BABY SPOT

My name is Thomas, I am 12 years old and I do not know who my father is. I actually wanted to be like the Left-handed, a hard guy, and for that, as far as I know, no one needs to write you only need to use your fists well or to have a good piece. But I am talking about a long time ago, long before they took him away. Because of that, for what happened with Lucas, I am muddled up and I got now a massive urge to write.
I have never like this thing of writing. I think that to rack my brains to do well the letters will no be of any use. My mother says that it is good for not being without a quid all the time. 

But the Left-handed thing, and Lucas’s, it did really happen, and that is why I can never really get it out of my head.

The Left-handed was brave. He did not even blink when they made the tattoo in his face. He always had money in his pocket and he made business with every one in the neighbourhood. He was a hero like the ones in the films but a real one, flesh and bone, he  had balls. 
Everything is mixed up, everything is mixed up in my head, and at the end, I do not know why, I always come back to see the same thing.

The Left-handed: It has not been me mate, but how was I going to kill a kid.
Until that day I thought to cry was something that women did. When any mate cried in the school we always made fun of him.

One time I saw grandma crying and that I really cared.

And it is that I, before, when I was a small kid, I lived in the village with my grandma because my mother was in Madrid looking for work and she could not take care of me.

German was an ass that lived with my mother. He was always drunk.

Later it was not bad leaving the village, because I met Martin, my best friend, and his brother the Left-handed.

We were always having brawls with the kids of the next neighbourhood. And when we went back to ours full of bruises and bleeding through the nose, the first thing that the Left-Handed asked was if we had cried.

Only by looking at you, you understood him as well as if he was talking to you. 

That is why it shocked me so much that The Left Handed cried the night they took him away.

Anthony, the local cop, nicked him. The neighbours said that he was hitting him viciously, like he had been waiting for him for a long time. I was surprised, they were always doing things together and they seemed very good friends. 

I see him in his box and it seems to me that one must be very lonely down there and that it is dark. Then I got the lump in the throat. Once, I got one so big, that it went into my bounce that I did not have any air to breathe.

But I did not said anything to anyone, and it is because I do not want them to think I am a coward.

The poor Lucas was always left behind. And it’s that he was the most shit-scared bloke that I have seen in my life. Martin and I had become used to mock him. He used to put up with anything as long as he was with us. 

I was scared shitless when I saw Lucas, the poor kid, really dead.

What scared me is that it did not look like him.

That disgusting evening, it was very hot, but they did not allow us to stay in the house so that we will not be a pain in the neck. We have been collecting stones from the building site to throw at cars but Lucas did not want to play. It was then when everything happened. And if I think that for a few rubbish things it has been such a fuss, well I really feel like rewinding it. And if I could do it, by changing anything, as small as it was, Lucas would be here so laid-back.

Lucas did something that still I cannot get into my head, let alone from him, who was a coward.

Lucas: son of a bitch.

Now we never go to the building site, and it is not that we are afraid of the zombies, and all these things from beyond the grave, they are only rubbish from the films to scare the crap out of the kids. Martin always acts like he is not taking notice and he says something stupid. 

With the films it is easier, because when the pictures came and you cannot wipe them away, you cheer yourself up thinking that everything is a lie, like in the nightmares.

Lucas: son of a bitch.

We were fed up with him. And that it was much more interesting than to kill aliens in the game machines, more awesome than making cars crash in the motorway and even more than to fight the next neighbourhood ´s kids. But it was out of our hands.

Martin made the knot. He said that it was called sailor knot, and that it looked cool. After that we let him go at once so it looked like a suicide as in the films.

But now when I think that I will have to bear with it all my life, well the knot is back, and it is as if I am gagging for air. The last time that it happened, it was so strong that my mother was really scared and wanted to take me to the health centre, but the Jeanie, my neighbour, convinced her that I do not have anything, that the only thing wrong is that I am due a growth spurt. They said that everything is because of growth and for that doctors are not needed; it will only be cured with age. 

