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Introduction





When I was a scut we built a theatre in our shed; we lay boards across the stacked turf, hung an old blue sheet for a curtain and tied a bicycle lamp to a rafter at the side of the shed so its light would fall at an angle on the stage. For costumes we wore brown nylons over our faces. There were always robbers in our plays. Even when you weren’t playing a robber, you dressed like one, for any second you could be caught or hung or shot. Even the Good Guy dressed like a robber, so if the worst came to the worst he could arrest himelf. Everyone was interchangeable. One minute you were the heroine on the swing and the next you were in the stocks pleading guilty to every crime invented. Our dramas were bloody and brutal. Everyone suffered: the least you could hope to get away with was a torturing. And still we all lived happily ever after. Good and bad got down from their ropes or off the rack or out of the barrel of boiling oil, apologized to the Goodie – who was usually more perverse than all the Baddies put together – and made long soliloquies about ‘never doing it again’. Everyone was capable of redemption except Witches. We had no mercy for Witches, but since the Witch had all the power and all the magic, we could never finally throttle her with all the righteous savagery of our scuttish hearts. Just when we had her choked down to her last cheekful of air or had her chest bared for the stake, she’d cast one of her spells and escape on the handle of an old spade.


Scuts know instinctively that morality is a human invention, fallible and variable as the wind, and so our dramas were strange and free and cruel. But scuts also have a sense of justice – bar the Witch, I don’t know what she was about – and hence our desire for the thing to end well. We loved the havoc, the badness, the blood spillage, but loved equally restoring some sort of botched order and harmony. Ignorantly we had hit upon the first and last principles of dramatic art. And the Witch? Maybe she was Time. Time we didn’t understand or fully inhabit, and yet we respected and feared her. And fell away humbly under her spells and charms and curses. If I’m after anything when I’m writing plays, it’s the scuts’ view of things as they are or were or should be, and perhaps once in a blue moon be given a sideways glance of it all as the first dramatist might see it and how it should be done.


Marina Carr


February 1999



















LOW IN THE DARK

























First Performance





Low in the Dark was first performed by Crooked Sixpence Theatre Company at the Project Arts Centre, Dublin, on 24 October 1989, with the following cast:


 


Curtains  Brid Mhic Fhearai


Bender  Joan Brosnan Walsh


Binder  Sarah Jane Scaife


Baxter  Peter Holmes


Bone  Dermod Moore


 


Director  Philip Hardy


Designer  Liz Cullinane


Costumes  Leonor McDonagh


Lighting  Brian O’Rourke


Music  Bunnan Beo Ensemble


Stage Manager  Lorraine Whyte 



















Characters





Bender, in her fifties, attractive but ageing


Binder, Bender’s daughter, in her mid-twenties, a spoilt brat, whimsical


Baxter, in his mid-thirties, Curtains’ lover


Bone, in his late-twenties, Binder’s lover


Curtains can be any age, as she is covered from head to toe in heavy, brocaded curtains and rail. Not an inch of her face or body is seen throughout the play





The Set



Stage left Bizarre bathroom: bath, toilet and shower.


A brush with hat and tails on it


Stage right The men’s space: tyres, rims, unfinished


walls and blocks strewn about


The floor is chequered in cream and black



























Act One
























SCENE ONE








Soundtrack on, lights on middle stage space.


Curtains walks down the middle space, looks right, looks left then looks straight ahead.




Curtains   Before they ever met the man and woman had a dream. It was the same dream. The woman dreamt she came up from the south to meet the man from the north. It was the same dream. The man dreamt he came down from the north to meet the woman from the south. It was the same dream with this difference …


Binder   (gets up from the toilet where she has been sitting as if on a throne) Open those bloody curtains!




Curtains, caught mid-story, gives herself a vigorous dusting with a carpet beater and walks off.





Why does she never open her curtains? Even an inch!


Bender   (from the bath) Even half a one!


Binder   (yelling after her) Open those bloody curtains!


Bender   I’d love to rip them off her! There is a life to be lived, I’d say as I’d rip them off, or didn’t you hear? And then I’d tell her, it’s not every woman can say that she’s been loved!


Binder   Go on! Give us a go in the bath.


Bender   (pushes her away) Go away!


Binder   You look old today!


Bender   (nonplussed) I’ll be older tomorrow.


Binder   There’s grey in your hair!


Bender   Yours is falling out.


Binder   You’ve put on weight!


Bender   That’s the baby.


Binder   Another one?


Bender   And why not?


Binder   It’s not fair.


Bender   To who?


Binder   To anyone … to you, to him!


Bender   It might be a her.


Binder   Never, babies are always boys.


Bender   Even when they’re girls.


Binder   And it’s not fair to me! I’ll have to sit here and wait and listen to you screaming!


Bender   A good scream would do you the power of good!


Binder   I’ve nothing to scream about.


Bender   That’s your tragedy.


Binder   (looking at herself in the mirror) Do you like my hair?


Bender   I love your hair.


Binder   And …


Bender   And your lips.


Binder   Yeah, I love them too, will I put on more lipstick?


Bender   Sure why not, give me some too.




Both put on lipstick.





Here! Put him in the shower. (She’s just had a baby, baby crying sounds.)


Binder   Why didn’t you tell me? (Holds up the baby.)


Bender   You accuse me of screaming too much, so I had a silent birth this time.


Binder   Did it hurt?


Bender   After the first million you get used to it.


Binder   Can I feed him?


Bender   Go ahead!


Binder   (breast-feeding and examining the baby) It’s a she!


Bender   What’ll we call him?


Binder   Alexander.


Bender   We have an Alexander!


Binder   There’s no harm in another one.


Bender   Please yourself.


Binder   She sucks like a man.


Bender   She’ll have luck so! (Finishes her drink, lights another cigarette.) I wish her luck … I wish her all the luck in the world, give me another drink!


Binder   You drink too much!


Bender   I don’t drink half enough! I deserve one after that ordeal … remember, not even a scream.


Binder   That was very underhand of you.


Bender   A drink for her sake and put him in the shower and give him a doll!


Binder   They’re for the girl-babies.


Bender   Well then give him a train and give his mother a drink!


Binder   I’m her mother!


Bender   Whose mother?


Binder   It’s my baby, so leave off!


Bender   Yours? I just had him!


Binder   It’s a her!


Bender   Silently!


Binder   You’re hallucinating again. I had him.


Bender   Binder, don’t start or I’ll send you back.


Binder   You can’t! Remember you tried, I’m too big.


Bender   I’ll try again.


Binder   He’s my baby, and what’s more I won’t call him Alexander, horrible name!


Bender   It was your idea.


Binder   (to the baby) I’ll call you Jonathon, won’t I?


Bender   We already have four Jonathons, anyway it’s a girl, look I’ll give you the next one.


Binder   You always say that … anyway there won’t be a next one!


Bender   There’s plenty where she came from … as soon as I get my figure back I’ll have another and then another, because I am fertile!


Binder   I had a dream last night your uterus fell out.


Bender   I dreamt your ovaries exploded!


Binder   At least I have ovaries and eggs, lots of eggs, much more than you because I’m young. I’m in my prime. 


Bender   I’ve had my fair share of eggs. Now give her to me.


Binder   Take her then! (Throws the baby.) But don’t expect me to hit her when she starts screaming!


Bender   (to the baby) We don’t expect anything from her do we?


Binder   He’s a very ugly baby!


Bender   There’s no such thing as an ugly baby. (to the baby) Is there? You’re the image of your father, aren’t you?


Binder   Who’s his father?


Bender   None of your business! Isn’t it enough that he has a father … somewhere … here now put him away gently. (Kisses the baby and gives it to Binder.)


Binder   (examining the baby) I still think it’s a she. (Throws it in the shower.)


Bender   I’d better write to him. Get out the pen and paper!




Curtains enters, goes straight for the Venetian blinds and examines them.





Binder   Hello, how are you?


Bender   Oh, there you are!


Curtains   I love your blinds, they really keep the light out.


Binder   And the shower curtain?


Curtains   (examines the shower curtain) Yes, it’s magnificent! Truly magnificent.


Bender   I bought it in a sale. Eh, where did you get your curtains?


Curtains   (outraged) Don’t be so impudent!


Binder   We told you all about our blinds and our curtains!


Curtains   (smugly) Did I ask you about them! No I didn’t!


Bender   Yeah, well you’re always in here touching them up, looking for information about them. I even lent you one of the blinds and it came back filthy!


Binder   I had to scrub it!


Curtains   What about the stories I tell you about the man and the woman?


Binder   I don’t need your stories! I have my own man.


Bender   So have I.


Binder   You have not! You’ve no one, only me!


Curtains   So you don’t want my stories any more? (Goes to walk off.)


Bender   No wait! We didn’t say that.


Curtains   I can always talk to myself you know. I don’t need this abuse.


Bender   Calm down will you … Was the man very handsome?


Curtains   (sitting in state on the toilet) Yes.


Binder   And strong?


Curtains   Yes.


Bender   And the woman?


Binder   She was lovely.


Curtains   Yes she was. And the woman said to the man, ‘I believe you’re born to haunt me.’


Bender   The woman was right.


Binder   The woman was wrong.


Curtains   The woman was right.


Bender   And what did the man reply?


Curtains   He said nothing.


Binder   Ah, why didn’t he say something?


Bender   I bet he said something, you’re just too mean to tell us!


Curtains   (up and away) Goodbye.


Bender   No, wait!




Curtains has gone.





She always leaves us like this.


Binder   Can I get in the bath?


Bender   (pushing her out of it) No! We’ve to write that letter, are you ready?


Binder   (bored) Ready.


Bender   My dearest … My dearest? My dearest man, I am writing to tell you that you have another son …


Binder   Daughter!


Bender   That you have another child. It was a difficult birth but …


Binder   It wasn’t!


Bender   It was a terrible birth, but I survived it. I think I would survive anything. It looks like you. Do you remember the night I conceived?


Binder   (stops transcribing) Do you?


Bender   Of course.


Binder   Really?


Bender   Yes.


Binder   How did you know?


Bender   I cried. Women always cry when they conceive.


Binder   No they don’t!


Bender   Well they should … where was I?


Binder   (reads) Do you remember …


Bender   Grand. How is your music going?


Binder   Are you sure he’s a musician?


Bender   Of course I’m sure.


Binder   Supposing he’s not?


Bender   OK, OK cross that out … how is your …


Binder   Work?


Bender   That’s too vague.


Binder   But they usually work.


Bender   OK, how is your work going? I wish you would come home … all my love.


Binder   And the address?


Bender   Just leave it there. He’ll know it’s for him when he comes.


Binder   (throwing the letter on the floor) He’ll never come, they never do.


Bender   They always come in the end.


Binder   Yeah when you’re past wanting them.


Bender   Do I detect a note of bitterness?


Binder   Yes, I’m very bitter today.


Bender   Why?


Binder   Because I’m afraid I’ll end up like you!


Bender   Now I’m bitter!


Binder   You’ve every right to be. Look at you!


Bender   I’m always open to suggestion, but, aaaaah! Oh! Help me! Help! Aaah! Someone help me! It’s coming! It’s coming!




Binder rushes to put on a hat and tails and grabs a bunch of flowers. Dramatic music comes on. Binder runs to the bath. Bender is in the throes of childbirth.





I thought you were never coming!


Binder   My love, look! (Shows the flowers.) For you. (Throws them on her.)


Bender   (throws them back at her) Get away from me! Aaah! Aaaah!


Binder   Is dinner ready darling?


Bender   GAAAS!


Binder   Where are my slippers?


Bender   Epiduuraaal!


Binder   You’ve been very thoughtless these last few days.


Bender   EPIDUURRRAL!


Binder   Are you in pain?


Bender   EPIDURAL! AAAH! AAAAH!


Binder   It’ll be over soon.


Bender   It’ll never be over! I’m going to die!


Binder   (pats Bender’s head nervously) You’re not going to die! It’s coming out.


Bender   Is it? AAAH!


Binder   Push! Push! Nearly there! It’s a … push! It’s a son! (Holds it up.) We have a son! (Walks off with the baby.)


Bender   (struggling out of the bath) I have another son. (Exits.)





















SCENE TWO








Baxter and Bone come on stage right. Bone has his arm around Baxter as if they are a married couple. Baxter wears high heels, a woman’s hat, a dress, and a necklace around his neck. He looks pregnant.




Baxter   (woman’s voice) You’re marvellous, darling, you really are.


Bone   (pointing to the wall) So you like it?


Baxter   (examining the wall) It’s exactly what we needed … exactly.


Bone   (thrilled) Do you think?


Baxter   How high will you build it?


Bone   Well how high would you like it?


Baxter   I don’t mind as long as it’s higher than everyone else’s.




Bone has begun building.





Can I help?


Bone   I think you should do your knitting.


Baxter   I want to help with the wall!


Bone   Knit darling, knit!




Baxter sits in a chair reluctantly and begins knitting. Pause. Brief tableau of the knitting and building.





How is the knitting?


Baxter   (still playing the role of a woman) Grand, grand.


Bone   And the baby?


Baxter   (puts a hand on his stomach) Quiet today.


Bone   (still building) And how are you?


Baxter   A bit tired but otherwise …


Bone   Are you happy?




No reply from Baxter except to knit faster.





With me?




The real Baxter erupts out of the role-play.





Baxter   (in a deep, man’s voice) I heard you!


Bone   Well are you?


Baxter   (back to a feminine voice) Yes.


Bone   Are you sure?


Baxter   Yes.


Bone   Really?


Baxter   (deadpan) I am very happy with you. I cooked you your favourite.


Bone   (delighted) Did you? A whole tray of them?


Baxter   Two trays! Twenty-four buns all for you.


Bone   Ah, you’ll have one.


Baxter   (in his real voice) I will not!


Bone   I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have said that.


Baxter   You know I hate those things! (back to the woman’s voice) I only cook them for you.


Bone   You’re spending too much money.


Baxter   (knitting) You’re not earning enough!


Bone   (innocently) Am I not?


Baxter   I think you should get another job.


Bone   Two jobs?


Baxter   If you did you could have buns every day, and I could knit you a decent scarf. (The scarf is about twenty feet long.)


Bone   But I’d never see you!


Baxter   (real voice) Exactly.


Bone   Watch it!


Baxter   (niggling female again) Do you think is there any point in us going on?


Bone   Of course there is.


Baxter   Just asking.


Bone   I hate it when you say things like that! You’re trying to upset me.


Baxter   I’m not!


Bone   You are! (Points to the wall.) I do everything to please you!


Baxter   (real Baxter, throws down the knitting) I’m fed up of this! It’s pointless!


Bone   (determined to finish the scenario, as before, points to the wall) I do everything to please you!




He waits for the response from Baxter. None is forthcoming. He forces the knitting into Baxter’s hand, annoyed.





Yes you do, darling!


Baxter   Yes you do, darling.


Bone   And I love you for it!


Baxter   And I love you for it.


Bone   Now would you like some tea?


Baxter   Now would you like some tea?




Bone knocks off Baxter’s hat.





You always end it like this!


Bone   You always force me to! If you’d just say what you’re supposed to say.


Baxter   (taking off women’s clothes and shoes) Women don’t talk like that!


Bone   That one did! (unsure) How do women talk?


Baxter   (putting on his own shoes) I don’t know! They just talk, they never stop and there’s no sense in anything they say, ever! Anyway I’m off!


Bone   You’re always leaving me here.


Baxter   You could go somewhere yourself you know.


Bone   Where?


Baxter   Anywhere … just move around, I suppose.


Bone   Here?


Baxter   Here’s as good as anywhere, it’s just matter in motion, place is unimportant.


Bone   Well, will we have some tea and buns before you head off?


Baxter   Alright … but just tea for me.


Bone   A little apple tart and cream?


Baxter   (delighted) Apple tart and cream! What would I do without you? Hah?


Bone   I don’t know … I suppose … eh … I’ve eh, met another woman.


Baxter   Another woman?


Bone   (apologetic) Yes … it’ll … it’ll eh, probably be over soon … yeah.


Baxter   Has it started yet?


Bone   No.


Baxter   Then how can it be over?


Bone   Well, eh … after you start, eh … it usually finishes after a while.


Baxter   That’s no excuse.


Bone   I know, I know … but when she talks …


Baxter   (cynical) I know when she talks.


Bone   And the lipstick on …


Baxter   The soft hair …


Bone   The smell on the pillow …


Baxter   The shoes …


Bone   The earring left behind …


Baxter   Did she leave an earring?


Bone   Yes. (Produces one from his pocket.) And a sock. (Takes a pink sock from the other pocket.)


Baxter   Can I?




Bone gives him the sock.





Lovely colour.


Bone   I washed it for her.


Baxter   Did you?


Bone   And hung it out to dry, and took it in, and ironed it.


Baxter   You don’t iron socks …


Bone   (taking back the sock) This one you do.


Baxter   Or shoes or underwear and what about me?


Bone   (examining the sock) What about you?


Baxter   You’ve upset everything, you know that!


Bone   Yes.


Baxter   And who’s going to pick up the pieces when she’s gone?


Bone   Maybe this time she won’t go.


Baxter   She’ll go! You’ll pick a fight with her and she’ll go! And then we’ll run up and down mountains till the anger is gone. And when the anger is gone we’ll drink until you have forgotten her. And when you’ve forgotten her, we’ll play a few games and then you’ll start all over. Can I see the sock again?


Bone   Will you give it back?


Baxter   Yeah.


Bone   Sure?


Baxter   Yeah!




Bone gives Baxter the sock and watches him examine it.





Bone   Can I have it back now?


Baxter   (still examining) Take it easy will you?


Bone   Next thing you’ll want her earring and then you’ll disappear!


Baxter   Can I, eh, can I try it on?


Bone   It won’t fit, I tried it already.


Baxter   Small foot?


Bone   Tiny.


Baxter   (trying on the sock) Describe her?


Bone   Ah, Baxter, don’t! You’ll stretch it!


Baxter   I let you try on the blue slip!


Bone   But it fitted!


Baxter   With a stretch. (examining the sock on his foot) What’s she like?


Bone   She’s long blond hair on her arms and long dark hair on her head and she’s a handbag full of things.


Baxter   What things?


Bone   Women’s things, I suppose.


Baxter   Did you not look?


Bone   I didn’t get a chance.


Baxter   Does she knit?


Bone   I didn’t ask her yet.


Baxter   Suppose she doesn’t.


Bone   We’ll cross that bridge when we come to it. (He points at the sock.) Look you’re ruining it! (He takes it off Baxter’s foot.) I’ll have to wash it again now, your big ugly foot mark all over it!


Baxter   There was a time you were very glad to have this big ugly foot for company!


Bone   I’m sorry.


Baxter   You’re always sorry!




Bone gives him the sock.





How does she walk?


Bone   I haven’t quite mastered it yet, but it’s something like this.




Does a female walk. Baxter copies him.





She takes short little steps and her feet turn in a little.


Baxter   Cute. Do her eyes turn in?


Bone   No, she has level eyes.


Baxter   I love a slight squint. Remember the Blue Slip?




Both turn in their eyes.





One of her eyes turned ever so slightly.


Bone   Gave her a dotty look.


Baxter   Very attractive, that dotty look. Does she use her wrists?


Bone   Yeah, she goes like this a lot.




Twiddles his right wrist. Baxter does likewise.





Baxter   Like this?


Bone   Something like that, and when she walks –




He starts walking again. Baxter follows him.





– she tosses her head.




He tosses his head. Baxter mimics.





And when she takes off her shoes, she takes them off from behind, like she puts her leg some way behind her and puts her head to the side and her hand down.




He demonstrates. Baxter copies.





Baxter   The Necklace used to take hers off like that. And when she was putting on her bra she used to fasten it in the front first and then turn it around and put in her arms. (He demonstrates.)


Bone   A lot of women do that.


Baxter   They do not! Most of them fasten it from behind. (He stretches his arms behind to indicate.)


Bone   (trying to do it) God I don’t know how they manage it. Does the curtain woman wear a bra?


Baxter   I think so.


Bone   What do you mean you think so?


Baxter   Sometimes I almost feel it but I’ve never seen it.


Bone   Surely you know what a bra feels like?


Baxter   Of course I know what a bra feels like! But there are many different types of bras. There’s the platex, the cross-your-heart, the Saint Bernard, there’s the two-in-one, the three-in-one …


Bone   The all-in-one, there’s the light-support, the medium-support, the extra-support …


Baxter   And there’s them tops like tee-shirts only they’re bras, and yet they couldn’t be classified as The Bra. Do you know the kind I’m talking about?


Bone   I wasn’t born yesterday. Is that the kind the curtain woman wears?


Baxter   More or less.


Bone   Which?


Baxter   Less.


Bone   So what you’re saying is you don’t know. You mustn’t care about her very much or else you’d know what type of bra she wore!


Baxter   She’s a 38B, OK!


Bone   Pink Sock’s a 32A.


Baxter   We all have our limitations.


Bone   Well at least she has a handbag and her knickers are silk!


Baxter   Curtains doesn’t wear any.


Bone   You’re not serious?


Baxter   She says they’re a sign of weakness.




Curtains enters, followed by Bender and Binder.





Bender   And then what did the man say to the woman?


Binder   He said shut up and lie down for a while.


Bender   He did not! Curtains, what did he say?


Curtains   He said, ‘You’re the crack in my pane of glass.’ Hello, Baxter.


Baxter   Hello, Curtains.


Bone   Hello, Binder.


Binder   Hello, Bone.


Bender   Hello, Bender. Hello, Bender.




The pace accelerates.





Bone   Binder, this is Baxter.




No one looks at anyone.





Binder   Baxter, this is Bone.


Baxter   Binder, this is Bone.


Bone   Baxter, this is Binder.


Binder   Bone, this is Baxter.


Baxter   Bone, this is Binder.


Bender   Bender, this is Bender.


Curtains   Then the man got up one morning and looked out of his window. ‘It’s time’, he said to himself, ‘that I started riding.’ So he got up on his bicycle …


Bone   Can I?


Curtains   Certainly you can.


Bone   So he got up on his bicycle and he rode all over the Earth, he cycled over the sea … he cycled over the sea … (Forgets.)


Bender   For it was a sturdy bicycle. One evening as he was flying over the highways, he saw the woman in his path.


Bone   ‘Get out of my road,’ he yelled!


Binder   But she would not, he said it again, louder this time …


Curtains   Everybody.


All   ‘Get out of my road,’ he yelled!


Binder   Still the woman would not move.


Baxter   ‘I’ve two choices,’ the man said to himself, ‘I can knock her down or I can stop.’ In fact he did both.


Curtains   Which proves?


Bone   Which proves that the bicycle is streets ahead of the human mind.


Curtains   ‘You!’ she said. ‘If you have courage get off your bicycle and come with me! I’ve …’


Bender   ‘I’ve nothing to give,’ the man said. ‘Don’t worry,’ the woman replied, ‘I’ve learned how to steal.’


Curtains   So the man and woman walked. They walked a million miles. Then the woman turned to the man and said …


Baxter   ‘Hello.’


Curtains   And the man answered …


Binder   ‘Hello yourself.’


Curtains   The woman said, ‘How are you?’ And the man replied …


Binder   ‘I’m fine, how are you?’


Curtains   The woman did not reply.


Bone   So the man said again, ‘How are you?’


Baxter   Still the woman did not reply.


Bender   She did so!


Baxter   She did not!


Bone   Curtains, did she?


Curtains   I suppose.


Bender   She said to the man …




Pause, all look at Curtains.





Curtains   (starts to go off-stage) ‘I need change, I need to make strange, I need to kill an albatross, I need to lie with the golden ass.’




At this point she is off-stage. Baxter follows her.





Bender   (heading towards the bath) And then the man said to the woman … (She drifts into the bath, her voice trails off, she talks to herself.)


Binder   Bone.


Bone   Binder.


Binder   Will we?


Bone   No! I’ve to build. (He throws the sock at her.) You know I hate women who leave their things after them!


Binder   (picks up the sock) You washed it!


Bone   I did not! When can I see you again?


Binder   I’m here now.


Bone   Now is no use.


Binder   I made you some buns.


Bone   How many trays?


Binder   Three.


Bone   I wanted two! There’s your bloody earring as well! (He throws it at her.)


Binder   How is the wall?


Bone   Grand.


Binder   Will I see you tomorrow?


Bone   You might. Can I have the sock back?




Binder gives him the sock. Bone kisses her and goes off. Binder heads back to the bathroom.





Bender   (from the bath) What did he say to you?


Binder   He told me my lipstick was lovely.


Bender   Give me some.




Binder gives it to her. She puts it on.





Did he kiss you?


Binder   Yes he did.


Bender   The cheek of him! Where?


Binder   Everywhere!


Bender   And you let him?


Binder   Yes.


Bender   I don’t believe what I’m hearing.


Binder   There’s no harm in it.


Bender   There’s plenty of harm! You’re disgusting! He’s only using you.


Binder   I love being used.


Bender   I think you should finish with him for your own sake.


Binder   Just because you’ve no one …


Bender   Hah! I’ve had every man I’ve ever wanted! All I have to do is this! (She clicks her fingers.) And they run.


Binder   In which direction?


Bender   You need a good trouncing!


Binder   I’ll trounce you back!


Bender   It’s no joke having a child the likes of you!


Binder   I never asked to be born!


Bender   Oh yes you did! Screaming out of the womb you came, ripping everything in your path asunder and you haven’t stopped since!


Binder   You should have aborted me.


Bender   Too late now.


Binder   Yes.


Bender   No use crying over spilt milk.


Binder   Hmm.




Sound of babies crying comes over.





Bender   I suppose we’d better feed them.


Binder   I fed them already.


Bender   All of them?


Binder   Yeah.


Bender   The Pope too?




No answer from Binder.





I don’t know what I’d do without you.


Binder   Don’t start! I can’t stand it when you get all emotional.




Curtains enters, goes straight to the Venetian blinds and starts opening and closing them.





Look, will you leave those alone.


Bender   Come into the bath beside me … you seem very excited.


Curtains   I’ve something to tell you both.




Pause. Binder and Bender look at her.





Binder   Well?


Curtains   I bought a new slip.




The following is accelerated.





Bender   What colour?


Binder   What size?


Bender   Silk?


Binder   Cotton?


Bender   How much?


Binder   Where?


Bender   When?


Binder   How?


Bender   Why?


Curtains   Stop!




She rummages around under her curtains and produces strings of beaded wood, Indian-style curtains. Four or five strands. All three examine it.





Binder   It’s amazing.


Bender   (jealous) Ah, I had one of those.


Binder   You never had.


Bender   Sure they wear out in no time.


Curtains   So you like it?


Bender   I’d like to see all of it. Open the curtains and do a twirl.


Curtains   You want jam on it.


Bender   So you bought it. I got mine as a present. A present from an Indian called Chipachi.


Curtains   Well, where is it now?


Binder   He took it with him when he left her.


Bender   He did not! I threw it at him. I said get out and take your slip with you. (to Curtains) Come on into the bath beside me, here, there’s room.


Binder   (as Curtains gets into the bath) You never let me in the bath.


Bender   I loved your story today.


Binder   It was beautiful.


Curtains   I hope you’re learning from it.


Bender   Oh, we are.


Curtains   Then the man looked at the woman …


Bender   How did he look at her?


Curtains   A long, slow look he gave her. ‘Woman,’ he said, ‘I threw my bicycle in the ditch for you, and this is how you repay me!’


Bander   The cheek of her! If I was that man I’d have left her there and then! Some bubble bath?




Offers bubble bath. No reaction from Curtains.





We all need a good scrub. He gave it to me for …


Binder   I gave it to you.


Bender   He gave it to me for the smell. ‘I love the smell of you,’ he said, ‘after a bath.’


Curtains   ‘Big deal,’ the woman said, ‘I got out of the sewer for you.’


Bender   Bet that shut him up!


Curtains   Not at all! He started to look at the woman again …


Bender   Razor? (Offers razor.)


Curtains   The woman let him look and let him look and said nothing.


Bender   (still holding the razor) Me neither:


Binder   The hairier the better.


Bender   But not on the face.


Curtains   Finally, the man said, ‘Your silence is driving me crazy.’


Binder   For some reason they don’t like them on the face.


Bender   Well, pull it out when he’s not looking.


Curtains   Then the woman turned to the man and said, ‘How many lovers have you had?’ ‘One,’ the man answered.


Bender   And if he sets the pupil on the shaven patch, give him the gentle eye.


Binder   You know that flutter that kills them! (Does one.)


Curtains   ‘One,’ the man answered.


Bender   The danger has passed.


Binder   Really? Only one?


Curtains   ‘One,’ the man answered, ‘one and all the rest.’


Bender   Let him torture himself a little for having doubted you, then just when he’s beginning to doubt himself, say, you’re such a beautiful man darling …


Binder   What did he mean by ‘one and all the rest’?


Curtains   ‘Ah yes, one,’ the woman replied.


Bender   Beautiful man always throws them! Think it’s the juxtaposition. Let him come to terms with it, there’s time.


Binder   There’s plenty of time.


Bender   Then say it again, you’re such a beautiful man darling.


Binder and Bender.   So hairy!




Bender throws down razor.





Curtains   (getting out of the bath) ‘Ah yes, one,’ the woman said, ‘one is all one ever has, the rest come too early or too late.’ (She exits.)


Bender   What’s she talking about? (She drinks pensively, then sings.) Dandelion wine will make you remember. (Pause.) Do you remember?


Binder   (reading) Yes, I remember.


Bender   Put on the hat and tails.


Binder   Ah, Bender!


Bender   Do you remember?


Binder   (puts on the hat and tails, bad humour) Yes, I remember!


Bender   Let me finish! … The first time we heard that song?


Binder   (impatient) Yes, I remember!


Bender   Tell me about it.


Binder   (with arms folded, she rattles it off) You wore a pink dress, very low cleavage, there were too many lights and too few drinks.


Bender   And then?


Binder   We drank.


Bender   And …


Binder   We left.


Bender   Go on.


Binder   (singsong) I ripped the clothes off you, the few you wore.


Bender   I was always decent!




Binder begins taking off the hat and tails.





Put those back on!


Binder   I’ve done it a hundred times!


Bender   Please, Binder … just once more, for me.


Binder   (puts them back on) Well, make it quick!


Bender   And put some feeling into it this time!


Binder   (with feeling) We walked through the trees and the moon … the moon was there … (ordinary voice) Well, come on!




Bender struggles out of the bath.





Bender   Slow down, will you! The moon?


Binder   (annoyed) What about the moon?


Bender   Where was it?


Binder   Below us.


Bender   (coy) Never!


Binder   Yes, it was. We were looking at it through the lake.




Music on at this stage.





Bender   Now I remember.




Both look down.





Isn’t it? … isn’t it? … isn’t it just?


Binder   Yes, it is.


Bender   And the stars?


Binder   The stars are there too, they’ll be there long after this planet has turned to dust.


Bender   (breaking their arm link) He never said that!


Binder   Well, I’m saying it.


Bender   Keep to the rules! Go on.




Binder puts an arm around Bender, they walk.





Binder   Did you know that Fionn MacCumhail hunted on these very mountains?


Bender   No, I didn’t.


Binder   That this lake is called Pallas Lake, named for Pallas Athene who swam here once.


Bender   No, I never knew.


Binder   Do you know anything? Do you?


Bender   (breaks the embrace) No! That comes later, much later and his tone was never that harsh!


Binder   What comes next then?


Bender   St Brigid’s Well.


Binder   (arm around Bender again) And over here is St Brigid’s frog-spawned well. And up here is the fairy fort, we used to play around it as children.


Bender   You live in a beautiful place.


Binder   That’s true … it’s beautiful … yes, it is.


Bender   Will we talk about us?


Binder   What about us? We’re alive, we’re together, we’re rotting.


Bender   You make it all seem so pointless.


Binder   Well, is it not?


Bender   No, we’re young.


Binder   That’s true.


Bender   We’ve our whole lives ahead of us.


Binder   Can’t argue with that.


Bender   We’re happy.


Binder   Are we?


Bender   Do you still love me?


Binder   Of course.


Bender   Say it!


Binder   I love you.


Bender   Have you said it to others?


Binder   Hundreds, and I’ll go on saying it. I’ll say it a million times. I’ll say it even when I don’t mean it. I’ll yell it to the space between the branches, I’ll whisper it as they nail the lid on.


Bender   That’s exactly how he said it.


Binder   (taking off hat) Must’ve been a rare tulip.


Bender   None rarer, none rarer.




They exit.
























SCENE THREE








Bone enters, lays a brick, sits in a deck-chair and starts knitting. Baxter arrives with a necklace around his neck and nail polish in his hand.




Baxter   How is the knitting?


Bone   Grand, grand.


Baxter   (offers nail polish) Will you?


Bone   (offers knitting) If you will.


Baxter   It’s my turn.


Bone   I did the necklace yesterday.


Baxter   I did the knitting last night.


Bone   You did not. I was with the Pink Sock last night.


Baxter   I sat in that chair for hours, must’ve knitted a yard at least.


Bone   It’s my turn.


Baxter   It’s not!


Bone   How is Curtains?


Baxter   Closed, and the Pink Sock?


Bone   Puce … she never opens the curtains?


Baxter   Never.


Bone   You’re lying.


Baxter   She never opens them.


Bone   Does she make apple tart?


Baxter   Yes.


Bone   And cream?


Baxter   Sometimes cream.


Bone   When she feels like it.


Baxter   It’s worth waiting for.


Bone   Has she said anything you’ll remember after she’s gone?


Baxter   Well has the Pink Sock?


Bone   She’s too busy baking.


Baxter   Curtains says nothin’.


Bone   Not even a phrase?


Baxter   (offering the nail polish again) Look, will you do this or won’t you?


Bone   Always the necklace!


Baxter   Always the knitting!


Bone   (pointing to the nail polish) She’s gone!


Baxter   (pointing to the knitting) She’ll never arrive! (Begins to open the nail polish.) I’ll do her myself.


Bone   OK! OK! Give it to me.




Baxter gives him the nail polish. Bone sits down, takes off a shoe and begins painting his toenails in a female pose. Baxter takes off the red necklace and puts it in his pocket.





Baxter   OK, are you ready?


Bone   Ready.


Baxter   (does a little walk, then turns) Well.


Bone   (woman’s voice) Hello, darling.




They kiss.





How was your day?


Baxter   Fine, and yours?


Bone   Very busy.


Baxter   You’re painting your nails again.


Bone   Yes, it’s wearing off. Are you hungry?


Baxter   No, I can wait.


Bone   Well, I should cook you something soon because I’m going out at eight o’clock.


Baxter   I thought you were staying in this evening.


Bone   Well, I’ve changed my mind.


Baxter   That’s not what she said! She said I’m sorry, but I made this arrangement that slipped my mind until a few minutes ago.


Bone   (real Bone) She was very forgetful.


Baxter   Can you not cancel it?


Bone   (back in the role) Do you really want me to?


Baxter   Yes.


Bone   OK, I’ll stay in. Happy?


Baxter   Yes, are you?


Bone   Yes. (Hands him nail polish, ordinary voice.) Here!


Baxter   No, wait! It’s not finished yet!


Bone   Hurry up.


Baxter   You’re spoiling it all! Can we start again?


Bone   No!


Baxter   I love your dress.


Bone   (back in female role) Do you?


Baxter   (exploding) It’s not ‘Do you’! It’s ‘I wear it for you’! I love your dress!


Bone   I wear it for you.


Baxter   (pleased) Do you?


Bone   Yes.


Baxter   Red’s your colour.


Bone   Red’s my colour.


Baxter   And sometimes rust.


Bone   And sometimes rust.


Baxter   I bought you a present.


Bone   Oh.




Baxter puts the necklace around Bone’s neck.





It’s lovely.




A long look ensues.





Baxter   OK, it’s my turn now.




Bone takes off the necklace and gives it to him.





Baxter   Wait! (He takes the necklace, puts the lid on the polish and puts the necklace around his neck.)


Bone   Do you want me to do Curtains?


Baxter   No.


Bone   OK, the Pink Sock! (Hands Baxter the pink sock.)


Baxter   (puts the sock on his hand like a glove) I don’t know what she says.


Bone   Make it up. Come on.


Baxter   (woman’s voice) Do you like my lipstick?


Bone   Yes, I do.


Baxter   And my sock?


Bone   Yes.


Baxter   I want a baby.


Bone   So do I.


Baxter   Will you buy me a present?


Bone   Of course I will.


Baxter   I want a bath.


Bone   You want to trap me.


Baxter   I do not.


Bone   Yes, you do, you women are all the same.


Baxter   I’m different.


Bone   I want to be free. I think we should finish.


Baxter   (gets up from the chair) OK, goodbye.


Bone   Come back here! Where do you think you’re going?


Baxter   (sitting again) You said you want to finish with me.


Bone   And I do.


Baxter   (gets up again) All the best so.


Bone   No, that’s not what she’d say! She’d say, ‘Don’t leave me.’ She’d say, ‘I need you Bone.’


Baxter   I need you Bone.


Bone   You don’t.


Baxter   Alright, I don’t.


Bone   No! You do.


Baxter   I do.


Bone   You don’t


Baxter   I don’t.


Bone   You do!


Baxter   I don’t!


Bone   You do!


Baxter   No, you need me!


Bone   Me? I don’t need anybody.


Baxter   Neither do I.


Bone   I wish you’d stop talking about your mother.


Baxter   I wish you’d stop talking about yourself.


Bone   You’re very aggressive.


Baxter   I am not.


Bone   You are.


Baxter   (moves towards him, shouts) I am not!


Bone   OK, you’re not.


Baxter   Will you marry me?


Bone   Why?


Baxter   Because, that’s the why.


Bone   That’s no reason to marry.


Baxter   Then because we can hate one another legally.


Bone   I love the Pink Sock!


Baxter   (normal voice) Really? (Takes off the sock.)


Bone   Yes.


Baxter   Then you’re lucky. (Gives him back the sock.)


Bone   Am I?


Baxter   Will we build for a while?


Bone   OK.




They build.


Curtains comes on followed by Bender and Binder.





Bender   I’d love to meet that man.


Curtains   (angrily) You’ll never meet him. He belonged to the woman!


Binder   Go on. Continue the story.


Curtains   I don’t feel like it now.


Bender   Was it something I said?


Binder   Please, Curtains … and the man said to the woman …


Curtains   He didn’t say anything!


Bender   Yes, he did! He said …


Curtains   Who’s telling this story?


Binder   She’s sorry.


Bone   (stops building) Is it time for the story?


Curtains   (looking at Baxter who remains building) As soon as Baxter is ready!


Baxter   I heard it last night. (He walks off.)


Curtains   So the man and woman walked, not speaking unless spoken to, which was never as neither spoke. Going along the path in this amiable fashion they came upon a woman singing in a ditch. ‘Sing us your song,’ the man said. The woman sang.




In Salamanca I mislaid my daughter,


In Carthage they killed my son,


In Derry I lost my lover,


In this ditch I’ve lost my mind.





‘You’ve ruined our day,’ the man said. ‘Don’t be so cruel,’ the woman said and turning to the woman in the ditch, she asked, ‘Is there anything we can do except help you?’ The woman did not reply. So the man and woman hit her and moved on.




Curtains goes off, followed by Bender.
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