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It was there all day.

You just could not hear it

over everything else.

It is there now.

Down you go.
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FOR THE GROWN-UP READING THIS

The drum is a heartbeat. The book does not say so, because a four-year-old finding it with their
own hand is worth more than being told, and because they will work out what it was at about
eleven and find they have believed the conclusion for years.

Please do not help them count it, or time it, or say whether it is fast. Some nights it cannot be
found through pyjamas, and the hand on the chest is the whole of it on those nights.

Ask Is there one tonight? out loud. Most nights the answer is no, and that is a good night.

If something does come up: "I will carry it until the morning" is a promise to do something
in the morning. It is not a promise to keep it between the two of you. Never promise a child
secrecy. If what you hear concerns their safety, follow your school or nursery's procedure.

There are no breathing exercises in this book, on purpose.
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Put it down.
The bed holds you.

The drum is still there.
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Seven o'clock.
The day is finished.

Your arms are heavy.
Your legs are heavy.

Even your eyes are heavy.
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All day long,

things were pulling you.

This way. That way.

Both at once.

That is why you are heavy.

You were not bad at today.

Today was just loud.
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The Drum
in the Middle

A bedtime book made to be read again tomorrow.

SELLA YASO
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So. One at a time.

The hoover,

roaring in the hall.

Down it goes.
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The bell
at the end of playtime.

Down it goes.
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All the hurrying.

Shoes on, shoes on,
shoes ON.

Down it goes.
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The hoover is back.

Down it goes.

No. Put it down harder.

Down it goes.
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Somebody's cross voice.

It can stay in the room.

It cannot come in the bed.

Down it goes.
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The one you got wrong.

Nobody is looking at it now.

Down it goes.
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And the rest of it.
All of it.

Down it goes.

Now look at the floor.

Look how much

you were carrying.
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Some things are not

for the floor.

A thing somebody said.
A thing that went wrong.
Athing in your tummy

with no name for it yet.

Those ones come up —

even the easy ones.

Is there one tonight?
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Not that one.

Up it comes.

That one is for saying out loud.

To me, or to any grown-up you like.

You will not be in trouble.

You do not have to fix it tonight.

Putting something down is not the same
as keeping it quiet.

Say it, and | will carry it

until the morning.
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Now.

The bed is holding you.

You can stop holding you.





OEBPS/images/p29.jpg
Put your hand flat
in the middle of you.

There.
A little drum.

Some nights you can hear it.
Some nights it hides.
Your hand is enough.





