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Act One
























SCENE ONE








Sunday afternoon, August 2005: the wall.


Barry is seventeen. He is sitting alone on the wall, reading a book without a cover. Michelle, a fifteen-year-old goth, enters. She stands a little away, watching him. Becoming aware of her, Barry puts his book down.




Barry   Are you lost?


Michelle   What? No.


Barry   You look lost.


Michelle   I was going to sit on the wall.


Barry   Oh aye? You’re not lost then – here, it’s here.


Michelle   I didn’t think there would be anyone sitting on it.


Barry   Life’s full of surprises like that.


Michelle   Yeah …


Barry   It’s a big wall.


Michelle   What?


Barry   It’s a big wall, not as big as the Great Wall of China, say, that’s a great big wall, but this is a big wall. You can join me and we can both sit on the wall.


Michelle   Maybe I wanted to be on my own.


Barry   Well, I’m not leaving, I’m not forcing you to leave, but I’m not leaving.


Michelle   I’ll just go.




Barry dismounts the wall and stands with Michelle. 





Barry   You don’t have to leave. The two of us can sit here peacefully and co-exist on the wall and not even acknowledge the other. We can pretend we’re on a bus. Look.




He jumps back on the wall, opens his book and starts reading again. After a moment Michelle hauls herself onto the wall. They sit together, affecting ignoring each other but stealing glances.





You on your summer holidays?


Michelle   Yeah.


Barry   Summer holidays are the best, ay? Not a care in the world.




Michelle shoots him a stare that indicates she has every care in the world.





Michelle   I hate the holidays.


Barry   Good for you, you like school. That’s great.


Michelle   I fucking hate school. I hate the fucking holidays because they always end back at fucking school.


Barry   Oh well. Be over before you know it. Funny that. Isn’t it? The holidays, so much happens and it all happens so fast. It’s over before you know it. Like a microwave. The holidays are like a microwave. I was the same. I liked the holidays but I was the same.


Michelle   I thought we’re pretending we’re on the bus.


Barry   I’m just making conversation to help pass the journey.


Michelle   I’ll move seats.


Barry   Fine.




He opens his book again.





Michelle   You’re Norma Gordon’s big brother, aren’t you?


Barry   Barry.


Michelle   So do you think you’ve passed your Highers this time, Barry?


Barry   What do you mean, ‘this time’?


Michelle   Well, you failed them last year, didn’t you?


Barry   What? Was it in the Kilmarnock Standard? How come everyone in Stewarton knows what I got for my Highers?


Michelle   Because it’s Stewarton. It’s not like we live in Glasgow. Or Kilmarnock. Or anything. Your dad comes into my mum’s shop. He’s quite a character, your dad. He didn’t say it like he was disappointed or anything either, he said that it ‘showed how fallible standardised testing is’. There’s always this year’s, anyway.


Barry   You’re Michelle Montgomery, aren’t you?


Michelle   Yeah.


Barry   I think my dad might have gone out with your mum.


Michelle   He what?!


Barry   God, sorry. I always say the wrong thing. This was before my mum and your dad obviously. When they were younger.


Michelle   I don’t think so. Your dad’s ancient, Barry. I mean, he’s older. He’s older than my mum. My mum’s actually dead young. She just looks old cos she wears organic clothing. They couldn’t have gone out when they were younger because they weren’t younger together.




A pause.





Barry   Sorry, I didn’t mean anything …




Silence.





Michelle   It’s fine. Let’s just get back on the bus.




Barry fidgets.





Barry   Look, I’m really sorry. I didn’t think. I cannae tell what age grown-ups are. She used to give me aniseed balls when I went in your shop. I always liked going into the health-food shop. Except when old Alice was working. She always gave me evils. Does she live with you or something?


Michelle   Yeah. She’s moving out, though. She’s bought a bungalow. They make me call her aunt. Aunt Alice. She isn’t my aunt, though.


Barry   I’ve got an aunt like that. Aunt Valerie. She always gives me twenty quid at Christmas but, so I don’t mind. More than I get off my real aunt and uncle.


Michelle   Aunt Alice always gives me a shite Christmas. Books. Books and underwear.


Barry   Books are a good present. What kind of books?


Michelle   Boring ones. Last year she gave me this one about oranges.


Barry   Oranges?


Michelle   Oranges Are Not the Only Fruit, I think it was. I haven’t read it.


Barry   Old Alice is full of surprises.


Michelle   Not really. I’ve known her like the whole of my life and the only surprising thing she’s ever done is buy a bungalow.




Pause.





Barry   So she must be a bit like your dad, then …


Michelle   What?


Barry   Oh God, sorry, I didn’t mean, I only mean that … I … you … don’t have a dad, and she lives with you and … I mean, oh God. Look I’m really sorry.




Pause.





Anyway there’s not much difference between my dad and having no dad anyway … Oh God, that’s a stupid thing to say …


I don’t know anything about your dad, I know saying that probably makes you suspect I do know something about your dad, but I don’t know anything. I don’t even know if there’s a something to know. About your dad. That’s why I said I was sorry because I’ve never heard anyone mention your dad so I suppose there’s probably a reason for that. And it’s probably not a good reason – I mean, what’s a good reason to abandon your daughter? Not that he necessarily abandoned you. I mean he might have had a good reason. If he did. (Beat.) Or he might be dead. Sorry. Look, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean anything, any of that … Shut up, Barry, shut up shut up. SHUT UP.




Barry dismounts the wall.





I always say the wrong thing. Now you understand why I failed my Highers and I understand why you want to be on your own. I’m sorry. I’ll leave you alone, I’ll go to the wall beside the Chooky Brae. I shouldn’t even be chatting up wee Michelle Montgomery.


Michelle   Was that you chatting me up?




Barry looks sheepish.





You need some practice.


Barry   I know. I’m sorry. I’ll leave you alone.




Barry begins to exit.





Michelle   Tomorrow.


Barry   Tomorrow?


Michelle   After tea. Maybe I’ll let you practise some more. You need to practise.




Barry exits. Michelle is alone for a moment until Norma enters. Norma is fourteen. She dresses in the sports-casual style lazily attributed to neds.





Norma   Was that my brother?


Michelle   Yeah.


Norma   Were you talking to my brother?


Michelle   No. A bit. Sort of.


Norma   What you doing?


Michelle   Nothin’.


Norma   How?


Michelle   I’m waiting.


Norma   How?


Michelle   Just by sitting here.


Norma   No, but how are you waiting?


Michelle   I told you. I’m waiting by sitting here preparing for an occurrence. I’m just quietly biding my time in anticipation.


Norma   No, but how are you waiting?


Michelle   Do you mean what’s my waiting style or why am I waiting? What am I waiting for?


Norma   Aye.


Michelle   Van.


Norma   How the van?


Michelle   My great-gran gave me ten pounds to do her messages this morning.


Norma   You’re doing your nan’s messages at the van? Does your nan just like eat ice cream and crebs all the time?


Michelle   I’ve already done her messages but she doesn’t know what anything costs so I always get my fags out her change. And she isn’t my nan, she’s my great-nan.


Norma   That’s a sin.


Michelle   She knows I keep the change.


Norma   She’s on a pension.


Michelle   She doesn’t mind.


Norma   It’s still a sin but … Spending it on fags.


Michelle   She smokes. She started smoking when she was twelve.


Norma   I’ve never seen your great-granny smoke.


Michelle   Why would you have?


Norma   There’s nothing going on in Stewarton I don’t see. I’m very perceptive.


Michelle   She only smokes in the house. She says it’s not ladylike to smoke in the outdoors.


Norma   What age is your great-gran?


Michelle   I don’t know.


Norma   She must be ancient. She’s a great-gran. I don’t know anyone else with a great-granny.


Michelle   I don’t know, I think she’s like seventy or eighty.


Norma   Coo. What age is your nan?


Michelle   I don’t know, fifty-something


Norma   What age is your mum, then?


Michelle   You’re right nosey, Norma. Mind your own business.


Norma   She must be dead young for a mum, but. You’re dead lucky. My mum and dad are ancient. Your great-granny’s got a dead glamorous name too.


Michelle   Minnie Malloy?


Norma   Yeah, ’s like an old film star. Sin in Stewarton, starring Minnie Malloy. Dead glamorous. I’ve been round her house with my nan. She called me her wee lamb and she gave me a poke.


Michelle   She gave you a poke?


Norma   A poke of sweets. Can I get a fag, then?


Michelle   No.


Norma   How no?


Michelle   How?


Norma   How no?


Michelle   I’ve not got any fags yet, that’s why I’m waiting on the van. Not that I’ll give you one when it comes.


Norma   Why?


Michelle   Bad for you.


Norma   Smoking’s bad for you too. Bad for everyone.


Michelle   How?


Norma   Lung diseasies.


Michelle   Lung diseasies?


Norma   Aye, smoking causes lung diseasies and eczema.


Michelle   Eczema?


Norma   Aye, it’s a pure sin, my Aunt Valerie’s got it and it makes her hands all scabby and itchy.





Michelle   It’s emphysema smoking causes. Smoking causes lung diseasies and emphysema. Lung diseases.


Norma   How do you do it, then?


Michelle   It’s just like whistling. You know how to whistle, don’t you kid? You just purse your lips and blow. Except with smoking you suck.


Norma   No, how do you smoke?


Michelle   I just told you how.


Norma   You think you’re a right smart arse don’t you, Michelle Montgomery? I know how’s no proper English but you knew what I meant. My dad says it’s very important we hold on to our folk culture. He says the English they teach you in school is folking cultural imperialism. My mum says that’s how he’s no allowed up the school at parents’ evening. He wrote them a letter an’ I’m allowed to write ‘how’ in essays now. You shouldnae be smoking at your age, anyhow.


Michelle   I’m nearly sixteen.


Norma   Is that how you have tae wait on the van? Because ‘nearly’ isnae? Because Mr Iqbal willnae sell them to you because you’re fifteen? You shouldnae be smoking at your age.


Michelle   I’ll be sixteen in a week. You know the first thing I’m going to do? I’ll smoke a cigarette right in her face.


Norma   Who?


Michelle   My Aunt Alice.


Norma   Will she no go ballistic?


Michelle   How can she? Sixteen’s legal. Tony Blair’d given me a light himself.


Norma   Tony Blair doesn’t smoke.


Michelle No, but I bet he’s got a lighter. He’ll have to have a lighter so’s he can give visiting Europeans a light. They all smoke in Europe.


Norma   This is in Europe. Ayrshire’s Europe. Stewarton’s Europe.


Michelle   Everybody here smokes.


Norma   I don’t smoke.


Michelle   You’re just by asking me for a fag.


Norma   Maybe I wanted it for a joint.


Michelle   What age are you?


Norma   I’m in the year below you, Michelle, it’s not like there’s a generation gap. I’m fourteen. Fourteen. Nearly nothing.


Michelle   Where did you get hash?


Norma   I never said I did have hash, I said maybe I wanted it for a joint.


Michelle   Well, do you?


Norma   What?


Michelle   Want it for a joint?


Norma   Maybe.


Michelle   So you do have hash?


Norma   Maybe.


Michelle   So where did you get hash?


Norma   I never said I did, smart arse, I said ‘maybe’. And anyway, how is it anything to do with Tony Blair if you smoke in your house? Isnae a council house. ’S a private house, isnae anything to do with him. 




The van chimes play. Michelle walks off, followed by Norma.





Wait up, Michelle, am I getting a fag or not?




Rab enters immediately. Rab is sixteen. He is a bam. He is bouncing a ball as he walks and begins to bounce it against the wall.





Rab   Right, if I bouncing-catch it a thousand times without dropping it I’m going straight home for a wank. If I don’t, I go into Iqbal’s and ask out Veera Iqbal, straight out – ‘Howzabout it?’




Rab drops the ball after about twenty bounces, but starts bouncing again.





From now.




Again he only manages a clutch of bounces before dropping it and starting again.





Right, this times is for keepsies.




He bounces successfully for a spell.





And maybe only five hunner.




He keeps bouncing until Norma enters.





One hunner. One hunner and one. One hunner and two. One hunner and three. One hunner and four. One hunner and five. One hunner and six.


Alright, Norma, how’s it going?


Norma   Alright. How’s it going?


Rab   Alright. What you doing?


Norma   Nothing – what you doing?


Rab   Nothing. One hunner and seventeen.


Norma   You’re playing with a ball.


Rab   Aye. Here’s one, Norma. What do you call a lesbian wi’ two arseholes?


Norma   I don’t know.


Rab   PE Department. Haw haw. Better no tell your wee pal Michelle Montgomery that one but.


Norma   Why?


Rab   Well, old health-food June …


Norma   What do you mean?


Rab   Well, health-food June. She’s a bean-muncher.


Norma   I know.


Rab   Do you, Norma?


Norma   Aye, she runs the health-food shop.


Rab   No, I mean she’s a bean-flicker.


Norma   I don’t understand.


Rab   Have you never heard what they call her?


Norma   June the lemon, aye, how?


Rab   Well did you never wonder how they called her that?


Norma   She runs the health-food shop.


Rab   No. She’s a lemon, Norma, a bean-flicker, a carpet-muncher, a tuppence-licker. Two hunner and one, two hunner and two …


Norma   What do you mean, Rab? This isnae funny any more.


Rab   She’s a bean – a les-bean. She’s a lemon, a lezzer, a lesbo. I cannae make it clearer.




Norma is agog.





Norma   No way.


Rab   Aye, she’s way lesbian. Completely vagatarian. You know the other one out the health-food shop?


Norma   Old Alice?


Rab   Aye, she’s her bird.


Norma   No way, Rab, you’re talking shit, she’s about eighty or something. Old Alice is Liberian? It’s aw models and pop stars that are Liberian.


Rab   God’s honest. Sneaky Pete saw them.


Norma   Saw them?


Rab   Lezzing.


Norma   No way. Sneaky Pete talks shit. There’s no gay folk in Stewarton. My dad says it’s cos the Bonnet Guild puts something in the water.


Rab   God’s honest, Norma.


Norma   How’d he see them lezzing?


Rab   Went in tae nick some crunchy bars and he saw them out the back.


Norma   Doing what?


Rab   I cannae explain it, but I could lend you some videos.


Norma   Gonnae stop playing with the ball while you’re talking to me?


Rab   Naw. I cannae, Norma, I’m testing myself. Three hunner and one, three hunner and two …


Norma   Can you roll joints, Rab?


Rab   Can I roll joints? Can I roll joints? I’m the big roller, wee Norma. How? Three hunner and fifteen …


Norma   I’ve got a bit of hash, but I can’t roll joints. 




Rab immediately stops bouncing the ball.





Rab   Haw haw. Something good always happens when you’re down the wall. I love the holidays. Show us it, then.




Norma struggles to remove a small package from her tracksuit trousers. She hands it to Rab, who removes the cannabis and inspects it.





Where did you get it? Off Dugs? Robby Rocket-pants? Stiffy? Slick Rick? You didn’t get it off Gonk, did you?


Norma   No.


Rab   There’s only one other person you could have got it off.


Norma and Rab   (together) My dad.


Rab   I thought you were going to say my dad!


Norma   Don’t tell anyone, but.


Rab   I won’t.


Norma   Serious. He’d literally kill me.


Rab   No bother. Does he do a bit, your dad? You know – does he do a bit?


Norma   He disnae do any, he just smokes it. He doesn’t know I’ve got it.


Rab   Right, so it’s a sneaky tax out the big man’s stash? No bother, Norma, it’s in the vault. Have you got skins?


Norma   No. That’s all I’ve got.


Rab   I’ve got fags. Have you got twenty p?


Norma   No. That’s all I’ve got.
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