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Drumbeats. Cast enters, heads down. CHORUS dressed as convicts. The convicts are chained together. One CHORUS MEMBER, dressed as WARDER, beats the drum. MOTHER, ROSE, DOUGLAS, in front of the CONVICTS. In front of them ALBANY, spotlight. Heads rise. Running motion from ALBANY. The others do not move, but breathe as if running, pursued. The speech is given fiercely, defiantly.

ALBANY: This is the story of how I became a thief and an outlaw.

CHORUS: This is the story of how I became a thief and an outlaw.

ALBANY: And how my sister became a daughter of the streets.

CHORUS: And how my sister became a daughter of the streets.

ALBANY: And how, born in the gutter, my mother and brother dreamed to no avail.

      The running stops.

ALBANY: My name is Albany Porcello.

CHORUS: My name is Albany Porcello.

ALBANY: In this city of the south I was born.

CHORUS: In this city of the south I was born.

ALBANY: Dark-eyed, lean, restless.

CHORUS: Dark-eyed, lean, restless.

ALBANY: Bearing the northern name of Albany.

CHORUS: Bearing the northern name of Albany.

ALBANY: And the southern name of Porcello.

CHORUS: And the southern name of Porcello.

FAMILY moves into house. CONVICTS circle round behind them, overlooking the table.

CONVICT 1: [As he moves he displays a placard which reads: ‘Dunedin 1903’.] In the heart of the city was the Prison.

CONVICT 2: In Athol Place the prison house was Poverty.

CONVICT 3: The Porcello family lived in a New World Slum.

CONVICT 4: A two-roomed shack down a narrow lane.

ALBANY, looking at the fare MOTHER has dished up: Stale scones.

DOUGLAS: Cold mashed potatoes.

Rose: Watery soup.

Mother: Came to their bellies.

WHOLE Cast: From the Tables of the Privileged!

Ritual section ends. MOTHER unwraps the food from the  newspaper.

MOTHER: Special treat tonight, children.

DOUGLAS: Mutton bones! [They tuck in.]
ROSE: Where did you get them?

MOTHER: Kind lady in Caversham.

DOUGLAS: Not much meat on it, mother.

ROSE: The nearer the bone, the sweeter the meat, Douglas.

ALBANY: The nearer the bone, the sweeter the meat.

MOTHER: Use your fork, Rose.

ROSE, laughing: Fingers were made before forks, mother.

ALBANY: Fingers were made before forks!

Behind the feast the CHORUS sings sweetly.

CHORUS:

He that is down needs fear no fall

He that is low no pride

He that is humble ever shall

Have God to be his guide.

The CHORUS moves off. The FAMILY clears the table. The second verse is sung harshly.

ALL:

I am content with what I have

Little be it or much

And Lord, contentment still I crave

Because Thou savest such.

CHORUS exits. ROSE, DOUGLAS off to bed. ALBANY uses table top as his bed. MOTHER covers him with blanket.

MOTHER: Goodnight Albany.

ALBANY: Mother?

MOTHER: Yes, Albany?

ALBANY: Tell me about how you came from Glasgow.

MOTHER: The voyage out, you mean?
ALBANY: Yes Mother.

MOTHER: I don’t remember much about it, I was an infant. But I do remember the rat.

ALBANY: The rat, Mother?

MOTHER, squeezing his leg playfully: The rat with hungry teeth that bit my leg. [More seriously.] It was an omen, Albany.

ALBANY: An omen?

MOTHER: Yes Albany.

ALBANY: Will you ever go back to Glasgow?

MOTHER: I’d like to, one day. See where I was born.

ALBANY: Mother, is Glasgow like Dunedin?

MOTHER: To the poor all places are the same.

She starts to move off, but ALBANY has more questions.

ALBANY: Mother?

MOTHER: Yes, Albany?

ALBANY: Where was my father born?

MOTHER: In Naples, child. That’s in Italy.

ALBANY: And where is her now, Mother?

MOTHER: A long way away, child. Don’t ask me again, Promise?

ALBANY: I promise.

MOTHER, kissing him: Goodnight, Albany.

ALBANY: Good night, Mother.

In the dark, voices are heard, a childlike chorus.

VOICES: Porcello. Porcello.

ALBANY: What?

VOICES: Where did you get your dark skin, Porcello?

ALBANY: I don’t know. My father I suppose.

VOICES: And who was your father, Porcello?

ALBANY: I think he must be dead.

VOICES: How did he die, Porcello?

ALBANY, inventing: He got killed putting his head in a lion’s mouth. [Derisive                   laughter.] He worked in a circus. [More laughter.] He walked a tight-rope. [More laughter.] He could do a double somersault! [Yet more laughter. Albany distressed.] You ask my mother!

MOTHER: Go to sleep, Albany. Go to sleep.

ALBANY lies awake. A CHORUS MEMBER sings to him.

SONG:

And now another day is done

I’ll sing my Maker’s praise

My comforts every hour make known

His Providence and Grace

Other Singers join in to make a four part harmony.

I lay my body down to sleep

May the angels guard my head

And through the hours of darkness keep

Their watch around my bed.

During this verse ALBANY sleeps. Then the lights sweep up and the whole CAST strides brightly into the morning.

Song, whole CAST:

Awake my soul and with the sun

Thy daily stage of duty run

Shake off dull sloth and joyful rise

To pay thy morning sac-ri-fice.

