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Wednesday pg. 9 ‘I was in the kitchen filling a plastic bin-liner with empty beer bottles and Dad was leaning in the doorway, smoking a cigarette’
Wednesday pg. 24 ‘Creamy-white shaving foam dripped all over the window…AT first I thought it was some king of half-arsed attempt at cleaning, but… dad never did cleaning… and then I got it. It was supposed to be snow. Christmas decorations’
Thursday pg. 52 ‘Dads rooms was a heap. Curls of wall paper peeled from the walls…Magazines littered the floor… The bed… unmade and unwashed’

Setting


The House  
(With Billy Pig)




The House  Thursday pg. 55. ‘I had the radio on, radio 4…it was nice to hear the sound of quite voices instead of the local radio rubbish I had to put up with when Dad was around’
Friday pg. 84 ‘I went over and sat down in the armchair. The armchair. Dad’s armchair. My armchair’
Saturday pg. 112 ‘Home is home, I suppose. No matter how much you hate it, you still need it. You need whatever you’re use to. You need security’ 
Saturday pg. 134 ‘I’d spend a quiet day thinking, working things out. On my own. In my house, on my own. Nobody but me. No body. Just me’
Sunday pg. 136-137 ‘Despite the cold, I’d left all the windows open… It didn’t smell of anything – no cigarette smoke, no stale beer, no whiskey…’




(Once Billy Pig
 Is dead)






The BeachSaturday pg. 101 ‘The beach is about twelve miles away…It’s actually an island. Just a small one. 
Saturday pg. 104 ‘It felt momentous, as if I’d stepped into another world. Away from civilisation. Awa from cars and houses and shops and buskers and Christmas carols and plywood reindeers… Away from everything.’
Saturday pg. 105 ‘ I imagined myself as a tiny black dot…going no where. Alone… 
		     Nothing much at all’
Saturday pg. 107 ‘If I sit here long enough, I’ll die. I’ll freeze to death. And tomorrow morning someone walking their dog will come along and find me’
Saturday pg. 107 ‘My thoughts are slowing.
		     What do you want to do?
                                  What do you want?
		      I don’t know.
		      I’m tired.
		      My eyes are heavy.
		      The snow falls.
		       Never-ending













The QuarrySaturday pg. 129 ‘But I felt great. My mind was crystal clear, I knew exactly what I was doing… I was focused. I was doing what had to be done… I was doing it. For the first time in my life I was really doing something.’
Saturday pg. 130 ‘ … machinery remains, rusted cranes, crumbling cliffs. Here and there, nature was reclaiming the land…. The waste-land was reborn.’
Saturday pg. 132 ’I felt a warm glow of comfort. Satisfied, happy, secure.
		   We were going home.
		   We’d done it.
		    I’d done it.’







Characters

William Pig Wednesday Pg. 11 ‘Without me was just a drunk. But with me he was a drunk with responsibilities, a drunk with child benefit, a drunk with someone to clean up his sick’
Wednesday pg. 12 ‘The day I was officially assigned to Dad’s loving care, he went out drinking and didn’t come back for three days’ 
Wednesday pg. 30 ‘He was drink every night… Beer in the morning, beer for Lunch and beer in the afternoon’
Wednesday pg. 31 ‘Stage thee was incoherence with an unpredictable hint of violence’ 
Wednesday pg. 51 ‘£30,000… He must have known about this for ages. He wasn’t going to tell me’
 Wednesday pg. 53 ‘Stapled to the top was a cutting from a lonely hearts magazine: EASY GOING 50s FEMALE…’ 












Alex Wednesday pg. 17 ‘When she smiled I’d sometimes get a sick feeling in my stomach, like… One of those feelings when you don’t know if it’s good or bad’
Wednesday pg. 18 ‘I watched her pay… I watched her eyes blink slowly… I watched the coal shine in her hair… And I watched in vain for her to turn her head…
   She never looked back’
Wednesday pg.28 ‘She had an ambition. She knew what she wanted to do, she wanted to be something. And she was good too. A good actress I mean’
Wednesday pg. 40 ‘Her face…Alex’s face. It was so pretty. Fine. Perfect.
Thursday pg. 56 ‘I turned to face Alex. For the briefest of moments I didn’t recognise her, she was a stranger. But almost immediately the illusion lifted. It must have been the light or something’
Saturday pg. 116 ‘That’s the jacket he’s wearing Matyn. I remember it. Ok?... I was about to say something, but the look on her face said don’t-you-dare, so I didn’t’
Saturday pg. 119 ‘How did she feel about what he had done?... It was impossible to tell with Alex. She liked keep her emotions to herself.














Alex Continued Saturday pg. 133 ‘I watched her from the corner of my eye. Her face was a mask’
After Alex comes back from Dean’s flat Monday pg. 165 ‘She didn’t even look at me, just walked straight past into the front room… There was a glazed look in her eyes, distant, not quite there. Her movements were strange too.’
Monday pg. 165 ‘She started rubbing her hands together, over and over again… I noticed the thumb and two fingers of her right hand were smeared with something black’
Monday pg. 168 ‘When Alex came down ten minutes later it was like nothing had happened. She was herself again. Smiling, bright and breezy…Clean.’ 










Aunty Jean Wednesday pg. 10 ‘That bloody women was my Aunty Jean… A terrible women. Think of the worst person you can think of then double it, and you’ll be half way to Aunty Jean.’
Wednesday pg. 10 ‘Furious is the first word that comes to mind. Mad, ugly, furious.’
Wednesday pg. 10 ‘She moved like a huntress, quick, quiet, homing in on her pray’
Friday pg. 86 ‘She was pacing around the room, looking into every corner, checking for dust, beer can, bottles.’
Friday pg. 86 ‘her hair sat on top of her head like a blue brillo pad, rigid and unmoving.’
Friday pg. 89 ‘Look at the state of this place, look at it, it’s disgusting’ 
Christmas day pg. 216 ‘We were sat in the conservatory at Aunty Jean’s house. My house. Aunty Jean was spring cleaning… spring sunshine flooded through the doors, a smell of fresh flowers in the air’











DeanWednesday pg. 21 ‘Dean was her boyfriend…He was an idiot’
 Wednesday pg. 21 ‘He rode a motor bike and liked to think he was some kind of biker, he wasn’t. He was just a pale idiot’
Wednesday pg. 22 ‘Well,’ he drawled, looking me up and down ‘the Pigman, at last we meet’
Thursday pg. 64 ‘I stared at his unhealthy skin, hiss baggy eyes…his motor bike jacket… too new, too clean’
Thursday pg. 66 ’He picked up the bug and turned it over in his hand, smiling a self-satisfied smile’
Thursday pg. 66 ‘Why? He repeated. ‘I was curious, that’s why. You and Alex and your cosy little night-time chats’
Thursday pg. 67 ‘Left the sheet’ He said. I walked across to the fireplace, bent down and lifted the corner of the sheet… I glanced at Dean. His pasty face was even pastier than usual’
Thursday pg. 70 ‘this will put you both away. This will ruin your lives. It’s yours for thirty thousand pounds’
Monday pg. 157 ’He curled his lips trying to look hard. It didn’t work. He wouldn’t look hard if he was dipped in concrete’





