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Introduction





Last night I went to my local pub, The Tiger. It was a Karaoke night. It’s a large shabby room but the laser lights give it a David Lynch feel. The crowd is sparse, about twenty people. One old man wears a Russian hat and sings directly to his wife – ‘These boots were made for walking’. She in turn gets up and directs her song to him – ‘Ruby Tuesday’. The lyrics are much more naked sung by civilians. You truly hear what the song is about. The couple who run it have been doing it for many years. Carrying the equipment from pub to pub. Duets. Curiously the woman does not sing any more. I get up and stumble through ‘Brand New Key’ but I enjoy the adrenalin of those two minutes of words, instrumental, words, panic. My boyfriend Gary’s Coldplay song is not on the system, his slip is torn up. He sings instead ‘The Long and Winding Road’. I watch him and cry, partly vodka, partly the song, partly the day, but also just the fact of people and what they want and how they struggle. And the human voice. This is very much who we are, how we are. It’s both beautiful and difficult.


Writing The Night Season was a cathartic experience. I was heartbroken and temping at the BBC. I had an inane postal job there. Manilla envelopes and power-crazy magazine editors. On Fridays a tea trolley would be wheeled round. There were whoops as people considered the treats. I wanted to run down the concrete fire stairs, anywhere, just away. I had finished an unfortunate acting job which led a troupe of us to Greece to perform at Epidaurus. I would mud and mask up with the rest of the chorus. Our wild women costumes were cut so high that our buttocks were on show. I felt far more like a Flintstone than a Bacchante. Epidaurus, we were informed, was the epicentre and root of all healing. Most of the girls were in tears most of the days. On my return writing was a pure escape. It took me higher than the internal repetitive bile I was experiencing. It was another self, my better half. The independence was intoxicating. Fevered nights ensued with me, myself and I. I was having a party in my head. Fun. A fictitious Irish family had partly sprung from my own but they were fast becoming fiercely independent. When the play was produced my tears were when I saw the actors warming up. Something about the happening of it there and then, we were all alive and together, the community and optimism of that moment. We’d gathered to tell a tale of nobodies from nowhere to strangers from anywhere and that touched me.


Shoreditch Madonna was a strange creature that came out of the dark. Writing it was more conscious. It was a commission so there was a venue for it besides the inside of my head. A diehard artist negotiates life in the shadows after being expelled from the bright lights. Who is in? Who is out? Who merely has to pixellate to gain plaudits? Real versus slick. It’s about love and the desire to connect.


Her Naked Skin was the first play where I felt honour bound to do very real justice to the subject. It wasn’t just a product of my meanderings. These were women who had lived and who had fought so bravely for the vote. Although all the characters are composites, I wanted to convey their incredible spirit and courage. It was a generation so different from ours in terms of values and decency. I wanted to make it present and not sepia. For these suffragettes to be extreme and brilliant but still part of their Edwardian world. I had read Mitch Mackenzie’s book, Shoulder to Shoulder, a brilliant study which included harrowing firsthand accounts of the torture the women had endured in Holloway Prison. The force feeding, the humiliations. I had no idea of the sheer brutality before reading their testi monies. I wanted to alert a modern audience to the horrors they had been subjected to and survived.


The Painter was commissioned by the Arcola. In 2000 Mehmet Ergen had produced my first play Soho to open their new theatre. The building at that time was raw. Rubble. Concrete. Arctic. It was an old sweatshop. It was also huge. A rarity in fringe theatre. Mehmet and Leyla Nazli transformed it into a buzzing vibrant space. Initially we played to a group of five or six people sometimes harangued into coming to see it from the Turkish supermarket next door. But by the end of the run we were sold out and it felt like the birth of an important new theatre. It became a magical place. Ten years later they had to move. Mehmet asked me to write a play about an old paint works, their new building. I helped on one of the clearing days. It had been an African club but closed for decades. I swept pigeon skeletons out from the window sills. We both thought that Turner would be a wonderful subject for a play. Billy Turner inhabited my head. Sometimes when I felt in a rut I would take a walk around Victoria Park and just look upwards at the clouds. Turner changed my way of watching the formations. He would walk for miles. And sit on a hill for hours waiting for the right sky to happen. When it did he would say ‘There it is’ and start to sketch. I loved his difference from the usual society of painters. His direct approach to dealers who intimidated most painters. ‘Ain’t it worth more?’ he’d ask.


So plays keep being written, strange love letters to the world. And one still waits for The Idea. The perfect idea. The perfect character. It is a semi-lunatic activity of hanging around for voices in one’s head. Hoping that a distant relative of Myshkin or Raskolnikov or Masha or Winnie might visit. Shaw’s St Joan resonated for me when I was at school, her beautiful speech when she tears up her confession because she realises she will be imprisoned. Lear’s words to Cordelia as they are about to be locked up will always move me. I don’t have a religion but if I have a faith it would be about achieving some sort of freedom. Somehow. Somewhere. One waits for the most perfect cloud formation.
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First performance








The Night Season was first performed in the Cottesloe auditorium of the National Theatre, London, on 23 July 2004. The cast was as follows:




Lily O’Hanlon Annette Crosbie


Maud Kennedy Sarah-Jane Drummey


Rose Kennedy Justine Mitchell


Judith Kennedy Susan Lynch


Patrick Kennedy David Bradley


John Eastman John Light


Gary Malone Lloyd Hutchinson







Director Lucy Bailey


Designer Dick Bird


Lighting Designer Neil Austin


Music Roddy Skeaping


Sound Designer Neil Alexander


Dialect Coach Majella Hurley


Movement Caroline Pope


Assistant Director Virginia Elgar



























Characters










John Eastman


in his thirties


Patrick Kennedy


in his fifties


Judith Kennnedy


in her thirties


Rose Kennedy


in her twenties


Maud Kennedy


in her twenties


Lily O’Hanlon


in her seventies


Gary Malone


in his thirties





Patrick is father to Judith, Rose and Maud.


Lily is their maternal grandmother.




 





The action takes place in and around


the Kennedys’ home near Sligo.

























Act One













SCENE ONE








The kitchen. Late. Lily sits playing patience by lamplight. ‘Just the Way You Look Tonight’ is playing quietly on the record player. Lily is variously singing to it and reciting psalms to herself. She sings and hums the song on and off during the next scene.


Judith’s room. There are two beds. Maud and Judith are in one, while Rose sits on the other near the window.




Rose She never goes to bed now.


Maud Will you miss her when she dies?


Rose No.


Maud I hope she dies in her sleep, though. Peaceful.


Rose What did the doctor say? (She lights up a cigarette.)


Judith A few months. I thought you’d given up.


Rose I have.


Judith Right. ’Night.


Rose ’Night.


Patrick’s room, next to Judith’s. Both have a window. Patrick is asleep in bed. He is having a nightmare.


Patrick You … You’ll get blood on the carpet … Who took the carpet? … Just leave me my tongue … I have uses for that. (He groans as though he is being stabbed.)


Judith’s room. Maud opens the window.  


Maud He’s having a nightmare.


Rose He is a fucking nightmare.


Patrick’s room.


Patrick (asleep) Sit still … It won’t hurt … I have to cut your hair. (He bellows.)


The kitchen. Lily has heard Patrick’s groan.


Lily Esther? Esther? What’s he doing to you? Esther?


Judith’s room.


Judith She never stops talking about Mum now.


Maud Did you ring Mum today?


Judith I left her another message.


Maud Why doesn’t she come back, then?


Rose She’s not interested.


Judith We should get Lily over to London.


Maud She’d never get on a plane.


Judith What if Lily dies without seeing her?


Rose She won’t. Go and see Mum if you want to. You don’t need an excuse.


Judith Do you not want to see her?


Rose No. I don’t like her … What? I didn’t choose not to like her. This fella’s not turning up now, is he? I’m going back to my room.


Judith You can’t. His flight might be delayed. Anything could’ve happened.


Rose Why doesn’t he stay with the others at the hotel?


Judith He wanted to stay somewhere real. 


Rose Christ … somewhere real?


Maud Do you think this fella will look like Yeats?


Judith He’ll have to, won’t he? You have to be similar. Like Kirk Douglas as Van Gogh.


Rose Or Charlton Heston as Moses.


Maud Maybe one of us’ll fall in love with him.


Judith Goodnight.


Maud No … I couldn’t do that to Kevin.


Rose Kevin’s a communist. He’d understand.


Maud Mm. We’ve not had sex in ages. He says it’s world issues are crushing his masculinity.


Rose How long is ages?


Maud Two months. Don’t say anything, will you? … I’ve never seen him fully naked, you know.


Rose What do you mean?


Maud He doesn’t like me to see his body. He’s always got a long shirt on or something.


Rose But when you have sex?


Maud It’s always in the dark. It feels fine. He just won’t let me see it. Should it worry me?


Judith No. ’Night.


Maud ’Night.


Rose No. Some people have sex through a hole in the sheet, don’t they?


Maud Is that supposed to make me feel better?


Rose I just mean by their standards Kevin’s very liberal, isn’t he?





Maud I suppose.


Rose Plus his mother’s a freak. She’s the type would have breastfed him till he was seven. Maybe he’s a woman. Maybe it’s all strapped on.


Maud No. He’s just shy.


Judith Where did you leave Lily’s diet sheet?


Rose Oh …


Judith You filled it in, didn’t you? I’ve got to give it to the doctor tomorrow.


Rose I’ll do it before you go.


Judith Rose. You said you’d do it.


Rose So I forgot. So report me to Amnesiacs Anonymous. I’ll do it in the morning.


Judith It’s meant to be done at the time.


Rose I remember what she ate.


Judith You should write things down, Rose. Make a list of important things you’ve got to do.


Rose If there was ever anything important to do, I would.


Rose smokes while Judith and Maud go to sleep. Lily sings the sailor song from Korda’s Thief of Baghdad and Rose echoes it to her just as the song is echoed in the film.


Patrick’s bedroom. Patrick wakes from sleep. He is drunk. He leans out of his window.


Patrick Is that the singing fucking sailor?


Rose stops singing, Lily keeps singing quietly.


Rose Yeah.





Patrick Does Sinbad happen to have a cigarette on her?


Rose Yeah.


Rose puts two cigarettes in her mouth, lights them both and gives one to Patrick.


Patrick That actor fella never came.


Rose No.


Patrick They said he’d be here Tuesday. I stayed in for him all day yesterday and today.


Rose But you never go out.


Patrick I stayed in.


Rose You’ve been asleep all day.


Patrick Yes. Staying in for him.


Rose Were you at the Pegasus tonight?


Patrick Tonight. Last night. Tomorrow night.


Rose Many people there?


Patrick Too many people. Do they have no homes to go to?


Rose Nikki behind the bar?


Patrick She was. Stood there under that blue light. The patron saint of the pissed. She haunts me. Those eyes, that dress, those breasts.


Rose Were the film people there?


Patrick Fucking circus. Gifford was showing off to the make-up girls. Doing the same old fucking light-bulb trick.


Rose Which one?





Patrick Smashing it in one hand while he drinks his pint with the other. I held the stool for Nikki while she changed the bulb. She had her jeans on tonight.


Rose ’Night, Dad.


Patrick That moon is fucking bright.


Rose Sweet dreams.


Patrick The devil takes care of his own.


They go to their beds.









SCENE TWO








The Pegasus. John Eastman sits down with a pint and a whiskey. He is very abstracted and quite drunk. He is wearing a dinner suit. Gary has also had a few drinks and approaches him.




Gary (gives John a wallet, a script and a packet of cigarettes) You left your stuff on the bar.


John Thanks.


Gary Are you all right?


John Yes. Thank you.


Gary Are you here with the film?


John Yes. You?


Gary No. I live here. Gary Malone.


John John.


Gary Are you an actor?


John Yes.


Gary Cigarette?





Gary offers John a cigarette. John tries to light it, but has difficulty because his hand is shaking. Gary lights his own and helps John to light his.


John Thanks. Can you help me, Gary? Later I need to get to this house. There’s no phone number. Do you know where it is? Or where I can get a cab? (He gives Gary his diary with the address written in it.)


Gary No need … It’s not far. I’ll walk you there when you’ve finished your drink.


John I just need to know how to get there.


Gary Do you know the family?


John No. You do?


Gary Yeah, I do.


John What are you drinking?


Gary I’ve one at the bar (to the barmaid) I’m coming back for that, Nikki! (to John) Is that clothes she’s wearing or underwear? (to Nikki) Get your thieving hands off that! You tell me when you want to go up to the cottage. No hurry.


John Did you ever do something irreparable, Gary?


Gary What?


John Something shameful you could never repair?


Gary sits down.


Gary You can’t tell, can you?


John Why not?


Gary You might fix things later.


John Sometimes you know.





Gary What did you do? Did you kill someone?


John Do you think you know when you love someone?


Gary Yes. I think it’s pretty clear.


John And if you do, you can do anything, can’t you? Love makes you brave.


Gary It can work the other way. Make you an awful coward.


John No. Not real love. It makes you fearless. That’s why people crave it. They want to be transformed.


Gary Maybe. You left someone behind?


John Yes. I should have picked her up in my arms and I didn’t.


Gary Talk to her.


John It’s too late.


Gary I’m sorry.


John Thanks … Your face changed.


Gary My face?


John When I showed you that address. Your expression changed.


Gary They do change, don’t they? Else it’d be pretty fucking boring wouldn’t it?


John ‘But one man loved the pilgrim soul in you and loved the sorrows of your changing face.’


Gary You been learning Yeats?


John There’s a lot in the script.


Gary He’s got some great chat-up lines.


John Something happened to you in that cottage.





Gary Not something. Someone.


John And you love her?


Gary She … affects me.


John And she doesn’t want you?


Gary I haven’t asked lately.


John Were you together?


Gary We were. A long time ago.


John And now you’re apart.


Gary I’m here. She’s there.


John And she didn’t fight for you?


Gary No, she didn’t.


John That’s pretty conclusive, isn’t it?


Gary I’m going to get my drink. I’ll walk you there when you’re through.


Gary goes to the bar. John drinks his whiskey.









SCENE THREE








The kitchen. Late. Lily is in her chair. Rose enters and sits by the fire.




Lily Esther?


Rose No, it’s me. Do you want a cigarette?


Lily Absolutely. Is the rain keeping you awake?


Rose lights two cigarettes and gives one to Lily.


Rose No.





Lily Esther used to come down like that. As a child. In the middle of the night. There’s a man outside sat waiting by the wall in the rain. He has no shoes.


Rose (goes to the window) No. There’s no one there. Do you want a drink?


Lily Yes. Why were you crying last night?


Rose gets them both a drink.


Rose I just felt blue. Thinking that things might never happen.


Lily Young men?


Rose No.


Lily You were scared you’d be a spinster all your life.


Rose I’m not a spinster. I’m single.


Lily Is that different?


Rose Very different.


Lily But neither of them has a man. You were crying because you’re a spinster.


Rose Do you want to go to London with Judith and see Esther?


Lily No. There’s too many directions there.


Rose I’m going to bed. Do you want anything?


Lily A lover.


Rose exits. Lily stares into the fire.


Do you see the lion in the fire, Esther? Do you remember your huge lion? We’d visit him in the shop and talk to him. Then one day he disappeared and you mourned him. But he was next to your bed in the dark, waiting …


A gentle knock on the door. Lily goes to it and opens it to John, who is barefoot and drunk. He is holding his muddy shoes.


John Hello. I’m John. The light was still on.


Lily You have no shoes.


John No. I took them off.


Lily You’re wet. I’m Lily.


John I’m staying next door. In your cottage. Do you stay up all night, Lily?


Lily I don’t like to be horizontal. Whiskey?


John I’d love one.


Lily I saw you. Waiting. Like the song. (She sings a couple of lines from ‘Lili Marlene’.) People said I was like her because of my name and my face.


John Who were you like?


Lily Lili Marlene. He was tired marching and he thought of her and his bags got lighter. Would you like to dance?


John Dance?


Lily With me.


John I would, but …


Lily You don’t want to. I see that.


John No. I’d love to. Shall we?


He takes her hand and gently dances cheek-to-cheek with her. They hold each other tighter. Marlene Dietrich’s ‘Lili Marlene’ plays.


Lily Do you hear the music?


John No. But I can imagine it.





Lily Do you dance with everyone?


John No. I don’t.


Lily Nobody’s paying you, are they? To dance with me?


John No, they’re not.


Lily Nobody’s behind that red curtain, are they? Watching? Laughing?


John No. Nobody’s there.


Lily Your feet are naked. They’re deeply personal. I don’t remember the last time I was alone with a man. I don’t remember what a man is like. I knew men in a past life. You’re real, though, aren’t you?


John I think so, Lily. I don’t really know.


Lily There’s too many details for it not to be happening. Our shadows are dancing together too. Authentic. You’ve a wonderful touch. I feel so beautiful I could die. John, would you stay with me tonight? Please. I’ll clean your shoes for you in the morning.


John Course I’ll stay with you. And I’ll clean my own shoes.


They dance. Lily sits down on the floor. John puts a blanket over her and lies down to sleep. Lily sits and watches him. The music fades.


Outside. Gary is standing in the rain, very drunk. He is looking up at Judith’s window.


Gary Judith? Do you want to come out for a walk? Judith … I played chess the other night against myself and each of the pieces looked like you. Even the bishops. I sit in my room and I wait for you. Thinking you might turn up on the doorstep in the rain. I’d make you tea and dry your hair. Fuck it. People ring the bell and it’s 


not you. I’m going away. ‘I have loved a queen beyond measure and exceeding long’ … and now I’m tired. So fucking tired. And I’m going away.









SCENE FOUR








Morning. Lily is still watching John.




Lily You look like a child.


John (waking) Morning.


Lily Good morning, John. How are you?


John I’m fine. Bit of a headache.


Lily You fell off cliffs in the night and shouted. (She puts a feather in his hair.)


John Did I keep you awake?


Lily No. I don’t sleep. Would you like some music? I’ve a surprise record for you, John. Can you guess what it is?


Judith’s room. Judith, Rose and Maud are getting dressed and making their beds.


Rose Are these my tights? I can’t live like this for six weeks. Like a fucking gypsy.


Maud How much’ll we get, do you think?


Rose Nothing if Dad gets it first.


Judith Don’t let Kevin get his hands on it either.


Maud What do you mean?


Judith Don’t let him beg it off you.


Maud He wouldn’t. He’s not like that.





Rose He asks you for his bus fare home.


Maud He only asked me for it once.


Judith Twice. And he asked me to delete his library fines.


Maud Which you didn’t do. Which I ended up paying.


Judith Which I gave back to you. He was arrogant. He said the silence signs were forms of government censorship. Plus I see him nicking books.


Maud It’s not a crime to lend him money, is it? Judith Does he give it back to you?


Maud He means to.


Judith I’m not attacking you. I’m just saying that when Dad gives you that money –


Rose If Dad gives you that money –


Judith Go and buy yourself something nice. Don’t give it to your man.


Rose Do you think Kevin’s actually terrified by his own genitalia?


Maud I don’t know why I ever tell you things.


Judith I’m late. Will you two get Lily breakfast?


Rose No. We’ll ritually starve her and record her reactions in her diet journal.


Judith, Rose and Maud exit the bedroom.


The kitchen. Lily and John are sitting up on the floor with a blanket over them. They have tea, toast and cigarettes. Marlene Dietrich’s ‘Johnny’ is playing.


Lily Shall we listen to it again?





John Three times was fine, thank you. Just perfect.


Lily Would you like some more tea? Toast? Cigarettes? Whiskey? Cheese? Eggs? Tea? Toast? Jam?


John Nothing. Thanks.


Judith, Rose and Maud enter.


Judith Lily …


Lily Yes … This is Judith, Rose and Maud. This is John.


John Morning.


Judith You’re John Eastman?


John I am. I got here very late last night.


Lily John’s a wonderful dancer.


Judith Good. John …


John Lily asked me to stay in here with her, so I did.


Judith Right. Are you all right, Lily?


Lily I’m fine, Judith. How are you?


Judith I’m well. Very well. I have to go to work. Shall I show you next door?


Maud I’ll take him.


Judith I’ll see you, then.


John Bye.


Judith Should I call Dad before I go?


Patrick enters with just a long shirt on.


Patrick I don’t know why you have to play music in the morning, Lily. And why do you play the same fucking song over and over? You’re not a fucking teenager.





Who’s got my fucking tobacco? Tea. Will somebody make some tea?


Maud Morning, Dad.


Patrick Where’s my tobacco? Where the fuck is it?


Rose Have one of mine.


Patrick No, I want a decent smoke.


Patrick starts to deconstruct an armchair and to tear apart long-buried dog-ends to make a roll-up cigarette.


Lily That’s what parasites do.


Patrick What?


Lily To the furniture.


John (getting up now with his crumpled dinner suit minus jacket) Hello. I’m John. How are you?


Patrick Dead, to all intents and purposes. Dead. I suffer from bad dreams. Excuse my déshabillé. You’re not homosexual, are you?


John No.


Patrick Then it shouldn’t bother you. Were you just in bed with Lily? I’m not passing judgement. She’s over the age of consent.


Lily I was frightened. John stayed with me.


Patrick Good. There is too little kindness in the world …


Patrick is tearing more dog-ends apart.


Maud Dad. Don’t do that. Have one of Rose’s. Dad!


Patrick Terrible thing to embarrass your own children.





Do you mind if I smoke dog-ends, John?


John No. But there’s some fresh tobacco in my jacket pocket there if you’d like it.


Patrick Thank you. Would you like a drink? (He pours out whiskeys for himself and John and gives him a drink.) I find the first is the sweetest before fluoride or domestic worries have set in. While the ghost of your body is still a warm imprint on your sheets.


John Thank you.


Patrick takes out John’s tobacco and starts making a roll-up. Looking for a light, he pulls out a large bag of weed.


Patrick What’s this?


John It helps me to relax. Would you like some?


Patrick No, no, you’re all right. I might try a bit sometime.


John Take it. Please. I’ve loads more. It’s very nice. Strong.


Patrick (looking at it and sniffing it) That’s very kind of you. The last time I possessed something like this was thirty years ago in Denver. Searching for Kerouac. I wanted to see the midget auto-racers. I didn’t know if it was the cars that were midget or the people who drove them. Godforsaken place, Denver. A man stared out of a window and he was wanking – well, each to his own, but it was not such stuff as dreams are made on. What are you doing, Lily?


Lily (taking out shoe polish and cloths) I’m going to clean John’s shoes.


John I’ll do that.





Patrick Put the fucking shoes down. We were worried about you, John.


John Why?


Patrick We expected you to become one of the family on Tuesday.


John I couldn’t leave London until yesterday. Did you not get the message?


Patrick No message arrived. People will steal anything these days. I walked into a café the other day to use the telephone. Never mind what for, I mean it was to make a call, but never mind who to. And sellotaped to the wall above the directories was a notice in biro. It said: ‘No talking to imaginary strangers.’ That’s what the sign said. Because we are the loneliest and nearest to hell that we have ever been. Yet the western world smells so sanitised. It should smell like Golgotha. It should stink of rotting human flesh and pus and shit. But instead it smells like a McDonald’s toilet. Do you ever frequent those hell-holes, John?


John I don’t.


Patrick Good. I only ever enter them to defecate. My personalised gift to their corporation. Their cubicles have a consistent smell. That of a child’s perfume and burnt skin. You can imagine the most terrible abominations going on in those red-and-yellow shitehouses. Have you eaten? Judith could make you a sandwich.


John I’m fine, thanks.


Judith I’ve got to go. See you all later.


Patrick I agree. Eating is a waste of time.


Maud See you.





John Goodbye.


Lily Will you see Esther?


Patrick Fuck’s sake. She’s in London, Lily. She’s been there fifteen years. Remember?


Lily I do remember. I just forget.


Patrick Well, stop forgetting.


Judith See you. (Judith exits.)


Patrick Why did you ask to stay here, John, and not in a hotel?


John I wanted to stay somewhere quiet.


Patrick Do you not think that quiet is a state of mind?


Lily People die in hotels.


John They do. I should go and look at my script.


Patrick One of the girls will show you the cottage.


Maud We’re not prostitutes, Patrick.


Patrick I asked you to show him the cottage, not fuck him. Sharper than a serpent’s tooth. Do you know where that is from, John?


John King Lear.


Patrick He had three daughters too, didn’t he? I feel for him. No wonder he went fucking mad. And that was without the mother-in-law. Will somebody show John his bed?


Rose Will you come with me, John?


John Thank you for the dance, Lily.


Patrick You have no bag? No trappings?





John They’re at the pub.


Rose and John leave to go next door to the cottage, which adjoins the kitchen.


Lily It’s better than a hotel because hotels have upsidedown glasses in the bathroom to scare you.


Patrick What the fuck is scary about an upside-down glass?


Lily Because you can imagine yourself inside is why. Tiny and scratching at the sides and no one hearing you.


Rose’s room. Rose and John enter.


Rose There’s nothing to show, really. Bed. Window. Floor. Do you need anything?


John No. This is perfect.


Rose Towels are in the cupboard.


John Thanks. Is this your room?


Rose Yeah.


John So where will you stay?


Rose Upstairs. It’s nice, all of us sharing for a bit. Shall I get you some tea or something?


John No. Thank you.


Rose I’ll put the fire on. (She switches on an electric fire.)


John Thanks. (He gets out a hip-flask and has a swig of vodka.) Would you like some? Russia’s finest?


Rose Thanks. (He pours her a little into a glass on the bedside table.) That’s strong.


John It’s the real thing. From Moscow.





Rose Were you there?


John I did a film there about the poet Esenin.


Rose Do you always play writers?


John And criminals. What do you do?


Rose I work at a bookie’s … temporarily. I’ve a couple of weeks off while it’s being refurbished. But I’ve got to find a different job.


John You don’t like it?


Rose I hate it. Plus it’s dangerous. There’s been two hold-ups in the last three years.


John In such a small town?


Rose People pass through. Was Lily okay with you last night?


John She was great.


Rose It was good of you to be with her. I didn’t realise she was frightened.


John I don’t think she was. She just wanted a bit of company. Do you mind if I smoke in here?


Rose No.


John Thank you.


He offers Rose a cigarette, which she accepts.


Rose Thanks. (She passes him a religious-looking ashtray.)


John You went to Lourdes?


Rose Lily’s sister Kitty. She used to go there every year. Did you see her in the front room?


John No.





Rose She’s on the mantelpiece. Her ashes. So do you know your lines?


John Most of them.


Rose You’re playing Yeats?


John I am.


Rose That’s a nice part to play. (Pause.) Isn’t it?


John It is.


Rose I’ll leave you to it. Are you tired?


John Exhausted.


Rose You’ve cut your hand. It looks quite deep.


John Yes … I don’t know how I did that.


Rose Do you want a plaster?


John No. It’s fine.


Rose I’ll get you one. There’s some in the bathroom.


Rose goes into the adjoining bathroom.


John (to Rose in the bathroom) Thank you. I like your room.


Rose (from the bathroom) It’s all right. It’s nice in the morning … gets the sun. All the cats congregate on the roof out there.


She returns with a wet towel, TCP, cotton wool and a plaster and places them next to John.


You should clean your cut.


John I should.


Rose Are you filming tomorrow?





John Yes … unless it rains.


Rose Are you all right?


John Yes.


Rose We’re in if you need anything.


John Is there a clock in here?


Rose No. I’ll get you one.


John I forgot to pack one. My mother died.


Rose Your mother?


John Yes. On Tuesday.


Rose God. I’m sorry. Had she been ill?


John Yes. She was very ill. Very ill.


Rose And they expect you to work still?


John They shifted scenes round me for a couple of days. So I could stay for the funeral.


Rose I’m sorry.


John No. I’m sorry. I’m not quite sure where I am or what I’m doing.


Rose Course you’re not. Give me your hand. (She cleans his cut, puts a plaster on it and holds his hand.)


John Thank you.


Rose You should be with your family.


John No. Probably best to work.


Rose Get some sleep.


John Yes, I will. Sorry.


Rose Don’t be sorry.





She takes her hand away and John curls up on the bed. Rose takes a blanket from the cupboard and puts it on him.


Are you warm enough? Shall I get you more blankets?


John No thank you.


Rose Shall I draw the curtains?


John Yes, please.


Rose Are you all right on your own?


John I think so. I don’t really know.


Rose Shall I stay with you a while?


John Yes. Please.


Rose sits on the bed and takes his hand.


Thank you.


She curls up next to him.


Thank you …?


Rose Rose.


John Rose.


They lie together.









SCENE FIVE








The Library, the same morning. Judith is sorting through a pile of books. Gary walks in and bangs down a pile of books.




Gary This is a hold-up. Give me all your Dostoevskys.


Judith Hi, Gary. Do any of these want renewing?





Gary I don’t believe in it. I had a drink with your actor fella.


Gary handles the books on the desk. One is large with a mirror-type cover that reflects one’s face.


Is this a book or a mirror?


Judith Self-help.


Gary I don’t think it would help me. Staring into that. (handling several Yeats books) You reading Yeats?


Judith I thought that John might be interested in them.


Gary Do you remember when we did Yeats at school? Everyone laughed because Miss Cooper read from his diaries about him being celibate for seven years? (reading from one of the books) ‘Half-close your eyelids, loosen your hair.’ Do you think she did?


Judith You look tired.


Gary You look beautiful. You didn’t hear or see me last night, did you?


Judith No. Are you in trouble? What have you done?


Gary Nothing. Only I walked John up to yours after the pub chucked us out. You were sat in the dark by your window. I watched you. I was going to climb up to you but I thought you’d laugh. And the wall was very wet.


Judith You tried to climb up?


Gary For a moment. I was drunk. Then I just looked up at you.


Judith What did I look like?


Gary Very beautiful. Sad. Incredibly young.


Judith I wouldn’t have laughed at you.





Gary No?


Judith No. I was asleep. It was Rose you were staring at.


Gary Rose?


Judith She’s staying in my room while John’s here.


Gary I assumed it was you … (He starts to walk out.)


Judith Gary …


Gary What? What is it, Judith Kennedy? What do you want?


Judith What? It’s not my fault you were chatting up my sister. I wanted to ask you something. Are you busy next Friday?


Gary I’m going away next week.


Judith Where to?


Gary London. To live. What do you think?


Judith I think that’s great.


Gary Do you?


Judith I do.


Gary What did you want to ask me?


Judith Nothing. What’ll you do there?


Gary I’ve a few games lined up.


Judith Where will you stay?


Gary There’s a room come up at Liam’s. Will you come and see me over there?


Judith Maybe. Will you send me a postcard?


Gary Never liked them. They always seemed a bit public. See you.





Judith Will you bring all your books back tomorrow?


Gary Possibly … Can I not keep them as past services rendered to the library?


Gary exits and Judith sits down.









SCENE SIX








Rose’s room. Rose and John are in bed naked. Rose pulls the sheets over her.




John Are you all right?


Rose Yes. You?


John Yeah. (He reaches over to his cigarettes and lights one. He offers one to Rose.)


Rose Thanks.


Pause.


John Getting dark outside.


Rose Yeah.


John The days are very short.


Rose Yeah.


John The sound of the rain is nice.


Rose It is.


John Do you have to go?


Rose No. Do you want me to go?


John No.


Rose Can I ask you something?


John Anything.





Pause.


Rose Did you love your mother?


John Yes. I think so.


Rose Did you see her when she was dead?


John Yes. Twice. First at the hospital.


Rose What was that like?


John Horrible. I wanted to lift her out of the bed and carry her home through the park.


Rose But you didn’t?


John No. No, I didn’t. Then I saw her in the Chapel of Rest.


Rose How was that?


John Grim. She looked like a man who had put on too much blue eye-shadow. Terrible smell. Like the labs at my old school.


Rose Did you feel angry?


John No. I wanted sex. I wanted to find someone on the street and fuck them. I got porn videos out and spent the night watching them. Wanking. One was set in a hospital. Am I going to hell?


Rose No. If I saw my mother dead I’d feel absolutely indifferent. Am I going to hell?


John No.


Rose gets up and finds various garments and shoes around and in the bed. She starts to get dressed.


John You’ve got a beautiful body.


Rose Have I?





John You have.


Rose You’re my first lover, John.


John I’m not?


Rose Course you’re not. I just thought it sounded nice. I like your nose.


John My nose?


Rose Your eyes and everything too. But you seem to think with your nose.


John Makes me sound a bit like a spaniel.


Rose You are a bit like a spaniel. They’re nice.


John Not particularly heroic though, are they?


Rose They are. They go splashing into ponds without thinking and they race around after sticks.


John Is that your idea of heroic, Rose?


Rose They’re fearless.


John And a bit stupid.


Rose No they’re not. I like your jawline too. I like the way it curves here … (touching his jaw) Are you still aching? For more sex?


John It’s … a pretty strong ache.


She puts her hand under the sheet, touches him.


Rose Is that making it any better?


John That’s helping. That’s helping a lot.


Rose continues …


Rose There?


John Yes. Just there.





Rose So you don’t like spaniels?


John I think they’re … fantastic.


Rose But stupid.


John No. I think they’re phenomenally intelligent. Hugely … hugely cerebral creatures … oh yes … very very … very … yes … yes.


Rose kisses John and starts to take her clothes off.









SCENE SEVEN








The kitchen. Maud, Patrick and Lily are watching the TV.




Maud Can we put the sound up?


Lily It’s my house and it’s my turn and I like the sound


down. Patrick It’s no use trying to reason with a lunatic.


Lily I’m not lunatic. I’m selective. I’m going to ask John to come to the beach with me tomorrow. Do you think he’ll come?


Patrick He’s here to make a film not fucking sandcastles.


Judith comes in from outside.


Judith Hiya. John not here?


Lily He’s taking me to the beach tomorrow.


Judith What’s this? (She sits down to watch it with them.)


Maud Robert Mitchum. Speechless.


Lily John’s taking me to the beach tomorrow. He promised.





Patrick You haven’t even fucking asked him yet.


Judith Who’s taking you?


Patrick I’m not.


Maud I can’t. I’ve got to revise.


Rose enters from outside.


Lily Rose will take me. You’ll take me, won’t you, Rose?


Rose Take you where?


Maud Where did you go?


Rose Into town.


Lily To the beach. With John. Tomorrow.


Maud What did you go into town for?


Rose I needed to buy something. I think he’ll be working, Lily.


Maud So where is it?


Rose What? Oh, they didn’t have it.


Lily Why have you no coat? You’ll become an Inuit.


Rose What are you watching?


Patrick Fuck knows.


Rose Why are you up, Dad?


Patrick My room smelt of earth. I thought I’d take John down the Pegasus. Introduce him to Gifford and the boys. Is someone making tea? Judith?


Judith gets up to make the tea.


Lily Will you take me, Rose?


Rose Yeah, we’ll get the bus. Just the two of us.





Maud He doesn’t look like Yeats. He’s much better-looking. Don’t tell him I said that. Is he married, do you think?


Lily He doesn’t smell married to me.


Maud What does a married man smell like?


Lily Like rubber. And their necks are thicker than John’s.


Maud Did Grandad smell like rubber?


Patrick He smelt like Jamesons.


Lily The bastard stank of rubber.


There is a knock on the door. John enters.


Patrick No need to knock, John. Not unless it’s for dramatic effect. Will you eat with us?


John I don’t want to put you to any trouble.


Patrick You’re not. I never cook. The girls are dying to know if you’re married.


Maud We are not. Nobody said that.


Patrick Are you beholden to somebody back at the OK Corral? Are they waiting to see you ride back through the sunset? Maud thinks you’re much better-looking than Yeats. Which is not a great feat. He had a very weak chin, didn’t he? He should have grown a beard.


John What are you watching? Robert Mitchum?


Patrick Night of the Hunter … the silent version.


John Is there something wrong with the telly?


Patrick No. With Lily.


Lily Would you like the sound up, John?





She goes to the television and turns the sound up. The dialogue on screen is about love and hate.


Maud Rose, you’ve been all around town with your jumper on inside out.


Rose Who wants a drink?


Maud You, I should think.


Rose gets a bottle of whiskey out and downs a glass.


Rose Dad? John?


Lily What about me?


Rose Would you like one?


Lily No.


Patrick (indicating the television) You must stay and eat, John, else you’ll never know if good prevailed over evil. Now that you’re one of the family you must be a part of our rituals. Then you can come on down to the pub. Meet Gifford.


Maud Don’t say yes if he asks you for an arm-wrestle.


Patrick And I’ll introduce you to an angel with the biggest …


Judith Stay. Eat.


John I will if that’s not a problem.


Patrick There are no problems in this house. Only disasters. Goodbye, progeny. I’ll see you in a bit, John.


John See you there.


Judith ’Bye, Patrick.


Maud ’Bye, Dad. Spy on Kevin for me if he’s there.


Patrick Goodnight, Lily. Remember me at my best.





Lily (quietly) Fuck off.


Rose ’Bye, Dad …


Judith I brought you some books about Yeats. I work at the library. You might have them already. But there’s lots of pictures. (She hands John the books.)


John That’s very thoughtful. Very kind. I’ve not seen these before.


Lily If we’re going to have the sound up then we’re not allowed to talk. Except for John. And except for me. Or if someone catches on fire.


They sit and watch the film silently for a few moments.


John?


John Yes.


Lily Do you have plans for tomorrow?


John We’re filming. Unless it rains.


Lily What time are the buses, Rose?


They sit as more dialogue about love comes over the screen.









SCENE EIGHT








Rose and John are on the beach. It is raining. Lily is having a pee nearby, out of sight.




Lily (shouting, from out of sight) Rose! It’s coming out of me like a horse!


Rose (to Lily) Great. You let me know when you’re finished.





Lily (out of sight) It’s like the yellow rivers of Babylon …


Rose Shall I come over?


Lily I want no help.


Rose I’m sorry if Lily was insistent about today.


John She wasn’t. She just said that I’d promised to come here with her and that she was probably going to die very soon.


Rose I’m sorry.


John Don’t be. It’s great here.


Lily (out of sight) Do you want to pee now, Rose?


Rose (to Lily) No.


John You were very wild and kind yesterday.


Rose You were very fucking sexy. Subject closed.


Lily (approaching) Which subject? Were you watching the birds?


John Yes. They’re wonderful.


Lily Shall we come here again tomorrow?


Rose We can’t.


Lily I might come on my own. I’m going to collect some shells. Shall we make a fire?


Rose I think the wood might be too damp.


Lily I’m a bit scared.


Rose Of what?


Lily That you won’t let me come here on my own tomorrow. Rose, I’m scared.


Rose What are you scared of?





Lily (upset) I’m scared that John thinks I’m stupid. I’m scared that you two want to be alone together and that you’ll go away and leave me here. And I’ll become the size of a pebble and someone will step on me.


Rose Give me your hand.


Lily What if you’re asking for my hand and you want to hold John’s? You hold Rose’s other hand, John … Those birds sound like they’re hurting. Everything sounds like it’s in pain. Forgive me.


Rose For what?


Lily Anything. Please.


Rose Of course.


Lily I have told lies.


Rose We all tell lies.


Lily Am I ill?


Rose Do you feel ill?


Lily One minute I’m full and the next minute I’m empty. I’m freezing. Is it cold or is it me?


John It is cold. Would you like a coffee? Tea?


Lily Yes, please. Coffee, please. White. Two sugars. Can I have a cake too? From the sad man in the van?


John Of course. Do you want a coffee, Rose?


Rose I’d love one. Thanks.


John goes off to get some coffees.


Lily I should go away and leave you both. I’ll go for a walk with my cake. My legs are like those maps we felt at school. Why are you sad?





Rose I’m not.


Lily Scared?


Rose No.


Lily Of John?


Rose No. Why do you say that?


Lily Your hands are trapped.


Rose Really?


Lily Yes. You want to hold his hand?


Rose I don’t know what I want.


Lily You want a paradise on earth and you don’t want to live in paradise alone.


Rose Yes.


Lily I lied to your mother. When she was little. I told her that everything was going to be like a fairy tale. I said that she would go to parties all the time. She’s not dead, is she? My Esther?


Rose No. She’s not dead, Nan.


Lily No. Me neither. Do you want to fuck John?


Rose Shut up, Lily.


Lily The question is a fair one.


Rose Be quiet.


Lily Don’t address me as though I were a child. I have had men inside me. And children. Don’t put me in a cot.


John comes back with the coffees.


You bought everything, John. Don’t the cakes and crisps look nice together? I’m going to collect some shells and find some feathers. Don’t drink my coffee. Or touch my Wagon Wheel.


Lily leaves Rose and John. She sings the sailor song from Thief of Baghdad as she walks away


John She looks about ten years old.


Rose She says she wakes up and feels a different age every day. That the concept of time means nothing to her now so she has no fear of death. Have you spoken to your family today?


John No. I haven’t. I’ve just been going over the script.


Rose Is it good?


John Terrible.


Rose So who’s playing Maud Gonne?


John Anjelica Ryan?


Rose Is she Irish?


John Californian.


Rose Do you know her?


John No. Apparently she’s a bit neurotic. Her agent has written a thesis on what she can and can’t show in the sex scenes.


Rose I thought those two never had sex.


John They do in this film. Frequently. Always near swans.


Lily approaches humming ‘Isn’t this a lovely day to be caught in the rain?’


Lily Where’s my Wagon Wheel? It’s raining onto the sea. The patterns are terribly pretty. I have no womb, John.  They took it out. How long will you stay with us?


John Six weeks.


Lily I’ll be sad when you leave. I know a poem. ‘I was a child and she was a child in our kingdom by the sea.’ We learnt that at school. He loved her and she died. Do me a poem, John. From your film.


John What sort of poem?


Lily Anything as long as it’s short. I’ll close my eyes and imagine it.


John


A mermaid found a swimming lad,


Picked him for her own,


Pressed her body to his body,


Laughed; and plunging down


Forgot in cruel happiness


That even lovers drown.


Lily Is it finished? I called Esther a mermaid because we made her on the beach. Let’s have a dance. I used to win competitions with my sister Kitty. My husband used to share me and Kitty on the dance floor, John. And sometimes in the bedroom too. You two dance and I’ll do the music.


Rose I’m fine, Lily. You dance.


Lily Dance with me, John.


They start to dance. Lily starts to hum ‘Isn’t this a lovely day?’ and sings it, and Fred Astaire’s version of ‘Isn’t this a lovely day?’ joins in.


Come and dance with us.


Rose You’re all right. I like watching you two.





Lily What do you think we are? Performing fucking monkeys? Get off your ass, you miserable fucking spinster. Get up and fucking dance with us.


They all dance together.









SCENE NINE








The Pegasus. Patrick is finishing a pint. Judith approaches him.




Patrick What are you doing here?


Judith I live up the road.


Patrick Are you pregnant?


Judith No. Do you want another drink?


Patrick Jamesons. You sit. I’ll go to the bar. What are you having?


Judith No, you’re fine. I’ll get them.


Patrick Don’t deprive me of my vigil.


Judith (looking to the bar at Nikki) Oh, right. Is that a bikini she’s got on?


Patrick It’s a halterneck top.


Judith You’re very well informed.


Patrick I asked her the same question earlier. What’s Gifford doing sniffing round the bar?


Judith What’s he done to his hand?


Patrick Tried to catch the moon. What’ll you have?


Pause.


It’s not a difficult question.





Pause.


Judith I’ve been thinking I might go and see Mum.


Pause.


Patrick Good.


Judith I might go on Friday. For a week. What do you think?


Patrick Have you bought your ticket?


Judith I have, yeah.


Patrick Then why ask me my opinion?


Judith Do you mind?


Patrick Why would I mind?


Rose Do you think I should?


Patrick Are you asking me if she’ll be pleased to see you?


Judith Maybe.


Patrick Since when did I become the fucking oracle?


Judith You don’t think I should go.


Patrick I don’t think people should get up in the mornings. I don’t think people should be allowed to talk to each other. Let alone affect each others’ lives or decisions. I think people should live in isolation wards, not streets. (He starts to move towards the bar.)


Judith Shall I still stay for a drink?


Patrick Do as you will. You’re not a child.


Patrick goes to the bar. Judith sits.












SCENE TEN








The kitchen. Rose is sitting near the fire, drinking wine. Late. There is a knock on the door. John enters.




Rose You don’t have to knock. How was your dinner?


John Usual rubbish. Mostly about Anjelica and therapy and her new-found relationship with Maud.


Rose Is the director nice?


John Very nice.


Rose You finished late?


John Yeah. Can I sit down for a minute?


Rose Course you can. Do you want some wine?


John sits and takes off his scarf. Maud walks in, drunk, from outside.


Maud Has Kevin been here?


Rose No. I thought you were both at the Pegasus.


Maud We were … Oh shit.


Rose What is it?


Maud I thought he’d be here … I threw my pint over him.


Rose Why?


Maud Oh fuck.


Rose What?


Maud He says to me, ‘Relationships change, don’t they?’


Rose Yeah?


Maud Yeah. First they’re great, then they’re shit.





Rose You said that to him?


Maud No. But I kept asking him why he was distracted. He says, ‘Oh it’s politics,’ and I know he’s staring at Nikki’s tits across the bar … then he has a go at me for getting a round in for everyone.


Rose Why?


Maud We’re meant to be saving for Moscow. To visit descendants of Bakunin.


Rose Right.


Maud I’ve got to find him. I want to explode and there’s no point unless he’s there to hear it. Make him stay here if he comes. Will you?


Rose I will.


Maud exits.


Have you met Kevin?


John Yes. He talked to me about the film industry and explained to me how and why I was a prostitute.


Rose Will you have some wine?


Lily walks in.


Lily Who came home?


Rose Maud. Are you all right, Lily?


Lily (upset) I dreamt I had a baby but I forgot to feed it and its stomach became like a drum then I found it on a table and it was dead. I want to speak to Esther.


Rose The phone broke. Do you remember?


Lily I do. Patrick smashed it because Judith kept trying to ring London.


John Phone her on my mobile. I’ll get it.





Lily Can I? 0044-208-493-6850. Thank you, John. Can I ring her from your room?


John Course you can.


Lily Will you take my hand?


Lily and John exit holding hands. Rose goes to the window and watches them go next door. She takes John’s scarf from the back of his chair, smells it and puts it around her. She sits by the fire with her wine.









SCENE ELEVEN








The Pegasus. Judith and Patrick have had a few drinks together.




Judith Are you still angry with her?


Patrick No. No, I’m not.


Judith Do you still hate her?


Patrick I never hated her. I cut up her dresses but I never hated her.


Judith I thought you did.


Patrick It was a strange time.


Judith You told me one night that you raped her.


Patrick When did I say that?


Judith About a year after she’d gone.


Patrick You didn’t believe me, did you?


Judith No. Why did you say it?


Patrick There were many times when I found myself geographically placed on top of your mother and I knew that she didn’t want me there. That’s probably what I meant.


Judith Do you remember that row we had? You said I’d grow up to be a ‘fucking schoolteacher’.


Patrick I wasn’t far wrong, was I?


Judith That was a bastard thing to say to a fifteen-year-old.


Patrick I was a bastard. I am a bastard.


Judith I should get some Taytos for Lily.


Patrick I found it painful that we grew distant.


Judith We didn’t grow distant.


Patrick Didn’t we? When Esther left you became obsessed with keeping the place tidy. You’d watch me with my wine and cigarettes, waiting for my ash to fall.


Judith I didn’t.


Patrick My heart was hewn in two and you were worried about a fucking wine stain.


Judith You were all over the place.


Patrick We used to know each other. We grew apart.


Judith We still know each other.


Patrick No … Damage happened way before your mother left.


Judith What damage?


Patrick When you were eleven years old. You changed. You stopped being a child and you changed.


Judith Of course I changed.


Patrick Your heart changed but you denied it.





Judith I didn’t feel anything less. Just differently.


Patrick I didn’t like differently.


Judith I didn’t like drunk.


Patrick That was me. That is me. I drink. I’d be the most miserable boring fucking bastard on the planet if I didn’t. I’d be like the Ancient fucking Mariner. I’d corner you and start telling you something. You’d escape and when you came back in I’d resume from exactly where I left off. I’d be a bigger bully than I am now. I was scared of you, Judith.


Judith Scared of me?


Patrick I’m sorry. I didn’t want to be. I always felt like you were waiting for me to fuck up. You always wanted to be right and I was always the villain.


Judith That’s not fair. Not fair, Dad. I just wanted you to tell me that things were okay. And that you liked me. That was all I wanted. You were a bully. You didn’t hit Mum. You didn’t hit us. But everything was so black or white. We were on your side or we weren’t. We hated the system or we didn’t. And you were always pissed and threatening to kill yourself. You were scared of me?


Patrick I was a terrible fucking father.


Judith You weren’t. It was a difficult time.


Patrick Am I a bully?


Judith No, you’re not.


Patrick A tyrant, then?


Judith No.


Patrick I’m sorry.


Judith For what?





Patrick I’m just very sorry that I have not served you better.


Judith You’ve been brilliant.


Patrick Don’t defend me, Judith. This is my apology. In response to your attack.


Judith It wasn’t an attack.


Patrick It wasn’t a fucking love song. It’s good that you say these things. I wish you’d said them at the time.


Judith I wasn’t strong enough at the time.


Patrick No. I’m sorry if I was a bully.


Judith You weren’t …


Patrick I probably was. Forgive me. Please. Forgive me, for fuck’s sake.


Judith All right. All right. I forgive you.


Patrick Did I just bully you into forgiving me?


Judith No. I forgave you of my own free will.


Patrick When you were born, Esther kept bursting into tears saying she was scared she’d have to take you back. The yard was a paradise. Summertime. She’d sing to you. I’d roll her a cigarette and we’d all just lie there on a blanket. And I’d watch the smoke curling up from my hand and I thought, fuck, this is heaven. I’ll get those drinks. Whiskey?


Judith I can’t. I’ve got work tomorrow.


Patrick One more will do no harm.


Judith I’ll have an orange.


Patrick Have a real drink. Judith, my child, my first-born. You’ve never been drunk, have you? In all your … how many years?





Judith Thirty, Dad. No I haven’t. And I’ve no desire to. I’m going home.


Patrick Don’t go. I’m sorry … I thought we might be gypsies for a night. Get slaughtered, plastered together. I’m sorry … I don’t want another one either. I’ll walk you home. (He gets up.)


Judith A pint of Guinness and a double whiskey, no ice.


Patrick Really? Shall we get drunk? You have to remember I’m a fool. I know not what I do sometimes.


Judith Am I meant to say that I’m a fool too now?


Patrick That would be a sort of drunken patois etiquette. I say something. You agree and emphasise it or you wildly disagree and we have an arm-wrestle.


Judith Okay, I’m a fool too. Sometimes.


Patrick You’re the most beautiful fool I’ve ever seen.


Judith Thanks, Dad.


Patrick Have I upset you? You look sad.


Judith No. I thought you were getting the drinks.


Patrick I go. I go. See how I fucking go. Shakespeare, that is. Did you know that?


Judith I didn’t.


Patrick See. I can still teach you things. I love you.


Judith Yeah. I know.


Patrick I’ll get the drinks. (He goes to the bar.)









SCENE TWELVE








The kitchen. Late. Rose has drunk most of the bottle of wine. John enters.




Rose Did she get through?


John Yes. They’re talking now.


Rose She’s talking to Mum?


John Yes.


Rose Thanks for looking after Lily. Your drink’s there.


John I’d better go to bed.


Rose Oh right. ’Night.


John ’Night.


Rose ’Night. Sweet dreams.


John Thanks … Rose …


Rose Yeah?


John Sleep well.


John exits. Rose stares into the fire.


Rose Do you see the dragon there, Mum? That long spark is his tail. And there’s a woman. And a man there too. She’s got her arms stretched out towards him … but I can’t see what the man’s doing. I can’t see what he’s doing.


We see John in his room. He walks in and goes to the bathroom to put water on his face. When he comes back into the bedroom he lights a cigarette. From the same jeans pocket that he takes his lighter, he takes a small piece of paper. He looks at it and burns it. Then puts his lighter back into this pocket. Then he lies on his bed and smokes. In the kitchen Rose switches on the record player. ‘Night and Day’ plays, it is scratched and jumps … Rose sits by the fire and listens …


Like the beat beat beat of the tom tom


When the jungle shadows fall …


So a voice within me keeps repeating


You … you … you … you … you … you …


you … you … you …









SCENE THIRTEEN








Outside in a lane. Patrick is kneeling in a ditch, looking at the star-filled sky. Judith stands by him.




Judith You okay, Dad?


Patrick I’m just having a look.


Judith At the sky? Are you all right?


Patrick I am. Are you cold? Do you want my coat, ’cos it’s fucking freezing out here.


Judith No no. You’re all right.


Patrick starts to take his coat off.


Patrick I think you should wear this coat.


Judith No, you keep it on you. Are you getting up, Dad?


Patrick No. You see those fucking stars? Do you see them? Come here.


Judith I can see them from here. Are you getting up?


Patrick No. I’m in a position of worship. Come and kneel with me. Come on.





Judith Dad …


Patrick Don’t worry about your tights. I’ll buy you some new tights. Sit on my coat.


Judith No no. You’re all right. (Judith kneels down with him.)


Patrick What do you think?


Judith Beautiful.


Patrick Better from down here, isn’t it?


Judith It’s beautiful.


Patrick Can you see the Great Bear? Can you?


Judith No.


Patrick No. Nor can I. Do you know what it looks like?


Judith No.


Patrick Me neither … those pictures of the constellations … they don’t make sense … you get three stars in a triangle and a great big fucking eagle drawn around it with feathers and claws and a snake in its beak. Are you having a nice time?


Judith I am. I knocked a table over. Dad, I don’t know if I can get up. Everything’s spinning.
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