EXTRACT 11: P25-26 THE MISSION
ALEC
Ian thought I was soft in the head for going so much to the Mission. He couldn’t understand. I felt this glow. It was good to feel good. It had come on stronger since my mother had died. 

Ah cut across the back courts. Ah could hear Ian and his mates shoutin and laughin in the distance, makin a rammy. Somebody kicked over a midden bin, smashed a bottle. Some auld wifie shouted at them and they scattered. I got ma head down, hurried through a close and out into the street.


When ah got to the Mission ah was early. There was only a handful of people, sittin talkin at the front. Nobody even noticed me comin in. 


Norman was bust stackin hymnbooks. He saw me and went out into the back room. Then the minister waved me over. He introduced me to this middle-aged African couple. 


These are our very special guests, he says. Mr and Mrs Lutula. From Africa. 

How do you do, we all say, an everybody shakes hands. Then there’s this awkward silence. An ah’m standin there like a stookie, no known where to look. Then the conversation sorta picks up again, round about me. But ah can feel the big black woman lookin at me. Tell  me, she says – big deep voice like a man’s – When did the Lord Jesus come into your heart? Pardon? I says. Terrified! She looks right at me. Ah said, when did the Lord Jesus come into your heart, child?



That was what I thought she’d said.



And she wanted an answer. From me!



I looked down at the floor. 



I could feel myself blush. 



What kind of question was that to ask?



How was I supposed to answer it?



Why didn’t she ask me something straightforward?



Who carried Christ’s cross on the way to Calvary?



Simon of Cyrene.



Into what estate did the fall bring mankind?



The fall brought mankind into an estate of sin and misery. 



(Tugs at collar)



It’s hot in here. Feelin a wee bit sick. 



Ah’ll just go outside for a minute, get some fresh air...



Ah’m trippin over ma own feet.



Knock over a pile of hymnbooks. Jesus Christ!



Out into the street, walkin faster, runnin, away fae the Mission, through a close, into the back court...

The night air was cool. I stopped an leaned against a midden wall. When did the Lord Jesus come into my heart? I could have said it was when my mother died. That would have sounded pious. 



But I didn’t think it was true. I didn’t know. That was it, I didn’t know. 



If the Lord Jesus had come into my heart, I should know. 



The back court was quiet. Just the sound of the TV from this house or that. 


Dark tenement blocks. 



I kicked over a midden bin, and ran. 



Nearer home, I slowed down again. 



My father would ask why ah was back so early. 


(Throws down book)
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