The Long Road 19

Maxy I know all about damage. Everywhere I turn I hit a
hlank where Dan used to be. The fridge is full of the food he
liked, those plastic cheese slices, bright pink yogurt. Joe won'’t
cat them. Why am I still buying this stuff? It’s as if I'm saying,
don’t worry, you may be dead but I'm stll taking care of you.

HiLse.

oes she have any idea what she’s done? The stupid, ignorant,
wllish — I looked at her in court and she looked about twelve.

| could strangle her. I could beat her to a pulp. I wish she had
never been born. She’s a waste of space, she’s using up resources
that could be put to better use. I mean, what is the point of
her being alive? Why should she be walking around breathing
when Dan is ashes in an urn?

Ve luoks round the room and takes a pot from a cupboard. Bangs il on the
i,

| heve, That’s Dan. That’s the son I gave birth to, That’s what
he's done. And even like that he’s a better person than she will
cver he.

i lakes the bid off the pot, and takes out a handful of ash.

I'thought it would be just grey, but look, it glints i the light,
there are {lashes of green and blue, like jewels, can you see
them! Look how he catches the light, even now.
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We don’t know what to do with him. So he sits here on a shell.
Vil every so often I take him down and run him through my
fpers,

Ve looks at Elizabeth.

Muwy | had an idea the other day. I thought I'd mix him in

ith the muesl, and I'd eat a bit of him every day, and for
ame deranged reason, this was very comforting to me. I mean,
lw iy son, he was mside me once betore, he’d be coming
Lome, i a way. It seemed quite logical. And then it occurred
e that they’d lock me up if I did that.



