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The Back of the Brain
Introduction 

Private Plays are short one man/woman plays that participants can 
perform in a variety of locations and within their own good time. 
Acting ability and an audience is not required, just a sense of fun 
and adventure. Private Plays are adult in nature, therefore not to be 
performed in front of children. 

Premise 
An angry relative reads poetry at a funeral. 

Characters 
The sole main character goes by the name of Ash. This protagonist 
can be male or female of any age, but preferably 18+ . Ash should 
seem drunk as he/she talks, however alcohol consumption prior to 
performance is at the discretion of the performer. Ash is of Scottish 
decent and has a Scottish accent. 

Set and Props 
The play takes place in a church during a funeral. The church should 
ideally be a Christian church, but a place of worship of any faith, where 
the dead are mourned would do. We are at the funeral of Ash’s Father. 
The idea for the Private Play is at that the performer finds a location 
that a funeral is taking place and then performs the Private Play during 
the service. The performer can make believe that it is Ash’s Father that 
the funeral attendees are mourning. 
However, as this may be in bad taste, the performer may just want to 
find an empty church or another location and make believe that the 
funeral is taking place.
 



Setting 
The Back of the Brain takes place in its own fantasy world. Ideally the 
Private Play should take place on a cold day whilst it is raining. 

Brief Synopsis 
It’s cold it’s wet and we’re at a funeral. During the service Ash stands 
up while the Priest is talking. Ash proclaims that he/she must read out 
a poem and begins to read out a diatribe about the deceased. We are 
mourning the Father of Ash, but the mourner seems more preoccupied 
at using expletives and crass poetic insults directed at the coffin. 
The rant ends and Ash sits down and patiently waits for the Priest to 
continue the service. 
 



The Back of the Brain
Ash sits in the pew of a church during a Ash 
sits in the pew of a church during a funeral. 
The Priest is talking and conducting the 
service. Ash abruptly stands up and begins to 
talk loudly. 

Ash: Shut the Fuck up. Shut the Fuck up. 
That’s what he used to scream to me. They were 
the words that spilled from the wet tongue as 
the spittle went from mouth to ear and the back 
of my rattling brain. 

Pause for dramatic effect. 

Ash: Am reading a poem. It’s a tribute. I would 
appreciate it if you would all shut the fuck up 
and listen to the words. Sit down, be patient, 
cause you lot dinny ken the shite I have gone 
through. But am telling ya, you’re gonna git ta 
ken it. It’s gonna seep into yer skull. 

Ash pauses to take a breath and compose himself/
herself. 

Ash: Don’t you bloody well interrupt me. 
That’s what he used to scream doon at me as I 
collapsed in a heap on the carpet, rug burns 
under ma fingernails revealing the red raw bone.
 
Ash pauses and looks around the church at the 
mourners. He smiles as they look on in shock and 
amazement.
 



Ash: I. And I’m no fucking stupid either. I’m 
not anything but a man standing up and pointing 
the finger and accusing a man of deing wrong.

Ash then points at the mourners, who we can 
assume are getting more and more agitated 
and insulted at Ash’s comments and his/hers 
insulting speech. 

Ash: Now just wait there, just wait there. It’s 
about time I hud a wee chance ta talk. I huv ta 
finish this dissertation. This conversation with 
a man. A deed man who sleeps in a wooden box.
 
Ash clumsily makes his/her way from the church 
seats over to the coffin to the front of the 
church. As he/she makes his/her way over, Ash 
clambers over people and causes a general fracas 
among the funeral guests. 
Ash staggers slowly down the Church aisle and 
arrives at the coffin. He/She pauses before 
returning to their speech which has extra venom 
and poignancy as Ash is now addressing his/her 
father in the coffin. 

Ash: I realised a while ago that yer heed huz ta 
be in the right space before 
ya cun set oot whit ya wanna do whe yer life. 
I learnt that on ma ain. The old man taught me 
nothing. The old man is nothing. 
You taught me nothing. I had to take the forward 
steps myself. I had to climb the stairs on my 
ain. 

Pause for effect. 



Ash: And here I am. Solitary. Stood in front of 
a box. Dinny tell me that am no in the right. 
Just for wan moment I wanted to feel love from 
him. I just wanted to feel warm inside. I wanted 
to be wanted. 

Ash begins to sway as he/she talks and stumbles 
on his feet as if he/she is drunk. 

Ash: All ya do is lie there. That’s all you’ve 
even done. You’ve always ignored me. 

Ash lounges forward and collapses on top of the 
coffin. He/She almost knocks it over. 

Ash (Screaming): Who are you Dad? Who are you? 
Ash is now sobbing uncontrollably. 

Ash gets up from the coffin, looks up to the 
heavens and shouts as loud as he/she can. 

Ash (Shouting): BASTARD! 

Ash stands up proud, turns around and swiftly 
runs out of the Church. 
Pause outside the church for several moments.
Ash returns to the church and walks nonchalantly 
back to their seat as if nothing has happened. 

The End. 
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