MacDermot opened it and invited them in.
Nelson could see that he too was looking at her, his eyes wide and his face
smiley.
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‘I see. Does he do any work at home then?”

“Not since he had his bag with all his books in it stolen.”

‘Stolen?’

Nelson leaned forward in his chair and said loudly and clearly, Tm
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going to try to be better from now on. I am. I am going to try, sir.”
‘That’s more like it,” said the Housemaster, also edging forward.
‘T am not going to skive. I am going to try. Sir, I'm going to do my best.”
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about organisation. Page 667. About how we should divide our lives up
with work and prayer. How we should put each part of the day to use, and
each part of the year. This is one of the most beautiful passages in the
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‘Six-six-seven,” she snapped and read on, her voice trembling, “A time
to kill and a time to heal; a time to wear down and a time to build. A time
to weep and a time to laugh; a time to mourn and a time to dance...”
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Nelson looked out of the window, at the tiny white H of the goal posts in
the distance. He took his bubble-gum out and stuck it under the desk. The
muscles of his jaw ached from chewing the now flavourless mass. He
looked down at page 667 with its microscopic print, then put his face close
to it. He tore off his eyepatch, thinking that if he was going to become
blind then the sooner it happened the better.
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NELSON, WITH A patch over one eye, stood looking idly into Mothercare’s
window. The sun was bright behind him and made a mirror out of the
glass. He looked at his patch with distaste and felt it with his finger. The
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most of his lifetime. Opticludes. One day Nelson had worn two and tried to
get to the end of the street and back. It was a terrible feeling. He had to
hold his head back in case it bumped into anything and keep waving his
hands in front of him backwards and forwards like windscreen wipers. He
kept tramping on tin cans and heard them trundle emptily away. Broken
glass crackled under his feet and he could not figure out how close to the
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watch it from the side. Squint, my arse, you'll just go blind — stark, staring
Dblind.”




