I NewWriting13
HEREFSERIMER

—/NEFFFEN

2005 4 5 3¢ I8 Ja A /D B R %

Selections of British Short Stories 2005

[%] % - BRWO%HH
ik ZOEF

AR F B AL






Seleeflons of Brillsh Short Stories 2005

(%] % BAGOSE ‘ A
% mO®m :

ALittle Nest of «




A Little Nest of Pedagogues etc.
Fay Weldon ete.

## Picador 2005 4F k%

BB B (CIP) B #E

— /NEEF2 A 2005 4F BE 0 4 A /MR R (3)
BRI %%, % F& . —Jus . AR S0 R, 2009

ISBN 978 -7 — 02 — 006925 - 5

[.— 01.OR--Q@%- M. Eh/hik -k -%
H - s V. 1561.45

o [ i A% I 43 08 TP B4 4% <7 (2008 ) 55 208215 %5

RERE HEL
FERA:FEBE AXR
FENH  ERAM

—INBFEFEA
(EE) % - BRI S5
wE ¥

AR X% HMAEH K

http : // www. rw-cn. com
LR AR AH 166 5 fif % :100705
JbRALBEERRIA FRA T ELR] B4R AN £
=¥ 180 T JFA 880 x1230 Zk 1/32 El 6.625 W2
2009 4F 1 AR LR 2009 4 1 A% 1 REDRY
Ep # 1—6000
ISBN 978 -7 -02 -006925 -5
EH 13.00 T

A BN R R, 5 AL PR B D R . HL 101065233595




[%‘,

ERE, BB ESRTTENS L. 2%
BEAP 30, B BE/ANGE, R AN . X — I R T K CE S BE R
REBRE MM AR URE, WRlER 7 ZE N
B8, hTHEAXAMMES, KEH/DRAIEIARE, Z4NA
GATHR, REXAhLBFEEHLHREL-FFE
fE” , —AMER

FER B BE /NG AR i fEE W A — RO %, B
NTERPEER A, 04, SERERT, /ML
AT o WRITIRE , YR R BAT BN G55 P 2
AT ROy P EBA/NE, RAEXRENSER, HHEIED
LR, B, W EETET ABRIEXCESHELRH LR, RR
(-9

RKEXHhE—F—EhLTREBOFTEE", ARINE
HTEMEZN. “FEEBRQFEREER FR. BOCMER
AR BRIV EEER D REMZR, BAX N RBREER/D, ZR
iR AV B Ry o

Hit, RAVFESEES =G, 8 #H— 3%
BT DU MY RS, EH A, B+ 077, B
B R R, B3 B, o E AR E AR BOE ROR
P07 SO i M — S TR

B R
—OON#+—=H



Content

Adrenalin ¥ . LTS G UL Nl ‘Griffiths (2
The Words on the Page and the Noise in My Head

- Lawrence Norfolk(18)
Goat  +reereesrrressisiissiisiesieeneesnnen. Romesh Gunesekera(38)
Phe Clali, «sstnsss oivssmmensusssasnsevivs covess DRl R RbeE ¢ 56)
Teeth and Hair «++--:+eseeeseeeesesisnneeeeeens Frances Gapper(76)
A Little Nest of Pedagogues «::::-e:overeeeveeeee Fay Weldon(94)
Miscarriage -s+ss:sssssesesasssssinisiesnens Kamila Shamsie(124)
SREEo i {5h 4 s} i e o 91 S5k gt ohe ke 5 55 08 e SN IREG TIECOS)
Early Morning Gutter Relationship ~«----- Emily Perkins(148)

NAarcissus ceressseeseecsssossasssescacsasassasssasss Martin 0uvry(178)



H

4 TH b H) ART ER A e M -

BT EIORC R

x

crerenees BRBEENR(3)
v B4 B - F (19)
seeeeenee FRE-FREFRIA9)
N+ T 8 'L T 101D
oo 3 BTG 4 B (T7)
e BB B AR (95)
veenveneees £ -l 8 (125)
ceeeeeneeees S 4 o AR BT B (139)
veeennnenees 323K F - B 4 B (149)
verneneenere Ty T o Bk #6 B (179)



—PEFEA

A Little Nest of Pedagogues



Adrenalin

Niall Griffiths

At first I don’ t recognize him cos he looks so bloody healthy
and it” s only when he grins and comes over to my table and
starts talking that I’ m convinced it’ s him. Andy, old Andy the
Nurse. He looks so well. I’ m amazed. This is the man who usu-
ally causes you pain just to look at him, all his protruding bones
and compost skin and dental pandemonium and nicotine-orange
eyes, but here he is, head held high, muscle on his bones, his
voice projected and confident and not his usual death-rattle
croak. I’ m shocked.

Jesus, Andy, I interrupt him. What’s happened to you?

He looks down at himself and smiles. Aye, I look all right,
don’t I?

I nod. How come?

He leans closer, over the table: I’ ve found it, man.

Found what?

The wonder drug, he whispers. The friggin elixir of exist-
ence.

Yeh? And what’ s that, well?

I’ 1l tell you. Just let me get a drink. You having one?

Nah. I point at my nearly full pint of Guinness. I’ m OK for

the mo.
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I watch him go to the bar, which is rammed, three-deep,
but he just kind of elbows his way through the crush without actu-
ally touching anybody. The huddle just kind of parts for him, as
if he has a forcefield, or even just some kind of charisma which,
to tell the truth, he’ s never had before. I can hardly believe
this. I’ m shocked at the transformation. Flabbergasted. From
zombie junkie to this in less than two weeks. Last time I saw him
he was begging for spare change outside Boots dressed in rags
with a stink coming off him in visible wavy lines and it’ s difficult
to reconcile that vision of wretchedness with the filled-out,
cleaned — up, smart-shirt-wearing glowing figure returning from
the bar with a beaming smile and a pineapple juice. Something’
s going on here. What is it?

That pure juice, Andy?

Yep. He sits and sips.

No vodka? Just pineapple juice?

He nods and grins and I take a sip and sure enough there’s
no alcohol burn at the back of my throat, none at all.

I told you.

How did this happen, Andy? This is weird, it’ s friggin Ar-
thur C. Clark stuff. Can’t get me head round this. Tell me what
this wonder drug is quick cos I could do with some meself.

A shout goes up from the bar. A goal must’ ve been scored
or something. I’ m not particularly interested today.

I’ m aware of my belly hanging over my belt. I’ m aware of
my boy boobs beneath the baggy fleece I wear to conceal them.
Andy looks so healthy.

You gunner tell me, well?

I’ m trying to think of a way to explain it. . .

I light a Lambert and offer him the pack and he shakes his
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head.

You’ re not gunner tell me you’ ve given up smoking as
well, are you?

He smiles again and nods. Even his usually snaggled teeth
seem to have straightened themselves out, whitened too. His eyes
sparkle. The skin on his face is zit free and without the maroon
lace of broken veins that used to make it look like raw sausage.
His lips aren’ t dry and cracked. He just radiates health and
clean living, but Christ, this is Andy here, Andy the Nurse who
got sacked for raiding the pharmaceuticals cupboard in the hospi-
tal and who treated his body like a bin for years, so much so that
once when he went for an AIDS test the doctor said that he was
virus free but that he had toxic blood. That his blood in any other
lifeform would kill it as quickly and surely as battery acid. But
look at him now, though; he hums with health. The air around
him seems to throb with his well-being. I ask again, How did
this happen, Andy?

He shrugs and crunches ice. Just cleaned meself up, that’s
all. Sorted meself out.

What, in two weeks?

Another shrug.

Bollox. You were a walking corpse, man. Last time I saw
you, you were more dead than alive. And what’ s this fuckin
wonder drug, eh? What’ s that?

Again a collective yell from the bar. There’s a TV screen
facing me high up on the wall but I can’t take my eyes off Andy.
He shines. He is in peak condition.

Remember the girl I was seeing? Michelle?

The one with the blonde hair?

He nods. I remember Michelle; a half-rotted corpse in a



HETEK

RT3 &R RARE BT , A EE?

XKER AL EEMIPFHBERRAFOTEBKE
T MAAAT. tEREEBAEM T . R LWEKERT
eds A T RER KB T — B S IR TR 3t SRR B R R
SRAEFRUS . MOBEAETRT . Bk ERREMES
EFEMSE. WM, XRRREG? 3R E AV ERES
i T PIFBR AR WG HERSLER—EMBAEAC
SR8 SR — R AR T G 7 S ik Y B R B
G AE RS, DAE T S A 2 B 32 300w AR B AR BR A, At B
HEHRE, AR NERDERTER. BT HA BEAR
HBERE-FAEL—ERRRMRRTET ., HE,1ER
{1178 & BRAE 69 Al AR 4 H: B9 B 7 1T B AR B R h 7 R o A JB] L B9
ZRMMFHE MR SR TRR, RAEFRAE. &
L ERREEA—EH#?

e T 8, BREKRK B4 RAEEE-THCE

fta? X ABE?

fXBTHA.

A, L KEZ2REMTFEN. ERE DR E
B AREERAFEAR, XMBHMHGRKEF2TEIL? 3
KR A7

TR B AR T RE AR g, B ik ER&E it
FAE—-GRAN, BREEIERAENZE IR EHIT. bEER
HERA. hEEREHREFRT

RIEICTFE LB RN ZBEILG? R KEKR?

A2 R LBR?



Marilyn Monroe wig.

Yeh, well, she OD’ d. A too-pure batch came in straight
off the docks and that was it. She jacked up, carked it in sec-
onds. I was in the kitchen cooking up, like, and when I went
back in the room there she was on the bed all blue. Stiff as a
board as well. I slapped her a few times, threw some water on
her, like, but there was nowt I could do, really. She was too far
gone, well over the other side. Plus I was enjoying my own high
too much to let anything spoil it like so.. .. He catches my eye.
Aye, I know what you’ re thinking. But that’ s heroin, eh? Bad,
bad drug, man. No good for anything. I know that now.

So that’ s it, then; this wonder drug of Andy’s is death.
Someone else’ s death. A brush with the blackness can prompt
you into sorting yourself out in no time at all. I’ m about to ask
him what he did with the body but he goes on.

One time years ago, when I was a med student like, I used
to attend autopsies as part of the course. And one time there was
this lad, a young lad, who’d OD’d. It was explained to us that
the panic and terror of his death had caused his body to pump out
huge amounts of adrenalin and that this could be seen in his
swollen glands, the suprarenal capsules, situated just above the
kidneys.

A collective groan from the bar. I can feel acids leaking be-
tween my inner organs, hear them gurgle; too much stout and not
enough solid food in the past two days, probably. Andy isn’t
looking at me now, he’ s staring down into his juice. There is
moisture on his lower lip. His healthy sheen is all of a sudden
looking a bit plasticky. Too white. His voice drops.

And there they were, his endocrine glands. Stuffed full,

man. Enough adrenin and epiphrenin to keep this entire city high
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for weeks. Pure biological adrenalin; best, most powerful drug
known to man. And it’s right here.

He looks at my face now and points at my belly, just below
my ribcage. I suck my paunch in.

It’ s in you. It’ s in all of us. Every day your body produces
bottles of this stuff and you don’t even know it. Makes heroin
seem like a sherber dib-dab. Most powerful psychoactive sub-
stance ever and each and every one of us can manufacture it, ev-
ery hour, even when we’ re asleep. Incredible, innit?

I nod, but I’ m somewhat disappointed; I thought Andy was
going to outline some amazing discovery, some blinding revela-
tion, but all it is is the usual clichéd crap of the recently
cleaned-up; ‘ oh, yeh, adrenalin, man, best drug in the
world’. In a minute he’ Il start advising me to climb a mountain
and ‘get high on life, man’. What a let-down. No wonder he’
s beginning to look too shiny, too healthy; he’ s like one of those
fake-tan bleached-blonde sillycone-tit things you see on stuff like
Baywatch. It’s all false. It’ s fake.

Time I was somewhere else, I think.

Well I’ m glad you’ ve cleaned up and all that Andy but [—
“«o._I watched her for ages, he says. Michelle, like. Just sat on
the edge of the bed with me brain in the clouds, like, and just
watched her being dead.

His voice has gone all low again, low and small. Dropped
gaze, too. His body may have sorted itself out, like, but it’ s
clear that his head hasn’t followed suit. It’ s cracked a bit.
Which is what staring at the carcass of your dead missis will do
for you, eh? That, and several years of prolonged drug abuse.

Match over and the bar’ s emptying out now, streams of

half-pissed people heading for the doors. I’1l join them. I stand
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