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Characters







Matthew Dover


Paulie Hennessy


James Hennessy


Sylvia Hennessy


Colette Hennessy


Harry Caulfield


Greta Garbo


 


 


The year is 1967.


Matthew Dover bought the house from the Hennessy


family in 1959. He was knighted a few years later.


Matthew and Harry Caulfield have been living


as lovers for two years. 


The Hennessy family owned the farmhouse


before James was born in 1926. His wife, Sylvia,


was born in 1927. Paulie, his sister, is a few


years younger. Colette is eighteen years old.


Matthew Dover was born in 1910.


Harry Caulfield is in his early thirties.


Greta Garbo is ageless.
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Act One





SCENE ONE






In the darkness a peacock screeches loudly, then there is light.


The kitchen.


The wall is painted an extraordinarily deep blue.


A long table, some chairs, a wireless on the table.


On the table is a white bowl and in it a bread mixture that Paulie will knead through the scene.


The library is in near darkness, an empty bottle of wine and empty glass on the desk.


Colette is listening to the wireless play ‘San Francisco’, by Scott McKenzie.


She dances about the kitchen, a bunch of wild flowers in her arms.


There is a flower in her hair.


Colette casts flowers languidly about the stage.


Paulie’s voice is heard off.





Paulie What precisely is it you are listening to?


Colette mimics her aunt.


Colette ‘Is it them pirates – that rubbish, turn that radio off.’


Paulie Is it them pirates – turn that rubbish off.


Colette ‘My head is opening with that noise.’


Paulie My head is opening with that din. Turn it off.




Colette has been gathering up the flowers as Paulie enters with a shopping bag.





Jesus, the heat, am I glad I didn’t wear a raincoat. – Is that still on?


She goes to the wireless.


Why can’t you listen to music for decent people? Radio Eireann – Ireland’s national station, playing wholesome tunes fit for a body to hear. If you’re going to San Francisco, indeed – my fist will land you there. I’m switching it over.




Paulie changes the channel.


A traditional ballad, ‘Moonlight in Mayo’, is playing.





If you do have to sing, sing an Irish song. You won’t hear ballads like this on Radio Jacqueline.


Colette Radio Caroline.


Paulie Something to do with the Kennedys.




Paulie conducts the radio, joining in the chorus.







‘Two Irish eyes are shining,


And an Irish heart is pining


When I kissed her and caressed her


In the gloaming long ago.


 


‘Loving Irish arms will press me


And true Irish love caress me


And sweet Irish lips will bless me


When it’s moonlight in Mayo.’





Paulie looks at the radio as the song continues.


Did you ever hear such shite? Turn it off.


Colette switches off the wireless.


‘Moonlight in Mayo’ – nothing good ever came out of it – a godforsaken county full of liars and swindlers – may I never again set foot in it.


Colette I bet you’ve never even been to Mayo.


Paulie Excuse me, madam. If the braes of Ballina and the corners of Castlebar could talk, they would be whispering my name: Paulie – Paulie Hennessy. I have indeed witnessed moonlight in Mayo, I lost my virginity there. Why do you think I hate the hole?


Colette Aunt Paulie, please, I don’t want to think of you having sex.


Paulie I didn’t say I had sex – I said I lost my virginity.


Colette How can you do one without the other?


Paulie God moves in mysterious ways, and so do men in Mayo. Child, may you never wander through their dens of iniquity. I’ve never recovered from my ordeal. But I don’t like to talk about it. Take this bag of messages to the pantry. Find a vase for these flowers. Take the bush out of your hair.


Colette It’s a wild rose – not a bush.


Paulie It’s ridiculous in a working girl. Too fancy. Take it out.


Colette does so.


One time long ago we could have had flowers tripping us. Times gone by – not ours any more. So don’t have notions. Never have notions.




Colette goes to put the flower with the rest.


The bell rings in the kitchen.





I wonder who that is.


The bell rings again.


I wonder what he wants.


The bell rings even more fiercely.


Yes, he definitely wants something.


The bell is now in overdrive as Paulie shouts.


Come down here and tell me what you want – don’t ring your bloody bell – I’m not your performing dog. To many you may be the mighty Sir Matthew Dover, great painter, but to me, you’re nothing – nothing but a bit of dirt beneath my shoe, nothing but a selfish, filthy, rotten git.




The bell stops ringing.


Sylvia enters the library, carefully putting the books on the floor and on the chaise longue back on the shelves.





You see, talk nice to people, they’ll do as you tell them.


Colette Will Harry find if he’s okay?


Paulie Likely. He’s sketching him, I think.


Colette Should I run up and see what he wants –?


Paulie Leave them alone in the studio. What they do is not our business. Silence is golden.


Colette Pity you don’t remember that.


Paulie I know when to hold my tongue. So should you. Have you seen either of your parents?


Colette Mammy’s looking for Daddy. She’s wants him to fix the washing machine. Nothing else.


Paulie I don’t approve of washing machines. They dirty clothes more than they clean them.


Colette On what do you base that scientific miracle?


Paulie On what I see with my own two eyes. And don’t you talk down to me about science. You haven’t finished school yet, big lady. You still need to get your Leaving Cert results. There’s no guarantee you’ll qualify for medicine.


Colette I will if I have anything to do with it. We’ll see then who’s tops.


Paulie Proud as your old papa, eh? Look where pride’s landed him. Living in a byre –


Colette Don’t call our cottage a byre.


Paulie Call it what you like, but what is he now? Driving another man’s vehicle, doing odd jobs about the house we owned once upon a time. No matter what face you put on it, it’s a long step down from being your own lord and master.


Colette Don’t worry, if I have my way I’ll raise him back to where he belongs – where we all belong – the top of the tree in this town.


Paulie Forget this town and all in it. You do what I should have done, Colette – get out of here. Shake the dust of this place from you.




Sylvia enters the kitchen, carrying the empty wine bottle and empty glass.





Sylvia Why should my daughter learn to look down her nose on her own? What are you trying to do to her?


Paulie Preach sense to her, Sylvia. Do a runner out of Buncrana.


Sylvia My child will settle in Derry. Her ma’s birthplace. That’s where she’ll practise medicine. Make a fortune out of the National Health. Get all she can out of the Brits. Rob them for all they robbed us. Won’t you, pet?


Colette I always do what you tell me, Mother.


Paulie Did you locate your dear husband?


Sylvia He’s somewhere about the grounds. I’m hoarse shouting for him. He mustn’t hear me. Or he doesn’t want to hear me. When there’s work to do, he vanishes. I hope you’re proud of your daddy.


Colette He’s not the worst. You’re all very hard on him.


Sylvia Did I hear the great Matthew ring his bell for us? What’s he looking for? Should I put a kettle on in case it’s tea he wants?


Paulie Too much tea’s drunk in this house.


Colette You’d starve us of the sup of tea?


Paulie I would – excess of liquid, bad for the kidneys. You’ll thank me when you reach seventy.


Colette You would know.


Paulie Excuse me, I am a woman of twenty-nine summers.


Sylvia And considerably more winters – most of them very hard.


Paulie If my skin shows signs of exposure to the Donegal Decembers, it is because I am an outdoor girl. In my day I could run a mile in less than four minutes, depending on the man who was chasing me. Sweet heart of the crucified Jesus, look at this yoke in his pelt.


Harry enters, naked.


Don’t think of shaking that contraption at me – it will get you nowhere. Harry, why are you standing naked in my kitchen?


Harry I can’t find my clothes.


Paulie They’re hardly hanging from my lower lip. Try looking where you left them. What else are you looking for?


Harry Matt wants coffee – real coffee – and he wants to see James.


Sylvia Why is he looking for my husband?


Harry He needs James to drive him somewhere.


Sylvia Where?


Harry Belfast, or Dublin. One of those Irish places.


Paulie You’re in Ireland, Harry – you’re in Donegal – you’ve been here a while –


Harry I’m not completely stupid, Paulie.


Paulie Harry, son, you could not spell shite without putting a ‘q’ in it.


Harry I suppose not. Spelling’s not my strong point. Never has been. Anyway, Matt’s looking for James.


Harry exits.


Paulie Tell me this and tell me no more, what is the world coming to? A naked man wanders into a kitchen – sees three strapping lassies all gumming for him, and there’s not a stir between his legs. There’s queer and there’s queer, and we may as well take up farming.


Colette Why is he sending Daddy to Belfast? Or maybe it’s to Dublin. I cannot wait to see Dublin.


Paulie Colette, you’ll be straying away from Donegal soon enough – stay put for the time being.


Colette With one breath you’re telling me to get far away from the town – the next you’re warning me not to leave. Which is which?


Paulie Give my head peace. Sylvia, do you not have rooms to clean? There must be ones coming. He could be fetching them by car. Meeting the plane or the boat. I wish the man would let us know if he’s inviting a troop of people. He has a face on him if I don’t have enough grub in. Am I not a black pity of a woman trying to humour the lot of yous? I’d be better off entering a convent. Everything laid out for you, no worries, no bills, no bother – three meals a day. All you have to do is pray.


James enters.


James It’s a fair few years since I saw you praying, sister Paula.


Paulie Is that a fact, brother James?


Sylvia Did you look at that washing machine as I asked you fifty times to do?


James I did.


Sylvia Did you mend it?


James I didn’t.


Sylvia May I ask why not?


James Because it’s broke – it’s cracked – it’s kaput. You need a new one, as I’ve answered you fifty times. You need to get your big boss to buy it for you. Talk sweet to him. Who knows what effect you might have on him? Kick Harry the Horse out of his bed and heave the dirty Derry one into it.


Sylvia Nice talk to your wife – in front of your daughter – nice example.


James She’s heard worse out of your mouth. Nothing could shock her with you as a mother.


Sylvia Just as well she has a mother – seeing her father’s a useless bugger.


James Unfortunate choice of insult – buggers rule the roost in this house.


Paulie He wants you to drive to Belfast –


James What – today?


Paulie It might be to Dublin – Harry didn’t know which.


James What for?


Paulie He didn’t say.


James Is he going with me? Is it to pick people up? Are they staying?


Sylvia He didn’t say – didn’t you hear her? Are you deaf as well as stupid?


James Listen to her call anybody stupid. None of your breed ever went past primary school.


Sylvia My father never owed anybody a penny –


James And mine had three businesses –


Sylvia That you squandered bag and baggage –


James That you helped me squander –


Paulie For Christ’s sake, enough. Early morning and the two of you are at each other’s throats. Sylvia, get on with your work. James, go and ask where precisely it is you have to drive and who precisely, if anybody, you have to pick up. If there’s guests coming, I need to get this house in some semblance of order. Be about your business, all of you, please.


James Sad times we have to bow and scrape before an English stranger –


Paulie Who now owns the house – he paid a fair price.


James Our family home –


Sylvia Who sold it to him? Who had to sell it to him? You.


Paulie Did you not hear me say, enough? I meant it – enough. I do not like repeating myself, so I will not repeat myself again.


Colette Aunt Paulie’s right. We should be giving her a hand. Please, Mammy and Daddy, stop fighting.


Sylvia I’ll stop. I always stop. Part of my charm, isn’t that right, James?




Matthew Dover enters and notices the silence, Colette near tears.


He lets this register and then comments on it.





Matthew I perceive there is unease among this holy Irish family. Let it pass, let it pass. Let harmony be restored. No? All right, then you must continue to be an inspiration to us all. You must share the secret of how you manage to hate each other so happily. Not now – I don’t have the time. Has Harry given you the word?


Paulie He mentioned James going to –


Matthew Dublin, yes. To the airport. To collect a visitor. A very important person, if you please. She’s staying with us –


Paulie How many –


Matthew Days? Weeks? Months? As long as she likes.


Paulie Is she –


Matthew Alone? (He laughs.) How appropriate. Alone, yes. Always almost. Alone. Even travelling. We must make her very welcome. You all especially. She could be your new mistress.


Sylvia You’re going to marry her?


Matthew laughs.


Matthew What do you make of that, Paulie? Is there hope for me yet?


Paulie There’s hope for us all. I never bank on it – but who knows what’s round the corner?


Matthew I’ll borrow your Irish expression, Sylvia – God love your innocent wit, no. I’m not the marrying kind, as we English say.


Sylvia I was only asking –


Matthew And I was only answering. My very important friend is also not the marrying kind. Paulie, my precious, my sweet, my Rasputin –


Paulie I wish you wouldn’t call me that.


Matthew But in this kitchen you are my strange priest, I am your empress submitting to your crazed eyes, I stand in your power –


Paulie Rasputin was a mad, dirty bugger –


Matthew And you are sane and clean as a whistle, but we digress into compliments. Now, I hold you responsible for how we all turn out. Spare no expense, pull out all the stops. It’s what she deserves. I will drive to Dublin with you, James. We leave now. I see you’re sober, darling – sober enough to drive. James, are you set?


James I am.


Matthew Then off we go.


Paulie Who is it’s arriving?


Matthew Greta Garbo. Coming to Donegal. To see us.


He exits, leaving them dumbfounded.


Colette Will she come? Do you think she’ll come? Greta Garbo?








SCENE TWO






It is evening of the same day.


Harry, dressed in a dark suit, white shirt, red tie, sits polishing cutlery.


Paulie, dressed as before, takes some pieces as he cleans them and gives them an extra flourish.





Paulie Harry, you’ve not spoken for twenty minutes. What’s wrong with you?


Harry You’re annoying me – do you not trust me to clean them properly?


Paulie I saw Greta Garbo in a film once examining her face in a soldier’s sword just before she was shot by a firing squad – maybe it was Marlene Dietrich. Anyway, no matter who, I want this cutlery to be perfect. So, thank you for doing a good job, but I’m just double checking to be sure it’s clean.


Harry Any road, that’s why I’m not talking.


Paulie I thought only Irish people said ‘any road’ – you’re picking up the lingo.


Harry It’s just that I think it’s not fair, Paulie. Asking James to go to Dublin and not me.


Paulie You can’t drive, Harry – James can – that’s his job.


Harry I still think they should have asked me to go. I could have been there when Matt meets her, Miss Garbo. She might need a bodyguard. No better man.


Paulie If she wanted one, she would have brought her own. Why in the hell is the woman coming here to the back of beyond? I still do not know –


Harry Didn’t Matt tell you?


Paulie What were you informed?


Harry He tells me nothing. He takes me nowhere. I’ve never been to Dublin –


Paulie They’re only going to the airport – outside the city.


Harry It’s the principle. I’d still like to be asked. I’m not his dogsbody. I do a good job in his gardens – I earn my keep.


Paulie Harry, what age are you?


Harry Hitting thirty.


Paulie And well preserved as he is, your lover-boy will never see fifty again. The world looks at you and asks, what does that young man see in Sir Matthew Dover? Guess what they answer? Face it – you are what’s known as a kept man.


Harry You mean, a whore? No sweat, but I’m not a cheap whore.


Paulie I’m glad you’ve kept your reputation, dear.


Harry And my appearance. It’s why I left the boxing ring. Protect your assets. Is the suit nice?


Paulie Very classy.


Harry Had it for years – still fits. I’m wearing it for Miss Garbo. Matt would like me to look nice. Everyone’s dressing up to welcome her. Are you going to do something with yourself?


Paulie What are you implying by that?


Harry Nothing.


Paulie You must mean something – speak out, be a man or be a mouse.







Harry removes his jacket and starts to shadow-box skilfully about the room.





Harry I meant nothing.


Paulie You think I should spruce myself up to welcome the distinguished visitor?


Harry I didn’t say that.


Paulie You thought it, though. Young fella, you have been in this house two years. Guess how long I have resided here?


Harry For ever.


Paulie Exactly. I was born here, reared here, know every room, nook and cranny – I allowed myself be hired by Sir Matthew Dover to act as his housekeeper and cook, for I intend to be carried in my coffin out of here. And in that time how many visitors have I seen pass out of and in through these doors? Guess –


Harry Millions.


Paulie Stop that leaping around –


Harry I have to train – keep fit – big fight –


Paulie Stop it when I’m talking to you. Your fighting days are over – get back to cleaning that cutlery. Answer me, how many guests have I seen?


Harry I said, millions.


Paulie Not quite. A lot less, especially the ones Matthew Dover, knight of the realm, invites. There is something strange about all those fancy folk he insists are coming. Few – very few – really do. Are you a betting man, Harry?


Harry Sometimes.


Harry goes back to cleaning the cutlery.


Paulie What odds would you give me they land home with an empty car? What excuse will Greta Garbo offer for not being quite up to travel over for a cup of tea in the homes of Donegal? 


She starts to sing ‘The Homes of Donegal’.




‘I’m happy to be back again


To greet you big and small,


For your hearts are like your mountains


In the homes of Donegal.’





She stops singing.


Hearts like mountains – have you noticed, Harry, our mountains aren’t that big in Donegal? Or does that observation pass you by as well?


Harry What happened to you, Paulie?


Paulie I beg your pardon?


Harry What turned you into such a nasty piece of work?


Paulie Compared to the charmer you share a bed with?


Harry His bark is worse than his bite.


Paulie I’ve never been bitten – you have the advantage over me.


Harry I think you’d like to have that instead of me.


Paulie laughs.


Paulie What puts this into your head?


He does not answer.


I believe you are serious. Are you?


Harry continues to clean the cutlery.


Why?


Harry Old men go funny.


Paulie Jesus, thanks.


Harry He was married before, you know. Once before. When he was younger.


Paulie He told me all. Confessed in his cups – drunk as a skunk one night. During the war he was up to his oxsters working for military intelligence. Top secret that, dangerous secret to the wrong ears. Same war, even big shots, their guts were rattling – strict rations. Didn’t he hit on a way to double his? He tied the knot with a barmaid – access to grog and grub – drop in to see her at weekends and devour all she was hoarding to live on for the other five days. Wolfed down the lot – convinced the poor bitch she was fat. Did drawings to prove it. But you have to hand it to her. Do you know how the marriage ended?


Harry shakes his head.


He found her in bed with his best friend. The man he was really after. The divorce was as rapid as it could be. I think she cured him of women.


Harry Where is she now?


Paulie How would I know? Harry, you’re safe from my machinations. Believe me, while you’re useful to him, he won’t kick you out from under the covers. Stop working in his gardens, start looking for a wage that pays you for your hard graft – see how long you last, sonny.


Harry You still haven’t answered the question I asked you.


Paulie Mercifully, I’ve forgotten it. Remind me again.


Harry What happened to you, Paulie?







Paulie has started to gather up the cutlery Harry has been cleaning, not examining it, putting it back into its box.





Paulie Nothing happened. That’s why I am what you see – absolutely nothing ever happened to me.


Harry Who do you blame for that?


Paulie The cat – the dog – the rat – the sun – the moon – the stars – you name it, I’ll blame it. Makes life bearable. That and laughing at my nearest and dearest.


Harry Am I included there – your nearest and dearest?


Paulie No, Harry, you’re not. Don’t be too distressed. Thank your lucky stars you have nothing to do with us – nothing too intimate. This breed of ours, we destroy each other.


Harry Even little Colette?


Paulie She’s not that little any more. She’ll survive – she’ll get away. Me and her father didn’t. Well, we did, but we couldn’t last away from home. She will. We have big plans for that one.


Harry My dad always said the best laid plans –


Paulie Your da never met me. I know what will happen, never fear.




Sylvia enters, wearing a good dress to show off her figure, her hair neatly combed.





Sylvia Fear what?


Paulie Fear everything. What are you dolled up for?


Sylvia What do you mean, ‘dolled up’? I ran a comb through my hair – it was standing on my head like a rose bush. Jesus, you can do nothing here without people getting very pass-remarkable.


Harry I think it looks nice, Sylvia.


Sylvia Thank you, Harry, spoken like a gentleman, and I return the praise. I’ve always said that suit is the last word – gorgeous.
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