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First Performance





Luminosity was first performed by the Royal Shakespeare Company in the Pit Theatre, London, on 20 March 2001. The cast was as follows:




Margaret Mercer  Susan Engel


Debra Mercer  Karen Bryson


Robert Mercer  Simon Coates


Saul Mercer  Jude Akuwudike


Betty Mercer/Midwife  Alison Newman


Gardner  John McEnery


Forbes  Timothy Kightley


Skilton  Ian Dunn


James Mercer  Tom Smith


Victoria Cotton  Niamh Linehan


Dalton  Daniel Cerqueira







Directed by  Gemma Bodinetz


Designed by  Kandis Cook


Environment designed by  David Fielding


Lighting designed by  Richard Beaton


Music by  Conor Linehan


Movement by  Melly Still


Fights by  Malcolm Ranson






















Characters





The Present


Margaret Mercer


Debra Mercer


Robert Mercer




 





1799


Saul Mercer


Betty Mercer (doubled with Midwife)


John Gardner (William Mercer)


Forbes


Dalton




 





1899


Skilton


James Mercer


Victoria Cotton


Midwife (doubled with Betty




 







 





Debra and Robert went to local schools,


so when they impersonate the Couchmans


the accent can be strongly regional



















Setting





A walled physic garden in the English West Midlands, two centuries old. There are stone paths, the glimpse of glass in a greenhouse and the stone of a large house … Wood and earth and plants and trees and depth; a feeling of something behind and below; mass, denseness, texture. Earth and light. (And a large screen on which to project.)





















LUMINOSITY
























SCENE ONE








The present. Margaret Mercer, a white woman in her middle age, tends the garden beds … a bird sings. Enter Debra, a black woman in her late twenties. Debra studies Margaret until a particular plant takes her attention. Her movement to it alerts Margaret to her presence.




Debra   The woad’s flowering.


Margaret   Latin – without squinting at the label.


Debra   Isatis tinctoria. Makes blue dye if fermented in stale urine.


Margaret   Other colours?


Debra   Madder to make red, indigo for blue, dyer’s greenweed for yellow-green.


Margaret   This?


Debra   Clue?


Margaret   Medical.


Debra   Mandrake! I mean, Mandragora officinarum – Root used two thousand years ago to relieve agony of crucifixion. Mandrake gives Scopalamine, used today as a pre-med and a remedy for motion sickness. The myth of mandrake is that it screams when pulled from the earth.


Margaret   Tree?


Debra   Quercus suber – the cork tree. Hang a cork around the neck of a lactating woman and she’ll dry up. Cartharanthus roseus; English?


Margaret   Rosy periwinkle.


Debra   Very good. From?


Margaret   Madagascar, originally.


Debra   Used in Jamaica as a cure for diabetes. How am I doing?


Margaret   In what respect? What about this one? … No? … Castanospernum australe?


Debra   Yes, yes, yes. Queensland chestnut, currently under chemical trial as an inhibitor of the HIV virus.


Margaret   This?


Debra   Acocanthera oblongifolia – a remedy against worms. And this, Ochna serrulata, used by Xhosas and Zulus and our family against stomach disorders. Do you know if William Mercer went to all those places and collected the plants himself?


Margaret   No, I don’t.


Debra   The whole globe might have appeared to him a glorious seed catalogue … But.


Margaret   But what?


Debra   (changing her mind) It’s lovely here. An oasis. A special place. And everything’s so early.


Margaret   Global warming.


Debra   How am I doing now?


Margaret   It won’t be this easy.




Enter Robert, Margaret’s white son, carrying a big box.





Robert   Sorry, sorry, sorry, sorry. Late, late, late.


Margaret   That’s all right, Robert.


Robert   Hello, Mum. Oh. Hello.


Debra   Hello, Robert.


Robert   (beats) I’ve got styrofoam rather than plastic (cups). Anyway, yes, styrofoam cups, easier to hold. They don’t crack and make that irritating noise; though the children do seem unable to resist biting them. Orange squash. And the cakes. A magnificent array, as usual. Carrot cake from St Mary’s Sunday School, ginger cake from the West Indian Ex-Servicemen’s Women’s Section; and banana cake from the Our Lady of Lourdes After-school Summer School Project. We have to keep track of what money goes to which place. Hello, Debra.


Debra   Hello, Robert.


Robert   Good to see you.


Debra   It’s good to see you.


Robert   How’s things? Are you famous, yet?


Debra Not really.




Exit Margaret.





Robert   She’s cross. I’m being too friendly to you. Ah, yes, she’s cross. That’s her cross walk.


Debra   She told me that it won’t be easy.


Robert   Where have you been, may I ask?


Debra   Thinking.


Robert   Have you been thinking so hard you forgot how to use a telephone?


Debra   Didn’t my letters arrive?


Robert   No letters, no, just cryptic messages.


Debra   What’s cryptic about ‘I’m all right’?


 Robert   She’s been down there twice, you know. She watched your flat until she saw you were physically okay.


Debra   How’s school?


Robert   My infants are coming today.


Debra   How’s our property empire?


Robert   It chugs along. Tenants arrive, we collect the rents, tenants mess up the properties, tenants leave, we refurbish the properties, tenants arrive and so on.


Debra   You’re cross, too.


Robert   I’ve had to deal with her crossness. Just me. How’s the life of an artist?


Debra   Good.


Robert   Getting work – if art is work? Is art work?


Debra   I make pieces of work.


Robert   Pieces of work? What are those recently: statues? paintings?


Debra   Not necessarily.


Robert   Then what?


Debra   Pieces of work.


Robert   Incomplete works?


Debra   One work is a piece.


Robert   A piece, not a whole?


Debra   A section of a whole, perhaps.


Robert   Not a whole whole?


Debra   A piece.




They’re playing, but deadpan.





Robert   Is Professor Scrotum paying a visit?


Debra   Why, yes. He might well be. And Doctor Knobhead?


Robert   Hello, Professor Scrotum.


Debra   Greetings, Doctor Knobhead.




The deadpan continues.





Robert   I’m sorry, Professor Scrotum, I’m obviously not quite up to speed with modern art, but when someone asks me for a piece of cake this afternoon that’s what they’ll get; a piece of the cake, a section of the cake, not the whole cake.


Debra   I said a piece of work, Doctor Knobhead, not a piece of a work. A piece made in a range of media: painted, sculpted; and I’ve recently been making three-dimensional structures from found objects.


Robert   Three-dimensional structures?


Debra   Made from found objects.


Robert   Found, Scrotum?


Debra   Things, Knobhead, objects, Knobhead, materials that evoke the subject.


Robert   Then you stick, Scrotum, the objects together to make a piece about the subject?


Debra   Stick, Knobhead, weld, Knobhead, cement, Knobhead, tie. Or sometimes I just throw them all up in the air and see how they land.


Robert   You’ve been commissioned by the Tate? How marvellous! And can one tell what they are, these structures; can one see, Scrotum, that they are the subject?


Debra   If you’re inquiring whether sometimes the structures are abstract, then yes, Knobhead, they are.  I take whatever I find and fashion it into a piece which evokes in both its form and its content the nature and spirit of the subject.


Robert   And what do you find? What materials?


Debra   Whatever I source.


Robert   Source?


Debra   A piece is a work; to find is to source.


Robert   Would that be tomato or hollandaise, this sauce?


Debra   Ha ha, Knobhead.


Robert   What exactly constitutes a found object?


Debra   Exactly what it sounds like. An object I find.


Robert   ‘Finding’ and ‘sourcing’ don’t sound like the similes [author: ? synonyms] you suggest they are. ‘Finding’ something implies stumbling across it, whilst ‘sourcing’ implies actively seeking.


Debra   You can ‘find’ something that you’re looking for.




She smiles. He smiles. They remember how much they like each other.





How about you?


Robert   I’m the one who stayed at home.




Enter Margaret.





Debra’s moved on to making crap out of scrap.


Margaret   I beg your pardon?


Robert   Three-dimensional structures out of found objects.


Margaret   I have no idea what you’re talking about.


Debra   He’s teasing.


 Robert   She makes pieces of work and she works on pieces. Current project?


Debra   I took an impression of my body in the classical pose of Britannia, then cast myself in white plaster, glazed it, added a dreadlocks wig, and draped the torso in a Union Jack.


Robert   How does one take an impression of one’s body?


Debra   One removes all one’s body hair, then one is wrapped in cloth impregnated with a resin which hardens. One wears a plastic shield over one’s genitalia.


Margaret   Shall we have a cup of tea?










OEBPS/faber-branding-logo.png





OEBPS/9780571318506_cover_epub.jpg
PLAYS

Nick Stafford

Luminosity






OEBPS/logo_1_online.png
i

FABER & FABRBER





