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  No Romance was first performed at the the Abbey Theatre, Dublin, on the Peacock stage on 1 March 2011. The cast was as follows:
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  Note on the Text




  [ ] indicates a word or sentence that is not spoken, but conveyed in the playing




  … indicates an unfinished or unarticulated thought




  – indicates a very brief pause or a beat where a thought is being clarified




  / indicates the point at which the next speaker interrupts




  Time




  Ireland, present day.




  Sets should be spare and not necessarily naturalistic. Props are referred to in the text but how much detail and furniture is needed is entirely up to the vision of the director and designer.




  The main concern is that each story is able to move fluidly into the next.




   




   




   




  This text went to press before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.




  





  




  Author’s Note




  I would like to thank Fiach Mac Conghail and Aideen Howard at the Abbey Theatre for commissioning and supporting No Romance since its inception.




  I would also like to express my heartfelt gratitude and appreciation to the following – Wayne Jordan, Rochelle Stevens, Julia Molony, Holly Ni Chiardha, Claire Everett, Mary Devally, Anthony Weigh, Roisin McBrinn, Heather Thornton, Jimmy Fay, The Irish Cancer Society and The Peggy Ramsey Foundation.




  And lastly my family – Anne, Eoghan, Connie, Mungo and MirKev. For everything.




  





  




  Characters




  ONE




  LAURA, thirty-six – a client wanting to be photographed. When she talks, she talks.




  GAIL, thirty-six – the photographer. Restrained, but not unkind.




  TWO




  CARMEL, late forties – works in a bank. Nicely dressed for the occasion.




  JOE, fifties – currently not working. Carmel’s husband.




  THREE




  PEG, eighty.




  MICHAEL, forty-two – her son. A hard-working, harassed aura.




  THREE PEG, eighty. MICHAEL, forty-two – her son. A hard-working, harassed aura. JOHNNY, twelve – Peg’s grandson, Michael’s son. Quiet, awkward. Holds a Sony PSP.




  







  




  ONE




  The living room of an upmarket apartment in Dublin’s city centre, now being used as a makeshift photographic studio.




  The room is sparse and white and with very little furniture in it except for lights, a camera and a stool. There may also be a small makeshift screen for changing behind somewhere in a corner. A bag of ‘costumes’ LAURA has brought for the shoot sits on the floor.




  A large white muslin sheet hangs against the walls. On the far wall, the muslin sheet hides an open space – like a window in the wall – that looks out into the hall. It is one of those architectural quirks of an expensive modern apartment that serves no real purpose other than to make the room a bit different. In this instance, because of the bright lights and the muslin cloth, anyone passing in the hall is lit up in silhouette.




  LAURA stands in the middle of the room, heavily made-up and wearing what looks like a makeshift medieval costume with a slightly sexy twist. She looks vaguely ridiculous.




  The two women stare at one another for a beat.




  GAIL. Okay.




  LAURA. Sorry.




  GAIL. No /




  LAURA. It’s a bit of a shock, I can tell by your face.




  GAIL. It’s – no, it’s not a shock, it’s just /




  LAURA. Not what you were expecting.




  GAIL. Well /




  LAURA. It’s alright. It was my sister’s bridesmaid dress. It’s a bit small for me – she’s a ten. I’m a fourteen. On a good week. And actually it doesn’t go up all the way at the back. See?




  GAIL. Oh /




  LAURA. But I thought, you know, that that might be good because it might look a bit – you know.




  GAIL. Yes.




  LAURA. Because I want it to be tight.




  GAIL. Sure.




  LAURA. I want it to be vampish.




  GAIL. Yes.




  LAURA. That’s sort of the point.




  GAIL. Of course.




  LAURA. And I have a wand too.




  GAIL. A wand?




  LAURA rummages in the bag of clothes. Pulls out a wand.




  LAURA. Ta-da.




  GAIL. Oh – yes, you meant a – wand-wand. I see.




  LAURA holds up the wand.




  So you’re a – fairy?




  LAURA. Well, no. More like a princess-type thing. I think.




  GAIL. Right.




  LAURA. That was the idea.




  GAIL. It’s just – I thought it you said you were going for a medieval look.




  LAURA. Well, yeah, I am. It is medieval. A medieval princess.




  GAIL. I see.




  LAURA. I was thinking Guinevere. Though she was a Queen, but maybe a Queen’s more – I mean, as long as it’s not a drag queen. I don’t look like a drag queen, do I?




  GAIL. No /




  LAURA. It’s Knights of the Round Table I’m going for but I don’t want to be mistaken for the knight /




  GAIL. No /




  LAURA. If you get me. Cos they were all pretty saucy, weren’t they? Those knights in their gear. They were always off having affairs and whatnot. With comely maidens and other people’s wives. I mean, look at Guinevere.




  GAIL nods.




  GAIL. Hmmn.




  Then confesses.




  I actually don’t know anything about – Guinevere.




  LAURA. Oh, she was fabulous, Guinevere. She was King Arthur’s wife, which was – quite a coup at the time. She was a Queen so technically she had it all, but she was unhappy because Arthur was off being King and spending all his time with his armies or what have you and she’s alone with a sewing kit. Then one day she meets Arthur’s handsome knight, Lancelot, who awakens her passions and is sensitive to her needs – one imagines. They fall madly in love and have a big torrid affair, which Arthur finds out about, and he sentences Guinevere to death. On a fire.




  GAIL. Fire?




  LAURA. Or a pyre.




  GAIL. God.




  LAURA. Yeah. But Lancelot rescues her and takes her away. And there’s a war of course – there usually is – and then she goes off and has to join a nunnery and… well, that’s the end of that.




  GAIL. Right.




  LAURA. It’s always the fucking nunnery in the end.




  GAIL. I had no idea you were such an – expert on all this.




  LAURA. Oh, I love all those old love stories. I love love stories. I’m going on, aren’t I? You have to stop me.




  GAIL. No. It’s good to – have a context for [all this]… So you’re – Guinevere then?




  LAURA. Well, I suppose. That was sort of – I mean – I didn’t really – I didn’t exactly pin anything down – in my head. But that was sort of my idea with the dress and stuff…


  Guinevere. What do you think?




  LAURA stands up straight and holds out the wand. GAIL surveys her.




  GAIL. I think the wand is a bit confusing.




  LAURA. Really?




  GAIL. It’s a bit – Disney.




  LAURA. Oh.




  GAIL. I don’t understand what a medieval queen is doing with a wand. Wands aren’t real – if she were there with a goblet or something, I’d believe it, but a wand…




  LAURA looks at the wand somewhat disheartened.




  I think if you’re going to be medieval, be medieval, you know.




  LAURA. You’re right. God – wand. I don’t know what I was thinking. Of course she wouldn’t have a wand. No one has a wand.




  GAIL. No.




  LAURA. I think I just liked the idea of holding something.




  LAURA puts the wand down.




  Would a riding crop be better?




  GAIL. I think you’re fine as you… are.




  Beat.




  LAURA. Are you sure you’re alright with all this?




  GAIL. Me?




  LAURA. Cos I know it’s a bit /




  GAIL. I’m fine /




  LAURA. Not your usual run-of-the-mill Monday morning. Probably.




  GAIL. There are no usual Monday mornings.




  LAURA. That’s what I sort of thought. When I saw your website and the sort of stuff you’re doing now with the transsexuals and the girls in the red-light district and the – lady boys, I thought – Gail’s the one, Gail’s the one I should go to for this, she’ll get it. And now I find you’re writing a book.




  GAIL. Well, no /




  LAURA. I always knew you’d be famous.




  GAIL. Not writing.




  LAURA. Publishing.




  GAIL. Hoping to publish.




  LAURA. Your very own book.




  GAIL. Yes.




  LAURA. With your very own words.




  GAIL. Yes. Well, no. There’s no real words. Or if there are, someone else will – I might write the foreword but mainly – mainly it’s a collection of my photographs. Over the years.




  LAURA. That’s bloody brilliant, isn’t it?




  GAIL. Yes. Well, it will be. If it goes ahead. If this meeting today goes well. But I mean – there are no guarantees – so let’s not get ahead of ourselves.




  GAIL starts to set up the room.




  LAURA. Did you always know you were going to be famous?




  GAIL. What?




  LAURA. In school? Did you always know deep down you’d be better than everyone else?




  GAIL. No.




  LAURA. Ah you did.




  GAIL. Don’t be silly.




  LAURA. Course you did.




  GAIL. I did not.




  LAURA. You had an aura. Everyone used say.




  GAIL. No they didn’t.




  LAURA. They did so. It was because you never used to speak. And you were great at art.




  GAIL. Art?




  LAURA. Remember you won a hundred pounds for that collage of an owl you did?




  GAIL. What owl?




  LAURA. Big huge thing, it was. With mad eyes and real feathers. They hung it up in assembly hall. Do you not remember?




  GAIL. I – vaguely /




  LAURA. Oh, it was fantastic. And we were all green when you got the cheque because a hundred pounds at the time was like –




  GAIL (remembering). God, yes. You’re – I did win something /




  LAURA. I mean, you deserved it. The hundred quid – no question about that. No one else thought of putting real feathers on their owls. That was a stroke of proper genius.




  GAIL. And here, I’ve always thought the only thing I got out of school was a thick skin.




  LAURA. Oh. Yeah. There were some real bitches in our year, weren’t there?




  GAIL. Yes, there were.




  LAURA. They gave you a pretty hard time, didn’t they?




  GAIL. Yes they did.




  LAURA. But where are they now, eh? Not off travelling the world. Not off taking pictures and meeting eunuchs and publishing books of their photographs.




  GAIL. Well, I don’t travel so much these days.




  The two women look at one another.




  LAURA. I’m sorry I’m so early.




  GAIL. Early?




  LAURA. This morning. It’s just – I work nights now so –




  GAIL. No, early’s good for me. Especially with this meeting. Good to have a distraction.




  LAURA. Would have been nice to have had a glass of wine or something though. To loosen me up a bit before I – unleash my inner… whatever. Diva.




  GAIL. Would you like a glass of wine?




  LAURA. No, no. I was only saying /




  GAIL. Cos we probably have some somewhere.




  LAURA. Ah no. Wouldn’t think that’s a good idea. Not at nine o’clock in the morning. Sure if I start now – I mightn’t be able to stop.




  LAURA laughs, maybe a bit too loudly, then stops.




  GAIL. Well, just let me know. It’s important that you feel at ease.




  LAURA. Is it?




  GAIL. So we get the best picture.




  On the muslin cloth we see the shadow of a woman walk by in the hallway.




  LAURA. Right. (Pointing at the cloth.) Would you look at that. Like shadow puppets.




  GAIL. Oh – yes. Sorry. She won’t do that again.




  LAURA suddenly becomes self-conscious.




  LAURA. She can’t see me, can she?




  GAIL. No, no – you’re perfectly safe. It’s just – it can mess up the lighting.




  LAURA. Oh.




  Perhaps GAIL starts to set up the camera.




  GAIL. This place isn’t really an ideal studio.




  LAURA. Is it not, no?




  GAIL. My old studio was in town but – rents.




  LAURA. Well, here is great. I’m happy here. I love having a nose around other people’s houses. It’s so – white.




  GAIL. Like a hospital.




  LAURA.…A nice one.




  GAIL. Don’t know what possessed us buying this place.




  LAURA. Ah no. This is gorgeous. I’d kill to live somewhere like this – you’re near the sea, you can walk into town.




  GAIL. I can sit in my living room and look into the hallway as people pass by.




  LAURA. Sorry?




  GAIL. That hole in the wall behind the cloth literally serves no purpose. I mean, I assume it’s meant to be some sort of – window, but why they put it there… Architectural masturbation.
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