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This has been described as a powerful monologue. 

My original intention is that the father should have 
been been a black man of around 60. The piece has
been performed on several occasions, but always
by a younger white man. 
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JAMES

Night

FATHER: I stood over by the gate and asking people if they had any change for the phone. It's a
wonder that anyone saw me.

I'm talking about a time when mobile phones were the size of house bricks, and I 
certainly didn't have enough money to own one.

There was a telephone box on the corner and you had to have the right change to use it.

I'd bought my son to a game. We came off of the terrace to buy burgers at half time. I 
didn't want to break into another note so I counted out the change I had: and there was 
just enough.

James was a good boy. Quiet. Everyone said he was quiet. He collected football stickers.
We still have the albums at home. 

His mother and I were naturally concerned about his mannerisms, but then everyone 
copied John Inman and Larry Grayson.

James had gone to the toilet. He was gone longer than I had expected so I went to look 
for him.

I saw what I thought were bin bags by one of those large metal dustbins. Further 
on I could see a pallet of bricks. The club were going to build a new toilet block.

When I got closer I saw it was actually James. There was a wound on the side of his 
head. Someone must have hit him with a brick.

A group of lads walked past. I asked if they had any change. They took no notice. Then 
an elderly programme seller approached me and gave me some change.

I sat with James and I told him how much I loved him.

The ambulance was there almost immediately. I turned to answer some questions and
when I turned back I saw that his eyes were closed.

I saw his mother standing by the nurses station.  I went to hug her, but she turned away.

James was fourteen. They never caught the youths who did it: and I haven't been to a 
game since. I was invited here today to attend a rally against racism and homophobia.

They aren't concepts that I have given much thought to in the past. I am just an ordinary 
man standing here telling you that no child deserves to die like that.

1.


