Act one
Dark. Light on ALEC, centre stage.

ALEC

sometimes I wake up in the middle of the night and I can remember it. The feeling. 



I was only a boy. Eleven.



There was this knock at the door. The middle of the night. Batter. Batter.

It was a policeman. He said my mother had taken a turn for the worse. My father had to go down to the hospital.



I couldn’t get back to sleep.



It was getting light by the time he came back...

(Lights fade up. DAVIE enters, stands behind ALEC)

DAVIE

Ah’ve got a bit of bad news for ye son. Yer mammy’s dead. 

ALEC

Part of me already knew, accepted it. Part of me couldn’t. Part of me cried. 

DAVIE

Ah’ve got a bit of bad news for ye son.

ALEC

I cried and a numbness came on me, shielding me from the real pain.

DAVIE

Yer mammy’s dead.

ALEC
I was standing there, crying – real big deep sobs. But the other part of me, the part that accepted, was just watching.

DAVIE 

Ah’ve got a bit of bad news for ye son.

ALEC
I was watching myself crying, watching my puny grief from somewhere above it all. I was me and I was not me.

DAVIE

Yer mammy’s dead.



(ALEC turns to face him)



There’s just you and me now son. We’ll have tae make the best of it. (Turns away)



Ah’ll make some breakfast.

ALEC

Ah’m no really very hungry.

DAVIE

Naw. Ah’ll make a cuppa tea.


(Moves back, quietly busies himself, sets fire in hearth)

ALEC
Later on I opened the window and looked out across the back courts. The breeze was warm. Everything was the same. It was very ordinary. Nothing had changed. I don’t know what I had expected. A sign. Jesus to come walking across the back and tell me everything was all right. A window in the sky to open and God to lean out and say my mother had arrived safe. The sun shone on the grey tenements, on the railings and the middens, on the dustbins and the spilled ashes. It glinted on windows and on bits of broken glass. It was like something I remembered, something from a dream. Across the back, a wee boy was standing, blowing on a mouth-organ, playing the same two notes over and over again.

(Two notes on the mouth-organ, repeated, continuing while he talks)



My mother was dead. 



My mother was dead.

The breeze touched my cheek. It scattered the ashes round the midden. It ruffled the clothes of the wee boy standing there, playing his two notes.

Over and over and over. 

I looked up at the sky, the clouds moving across. Just for a minute a gap opened up, a wee patch of clear blue. 

(Two notes continuing, then fade)

DAVIE

We better get this place tidied up a bit son. Folk’ll be comin back after the funeral.



(Moves around as he is talking – ALEC remains static)

As long as ye keep movin it doesnae hit ye. Get the fire goin clean the windaes dust he furniture think about something for eating don’t stop keep yerself goin. Sometimes for whole minutes ye can nearly forget about it, shove it tae the back ae yer mind. Then maybe yer lookin for something and ye turn round tae ask her where it is an ye wonder for a minute where she’s got tae and ye think maybe she’s through in the room an ye catch yerself thinkin it and it hits ye and ye think Christ this is it for me an the rest ae ma days. 

ALEC
After the funeral. Back hame. House full ae people. Aunties an Uncles. Folk we hadnae seen for years. On and on and on. 

