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bedbound was first performed at The New Theatre, Dublin, as part of the Dublin Theatre Festival 2000. The cast was as follows:
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The play received its UK premiere at the Traverse Theatre during the 2001 Edinburgh Festival Fringe, and was revived at the Royal Court Theatre Upstairs, London, on 10 January 2002, with the following cast change:
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There is a large box in the centre of the stage made out of plasterboard. Suddenly the wall facing the audience crashes to the ground. A light comes up on a small child’s bed inside the box. It is heavily stained and grubby. On one end of the bed is a young woman. She is the DAUGHTER. Her back is twisted and we can see that she is obviously crippled. Her face is filthy, her hair tangled and manky. On the other end of the bed facing her is her DAD. He is a large fifty-year-old man. He wears a suit which is soiled and creased. He is pale and ill-looking. His face and hair are cleaner than hers giving the impression that she has been in the bed much longer than him. With the upstage wall on the ground the bed is now surrounded on three sides by plasterboard walls. There is a small window high on one of the side walls but the glass has been painted black. The bed is covered in a dirty floral duvet. When the wall falls the DAUGHTER looks out to the audience. She is completely lifeless.


DAUGHTER. I’m in the bed. The panic has sucked me dry again ’til all that’s left is ta start over. I get that tiredness turn to tight… and I give in ta the words. I let go. Go.


DAD explodes and performs a story from his childhood.


DAD. FUCK FUCK FUCK FUCK FUCK FUCK fucking hell fucking hell fuck fuck fuck Jesus fuck!! Fucking hell!! DAN DAN!! Me in the bed. I can feel these blankets like a big sea and me a little shrimp ways underneath!! Feel them wrapped around me bony body ribs making me stay in the bed. Squeeze me lungs out of me gob making me shout, ‘Fucking hell get out of the bed, Maxie!! You’re late!!’ I swing me legs out of the bed already running I run inta tha jacks! There’s me big brother Gerry on the jacks having an early-morning crap!! I smack him a left hook!! Shmack!! He hits the ground like the sack of shit he is!! ‘I’ll deal with you later, kiddo!’ Splish splash run the tap and get scrubbing me face!!


DAD and DAUGHTER. Gotta be clean!! Havta look sharp!


DAD. Look in the mirror at the fifteen-year-old me looking back! ‘Gotta get to work, Maxie! Only fourteen seconds to save the planet Earth, Flash!’ Spin back to the bedroom and into the suit!! A bit damp from washing it last night but fuck it! Isn’t it always damp from its late-night wash!? Have ta be clean! Gotta get going! Inta the wet shirt! On with the damp suit! Jesus I’m the smart one! Sharp is what I am!! Outta my smelly hole gaff, the stink of the hot sweet milk in the air, a breakfast puke! A family of lazy fucks huddled around the electric heater like laboratory rats, I leave the fucks behind. Shame shame!! Fucking shame!! I’m at the bus stop! Bus stops and I’m on! The usual faces stuck in their morning sleep! ‘Great workers of Ireland! Is it not time to drag this priest-ridden, second-rate, potato-peopled country of ours into the twentieth century before we’re spat into the next shagging hundred years?’ They half-smile back like I’m a fucking psycho! Fuck ’em! I sit down in my usual spot!! Twitching twitching ’cause I gotta be there! Gotta be at work. Bus stops and I’m running. My damp suit tight around my legs like glue almost! I see the shop. Stop dead still and breathe it all in. Read the sign on the pearly gates. ‘Robson’s Furniture Emporium.’ I’m fifteen and I’m working. But working in the storeroom!!


DAUGHTER. That fucking suit! Didn’t I tell ya ta wear something scruffy, ya uppidy bollix!


DAD. I ignore the storeroom boss, Eugene, a great big ball of sweat with trousers hanging off his damp arse wanting to be free of it all. I stay silent and work! The furniture all wrapped up in plastics and paper, I get working!


DAUGHTER. Good lad!


DAD. Shifting the stock around like chess pieces. Vans pull up to the big corrugated door which snaps open! A great big hungry mouth and us the little storeroom hungry tongues gobbling up the furniture and packing them away!! But I’m the hungriest tongue of all ’cause I love the fucking work!!


DAUGHTER. He loves the fucking work!


DAD. Work work work work work work work work!!! Satisfuckinfaction, boys, satisfuckinfaction! Fat Eugene calls


DAUGHTER. Teabreak!


DAD.… and out with the tabloids and teabags!! Fuck that!! I sit alone! My damp suit steaming steam off it! Sit with me little notebook marked ‘Enemies’ and jot down all the bad things they throw in my direction!! Eugene’s cavernous mouth spewing out the funny talk.


DAUGHTER (punchline). Shiny knob!! I’ll give ya a shiny knob! (Roars laughing, stops and growls.) Ya Prince fucking Charles.


DAD. Fat Eugene fucking hates me, boy. Wait ’til you’re the boss, Maxie-lad! By fuck there’ll be some arses kicked then, boys.


DAUGHTER. Right, lads!


DAD. And head down I work and work and work and work!! And my body like some slick machine and my brain keen and fast!! I rise up the stairs from the storeroom. I feel its blackness on my back leave as I step onto the sales floor. And all colour returns as the beautiful cabinets and couches stretch out in front of me on the blue baise. I watch the salesmen at their work. I look at their easy manner and stand as they chat ‘comfort’ to the customers. Like royalty they look or something. Their hands barely touching the fine fabrics and polished tables as they waltz around the store to a music inside their heads. I take out my other notebook marked ‘Salesman’ and jot it all down. I watch the eyes of the customers oohhhing and ahhing as the salesman lays on the superlatives, spinning out the patter that crackles in the air. I listen to the humour of the sales floor reeling in the wallets, adding the VAT and tickling the tills. I watch the teary eyes of the salesman as he waves a lost sale goodbye… only to turn on his heels all hungry and smiling as he spies a couple slouch inta a three-piece suite. I write the words, ‘This will all be mine. One day’, and I feel a horn battle against my damp pants to be free. What a fucking beginning, boy! By fuck, Cork, I’ll lay ye out and fla the hole off ya!! Oh yes!! Bring it on, boys. Bring it on! Is there no end to me?! Is there no end to me, tell me?! For have I not arrived, Dan Dan!! Have I not arrived, Dan Dan!! DAN DAN!! DAN DAN!! DAN DAN!! DAN DAN!! DAN DAN!!


DAD panics and falls to the bed. The DAUGHTER begins to panic.


DAUGHTER. He stops/it stops/his panic putting an end to him and a start to me/I see that silence/oh Christ/fill it fast!/feel it race towards me all full of the loneliness/think fast of of of of of/my body!/my body ache is what I feel now/that fills my head/that packs the silence with the smell of dust and piss/but my body ache is…/my curvy back!/the walls are still and silent with no thump pa de thump any more/they just stand looking down on me and him/it was me and she/but she is dead/I watch my mam die, ya know/get the words in my head/they line up/I feel the words line up and use my mouth like a cliff edge/they jump/fall fast with an ugly-scream/my body ache/the smell of piss and shit/stunted and twisted girl/mouth an angry hole/me the dust mite is what I am/I can feel me sit in me and must know that this is my body/but no control/mouth like a cliff edge/body a thick duvet lump/smelling my body smell/all stale/give a little puke then/watch the puke take to the duvet where once was flowers but now all muck/all is muck and dust/he stops his big talk and I see a silence that needs packing with words/oh Christ/calm/‘calm’ is a small word ya can’t shout/calm is what I want/I ask my head for ‘calm’/my head gets all blocked with muck/must think fast then/try to think through the muck inside my head/why did I think of muck?/mustn’t think of muck any more/must think of ‘sky’ so to open my head and speak out lots of other words/the word ‘sky’ breaks through the muck and gives me ‘blue’ and ‘space’ and ‘white clouds’ and ‘summers’/my head sets free on images I can’t talk of/too big they are/but it brings me some little ease not to be speaking with words and just lying in the picture of a blue sky dotted in clouds/not to be thinking of the muck/not to be thinking of the bed/the fucking bed/my life my life my life/think fast/the sky and clouds fold inta the grey and pack inta a box marked ‘muck’/fuck it!/so I try to think of my name/what is my name?/did she call me my name?/she called me Princess. I watched her die/I’m a child/no!/I’m a woman/I was a child/I was ten/I’m a woman/what is ten and ten?/could it be ten years?/ten years of me and her in the bed/what is the banging, Mam? I ask/the walls are getting closer?/what makes the walls getting closer? I ask/ it’s a fairytale, she says/we are in a fairytale/we’re waiting for a prince/wait for the prince, love/wait for his kiss/wait for his kiss/ten years and we wait for the prince/we get him/he calls himself Dad/says he’s my dad/is he my dad? I ask the walls/but the walls don’t answer ’cause the walls are dead and silent/the bastards/all full of the big talk is what he is/I remember my dad as a shadow and a voice/now I want for the shadow back/I face his ugly mush and showered with spit and tooth decay for a week now it seems/with his big talk/all full of the big talk/I get his story of furniture and then know he must be my dad/ ‘furniture’ my whole life up until the walls banging/the walls are getting closer/but I fill the silence and let him talk and I act out this Dan Dan and Sparkey and all the men/for what am I if I’m not words?/I’m empty space is what I am/what am I if I’m not words I’m empty space/so I learn the men and play them big/we fill the room with what he was until he stops/he stops/looks all afraid and tries to sleep/like it were some nightmare or something/and him just remembering this dream life of his/but a nightmare it seems/that story of Dublin/of dirty Dublin Dan Dan!/which gets me at the book/ (She pulls out a worn filthy softback novella.) this book that Mam did read and opened up a story of colour/a story outside of the bed/outside of the room/ outside in the outside/a story of romance/I watched my mam die so I must now read alone/can I read this story as she did?/my big question is can I read the story as Mam did? /and fear won’t let me try/’cause maybe I can’t/afraid to start to read/but I must/and I have to read as she did and find that place again, don’t I?/to break free/to get free/to be free as she and me did/to be out/to be outside of this/to not have to think/but to allow a story of love to take me up/to set me free/of this/of him/of me.
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