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This trilogy of plays is dedicated to Eddie Jackson.


I couldn’t possibly have a better father or producer.


I owe him everything.
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Irene Gordon
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Barry Gordon


their son, twenty-two
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THE CHOOKY BRAE




















The Scene




 





The former council house in Stewarton the Gordons bought in the late 1980s and have lived in ever since. It is Christmas and the small, neat living area is appropriately festively decorated. A tree in the corner of the room has presents underneath. Two doors lead off – one, stage right, to the kitchen (off), the other on the back wall to the hall (off). Stage left of the sitting room, divided by a wall, is a small room with a toilet, a sink and not much else, accessed from the hall (off).



















Act One





Lights up on the Gordon family home. Gordon Gordon sits in the middle of the lounge in a wheelchair. He is fifty and has recently returned to live with his estranged wife and children after suffering a stroke. Barry Gordon is twenty-two, he lies prostrate on the couch in his pyjamas. Gordon has a small box on his lap which he opens. He produces a king-sized cigarette paper and begins the laborious process of rolling a joint using only his right hand.


Barry glances over at him briefly before he returns to his masterful inactivity. Gordon toils on valiantly and eventually has the tobacco and marijuana inside the paper. He fashions a roach from a Christmas card and eventually manages to lick and close the joint. It isn’t a thing of beauty but it is functional. He puts it in his mouth and begins to search for his lighter. He realises it is sitting on the coffee table, just out of his grasp. He looks over at Barry then takes the joint out his mouth and appeals to his son for aid –


Gordon Gordon L-l-l-l-lighter.


Barry ignores him.


L-l-l-l-lighter.


He continues to ignore him.


Lighter. F-f-f-f-fugging. Lighter.


Barry Gordon I’m sorry?


Gordon Gordon L-l-l-l-lighter. P-p-p-path me tha fu-fu-fugging l-l-l-l-lighter.


Barry sighs and gets up to get the lighter for him. Gordon places the joint back in his mouth in anticipation. Barry hands him the lighter and then, just after, plucks the joint out of Gordon’s mouth. He quickly takes a couple of steps back so he is out of his father’s reach. Gordon swings at him like King Kong with his right arm.


Fugg off. Fugg off. G-g-g-g-gisme tha back.


Barry Gordon What would Mum say? You’ve had a stroke. You should not be smoking.


Gordon Gordon Ahmffine.


Barry Gordon It’s not going to aid your recovery is it?


Gordon Gordon Ischristmas.


Barry Gordon Honestly – you’re mad, Mum’ll do her nut. It’s not like the old days. Things have changed around here since you left. You can’t go blazing it up in the front room on Christmas Day.


Gordon Gordon Is ma house.


Barry Gordon It’s not your house any more. It’s Mum’s house and, believe me, she takes a strong line on recreational drug use.


She’s like Sweden in that respect.


Barry sits down and inspects the joint. Eventually he  pops it behind his ear. He opens the Sunday Times  Culture Section and begins flicking through it.


There’s fuck-all on telly.


Remember when Christmas TV used to be good?


Dr Who’s on.


But the Christmas specials are always shit though, aren’t they?


Remember that one with Kylie and that guy from Stewarton in it? That was god-awful.


He’s in Coronation Street now.


And this is David Tennant’s last episode so it’ll be a big syrupy, moist-eyed fiasco.


We should get Sky.


Gordon looks pained.


Ha! That’s your Rupert Murdoch face. That’s the same face you pulled when you found out Mum gets the Sunday Times now.


He waves the Culture Section provocatively at him.


Get over it, hippy, the revolution’s over. You lost. In ten years the Rolling Stones will all be dead, the last two Beatles will be gone and it’ll be like you lot never happened.


Maybe not McCartney though. He’s immortal. Have you seen his lovely full head of believable, chestnutty hair? He looks younger and more vital than ever, doesn’t he?


Barry gives a Macca thumbs-up


What an idiot.


Aye, things change, old man. You may have weaselled your way back into the house but you’re still sleeping downstairs and we’re still getting the Sunday Times.


Have you got the remote control?


Gordon shakes his head.


Gordon Gordon G-g-g-give me my joint back.


Barry Gordon Shoosh, someone’s coming.


Barry quickly stashes the joint out of sight. Norma  enters. She is eighteen.


Oh, it’s just you.


Norma Gordon Will you watch the wee man for me, Barry?


Barry Gordon Why can’t Trevor do it?


Norma Gordon He’s still not back from London.


Barry Gordon Still? I thought I heard him get in in the middle of the night.


Norma Gordon No.


Barry Gordon But it’s Christmas Day.


Norma Gordon Oh really? Is that why there’s a reindeer in the garden and Noel Edmunds is upstairs fingering Mum?


Barry Gordon Alright, Norma … steady on.


Norma Gordon Sorry, I just want to have a shower. I’m gross.


Barry Gordon Can you not just stick him on Dad’s lap and leave him there with his boo-boo or something?


Norma Gordon No. Please, Barry?


Barry Gordon Where’s Mum?


Norma Gordon Please going to just not be a dick, Barry?


Barry Gordon Alright, Norma. Seeing as it’s Christmas. Have you seen the remote control?


Norma Gordon Thank you. No. He’s in our room playing with his figures. Thank you. I smell disgusting.


She sniffs her top.


Honest to God. I smell like Glasgow.


Norma exits. Once she is out of the sitting room the  light goes on in the small bathroom beside it. Norma  enters. She is looking for something. She doesn’t find  it, so switches off the light and leaves.


Simultaneously, Barry gets up and has a look around for the remote control.


Barry Gordon Where’s the remote control? This is weird. It’s going to be really annoying if it doesn’t turn up.


He exits. Gordon produces the remote control from  down the side of his chair and puts on the TV.


Television … It’s Christmas Day on STV and we’ve got a packed line-up of shows for your festive entertainment. First up we join Michelle McManus for …


Gordon switches it back off immediately. Irene  Gordon enters.


Irene Gordon Right … The soup’s made … The trifle’s made … I’ve prepared all the vegetables except the Brussels … What’s wrong with your face?


Gordon Gordon I’vehadastroke.


Irene Gordon Oh very droll, very droll. At least you’ve not lost that famous Cowardesque wit.


Now, are we going to change your jumper before Robert gets here?


Gordon Gordon No.


Irene Gordon Yes, I think we should, it’s Christmas Day and we’re having company over. What about your nice blue one?


He doesn’t answer.


Where’s Norma?


Gordon Gordon Shower.


Irene Gordon Where’s the wee man?


Gordon Gordon B-B-B-Barry’s wathing him.


Irene Gordon Why on God’s earth is Barry washing him?


Gordon Gordon WATHING. He’th wathing him.


Irene Gordon Oh, watching him. Right. Well that’s bad enough. I’d better go and see if he’s alright. No word from Trevor?


Gordon half shrugs.


It’s Christmas Day, he’s not going to get here now, is he? That’s not a good sign, is it?


Gordon isn’t interested.


Right, well, good talking to you, Gordon, I’ll be in the other room making sure our son doesn’t let our grandson eat pencils.


Norma enters.


Norma Gordon Mum – do you know where the good shampoo is?


Irene Gordon It’s in the cupboard under the sink downstairs. If I don’t hide it, Trevor uses it and it’s not that I grudge him it, it’s just he does use an awful lot of it.


Norma Gordon He’s got big hair.


Irene Gordon He does.


Norma Gordon It’s a ginge-fro.


Irene Gordon Have you left your son with his Uncle Barry?


Norma Gordon He’ll be fine. I’m just having a shower.


Irene Gordon Barry’s useless with him.


Norma Gordon Barry’s useless.


Irene Gordon I’ll go and stick my head in.


Norma Gordon Mum, he’s fine.


Irene Gordon I’ll just stick my head in.


Norma Gordon Mum!


Irene Gordon Norma – you know how you got that dent in your head.


Norma Gordon What dent in my head?


Irene puts her hand on the back of Norma’s head and  shows her.


That’s not a dent.


Irene Gordon What would you call it?


Norma Gordon A contour.


Irene Gordon Well, you know how you got that contour.


Norma Gordon No.


Irene Gordon Oh well …


Norma Gordon How?


Irene Gordon Never mind.


I think there might be something wrong with wee Trevor.


Norma Gordon What did Barry do to my head?


Irene Gordon Nothing.


Norma Gordon Mum – what did he do?


Irene Gordon Nothing. It’s fine.


Norma Gordon Well, it’s not fine. Obviously it’s not fine – there’s a big weird dent in my head.


Irene Gordon I thought you said it was a contour?


Norma Gordon That was before I knew that Barry did it.


Irene Gordon You were just wee.


Norma Gordon What did he do?


Irene Gordon Nothing.


Norma Gordon MUM!


Irene Gordon I think there’s something wrong with wee Trevor.


Gordon switches the TV back on.


Norma Gordon Oh. Right.


Irene Gordon You don’t seem very concerned.


Norma Gordon I’m more worried about what Barry did to dent my head.


Irene Gordon Have you noticed anything?


Norma Gordon I noticed there was a contour.


Irene Gordon About Trevor!


Norma Gordon I don’t spend all my spare time scrutinising him like you do. I feed him and leave him to it.


Irene Gordon He’s coughing.


Norma Gordon No, he isn’t.


Irene Gordon He is. He’s got a fever. Are you listening?


Norma is fascinated by something on the TV.


Norma Gordon Is that Matt Lucas?


Gordon Gordon Mithelle McManuth.


Norma Gordon Oh aye, so it is. It’s an easy mistake to make though, isn’t it but?


Irene Gordon NORMA!


Norma Gordon Uh-huh?


Irene Gordon Aren’t you even a little bit concerned about wee Trevor?


Norma Gordon Honestly, Mum, you worry about him too much. I’m sure he’s fine.


Irene Gordon What if he dies when big Trevor’s away?


Norma Gordon He won’t die. You’re paranoid. I’m going for a shower. Stop biffing out.


Irene Gordon I think his feathers are falling out.


Norma Gordon What am I meant to do?


Irene Gordon He’s your Trevor’s chicken.


Norma Gordon He’s a cock.


Irene Gordon He’s sensitive.


Norma Gordon I mean wee Trevor’s a cock.


Irene Gordon So do I. Wee Trevor’s sensitive. Anyway – cock, chicken, rooster, hen, chooky … whatever he is. What if he dies before your Trevor gets back from London?


Norma Gordon I don’t think he’ll suspect us of poultricide, Mum.


Irene Gordon He might. It’s Christmas. And if he’s not here to see what we have for dinner. He’s very fond of that bird.


Norma Gordon I know he is. They’re soul mates – one man and his cock. It’s like that film with Clint Eastwood and the monkey.


Gordon Gordon Ith not a monkey …


Norma Gordon Wee Trevor’s Clint Eastwood though, but obviously … Big Trevor’s the monkey.


Gordon Gordon Ithnae a monkey. Ith an orangutan.


Norma Gordon Wee Trevor is not going to die. He’s fine. He’s not off his food, is he? And he was up bright and early annoying the whole street this morning as usual. Waking up the wee man so I had to get up. I resent having my life dictated to by a chicken who doesn’t even lay eggs.


Irene Gordon Och, that’s not Trevor’s fault.


Norma Gordon Not wee Trevor’s fault, no, it’s big Trevor’s fault. Who buys a cockerel for the garden?


Irene Gordon He didn’t know it was, did he? They all look the same when they’re babies. Like wee wisps of yellow candy floss.


Norma Gordon Aye, right – buying a cockerel’s a mistake but keeping a cockerel once you’ve realised is just mental. We should have Kentucky-fried it then and there and been done with it.


Irene Gordon They were pals by then.


Norma Gordon IT’S A CHICKEN!


Irene Gordon Any news on Trevor?


Norma Gordon I thought you said he had a cough and was moulting.


Irene Gordon Big Trevor.


Norma Gordon No.


Irene Gordon And his mobile’s still switched off?


Norma Gordon Uh-huh!


Irene Gordon I’m just asking.


Norma Gordon And I’m just saying. Do you want a copy of his itinerary? He had an interview on the 23rd and he missed his flight back because he got on the wrong tube line twice, and all the buses and trains and planes are booked. So he’s stuck till tomorrow.


Irene Gordon But has he got somewhere to stay?


Norma Gordon Yes! He’s sleeping on someone’s couch.


Irene Gordon Who’s letting him sleep on their couch at Christmas?


Norma Gordon I don’t know. Some guy.


He’ll be here tomorrow, ask him then.


Irene Gordon Poor Trevor.


Norma Gordon Poor Norma. I’m the one left with grotbags to look after on my own while he gads about London.


Irene Gordon Hardly on your own. And I’ve never seen your Trevor gadding about anywhere. Do you know how he got on at the interview?


Norma Gordon No.


Irene Gordon I hope he doesn’t get it. And I know that’s awfully selfish of me, but it’s true. I don’t want you all moving down to London. I know he hates it at the roll factory but he’ll get something in Kilmarnock. Or Irvine. Or Glasgow.


Norma Gordon They don’t publish comics in Kilmarnock or Irvine or Glasgow.


Irene Gordon Well I’m sure there’s a middle ground between bridies and Batman.


Norma Gordon It isn’t Batman.


Irene Gordon I know, Norma – I’m not completely disconnected. Now do you think your dad should change his jumper before Robert gets here?


Norma Gordon It’s Rab, Mum, not Robert.


Irene Gordon Well, do you think I should change your father’s jumper before Rab gets here then?


Norma Gordon I don’t know. You can put him in a tutu for all Rab’ll care.


Right – anyway … I’m going for a shower.


Norma exits.
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