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Chapter 1

	Eleven O'Clock and All's Not Well

	"DANNY! DANNY KERRIGAN, ARE YOU GOING TO SLEEP YOUR LIFE AWAY?"

	Mary Kerrigan stood at the bottom of the stairs, one hand gripping the banister, the other planted firmly on her hip. Her voice echoed through the narrow hallway of the terraced house, bouncing off the faded wallpaper that she'd been meaning to replace for the past five years but never quite got around to.

	No answer.

	She checked her watch, 11:15 on a Tuesday morning. The postman had been and gone. Mrs. O'Brien next door had already hung out her washing and brought it back in again. The whole world had been up and about for hours, getting on with their lives, while her Danny lay up there like a corpse.

	"DANIEL PATRICK KERRIGAN!"

	Still nothing. Not even the creak of bedsprings or the shuffle of feet on floorboards. Just the awful, maddening silence of deep, untroubled sleep.

	Mary sighed and started up the stairs, her knees protesting with each step. Twenty-seven years old, he was. A grown man. And yet here she was, still playing the same tired scene they'd been acting out since he was a schoolboy.

	She'd thought it was just a phase back then. All teenagers liked their sleep, didn't they? But Danny had taken it to new heights. While other boys his age were sneaking out to meet girls or causing mischief in the town, Danny was in bed. Always in bed.

	She remembered the morning of his Leaving Cert exams. She'd set three alarm clocks in his room, three! and he'd slept through every one of them. She'd had to physically drag him out of the bed, still half-asleep, and bundle him into the car in his pajamas. He'd sat the exam in borrowed clothes from the school's lost and found, and still he'd nearly nodded off during the English paper.

	Mary reached the landing and paused outside his bedroom door. She could hear it now, the low, steady rhythm of his breathing. Deep and peaceful. Not a care in the world.

	She pushed open the door.

	The curtains were still drawn, casting the room in a dim, grey twilight. The air was stale and heavy with the smell of unwashed clothes and old takeaway containers. Posters peeled from the walls, bands he'd liked when he was sixteen and never bothered to take down. A small television sat on a chair at the foot of the bed, the standby light glowing red in the gloom.

	And there, in the middle of it all, was Danny.

	He lay sprawled across the bed like a starfish, one leg hanging off the edge, mouth open, a thin line of drool trailing onto the pillow. The duvet was twisted around him in a cocoon of laziness. His dark hair stuck up at odd angles, and his face, even in sleep, had that slack, vacant expression that Mary had come to know so well.

	"Danny." She said it quietly this time, almost gently. "Danny, love. It's gone eleven."

	Nothing.

	She walked to the window and yanked the curtains open. Weak November sunlight spilled into the room. Danny groaned and rolled over, pulling the duvet over his head.

	"Come on now. Up you get."

	"Five more minutes," came the muffled response.

	"You said that two hours ago when your alarm went off. The one you switched off in your sleep."

	"Did I?" He sounded genuinely surprised, as if such a thing had never happened before. As if it didn't happen every single day.

	Mary sat down on the edge of the bed, suddenly tired. Not just from the stairs or the shouting, but from all of it. The years of disappointment. The broken promises. The jobs lost and opportunities wasted.

	"Your father's heart is broken, you know," she said softly. "Absolutely broken."

	Danny pulled the duvet down far enough to peer out with one eye. "What are you on about?"

	"Twenty-seven years old, Danny. Twenty-seven. And what have you done with your life? Nothing. Absolutely nothing. You sleep it away."

	"I'm just tired, Ma."

	"Tired? Tired of what? You've done nothing to be tired of!"

	She stood up abruptly, anger flaring. "Do you know what Mrs. O'Brien asked me yesterday? She asked me how you were getting on. And do you know what I had to tell her? Nothing. I had nothing to tell her because you do nothing!"

	Danny sat up slowly, rubbing his eyes. His t-shirt was wrinkled and stained, probably the same one he'd been wearing for three days. "Jesus, Ma. It's too early for a lecture."

	"It's nearly lunchtime!"

	"Exactly. Too early."

	Mary closed her eyes and counted to ten. It was a technique her sister had taught her, something about managing stress. It never worked.

	"You had a job," she said, opening her eyes again. "A perfectly good job at the supermarket. They sacked you for sleeping in the stockroom."

	"I was on my break."

	"For three hours?"

	"I was tired."

	"Then there was the factory. Your father pulled strings to get you that position. And what did you do? Fell asleep at your station. They found you slumped over the conveyor belt!"

	Danny shrugged. "Night shift doesn't agree with me."

	"Nothing agrees with you except this bed!" Mary's voice rose again despite her best efforts. "This cursed bed! You'd stay in it forever if you could!"

	"Maybe I would," Danny muttered, lying back down. "At least it's comfortable."

	Mary stared at her son, her only child, her baby and felt something crack inside her chest. It wasn't dramatic or sudden. It was quiet and sad, like the final settling of an old house.

	"Your father's got you another job," she said quietly. "He called in a favor with Tommy Hennigan. It starts Monday."

	Danny groaned. "What kind of job?"

	"Travelling salesman. Agricultural supplies. You'll have a van and everything."

	"I don't want to be a travelling salesman."

	"And what do you want to be, Danny? Besides unconscious?"

	He didn't answer. He never did when she asked that question. Because the truth was, Danny Kerrigan didn't want to be anything. He didn't have dreams or ambitions or plans. He had only one desire, simple and all-consuming, to sleep.

	Mary walked to the door, then paused and looked back at her son. He'd already closed his eyes again, drifting back toward that warm, dark place where responsibilities couldn't reach him.

	"This is your last chance," she said. "Your father won't help you again. Neither will I. This is it, Danny. Your last chance to be something. To do something. To wake up."

	She waited, hoping for a response. A promise. A sign that somewhere inside that lazy body was a spark of ambition or drive or even just basic self-respect.

	But Danny said nothing.

	Mary closed the door softly behind her and made her way back downstairs, her heart heavy with the knowledge that her son was lost to her. Lost to the world. Lost to everything except the terrible, seductive comfort of sleep.

	Behind her, in the dim bedroom, Danny Kerrigan smiled faintly and burrowed deeper into his pillow.

	Just five more minutes, he thought.

	Just five more minutes, and then he'd get up.

	He'd been telling himself that for twenty-seven years.

	 


Chapter 2

	A History of Idleness

	Danny finally emerged from his room at ten past twelve, shuffling down the stairs in his boxers and yesterday's t-shirt. His hair stood up in wild tufts on one side where he'd slept on it, flattened completely on the other. He scratched his stomach and yawned so widely his jaw cracked.

	His mother was in the kitchen, scrubbing a pot with unnecessary vigor. She didn't look up when he entered.

	"Any chance of a fry?" Danny asked, opening the fridge and peering inside.

	"The breakfast things are long put away."

	"Ah, go on, Ma."

	"Make yourself a sandwich."

	Danny sighed and pulled out a package of ham that was probably past its best. He couldn't be bothered checking the date. He dumped it on the counter and set about making the most half-hearted sandwich in the history of sandwiches, two slices of bread, ham slapped in between, no butter, no nothing.

	He took his creation to the living room and collapsed onto the sofa, reaching for the remote. The television flickered to life, some daytime quiz show where overly cheerful people got excited about winning toasters.

	Mary appeared in the doorway, drying her hands on a tea towel. She looked at her son sprawled on the sofa at noon on a Tuesday, crumbs on his bare chest, already looking half-asleep again and something in her finally snapped.

	"Do you remember primary school?" she asked.

	Danny glanced up, mouth full. "What?"

	"Primary school. Do you remember it?"

	"Course I do. Why?"

	Mary came into the room and stood between Danny and the television. "Mrs. Brennan used to call me in every month. Every single month. 'Mary,' she'd say, 'I'm worried about Daniel. He falls asleep during lessons. Sometimes he doesn't wake up until lunchtime.'"

	Danny shrugged. "I was a growing boy. Growing boys need their sleep."

	"You slept through your First Holy Communion rehearsal. Father Quinn had to wake you up in the church pew."

	"That was one time."

	"It was three times, Danny. Three times! The third time he gave up and let you sleep through it. You missed the whole rehearsal."

	Danny took another bite of his sandwich, apparently unconcerned.

	Mary's voice grew sharper. "And secondary school, God, secondary school was a nightmare. The number of times I got calls from the principal. 'Mrs. Kerrigan, Daniel was found asleep in the toilets.' 'Mrs. Kerrigan, Daniel fell asleep during PE and the class left him on the field.' Do you remember that? They actually forgot you were there and locked the school up for the evening. Your father had to go collect you at half nine at night!"

	"The grass was comfortable," Danny muttered.

	"The grass was " Mary stopped herself, breathed deeply. "You were expelled in fifth year."

	"I wasn't expelled. I left."

	"You were asked to leave because your attendance was so poor they couldn't justify keeping you on. You'd missed more days than you'd attended!"

	"I was sick."

	"You were in bed!"

	Danny said nothing. He knew better than to argue when his mother was in full flow. It was easier to just let her vent and wait for it to pass. It always passed eventually.

	"You never did your Leaving Cert properly," Mary continued, pacing now. "You sat the exams in borrowed clothes because you overslept. Borrowed clothes, Danny! And still you nearly failed because you fell asleep during English and they had to wake you up with twenty minutes left!"

	"I passed, didn't I?"

	"Barely! And what did you do with your results? Nothing. Absolutely nothing. While your friends went off to university or got apprenticeships, you stayed in bed. You stayed in that cursed bed for six months straight. Do you remember that? Six months! Your father thought you were depressed. We took you to Dr. Molloy and he ran tests. Do you know what he said?"

	Danny didn't answer.

	"He said there was nothing wrong with you. Nothing medically wrong at all. You were just lazy. Pure, simple laziness." Mary's voice cracked slightly. "And I defended you. I told him he was wrong, that my boy wasn't lazy, he was just... just..."

	"Just what, Ma?"

	"I don't know," she said quietly. "I never knew."

	Danny shifted uncomfortably on the sofa. He didn't like it when his mother got sad. Angry was fine, he could handle angry. But sad was different. Sad made him feel something, and feeling things was exhausting.

	"Then came the jobs," Mary said, her voice hardening again

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	




