
 

 

 
The Peaches 
 
The grass-green cart, with ‘J Jones, Gorsehill’ painted 
shakily on it, stopped between ‘The Hare’s Foot’ and 
‘The Pure Drop’.  It was late on an April evening.  Uncle 
Jim, in his black market suit with a stiff white shirt and no 
collar, loud new boots, and a plaid cap, creaked and 
climbed down.  He dragged out a thick wicker basket 
from a heap of straw in the corner of the cart and swung 
it over his shoulder.  I heard a squeal from the basket 
and saw the tip of a pink tail curling out as Uncle Jim 
opened the public door of ‘The Pure Drop’.  
 
 “I won’t be two minutes,” he said to me.  The bar 
was full; two fat women in bright dresses sat near the 
door, one with a small, dark child on her knee; they saw 
Uncle Jim and nudged up on the bench. 


