SEALSKIN

GILL

This is a song we sang at our father’s funeral.


It’s a long long time to say goodbye


A long long time to watch the ending of a day


A long long time to say goodbye


A long long time to watch the colours fade away


And we thank you for who you are


What you’ve done and what you’ve left behind


We thank you thank our lucky stars

That we are here with you as you journey to the other side

 It’s a long long time to say goodbye


A long long time to watch the dying of a day


A long long time to say goodbye


A long long time to watch the colours fade to grey


We shared a life in all its sorrow and its joy


What we made together time cannot destroy


You gave us love without question without blame


We know you know we did the same

And we thank you for who you are


What you’ve done and what you’ve left behind


We thank you thank our lucky stars

That we are here with you as you journey to the other side
It’s a long long time to say goodbye


A long long time to watch the dying of a day


A long long time not to cry


A long long time 

A long long time

A long long time to watch your colour fade to grey
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GILL

Why she told it I’m still not sure.  But she did.

BILL

Often.

GILL

I was perhaps six when I first remember her telling it.

BILL

Which would make me four perhaps - or just five.

GILL

It was different from the other stories.  She told it differently too.  

BILL

Peter Rabbit.  I remember Peter Rabbit.

GILL

All the Beatrix Potter.

BILL

Jemima Puddleduck.  Winnie-the-Pooh.

GILL

That’s not Beatrix Potter.

BILL

No, I know.  AA Milne.

GILL

That dates us.  But the Sealskin story was something quite different.

BILL

It wasn’t in a book.

GILL

Number one. 

BILL
So there were no pictures – though I seem to have those pictures, particularly underwater.

GILL
And the way she told it.  Not like she was telling a story to children.

BILL
Pretty full on.

GILL
She’d make us laugh with Peter Rabbit.

BILL
Read it wrong, see if we noticed.

GILL
Which we did.

BILL
Always.

GILL
But Sealskin was her story, not our story.

BILL
You think?

GILL
I do, yes.


And she told it us for the next 10 years.

BILL
Not constantly.

GILL
Often.

BILL
Meaning?

GILL
Sorry?

BILL
Often.  How often.

GILL
Oh I don’t know.   Once a fortnight, couple of times a month.

BILL
When?

GILL
What?

BILL
When?  When did she tell us the story?

GILL
Bedtime I suppose.

BILL
To begin with.  But not later - not when you were fourteen, fifteen she didn’t.

GILL
I suppose.

BILL
So when then – when we were older?

GILL
When she was driving us – any long journey.

BILL
On the beach I remember.  Don’t know if it was often but I remember once or twice.

GILL
But of course not when dad was there.

BILL
No, of course.  I guess you’re right.  It was her story.
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GILL

It was a rare night
BILL

A blue-moon night

GILL

Beware the night of the blue moon.

BILL

The strangest of things will happen.

GILL

On such a night, a rare night, a blue-moon night



The fisherman sitting in silence in his shack at the beach-side



Hears a sound.

BILL

What’s that?



His eyes narrow.



Listens hard to the sighs and the sounds of the sea



Not a gull

GILL

Not a bird of any sort he knows

BILL

Not a dog
GILL

Not any beast he’d ever heard before

BILL

Nor human either



A howl, a cry, a call

GILL

That makes his spine to tingle



kindles a fierce curiosity

BILL

curiosity is a savage killer of cats

GILL

But this



this strange event on a rare and blue-moon night



this perhaps is not so much dangerous



As ‘to be handled with care’.

BILL

So he creeps


his footfall firm and sure on the shingle
GILL
Sure on the shingle

BILL
Firm and sure

GILL
On the shingle

BILL
The sway of the sea

BILL
Breaking on the shore

GILL
The sea

BILL
And moonlight dapples through the clouds

GILL
On the shore

BILL
Shadows on the shore

GILL
Shadows dancing on the shore

BILL

There beyond the rocks he sees them

There where the tide drives in most deep
GILL

Shadows
BILL

Shapes
GILL

Shifting drifting

BILL

Dipping
GILL

Dancing

BILL

And a sound


a full-throated sound

Not quite song

GILL

But soul-food all the same
BILL

Arching from the shapes that shift

GILL

And drift

BILL

And dip

GILL

And dance

BILL

He should turn back

He’s tired, it’s late

But there beyond the rocks is a dangerous place

When the tide drives deep
He has a duty to warn them
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GILL
It’s that he died before we got back.  It’s that I think.  I think that’s it.  
I think it’s that - that we weren’t there.

BILL

We did our best.

GILL

It wasn’t good enough.

BILL

But it really was our best.  We came as fast as we could.
GILL

We knew it was coming.
GILL
Hi Bro – don’t fret, dad’s back home, a little shaken but not too stirred!  I think the nurses had more of a struggle than he did.  And we’ve put a non-slip mat in the shower.  
Yeah, teenagers can be arseholes.  Tom’s farewell for Uni do left more empty cans and bottles of Jack Daniels than we’ve got through in 25 years of marriage.  Bless ‘em.

Big sis.

BILL
Hey Big Sis – Sorry couldn’t get there - job’s just about finished.  Hoping to fly back Friday.  Maybe a brief meet up with Sammie – she’s in Paris.  Dotty daughter on some Bo-ho arty jaunt.  Dylan’s packing shelves at Tesco to pay off the damage to the windows and bathroom.  Bless him?  I’ll bless him all right.  
Thanks for looking after dad – so not as serious as you thought eh?

Bro.

SOUND Q 4
TRACK 1 – the sea
THE LONGEST GESTURE OF UNFOLDING

SOUND FADES

BILL

He has that feeling as though in a dream

He knows where he is 
The familiar shoreline

But not quite as ever seen before

GILL

And what he sees in dappled moonlight

His heart beating, head spinning 
He certainly has never seen before.
BILL

Through a crevice in the rock he spies them 

Spinning, swaying, swirling 
GILL

 murmuring

BILL

All the while their strange melody haunts the shore
Like a sigh
GILL

as though their breath were made of music

No I can’t sing it to you 
But if ever you hear it 

It will stop your heart straightaway

BILL

The women – for women they are most certain 
Are naked

GILL

Dancing a dancing of solemn abandon



If such a thing can be

BILL

For the fisherman 

Used to the solitude of his shack by the beach-side

Such a rare blue-moon sight

Is enough to stop the heart

GILL

He stumbles, fumbles and falls

BILL

Pitches forward onto the rocks in front
GILL

But his hands outstretched feel not the jag and jar of rock 
but rather the comfort of fur

BILL

Now this he knows
As a sea-hunter this he knows   
GILL

For sure the fur of a seal 
BILL

the pelt of a seal

 a sealskin pelt

GILL

His fingers caress its sea-soaked softness

He holds the pelt to his face

Breathes in the salty smoothness



Lost in the promise of another world

BILL

Till he hears something new in this blue-moon night



The sound of silence

GILL

The wail, the murmur, the moan



That rocked the bodies of the naked dancers


Is still

BILL

Beneath the dappled moonlight he watches the women as one
turn to the water

GILL

The tide has turned



The sea is calling them home


Calling them back where they belong

With a twist and a turn 
And the flick of a pelt around their shoulders

BILL

A sealskin pelt

GILL

With the barest of ripples 
the women are gone

BILL

From air to water in one seamless shimmer

GILL

All save one 
whose cry screams across the  water

Her pelt is gone

The skin to wrap the warmth of her being 
is gone
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There is no place – this is no place like home

Home is where the heart is

No place - this is no place like home

Take me home where the heart is

No place – this is no place like home

Home is where the heart is

No place - this is no place like home

Take me home where the heart is

Where I hang my hat

no place like 

Where I hang my hat

All roads all roads all roads call me home

But show me which is my road

Show me my high road

Show me the way to my home

Show me which is my way

Show me my highway

Show me the way to my home

There is no rest – can be no rest away from home
Home is where the heart is

No rest – can be no rest away from home

Take me home where the heart is

There is no rest – can be no rest away from home

Home is where the heart is

No rest – can be no rest away from home

Take me home where the heart is

Where I lay my head

No place like

Where I lay my head

All roads all roads all roads call me home

But show me which is my road

Show me my high road

Show me the way to my home

Show me which is my way

Show me my highway

Show me the way to my home

Show me the way to my home
BILL
He’d never talked before about the war.   Never talked much about himself at all.  His focus was us – the kids.  And we never thought to bring it up.   That was history – that wasn’t our world.  We knew what kind of a man he was  - a gentle man, a kind man, a quiet man, withdrawn, a man who would sometimes climb inside himself  – but we didn’t know why he was this kind of man.
GILL
He was hugely hurt.

BILL
I was 22, 23.  I had a week off.  Just moved in with Suzie – seemed the start of something big.  He rang me – which was rare enough – said he’d be glad of my company for a day or two – chance to walk, blow out the cobwebs together.

I began to put together an excuse – I wanted the week with Suzie.  But no, I realised that actually I wanted a week with my dad.  I’d never had a week with dad.
GILL

I never got one.

BILL
I was in London.  I made the journey home on the motorbike I had back then.  

He’d laid out on my bed a replica of the outfit he’d put together for himself  for walking.  Including a pair of plus-fours.  An eccentricity of his.  He liked dressing up, playing a part, playing the quintessential English gent that he wasn’t by birth.  

So I got out of my leathers and into my plus-fours, a pair of sturdy boots and a deer-stalker hat.


And we went walking.  Up on the moors.  I remember it as particularly bleak.


Anyway, he talked.

He talked of what had happened to him during the war.  He didn’t dwell, he didn’t talk at huge length, it wasn’t an outpouring or anything like that, but he talked.  I think I was the age then that he was when it happened.  And I’ve wondered whether that had something to do with it.
He talked about the convoy ships he’d served on.  Mainly in the Med it seems.  Life in the engine room.  Shore leave – teaching football to the locals.  About his mates.  A lot about his mates.  People I’d never heard mention before.
GILL

Did he talk about her?

BILL

No he didn’t.  Not once.  Didn’t talk about her at all.  Not directly.
And then he told me how his ship went down.  Torpedoed by a U-boat.   How he was trapped in the engine room.  How incredibly fast it all happened.  How he was under the water.  That he’d given up hope.  That he came-to on a life-raft – no idea how he made it.  That he was the only survivor.  No-one else.  None of his mates.  The only one.  That he felt himself blessed and cursed in equal measure.
GILL

Why have you never told this before?
BILL
I don’t know.  It’s something he told me.  Not a secret as such but something he wanted me to know.
GILL
And not me.

BILL
I don’t know.  I think it was something to do with me being the same the age as was then.

GILL
You should have told me.

BILL
Why?

GILL
So that I could understand.

BILL
Understand what?

GILL
Dad of course – don’t be a prat.

BILL
I didn’t consciously keep it from you, I just didn’t pass it on.  Anyway, I don’t think it explains dad.
GILL
I think it goes a long way.

BILL
He was dad.

GILL
Why did he tell you?  Why didn’t he tell me?
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GILL

The skin she cried for



The skin she sought



The skin to wrap the warmth of her being

BILL

Lay folded inside the fisherman’s shirt



Folded hard against his chest


Against his beating heart



Racing, pounding



He stands

GILL

She stares

BILL

He stares

BOTH

Silence

GILL

Her sisters call



The sea calls



Sisters and sea calling her home
BILL

But she is snared



Snagged as fast as any fish he ever caught



He wraps his heavy oilskin coat



Around her naked form



While the sealskin 



stays hid beneath his shirt

GILL

And though her sisters cry more urgent than before



The blue-moon tide rips them out to sea


And the moon herself 



Impassive witness to these strange events



Sinks below the far horizon


Leaving her in the land of men
BILL

He stands

GILL

She stares

BILL

He stares

BOTH 

Silence

GILL

She must stay



Stay with this man and his gentle eyes

BILL

His hand hooks her hand



As he leads her home



Back towards his home

GILL

And his hearth is warm


He gently sings

BILL

Talking doesn’t come easy

GILL

She listens, watches

BILL

He sings

GILL

She understands she’s not in danger



But still she trembles

 for this house is not her home

And she is lost outside her skin

BILL

Tomorrow, he tells himself, 
He‘ll return her skin
Tonight he will watch her

Let her light breathe life into his solitude
He could unhook her, he could let he go

But with every second, minute, hour

The thought is harder to hold
Till at last 
With the rising of the sun 

He has tucked the thought away

Folded the thought neatly away

 Completely away

With her skin – her smooth grey sealskin – 

Folded neatly away

Beneath the floorboards of the little shack
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GILL
Hi Bro – think you ought to get here all the same.   He’s a bit confused.  Not always sure who he thinks I am.  I have to be in London on Saturday.  Could pick you up from Heathrow.   Might Sammie be with you?  Are you still meeting her in Paris?
BILL
Hi Big Sis – Yeah, that should work.   Don’t know what Dylan’s movements are -  doing all the hours Tesco’ll give him I hope.  He’s supposed to be seeing his mum this weekend but I’ll text him.  Will Tom be there?
GILL
Hi Bro – so will Sammie be with you? – not clear from your e-mail and I need to know because of luggage.  Yes, looks like Tom will be here.  He was supposed to drive back up to Durham today but he‘s lost his car key – complete dick – in the sea would you believe – went into the sea with the key in his pocket.  So he’s not going anywhere at the moment.

BILL
Hi Big Sis – What a pillock.  Sort of thing Dylan would do.  Don’t know yet about Sammie – will let you know.
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GILL

Days pass


Weeks pass

Months pass

Years pass

She stays

She learns the ways of his world

But still this isn’t her world

Two jewels arrive

A girl and a boy

BILL

At last, the Fisherman thinks, at last she will be happy
GILL

Now that’s something she added.

BILL

What did she add?
GILL

The girl.  In the original it was just the boy.  Just the one child.

BILL

What original.

GILL

If you read the original story.  There’s just the one child, the son.

BILL

Depends what original you read.

GILL

The version I’ve found there’s only the son.

BILL

There’s an Orkney version with seven children.

GILL

Is there?

BILL

Yeah.

GILL

So where did she get her version from?  

BILL

Does it matter?

GILL
It might do.  If we know what she changed we might understand what she meant – why she told us the story.

BILL
It’ s clear enough surely.

GILL
So did she know.  When she was telling us the story, did she know what she was going to do?

BILL
Only she can answer that.

GILL
She called them jewels.  That’s the word she chose.  Jewels.  How could she call them jewels if she knew what she was going to do?  You don’t abandon jewels.
BILL

So, the story.  

The fisherman



At last, he thinks, at last she will be happy.

GILL

But blue moons, however rare,
Do return from time to time across the years

BILL

And each time her tears fall

And each time he finds her 
Lying distraught on the boards of the shack
And he knows from the sand between her toes

That she has tried to dance, to sing, to call to her sisters

That she’s listened to the call of the sea

Sshh shh, he tells her, you’ll frighten the children

GILL

But in truth her crying frightens him
And she looks so tired

And she looks so old

And she looks so thin
And now when she sobs

Her tears no longer fall
As though even these have dried

As though she’s dried inside

Died inside

If only I could find she whispers

Find the skin to wrap my being warm

BILL

And he knows she searches still along the shore

As if her searching might will the sealskin to return

GILL

The children too play her games
Looking for treasure, she calls it

Yes, and that’s precisely it, isn’t it.

BILL

What are you saying?

GILL
Manipulative, that’s the point.  They think they’re playing a game.  She’s trying to leave them.

BILL

She’s trying to find her skin.

GILL
And that’s what she was doing, even in telling us the story, manipulating us, feeding us her version of events, special pleading.

BILL
Isn’t that just the benefit of hindsight?

GILL
Isn’t that why she told it?  Over and over?

BILL
Are we going to finish telling it?

GILL
The children too play her games


Looking for treasure, she calls it

BILL
But the fisherman knows


He knows why hide and seek among the rocks is favourite.

Then one day 
Her smallest jewel, her boy
Looks for somewhere safe to hide a new-found treasure

GILL

A piece of glass 
Green and worn 
Smoothed by the sway of the sea

BILL

And when he puts the glass to his eye
the world is turned to water

GILL

Green and cut with motes of light

Dappling shapes now indeterminate

Like when he slips beneath the waves

Under his mother’s watchful eye.

BILL

He grips the glass tight in his fist

Races back to the shack ahead of mother and sister

Searching for a hiding place

somewhere known to no-one else
Pressed beneath the stairs

breathing hard

hands flat against the floor

His fingers prise a loosened plank
Amazed at such a stroke of luck 
Just as he hears the shack door open

In triumph he lifts the board.
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GILL

Was it before or was it after we found it that she started telling the story?  

BILL

Technically, I found it.

GILL

But in those days we shared things, didn’t we.  You showed me.

BILL
I did.  Well I don’t suppose I could read it.  I was only 4, maybe just 5.   But I recognised her in the photo.
GILL
North Devon Journal-Herald, March 1955.  A picture of our mother as a young woman.  Arm in arm with a stranger.

BILL
I found it under a floorboard in the kitchen.   A page of newspaper neatly folded.   Yellowing, slightly damp but otherwise undamaged.
GILL

It would have been there 6 or 7 years by then.
BILL
There she was in the paper.  Mummy.  That’s what we called her then.  Later it was mum.  Now it’s mother.

GILL
I don’t call her anything.

BILL
No.  
So there’s mummy looking all young and smiley.
GILL
Arm in arm with a stranger.  And the headline, something like ‘searching for sweetheart’, something like that.  Photo caption all about sweethearts separated by the war.  He was American.  Back in the UK looking for her, heard she was maybe in Devon.

BILL
So we showed it to mummy.  Look mummy it’s you.

GILL
How much do you really remember?

BILL
A fair bit.  It’s the first thing I remember clearly.  I can still see the pictures - where we were, what it looked like.  I remember mum said nothing.  
GILL
No, she did say stuff.  I remember.  She wanted to know where we’d found it.

BILL
No, she’d have known where we found it.

GILL
What do you mean?

BILL
Well she put it there obviously.

GILL
No.

BILL
Yes.

GILL
Is that what you think?

BILL
Of course.

GILL
No.   Dad put it there.
BILL
What?

GILL
She didn’t put it there.  Dad put it there.

BILL
How do you figure that?

GILL
From what she said.  She’d obviously not seen it before.

BILL
Really?

GILL
Yeah I’m sure.  I am.  No, there’s no doubt.  Oh God, I’ve been sure all these years.  Yeah I am.  She was obviously completely shocked.  She’d no idea.  She’d never seen the photo in the paper.  I’m sure she didn’t know that he was still alive.  Reuben.  
BILL
So she hadn’t put it there?

GILL
Definitely not.

BILL
So for forty odd years – nearly fifty – I’ve got it wrong.

GILL
Dad put it there.  I’m sure, because she said something like ‘so he knows- he’s known all this time’ or something like that.
BILL
Why?  Why on earth would he do that?  Why not just get rid of it if he didn’t want her to know.

GILL
Yes quite.

BILL
Too late to ask.

GILL
And it was then she started telling the story.  I’m pretty sure she never told it before.  I’m sure it was then.
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BILL
He hears the shack door open
GILL
He hears his sister run to the parlour


To wash her sandy feet

His mother calls

BILL

He doesn’t move



Transfixed by the silky softness of the sealskin pelt against his face


His piece of glass – forgotten – falls to the floor



Spins gently to a halt

GILL

And so she finds him


With her life in his hands


Holding her past and holding her future

In his hands



She gasps


And tears fall now



a seaful of tears

BILL

Her son watches



Smears away the tears from her cheek



Don’t cry mother, it’s all right, don’t cry



He fumbles the sealskin into her arms



He stands

GILL

She stares

BILL

He stares

BOTH 

Silence

GILL

She folds the skin


gently wraps her skin



lays it with it care back beneath the board

BILL

And then they wait

GILL

Days pass

Weeks pass

Months pass

BILL

The boy watches his mother



Wonders at the skin beneath the boards

GILL

The girl watches her mother



A nagging awareness that something has changed

BILL

The fisherman watches his wife



Happy perhaps with her new-found calm

GILL

And she - the wife, the mother –



She hums softly now and then



Not quite a song but soul-food all the same



Because she knows that a blue-moon



However rare



Will sometime come again



And so it does



And in the morning she is gone

Quite gone


Dreams falling out of the skies


Letters of love floating on by


Broken hearts children’s cries


A world turned upside down with lies


A home that’s shattered in two


An empty wind whistling through


All life has gone this is their prize


A world turned upside down with lies

Don’t they see or don’t they care


Either way we’re locked in their despair


Don’t smile your smiles at me


Don’t cry your tears all over me


Don’t tell me again you’re not to blame


You felt in your heart it was the right right thing to do


Well good for you


Lives left tattered and torn


Hopes buried before they are born


The lights go out the future dies


A world turned upside down with lies

Don’t they see or don’t they care


Either way we’re locked in their despair


Don’t smile your smiles at me


Don’t cry your tears all over me


Don’t tell me again you’re not to blame


You felt in your heart it was the right right thing to do




Well good for you

Don’t smile your smiles at me


Don’t cry your tears all over me


Don’t tell me again and again and again you’re not to blame


You felt in your heart it was the right, right thing to do




Well good for you




Good for you

GILL

She’s gone


At first they don’t allow the fact

Though they fear it

BILL

The fisherman fears it first

GILL

The children look for reasons for her absence

BILL

Some new game of hide and seek

GILL

They spill along the shore to all their favoured haunts



And call for her in play
BILL

But it isn’t long before play gives way to panic

GILL

And once panic has found its way into their hearts


Their voices soon are shrill

BILL

Screaming with the gulls across the sea

GILL

Desperately hurt that she will not answer
BILL

Funny, I don’t remember that bit.

GILL

I remember that bit – and I don’t think it’s funny at all.

BILL

Until at last the Fisherman calls them home

GILL

And they see from the tears that streak his face



that he too has cried





and the fear now quite overwhelms them
BILL

As they see the floor of their beach-side shack



broken, ripped, wrenched from its moorings



their tiny home shattered

the wind whistling through
SOUND Q 11
TRACK 3 – the sea
 
A LONGER UNDERWATER  GESTURE 

SOUND FADES

GILL
Hi Bro – not good.  I found him down by the rocks.  God knows how he got himself there.  Got him back to the cottage, and tucked him up in bed..  left Tom talking with him.  He’s a good boy really.  He’ll keep an eye on him while I pick you up.  Terminal 1.  Still not sure if Sammie’ll be with you.

BILL
Hi Big Sis – hope you get this before you set off.  Terminal 4.  Change of plan. Straight through flight.  Sammie’ll be there but she’s getting a flight from Paris.  Terminal 2.  Bit complicated but I’m sure we’ll work it out.  It’ll be good to be home.

GILL

What she did to us was unforgiveable.   Utterly selfish.
BILL

Why did she wait?

GILL

Wait for what?

BILL

To go.  Why did she wait to go?

GILL

I don’t see what you’re saying.
BILL

Between us finding the cutting and her going she waited 10 years.  Why?

GILL

Perhaps she couldn’t find him.

BILL

What if she did?

GILL

Well we don’t know do we.

BILL

But say she did.  For the sake of the story.

GILL

It isn’t a story.

BILL

Say she did.  It’s perfectly possible.  Why do you think she would have waited?

GILL

This is silly.

BILL

Perhaps she was waiting till we were ready.
GILL
Ready?  Ready for what?  Ready to be abandoned.  Ready to be told that actually you don’t matter.  Actually you’re just a mistake.  Actually I couldn’t give a damn.

BILL

Or ready perhaps to see a bigger picture.  Ready to see beyond our own demands.
GILL
I  don’t see why you should ever be ready  to be abandoned.  And dad, was he ready?  She just up and left him.

BILL
You don’t think they talked about it?  

GILL
They never rowed.

BILL
Not that we heard.

GILL
We’d have known.

BILL
Well there you are.  Perhaps in some way he was party to what happened.

GILL
Oh rubbish – that’s nonsense – it’s part of what was so cruel.  No indication, seemingly the perfect happy family and then – bang – one day it’s finished, it’s over, she’s gone.

BILL
Here’s something.  I don’t know exactly how it fits-in time-wise.  But maybe there’s something here.

I remember you in the middle of a really fierce argument with mum.

GILL
Oh fine, so it’s my fault.  I drove her away, yes, thanks very much.

BILL
That is so not what I’m saying.
GILL
We fought, that’s what mothers and daughters sometimes do – we didn’t fight any more than most mothers and daughters as far as I know.  But that doesn’t give her a reason to take off.  That’s the childish behaviour – that’s not behaving like an adult.

BILL
I don’t believe in any way, shape or form that she left because of you.  She left because of her.  I’m certain.  But this isn’t my story – this isn’t what I’m trying to get at.  You were fighting, OK.  She was going for you.  I think she may have been going for you with a hair-brush – but I might be wrong, I may have made that bit up.
GILL
No, I think you’re right, I think I know when you’re talking about.  Yeah, I’d been a bit out of order.

BILL
You’d locked yourself in the bathroom.

GILL
That’s right.

BILL
And she was trying to push down the door.  She was really having a go.

GILL
And it wasn’t really a very strong door – oh God, I remember.

BILL
No it wasn’t.  And I told her to stop.  I remember just feeling quite calm.  I just told her to stop.  And I think that quite surprised her.  And she did stop.  And I guess she was crying, and you were crying I expect –

GILL
I was, yes, I’m sure.

BILL
And she looked at me.  And I remember her looking up at me so I was aware that I was now taller than her.  I was 14 I should think.  That would make sense.  And then she went to hit me.  Perhaps with the hair-brush.  This wasn’t usual – I don’t remember ever being hit as a child.  But, yeah, she was really wound-up and she went to hit me.  And I caught her wrist.  And I held her arm quite still – quite steady and I said: No.  No, you can’t do that now.   I’m too strong.
GILL
Did you?

BILL
Yes I did.

GILL
I don’t remember any of that.

BILL
You were the other side of the bathroom door.  And I’m not sure who was most shocked.  I couldn’t believe what I’d done really.  Suddenly my mum was not the all-powerful protector she always had been, I was telling her what to do.  And I wasn’t fighting her.  I was just telling her.
GILL
And what’s your point?

BILL
My point is that this was a point in our lives, a turning-point, and that she perhaps could see that I was ready, that me as the youngest was ready.

GILL
Ready to be abandoned.

BILL
Ready to stand on my own two feet – that part of her job was done.

GILL
But we’re not animals – we don’t just rear our off-spring and bugger off.

BILL
Well we are animals – but I know what your saying.

GILL
I don’t know why you try to excuse her – she hurt you as much as any of us.

BILL
Go back to your first question.

GILL
Will you stop bossing me little brother.

BILL
Sorry.  But it’s a good question.  Why did she tell us the Sealskin story?
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BILL

The floor of the shack



wrenched from its moorings



their tiny home shattered

the wind whistling through

The boy balances gingerly on the joists
Creeps his way along the joists

To where she’d found him months earlier

Clutching her sealskin in his arms

GILL

But now the pelt is gone

Like her quite gone

And by itself his piece of green glass lies

worn and smooth

where once the pelt lay hidden

BILL

And when he puts the glass to his eye
the world is turned to water



Green and cut with motes of light

Dappling shapes now indeterminate

Like when he used to slip beneath the waves

Under his mother’s watchful eye

GILL

That night


that  hot and moonlit night



when his sister has finally sobbed herself to sleep



the boy creeps from his bed


creeps past his father slumped in a chair



a bottle for a special occasion empty at his side

BILL

He slips away from the shack



quiet as a cat



quiet as a curious cat



and pads across the shingle of the shore



towards the rocks

GILL

There where the tide drives deep



What draws him to this spot who can be sure?



But there’s no doubting that the destination



is predetermined



And he waits

BILL

A small pyjama-clad figure on the empty shore

GILL

Peering out far beyond the pull the tow of the incoming waves

BILL

And suddenly he’s splashing forward into the waves
GILL

Suddenly he starts to wade



arms outstretched

BILL

For here she is

GILL

He’s sure that this is her

BILL

The silky softness

GILL

The salt-sea smoothness

BILL

And he’s rubbing her nose with his



And he’s hugging her hard to his child-chest

GILL

And still hugging, still holding, clinging

With a twist and a turn

And a single blink of deep dark eyes

The seal and son perform as one

a perfect somersault

and sink with barely a ripple

beneath the glassy stillness of the sea

BILL

Where green it is indeed

and cut with motes of moonlight

Dappling shapes quite indeterminate

GILL

Beneath the stillness of the sea
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GILL

So it was Tom who found him.  It shouldn’t have been like that.

BILL

Terminal 4.  Where you?

GILL

Terminal 1.  As per instructions.

BILL

Didn’t get message?
GILL

What message?

BILL

Getting bus.  15 mins.

GILL

Sammie with you?

BILL

Terminal 2.

GILL

What?

BILL

Didn’t get message?
GILL

Sorry Tom.   Your hopeless uncle.  Be back late. Kiss Kiss.
BILL
Text from Sammie.  Still in Paris.  2 hour delay.
GILL
Sorry Tom.  Your hopeless cousin.  Be back very late.  Kiss kiss.  Kiss.

And so it was that it was Tom who found him.


I wouldn’t wish that on any child.

BILL
Tom’s a young man.  And I’ll tell you what, I envy him.

GILL
You’re morbid.  Poor Tom.
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BILL

How can it be – but it’s true all the same


He can breathe

GILL

Tom was telling me about when he lost his car-key – the pillock – in the sea.

BILL

Under the sea - he can breathe.

GILL

He was waxing quite poetic – for Tom.

BILL

The seal and her son 
speed their way down to the depths of the sea
through a cleft in the rock

to a cave that glows quite green

 GILL

He said the sea just invited him in – couldn’t resist.
BILL

Finds himself in another world
GILL

So he just went charging in with all his clothes on

BILL

The seal-creatures gaze with calm curiosity



At this half-kindred form

GILL

He said it felt like the sea just picked him up and turned him over

BILL

They stare



He stares

Silence

GILL

He said that when he was under the world turned green

BILL

They at home in their watery-world



He a stranger from the shores above

GILL
He thought he was going to smash against the rocks but apparently the sea was surprisingly deep.
BILL

He’s never felt such familiarity as with these creatures
GILL

He says he must have been caught in a rip tide or something

BILL

They  gently nudge him deeper into the cave

GILL

 When he came to the surface he was much further up the beach than he thought.

BILL

Gently nudge him on


Until at last he sees a pair of eyes


 larger, darker, deeper than any eyes he’s ever seen before

GILL

He reckons it must have been the undertow that grabbed the key

BILL

And the handsome head he’s looking at



needs no crown to tell him



this is the Seal King
GILL

He reckons he saw a flash – thought at the time it was a fish.
BILL

He gazes into those eyes

GILL
In fact, thought at the time it was fish being chased by a seal – don’t know where he got that from.

BILL

he could be happy here

Tries to will approval from the eyes

Let me stay

GILL

Whatever the truth he was sure he saw a flash.

BILL

The Seal King blinks


And the boy knows in his heart



it will not – cannot – be



Please – he wills again



just one day



One day – that’s all

GILL

He thinks he was lucky to get out alive.  
BILL

Please.

GILL

Silly pillock.
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BILL

You know she wants to be here.

GILL

I do, yes.

BILL

You got her e-mail did you?

GILL

Yes I did.  You gave it to her did you?

BILL

I did yes.  I’m sorry if that’s a problem.

GILL

How did she find you?

BILL

We’ve been in touch occasionally over the years.

GILL

Did dad know?

BILL

I didn’t tell him.  But that’s not to say he didn’t know.

GILL
How could you have anything to do with her?   You took it bad when she went, the things you did.  We nearly lost you.
BILL
I still had some growing up to do.  That’s all.

GILL
You can’t just say it’s all right what she did.  It isn’t all right.  You don’t like to judge, do you.  But sometimes you have to judge.   There are commitments we make that we make for life.  And children are one of those commitments.
BILL
But at some stage we have to let them go.  Don’t we?  We do, don’t we?  

GILL
Yes of course.

BILL
Because they’re more than just our children.  Maybe we have to let our parents go too.  Maybe they’re more than just our parents.

GILL
That’s very convenient isn’t it.

BILL
Sorry.

GILL
License just to do as you like.

BILL
No, not at all.  Look, I’m not saying anything particularly contentious here.  Just that maybe there’s more to people than particular roles or functions.   And that maybe there are things we just don’t know.  I mean do you really know who Reuben was, do we really know what their story was, why he came looking for her, why she went to him.  Do we know?
GILL
I don’t want to know.  Whatever it was she should have put it behind her.

BILL
But why didn’t we want to know?  Why did we only want to know what was convenient for us to know?  What kind of children were we?  What kind of monsters?

GILL
I don’t want her here.   This is about dad it’s not about her.  Typically selfish of her.

BILL
I think she should be here.

GILL
Well of course you do – all this chumming up over the years.

BILL
But she won’t come if you don’t want her here.

GILL
Well there we are, that’s all right then.

BILL
She’s very frail.

GILL
Really.  And how do you know that?

BILL
Because I met up with her in New York.
GILL
How nice for you.  Nothing has changed, has it.  In fifty odd years, nothing has changed.  Your little secrets together.  And me always the last to know.   Me and daddy.  Poor daddy.
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BILL

At last he opens his eyes

splutters a mouthful of sea

He’s back on the shoreline

his father frantic at his side
GILL

His sister stands shivering and shaking on the cold wet sand
Where were you? 

Why’ve you been gone so long?
How could you do this? 
What were you thinking? 
Do you know how much we worried?
First mother’s gone then you, she cries

BILL

It’s all right the Fisherman murmurs
Don’t cry now – it’s all right

He’s all right now

He’s back home

And so is she

GILL

And the girl looks at her father



And she knows how glad her father is to have his son back



And she knows that she too is loved

BILL

And the Fisherman lifts his sleeping son over his shoulder



and the little boy smiles



nestled quiet in the folds of the man’s warm shirt



And home they walk to their shack by the beach-side

father and son 
GILL

and daughter too catching up her brothers lolling hand in hers.

Behind them the moon, that strange blue-moon 
sinks below the rocks

and is gone
GILL
There’s something you ought to know.  Something that Tom told me.  It seems he and dad had quite a conversation that night, before dad died.   It seems Tom asked him all the questions that we never did.  Tom says he was not always very easy to understand.  Seems sometimes he thought he was talking to you.  Wanted to know where everyone was – why we weren’t still  all living in the cottage.  I think there’s a lot to come from Tom about what dad said and Tom’ll process it in his own good time.  But there’s something dad said apparently that I thought I’d pass on.  

He wanted Tom to tell me – and I don’t know why me specifically – that he only borrowed her.  That when the boat went down she was there for him.  At that then he gave her back.   

Tom just passed on the words.  He doesn’t really know what they mean but he’s clear that that’s what dad said.  I thought you ought to know.

BILL
Thank you.  Thank you for telling me.  


I got a text – Suzie’s bringing Dylan down.  Won a reprieve from Tesco.  So what do you say to mum?  Could we be one big happy dysfunctional family?

GILL
Not yet Bro.  I can’t do it yet.  Give it time.  Please.  Come on then, play your tune.  Dylan’s going to be the rock star – you left it too late.
I’m travelling home

with a load upon my shoulders

I’m travelling home

with a load upon my back

I’m travelling home

with a weight upon my shoulders

I’m travelling home

with a weight upon my back

Lighten your load

let the weight slip from your shoulders

lighten your load

let the weight slip from your back

Lighten your load

let the weight slip from your shoulders

lighten your load

let the weight slip from your back

There’s a hurt in my heart

There’s a hurt I’ve not forgotten

There’s a hurt in my heart

There’s a hurt that weighs me down

There’s a hurt in my heart

There’s a hurt I’ve not forgiven

There’s a hurt in my heart

There’s a hurt that takes me down

Lighten your load

let the weight slip from your shoulders

lighten your load

let the weight slip from your back

Lighten your load

let the weight slip from your shoulders

lighten your load

let the weight slip from your back

Lighten your load

let the weight slip from your shoulders

lighten your load

let the weight slip from your back

Lighten your load

let the weight slip from your shoulders

lighten your load

let the weight slip from your back

GILL

What would dad make of that?  Bless him.
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