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PIECES OF VINCENT






















ONE





August. 


County Down, in the shadow of the Mourne Mountains. 


John Cayley. He is sixty-five. He is an Inspector with the Police Service of Northern Ireland.


John On the eighteenth of August 1979 a man came. Wee Ford Cortina.


Came up the pass, and he drove down.


And he painted the valley.


Saw dark reds, browns.


‘Daddy, why does your man sit there all day with his paintbrush and his paints?’ I said, ‘I don’t know, had you better ask him?’


In the nights, he came to an old barn. Old farmers’ place. Set up in there. Brought him out food, something to drink. Didn’t know his name. Didn’t care to ask.


‘Daddy, I saw the painting man, coming out the barn this morning. Gave us a go with his paintbrush and now I’ve paint all over me hands, Da, look.’


‘I’ll be a painter now, Da. I’ll paint the whole world.’


In 1984. Two young fellers came from Attical, one night in the summer. Pair a’ them boozed up and, running wild through the valley on their motorbikes and the ending of the evening came, with the burning down, of the barn.


Lit the sky, up over Donard, St Johns.


Didn’t take us long, the next day, tracking ’em. Half a dozen old ones in the village, clucking away. Interview room by twelve – criminal damage, trespass.


The three of us alone. ‘What’s the game now, lads? Why d’you do it?’


Older one looked at me.


With a kind a’ knowing, know-all, know-nothingness on his face.


‘Sure if we told you that, you’d be ’fraid to look us in the eye.’


Now that, knocked me, I don’t know why.


Thunder in the valley.


Hands shaking on the way home. Shoes off, up the stairs, thinking a’ nothing, or trying.


Sitting in his room up there, the rain falling.


Posters on the walls, never touched.


Looking down.


He said, ‘I’ll paint the whole world, Dad.’
















TWO





July.


A house in Tufnell Park, London.


It is raining heavily outside. Subdued thunder. From upstairs, a radio can be heard – a soaring opera.


A piano in one corner. An old-fashioned telephone, which is ringing.


The music stops.


Dennis Kessner enters, hurriedly. He is fifty-four. He is barefoot, and wears a white shirt, which is tucked in, and dark trousers. He is German, although he has lived in London since the 1960s. As he enters, he is re-tying a bandage around his wrist. He picks up the phone.


Dennis Hello, 4238.


Yes.


(Surprised.) Oh, Christopher. Oh, my goodness.


Yes. Yes, OK.


OK. Well, I’ll come to the door.


The doorbell rings – a real bell.


(Laughs.) Oh well, you’re here now, of course you’re … 


He puts the phone down and exits. We hear him open the front door.


(Off.) Ah!


Christopher (off ) Oh Gosh.


Dennis (re-entering) Christopher, my goodness, you’re soaking.


Christopher (entering) Yeah, it’s quite raining. 


Christopher is a young man of twenty-three, although his mental age is some years younger. He wears a black hoodie, under which is a T-shirt which is slightly too big for him, with jeans and unfashionable trainers. He has a faint Nigerian accent.


Dennis Oh terrible. Now look at this thing, you’re wearing.


Christopher (laughs) OK.


Dennis (taking it off ) This is not the type of thing to wear in the rain, at all.


Christopher No, it’s too small.


Dennis (taking it off ) Well, it’s not waterproof. You see?


Christopher OK.


Dennis There we are. Now are your other clothes OK?


Christopher OK.


Dennis Because you can change into something, if you want. 


Christopher laughs.


Yes?


Christopher No.


Dennis You’re sure?


Christopher No.


Dennis OK. Well, I’ll make you some tea. You silly boy. Would you like tea?


Christopher Have you got a, apple and cranberry juice?


Dennis Juice? Well, I have tea, or I have water, so …?


Christopher Oh. (Laughs, softly.)


Dennis Would you like a cup of tea?


Christopher Er, tea … cup of water, please.


Dennis (exiting) Water. 


Christopher laughs. He whispers to himself.


Christopher (whispering) Water.


Dennis (off ) Oh, you silly boy, because you really want to go out, and get wet like this?


Christopher Yeah, I like the rain.


Dennis (re-entering) Oh, you’re crazy.


Christopher Yeah, I’m crazy.


Dennis Here we are. Well, you’re lucky, to find me here at this time.


Christopher Yeah, I’m lucky.


Dennis Because I’m often out, really, a lot of the time.


Christopher Yeah, I didn’t know, that you was here. If.


Dennis Well, you see Wednesdays, oh my goodness it’s a very funny thing: on Wednesday afternoons I go to Kentish Town.


Christopher Yeah.


Dennis Because there’s a woman who lives there who plays the viola.


Christopher OK.


Dennis OK? And, some time ago she decided that, she would like to have some accompaniment, on the piano, and, we were put in contact, and so, every Wednesday she telephones, and she says, ‘Is it OK for you to come?’ And I say ‘Yes, yes, I will come,’ and … you know this happens, like clockwork really, until every day, until today, and this is the first day where this morning she rang me up and she said, ‘Oh Dennis.’ 


Christopher laughs.


She said, ‘Oh Dennis,’ she said, ‘I’m so sorry I’m so ill, today.’ And I said, ‘This is fine,’ you know. ‘Next week I will come.’ ‘Or tomorrow.’ You know, I have plenty of other … So it’s very strange for me, today, and, but sometimes, you know, you’re expecting one thing, and then, but then … something else happens, and, it’s wonderful, and, so here we are.


Christopher Yeah.


Dennis So it’s a lucky thing.


Christopher Yeah, there’s people in the road. (Laughs, nervously.) 


Beat.


Dennis People? Oh, the boys. Yes, they are there of course, they’re always there just sitting there … Even in the rain.


Christopher Yeah, it’s raining.


Dennis And they say such nasty things, to people, I don’t know what it is they’re saying most of the time. It’s just gibberish, to me of course. (He laughs.) Have to … walk past them. But how are you? Young man? 


Christopher laughs.


Because for a long time I haven’t seen you, you’re, you’re hiding from me.


Christopher No, I’m not hiding. I just get, busy sometimes.


Dennis Well, they say a busy mind is a happy mind, they say.


Christopher Yeah. Happy, happy-go-lucky.


Dennis Happy-go-lucky? 


Christopher laughs.


Yes? 


Christopher leans over and tickles Dennis.


Oh no no no no, careful calm, calm. 


Christopher sits back, laughing. A beat.


You get, excited.


Christopher Oh gosh.


Dennis We must start from calm.


Christopher Yeah.


Dennis You see? Or how can you play, your Chopin, or your Beethoven when you are very, a beanbag? Full of beans.


Christopher Yeah, I play them, sometimes.


Dennis Well, you’re wonderful. When you’re not excited. (Laughs.) You’re wonderful when you’re excited and you’re even more wonderful when you’re not excited, of course.


Christopher Yeah, you teach lessons.


Dennis I teach, I teach. Not as many as, sometimes but there’s a girl, who comes, she’s, she’s a very shy girl. You know. She’s very nice, but …


Christopher Yeah, Martin comes, down the stairs and, with the cello, sometimes.


Dennis (laughs) Well, Martin comes, Martin is not here.


Christopher OK.


Dennis Any more.


Christopher OK. 


Beat.


Dennis Which is a strange thing because it’s very changed, since you were last here. Of course.


Christopher Yeah, Martin’s gone now.


Dennis Well, Martin has gone away to work and … Of course he was going away anyway really because you know he’s a silly person.


Christopher (laughs) Yeah.


Dennis He really is and … (Indicates his bandage.) This is how I have my, wrist, bruised now.


Christopher OK.


Dennis Because he’s a very angry person sometimes and he throws things and … I said to him, I said, ‘When you’re in a good mood, and you’re happy you’re an angel.’


Christopher Yeah.


Dennis ‘But when you’re bad, and you’re … feeling depressed, you are a devil.’ (Laughs.) It’s true, you know He’s a devil really.


Christopher (laughs) Yeah. 


A short pause.


Dennis Because you see when you are happy, and you’re fine, then, everything is really is joined up. In the world.


Christopher Yeah, it’s joined up.


Dennis But when you’re … depressed and … (Beat.) Well, it’s just bits and pieces, really.


Christopher Yeah, it’s lucky.  


Beat.


Dennis And it’s difficult, for you to understand but. But look at you. 


Christopher laughs.


You look so well, you’re so handsome. Do you feel well?


Christopher Yeah, I feel well.


Dennis And you’re living in Southgate now?


Christopher Yeah, Southgate.


Dennis Oh, it’s a long way.


Christopher Yeah, it’s a long way.


Dennis But you like it there?


Christopher Yeah, I like it there because, I like it there because, there are people there who are very friendly.


Dennis Oh lovely. Wonderful. And you still have your job, at the supermarket?


Christopher Yeah.


Dennis Wonderful. And what do you do there, you’re still, when the people bring the shopping you put it on the …


Christopher Yeah – pip! 


He mimes a supermarket conveyor belt, and imitates the pips of the barcode reader.


Dennis (laughs) Yes.


Christopher Pip!


Dennis Oh well, you’re a clever boy.


Christopher Yeah. Man.


Dennis Well, yes. And. Do you like the people you work with?


Christopher Yeah, I like them except for, Mikayla.


Dennis OK.


Christopher Because she’s sometimes … not nice to me.


Dennis And are you nice back to her?


Christopher (laughs) No. No.


Dennis Well, you should be. 


Christopher laughs.


Because even when people are not nice to us we can still be nice to them, of course.


Christopher Yeah, thank you for helping me for … (Beat. He laughs, nervously.)


Dennis Go on. 


Beat.


Christopher Thank you for helping me for, when I was growing up and, and now that I am, a man, I can come to say … thank you.


Dennis Oh …


Christopher laughs, embarrassed.


Oh you don’t have to say … these things to me, really.


Christopher (laughs) I want to.


Dennis Well, it’s so nice, to see you again.


Christopher Yeah, I want to.


Dennis And to see you’re so well.


Christopher (getting bag) Yeah, I bring something for … Yeah, I bring something for Sammy.


Dennis For Sammy?


Christopher Yeah, I bring her, a present for her. 


He produces a tin of cat food from his bag. He laughs, nervously.


Dennis Oh, my goodness, well. This is another thing that happened, and … Because one day I came into the house, and, all along this carpet here I can see dark … blood …


Christopher Eeurgh.


Dennis I know, patches, and, so I thought, ‘My God,’ you know, and I went up the stairs, and, Sammy was there … in the bedroom, and … really she was in a terrible way.


Christopher Oh no.


Dennis With … bleeding and … And of course Martin said to me, he said, ‘You know this is something that someone has done. To her.’ You know, a, some, terrible person.


Christopher Oh no.


Dennis Well, yes, and, so straight away we took her to the vet and, they said ‘Really there is nothing we can do, for her …’


Christopher Oh. 


Beat.


Dennis And so it’s a very sad thing, but. And so we gave her to the vet, and, she’s gone now, but. Of course you miss her. (Laughs.) You wanted to see her …


Christopher Yeah, I brought this … 


Christopher lets another twelve tins of cat food fall out of his bag.


Dennis Oh my word.


Christopher (cursing himself ) Sugar.


Dennis Well, it’s fine, Christopher, really, because I tell you there’s a cat down the road who will have these. A lovely tabby cat. You know, she’ll be very grateful, to you.


Christopher Yeah, I’ll take them back.


Dennis Well you can take them back or you can leave them here, or … 


Christopher starts to pack them away. He stops. Beat.


So it’s very sad, really …


Christopher Yeah, it’s really. 


Beat. Christopher looks up at Dennis. Christopher is crying. He laughs, embarrassed, through his tears.


Dennis Oh. Oh, you mustn’t be upset. You mustn’t be upset. You know it’s a sad thing, of course, but we remember her. Don’t we?


Christopher Yeah.


Dennis And it’s raining now but the rain will stop. And we can go out. And you have your job.
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