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Characters


CONOR, forty-two in present day


SUSAN, forty-four in present day


ANNIE, sixteen always


JEN, thirty-nine in present day


The present day for this play is 2014.


The incident at the pier took place in February 2010.


Author’s Note


I see a very fluid impressionistic set. The actors walk through to scenes as we leap through timeline and story. Projections and the occasional prop and a strong soundscape create the world. The world is shifting, unreliable, it is defined by memory. The developing connection between Conor and Susan is the present: it is the spine of the play, the present reality. The past encroaches on it. Surrounds it. The past insists on being played. It spins constantly through the consciousness of these two characters in their quest for peace and/or understanding.


D.K.


This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.









Present day.


CONOR stands downstage. It is early morning and he is on a small pier in a seaside village. He is looking into the sea. Beat.


Lights come up on a floor-to-ceiling café window with door attached. It is standalone and upstage of the audience with a table and two chairs standing in front… In the world of the play it faces the pier. A woman, SUSAN, stands in the window looking out at CONOR.


CONOR turns to see her standing there. Beat.


SUSAN opens the door setting off a small bell. She stands outside the café.










	SUSAN


	I know who you are.
















	CONOR


	I know.
















	 


	Pause.
















	SUSAN


	You have no right…
















	 


	You have no right to be here.
















	CONOR


	I’m sorry.
















	SUSAN


	You’re what?
















	CONOR


	I don’t know what else to do.
















	SUSAN


	You don’t know what else to do?
















	CONOR


	No.
















	SUSAN


	But haven’t you done enough?
















	 


	Haven’t you done enough to me?
















	 


	Pause.
















	CONOR


	I would like…
















	 


	I wonder if…
















	 


	I wonder if I could talk to you…
















	SUSAN


	Jesus…
















	 


	Jesus Christ!
















	CONOR


	Because maybe I can explain…
















	SUSAN


	Explain?
















	CONOR


	Or try to… try to explain, Susan…
















	SUSAN


	Don’t say my name.
















	 


	Don’t you ever.
















	 


	Ever.
















	 


	Dirty me… or say my name.
















	CONOR


	I’m sorry.
















	SUSAN


	I want you to stop.
















	 


	To stop… being here.
















	CONOR


	Okay.
















	 


	But he doesn’t move.
















	 


	But I don’t know where else to go.
















	SUSAN


	This will kill me.
















	 


	Don’t you see that.
















	 


	This will kill me too.
















	CONOR


	I don’t want… I never wanted to hurt anyone.
















	 


	She gasps.
















	 


	I just… I just want to talk… please.
















	 


	Just talk… because I wish… I wish…
















	SUSAN


	And do you want to know what I wish?
















	 


	Do you want to know what I wish, Conor Bourke?
















	CONOR


	No.
















	 


	I mean yes.
















	 


	Yes of course, I do want to know.
















	SUSAN


	I wish it was you that drowned that day. I wish it was YOU. And that the rocks had made ribbons of you. And that your stinking corpse was left rotting there… just pickings for the gulls.
















	CONOR


	Okay.
















	 


	Pause.
















	 


	I understand.
















	SUSAN


	No you don’t understand.
















	 


	If you did… you wouldn’t be here.
















	CONOR


	But I think the same.
















	 


	I wish the same sometimes.
















	 


	Pause.
















	SUSAN


	I’d kill you myself you know.
















	 


	Right now.
















	 


	If I had the means.
















	 


	Pause.
















	CONOR


	Okay.
















	SUSAN


	Okay?
















	CONOR


	Yes. That’s okay.
















	 


	You have the means.
















	 


	He indicates the sea.
















	 


	Just push me over.
















	 


	She turns her back to him in disgust.
















	SUSAN


	Christ.
















	 


	She makes to return to the café.
















	CONOR


	I mean it.
















	 


	I think I’m finished.
















	SUSAN


	And do you expect me to care?
















	 


	Do you dare…
















	CONOR


	No.
















	 


	No.
















	 


	I don’t expect anyone to care.
















	 


	It’s just… I have something for you.
















	SUSAN


	You what?
















	CONOR


	I have something for you.
















	 


	She stalls.
















	SUSAN


	Please tell me how this is happening?
















	 


	Who lets this happen?
















	 


	Who lets you be here… at my café.
















	CONOR


	It’s over now…
















	SUSAN


	Over!… Over?
















	 


	How can it ever be over for me?!
















	 


	He takes a chain from his pocket.
















	CONOR


	I have Annie’s locket.
















	 


	She is shocked.
















	 


	It’s yours. It should always have been yours.
















	 


	He holds it out in his hand.
















	 


	I want to return it.
















	 


	She doesn’t move. She doesn’t respond.
















	 


	I know it was important.
















	 


	A birthday present.
















	SUSAN


	Stop.
















	CONOR


	She loved it.
















	SUSAN


	Stop!
















	CONOR


	And I’ve had it all this time.
















	SUSAN


	How…?
















	CONOR


	It was in my pocket. And I thought about posting it… after… later… when I was… But that didn’t seem right somehow.
















	 


	Do you want it?
















	SUSAN


	Oh God.
















	 


	She almost collapses into the chair.
















	 


	He puts it onto the table in front of her.
















	CONOR


	Annie would want you to have it.
















	SUSAN


	(Sharp.) How do you know?!
















	 


	How do you know that, you bastard?
















	 


	How do you know what Annie might want?!
















	 


	The lighting changes. There is the projection of a Ferris wheel. We shift now to the past. It is a funfair four years earlier and ANNIE is standing under the Ferris wheel. CONOR leaves SUSAN (who remains at the table and on stage) and enters the scene.
















	 


	He is walking past ANNIE in the past with two boxes of chips.
















	ANNIE


	Give us one, why don’t you!
















	CONOR


	What?
















	ANNIE


	Give us one of your chips.
















	CONOR


	Oh, sure!
















	 


	She takes one.
















	 


	Careful, they’re hot!
















	ANNIE


	I know.
















	CONOR


	Right.
















	ANNIE


	Who’s the other one for?
















	CONOR


	What?
















	ANNIE


	The other carton.
















	CONOR


	…no one.
















	ANNIE


	I see.
















	CONOR


	Okay…
















	 


	He is about to leave.
















	ANNIE


	Have you just got in then?
















	CONOR


	Got in?
















	ANNIE


	To town.
















	CONOR


	Oh yeah.
















	ANNIE


	For the mid-term is it?
















	CONOR


	Yeah.
















	 


	She takes another chip.
















	ANNIE


	And you’re from Dublin?
















	CONOR


	No.
















	ANNIE


	Where?
















	CONOR


	Full of questions, aren’t you?!
















	ANNIE


	Yeah.
















	 


	She grins.
















	 


	And chips!
















	 


	She takes another chip. He smiles.
















	CONOR


	You can have them…
















	ANNIE


	No thanks.
















	 


	My friend will just scoff them.
















	CONOR


	Who’s your friend?
















	ANNIE


	She’s up there.
















	 


	She points to the Ferris wheel.
















	 


	Claire.
















	 


	She loves the wheel.
















	CONOR


	And you don’t?
















	ANNIE


	No.
















	 


	It’s boring.
















	 


	Same rides every year.
















	CONOR


	Right.
















	 


	Slight pause.
















	ANNIE


	So where are you staying?
















	CONOR


	Where am I staying?
















	ANNIE


	The cottages?
















	CONOR


	No.
















	ANNIE


	Just as well. They’re poxy, the cottages. My mam says they built them on the Marsh during the boom, so they’re always flooding… they stink.
















	CONOR


	Do they?
















	ANNIE


	Yeah.
















	CONOR


	Well I’m not staying in the cottages.
















	ANNIE


	Good.
















	 


	Slight pause.
















	CONOR


	I think your wheel is slowing down.
















	ANNIE


	So it is.
















	 


	He starts to leave.
















	CONOR


	Say hi to Claire.
















	ANNIE


	Why don’t you come meet her for yourself?
















	CONOR


	Because I’ve got to get back.
















	ANNIE


	To no one?
















	 


	He smiles.
















	 


	Why don’t you meet us later?
















	CONOR


	What?
















	ANNIE


	In the pub.
















	CONOR


	You’re joking!
















	ANNIE


	Why would I be joking?
















	CONOR


	Because I’m too old.
















	ANNIE


	You’re not so old.
















	CONOR


	Too old for you!
















	ANNIE


	I’m seventeen!
















	CONOR


	Jesus.
















	ANNIE


	What’s wrong with that?
















	CONOR


	Just go and find your pal!
















	ANNIE


	I will so!
















	 


	He walks away, she shouts after him.
















	 


	We’re here most nights all the same… if you can get away from ‘no one’?!
















	 


	At this point JEN comes on stage to set up the next scene.
















	CONOR


	I’ll keep that in mind.
















	ANNIE


	…Annie!
















	CONOR


	Annie.
















	 


	He smiles. She smiles and watches him go.
















	 


	The lighting changes. CONOR takes off his coat and walks into the next scene to JEN, his ex-wife. We are further in the past now. Twelve years previous to the present day. We are in a nightclub. The music is beating loudly. CONOR is in a corner with JEN. They are obviously keeping a lid on their relationship. Their conversation is taut with desire…
















	CONOR


	You are so fucking beautiful.
















	JEN


	Well I dressed just for you.
















	CONOR


	Fuck.
















	 


	You drive me nuts… you know that?
















	JEN


	I know.
















	CONOR


	Are you going to tell him?
















	JEN


	Yes.
















	CONOR


	When?
















	JEN


	Tonight, I told you, tonight.
















	CONOR


	So tell him!
















	JEN


	Not here.
















	 


	When we go home.
















	CONOR


	Home?
















	 


	I can’t wait that long.
















	JEN


	You can.
















	CONOR


	I want you right now.
















	 


	I want it right now, Jen.
















	JEN


	I know.
















	 


	So do I.
















	CONOR


	But I want the whole lot.
















	JEN


	I know.
















	CONOR


	No messin’ now. The house. The couch.
















	 


	The life… your life… I want it all.
















	JEN


	Is this a proposal?
















	CONOR


	You know what I’m saying!
















	JEN


	It’s some proposal!
















	CONOR


	(Sharp.) Don’t laugh at me.
















	JEN


	I’m not laughing at you, Conor.
















	 


	Just slow down.
















	CONOR


	I can’t. I love you. I so fucking love you. And I’m home now. I’m back. I’m not letting anyone else. It’s too important. This is too important, isn’t it, Jen? You’re the same. You’ve got to tell me you feel the same?
















	JEN


	I do.
















	CONOR


	So I don’t want you going home with him.
















	JEN


	I have to be fair, Conor.
















	 


	It’s been two years…
















	CONOR


	But no kissing… no touching… I couldn’t stand it.
















	JEN


	You’re the one who went away…
















	CONOR


	That was a mistake.
















	JEN


	Okay but you’ve got to let me do this properly.
















	CONOR


	I thought of you every day, Jen. I swear. You’re the reason I came back. I could have had any one of those Aussie birds but it’s not the same… they don’t smell the same.
















	 


	She laughs again.
















	 


	Why the fuck are you laughing?
















	 


	His response is a little strong but she brushes it off.
















	JEN


	Well what exactly do I smell like?
















	CONOR


	Grass… yeah, grass… and beautiful sex.
















	 


	He nuzzles into her.
















	JEN


	Stop. Please. I really don’t want Ryan to see us.
















	CONOR


	Poor bastard’s going to hate losing you.
















	 


	She looks across the nightclub.
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