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Characters







Sam Grant


a reclusive novelist





Jane Grant


his wife, a distinguished gardener





Charlie Grant


his elder son





Rachel Grant


his daughter





Maurice Grant


his younger son

























Premiere Cast and Production





The Hanging Gardens was first performed on the Abbey stage of the Abbey Theatre, Dublin, on 9 October 2013. The cast, in alphabetical order, was as follows:




Rachel Grant   Cathy Belton


Jane Grant   Barbara Brennan


Sam Grant   Niall Buggy


Charlie Grant   Declan Conlon


Maurice Grant   Marty Rea







Director   Patrick Mason


Set Design   Michael Pavelka


Lighting Design   Davy Cunningham


Costume Design   Joan O’Clery


Sound Design   Denis Clohessy


Voice Director   Andrea Ainsworth
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Dedication







For Roisin and Tim



























PROLOGUE








Strange music.


Moonlight, and intense rain.


In his pyjamas Sam sits on a bench.


The rain soaks him, to his delight.


Two figures, dressed in raincoats, wearing wellingtons and carrying large, dark umbrellas, enter.


Though they are unrecognisable, the pair are Jane and Charlie.


Sam raises his arms to them.




Sam   Fetch me the moon shining on Babylon. Let its gods shower blessings on me. Fetch me diadems of sun and stars. Let me wear this crown of rain, rain that’s drenched me.




He starts to parade about the garden as Rachel and Maurice enter, wearing heavy raincoats and carrying umbrellas.





Charlie   Father.


Sam   For these lands are my kingdom, my hanging gardens.


Maurice   Father.


Sam   Not just that house –




He points in the direction of the house.





Rachel   Father.


Sam   That house which is Babylon.


Jane   Sam.


Sam   My palace is Babylon, and you walk in the hanging gardens.


Jane   Sam, get in – you’re soaked.




He sees Jane.


Jane takes him by the hand.


Charlie shelters him with the umbrella.


They lead Sam inside, leaving Rachel and Maurice in the rain. They follow them inside.


Fade.



























SCENE ONE








Birdsong.


Morning.


The rain has stopped and sunlight fills the garden.


Rachel and Maurice are in the garden.


Rachel is carrying two red bowls of vanilla ice cream, spoons in each, one for her, one for Maurice.




Rachel   A reward for you.




She hands him the bowl of ice cream.


They start to eat.





You walked to Buncrana and back. The whole of the White Strand. Meet anybody?


Maurice   Couldn’t put a name to their faces.


Rachel   Were they natives?


Maurice   Natives? What do you think we are?


Rachel   We never did mingle, not if Mama and Papa had their way. So, what did they say? Let me guess – ‘Young fella, is that yourself? Aren’t you one of the Grant boys? Have you stopped the learning? How’s the sister – still at the law down in Dublin? Coming home at her age with a babby in her belly – isn’t it great? How are your mammy and daddy taking it? Broken-hearted – Your daddy, still writing?’


Maurice   He is, yes.


Rachel   ‘Mammy toiling away in her big garden? How does that woman do all the work on her own? She’s getting no younger. And the gardens themselves – they must be the last word. I’d say they’re beautiful – from what little can be seen from the side of the road. Will there ever come a time when they let a body set eyes on them?’ And that was the end of the conversation.


Maurice   Well guessed.


Rachel   No guessing at all. We have the same interrogation – even the parents – when they show their faces in the town.


Maurice   Don’t know the town – not sure I even know the parents. You’ve had longer to become acquainted –


Rachel   Poor wee Maurice, baby of the tribe.




Maurice points to her stomach.





Maurice   Not for much longer.


Rachel   At least you’ve noticed, you could manage a congratulations. The one and so far only grandchild – I hope it’s not expecting a big welcome. When I told him, my father looked at me as if I were speaking gibberish. Ma coughed –


Maurice   What kind? The cough of the broken-hearted or the cough of the martyr? A cough more in sorrow than in anger?




Maurice demonstrates the cough.





Rachel   Perfect, or nearly so. You’re lacking in one requirement. ‘Years of experience. Of serving other people. Husband and children. What would I have done without the gardens – my only pleasure? Did you know they were run wild – a jungle – when I started? I saved them – me – your mother.’


Maurice   And you should be acknowledged for that. A bit of credit where credit’s due. Not just your father who has the artist’s touch. 


Rachel   No, you have as well, Ma.




Maurice coughs, followed by Rachel.


They burst out laughing.





Rachel   God forgive us.


Maurice   Shame on you.


Rachel   Why? Because there’s no God?


Maurice   There’s no forgiveness.


Rachel   Not in this neck of the woods.


Maurice   So don’t expect it. Who’s the father?


Rachel   You don’t know him.


Maurice   Do you?


Rachel   I know so many.


Maurice   One-night stand?


Rachel   Do people still have them?


Maurice   You’re a very chary lady.


Rachel   I’ve learned to be.


Maurice   Just being curious.


Rachel   Curiosity killed the cat.


Maurice   Lucky cat.


Rachel   You’re starting to sound like Daddy.




Charlie enters, silencing their conversation.





Charlie   Enjoying your ice creams, are you? Making the best of the good weather? Do. Do that. You took your leisurely stroll, I believe? And you, Rachel, sitting humming lullabies to your little bump?


Rachel   What’s rattled your cage?


Charlie   Me? Don’t let any thoughts about me enter your pretty heads.


Rachel   Then would you ever fetch us some iced tea?


Charlie   I am not your dogsbody. If you want iced tea, fetch it yourself.


Rachel   I will.


Charlie   And while you’re at it, fetch him his breakfast. That him is your father, in case you’ve forgotten. It’s simple – all he wants is tea and toast. Three times I’ve brought that up to him. Three times he’s turned his nose up at it. Never touched a bite. Would he write today or not? Would he make a start answering the mountain of mail waiting? Was he going to put on a shirt and pair of trousers? Was he going to sit in his pyjamas all day? No answer. I’m going off my head with him, folks – I’m at the end of my tether. It’s the forgetfulness – he keeps on and on not remembering. And my mother, she’s still in denial. It’s not him I mind as much as I do her – Ma.


Rachel   The word thanks was never in her vocabulary.


Charlie   She still refuses to hire any man to keep the gardens in shape. And no home help either. They’re united on that.


Maurice   They’re united on everything.


Charlie   I dared to bring up the subject of a nurse – get somebody local. And I was bawled out. Not our way. We keep ourselves to ourselves, no matter what it costs to any other people apart from the two of them.


Rachel   Somewhere inside him he must be grateful to you, Charlie.


Charlie   Sam Grant has always maintained gratitude is the worst of all human vices – take gratitude from no one, show it to no one. Will saying thanks get the job done? Do you know what it takes to write a novel?


Maurice   The power to stand on your own two feet. Last as long as the bastard of a book takes. For the book must be finished.


Charlie   The book will be finished.


Rachel   And when the book is finished, what then?


Maurice   Start another one.


Rachel   Start immediately.


Charlie   And he did – frequently.


Rachel   He did always. So, he wrote his books –


Charlie   Yes, he did.


Maurice   He writes books, acclaimed, awarded prizes –


Rachel   But not any more - he writes no more.


Maurice   His choice.


Rachel   His mind’s choice – his body – dying body – dying mind.


Charlie   Not yet.


Maurice   My father is not dying. Is he, Charlie?


Charlie   Not while I’m here.


Maurice   Is he, Rachel?


Rachel   I can’t say, Maurice.


Maurice   Say it – say he isn’t.


Rachel   If Charlie says it, he knows best.


Maurice   Still say it.


Rachel   He’s not dying, my father.




Silence.





Do you know what I might just do today? Offer to do a bit of work in the gardens.


Charlie   Ma won’t let you near them.


Rachel   I want to plant something with her. How about that for a shock to the bold Janey Grant?




Rachel cackles.





Rachel   I believe that woman would be happier if I had a bunch of dahlias growing inside me.


Charlie   Why dahlias?


Rachel   Why not? All right, daffodils – delphiniums. She’d certainly be more interested. Well, Charlie, before I start ploughing the fields, would you like me to make breakfast for our genius, the old shite?


Maurice   That’s our father you’re referring to.


Rachel   You stay sweet with him, Maurice – stick up for him. Who knows what he might hand out? You could strike lucky. Well, Charlie, do I make him breakfast?


Charlie   When he’s said no, he means no. Don’t try forcing him. That puts him into a dark mood.


Rachel   My father in a dark mood – whatever next?


Maurice   You’re sure you don’t want us to give you a hand?


Charlie   Certain. I had my outburst earlier. That’s calmed me. I have the day’s cooking to prepare, and I’m off to fetch his newspapers.


Rachel   Let him get his own papers.


Charlie   We can’t.


Rachel   Why?


Charlie   You don’t know why we can’t?




Rachel shakes her head.





He’s started to get lost, just going to the shop. They phone up and tell us he doesn’t know the way home. He can’t be let out even that far on his own. What if he wandered on to the White Strand? Strayed into Lough Swilly and got drowned? No, I have to get the papers.


Maurice   It’s as rough as that?


Charlie   Rougher. You saw last night - we can handle it. No rest here for the wicked. Be warned. Trust your big brother. He knows how this house runs itself.




Charlie exits and Rachel looks after him, now joined by Maurice.





Rachel   And you make sure we know you do, O proud prince of Babylon. Or maybe not. Maybe you are just what you think you are – a living saint.


Maurice   Why the sarcasm?


Rachel   He lost the head very early this time. Normally it doesn’t happen until the end of our excursion north. He paces himself magnificently, I will say that. After all, he learned how to from Da. They know precisely when to lose the head. So, why the spasm? No doubt about it, definitely up to something, our Charlie.


Maurice   He says Daddy’s getting lost leaving the house.


Rachel   I heard – but do I believe him? No, Charlie is up to something, but what? I’m dying to find out. Are you?




Rachel and Maurice exit.
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