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Act 1 Scene 2
Lights up on Vicky. At the computer in cut off Jeans and a music t-shirt.
Start

VICKI

July 27th 1986 was the best day of my life. I was 15 years old and John
Denver played the best concert of his life at the Páirc Uí Chaoimh in Cork.
Actually I don’t know if it was the best concert of his life but it certainly
was of mine.
I was 15 and drunk with the excitement of it all. Away from Ballyvireen,
thousands of people going mental and Johnny, like a God, right there
before me. As he sang Country Road I wanted so much to go where I
belonged too, West Virginia, Colorado, anywhere that wasn’t Cork.
I think I got my passion for country music from my Grandma. I remember
hearing it at her house for the first time. My Grandpa would go off to
‘walk the dog’ - which meant a few jars at Mackie’s - and Granny would
take down an old hat box from on top of her wardrobe – pillar box red it
was with white piping and curly letters that you could feel wit your hand –
inside were records and together we’d play them as loud as they’d go.
She’d make us both a cup of coffee, we’d share a stick of chewing gum
and she’d tell me about them that were singing and about the United States
of America. About the Grand ole Opry; and cowboys, and deserts. She’d
never been there but she must have read a lot about it coz she knew an
awful lot, like.

End

I remember singing along at the top of my wee voice to Dolly and to
Hank, and to Johnny Cash and Conway Twitty. When we’d listened to all
but one of them she’d tell me it was bedtime and I’d ride my horse off into
the sunset and up the stairs to my bed. Only then, when she thought I was
asleep, I’d sneak out onto the landing and I’d watch her…take out the last
record and place it on her knees for a moment before lifting it onto the
record player and playing it very softly. It was only after a few times I did
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