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Characters


BEIV, late fifties, early sixties, from Dublin


COLM, thirties, from Dublin


BONNIE, twenties, from California


DONAL, thirties, from West Cork


RAY, twenties, from South Dublin







Note on Text


A forward slash (/) indicates an overlap in dialogue.







Setting


Beiv’s cottage on an island off the coast of West Cork.


Modern, stylish, minimalist.


The back wall is made almost entirely of glass and looks out onto the sea.


On one side of the room is a front door. A beaded curtain leads out to a kitchen, off.


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




ACT ONE


Scene One


BEIV, COLM and BONNIE.


BEIV sits in an armchair on one side of the room.


BONNIE and COLM are on the other on the sofa – suitcases by their feet.


A huge canvas covered in predominantly red, pink and purple paint stands on an easel between them.


BONNIE is looking at the canvas.


BONNIE. You can really see the female rage. Like I’m instantly getting menstrual blood, the blood of childbirth, genital mutilation, haemorrhaging – pretty much all female suffering. Abortion is in there obviously… and repression and shame. But there’s also something really – tender too. Like there, in those softer shades, I see the vulva. And the clitoris, and this really female desire for pleasure, for sexual intimacy but also for like a really fucking explosive orgasm, you know…


She laughs.


COLM shifts, uncomfortable.


But yeah. No, it’s powerful. And brutal. And sad too.


BEIV nods, then looks at the canvas, taking in BONNIE’s assessment.


BEIV. It’s a blood orange.


BONNIE looks at her, confused.


BONNIE. A blood –


BEIV. Orange. Still a work-in-progress obviously and the colours are magnified and exaggerated. /


BONNIE. Oh /


BEIV. But yeah. It’s an orange.


Beat.


BONNIE. Wow.


BONNIE looks at the canvas again.


I see so much more.


COLM. Well that’s art for you.


COLM gets up to look around.


Bonnie loves all that bullshit. (To BEIV.) Show her the prints of your womb series. (To BONNIE.) She did them around the Repeal the 8th. They’re blobs basically but people saw all sorts, tears, fetuses, surgical implements. You wouldn’t fucking believe the shit people will read into blobs.


BEIV (dry). He has a poet’s touch, doesn’t he, Bonnie?


COLM. Well I’m just not into beating around the – bush, or whatever. Pardon the… show her… (To BONNIE.) You’ll love them.


BEIV. I don’t have them with me.


COLM. Thought you took everything?


BEIV. I’m not dragging every feckin canvas I ever painted down here, am I? Don’t have the room for a start. Not till I have a proper studio.


COLM. So where are they?


BEIV. In Dublin. In storage. A gallery in New York is interested so.


BONNIE. Wow. That’s great.


BEIV (weary). I dunno.


BONNIE. It’s not a good one?


BEIV. Oh it’s a good gallery alright. I’m just getting a bit old for all this… traipsing round the world with my wares.


COLM. She’s scared of planes.


BEIV. No –


COLM. Developed a fear of flying in recent years.


BEIV. That’s not true.


COLM. Were you not taking those herbs?


BEIV. Ah feck /


COLM. Rescue Remedy or whatever?


BEIV. That stuff’s a cod.


BONNIE. Works for me.


BEIV. Not for me. Not for the kind of thing I was suffering.


BONNIE (concerned). You were suffering?


BEIV. I’m grand now, don’t worry about it. I just don’t have the energy for all the schlepping round any more.


COLM. You didn’t mind it when Dad was here.


BEIV. No.


COLM. Very fucking happy to schlep all over the world then, being lauded. Ireland’s great feminist artist.


BEIV (wry). Do you think he’s bitter about his childhood, Bonnie?


COLM. Just stating fact.


BEIV. I’m not Ireland’s great feminist artist.


COLM. Who is then?


BEIV. Fuck knows, I don’t keep up with this stuff. Will anyone have more tea?


BONNIE. Yes please.


BONNIE holds out her mug.


BEIV starts to pour it from a teapot.


COLM looks around.


COLM. Like what you’ve done with the place.


BEIV. What have I done with it?


COLM (to BONNIE). That was a wall the last time I was here and every other fecking time.


He takes in the room.


Are you going for the Scandi look or what?


BEIV. Just wanted a bit more light.


COLM. Think the neighbours can get enough of a look-in?


BEIV. I don’t care.


COLM. At night when the lights are on, you’ll see straight in from the road.


BEIV. So?


COLM. Well is that what you’re going for?


BEIV. I’ve nothing to hide.


COLM. Jesus.


COLM shakes his head.


He walks around looking at things.


BONNIE. Everyone’s bitter about their childhood. My mom is so neurotic, she like totally fucked us all up.


COLM peers behind the beaded curtain.


COLM. Jesus! What’s going on here?


BEIV looks up.


Where’s the kitchen? And the bedroom? And the back wall?


BEIV. Oh.


She takes a calm sip of tea.


I knocked them down.


COLM. You what?


BEIV. I’m building an extension.


COLM. An extension?


BEIV. What else am I going to do with the money from the house?


COLM stares in.


COLM. But where are you sleeping?


BEIV. That couch is a fold-up.


COLM. And where are we going to sleep?


BEIV. There’s a couple of mattresses out in the shed.


COLM. Mattresses!


BEIV. We’ll drag them in here. Be nice and cosy.


COLM looks at her incredulous.


COLM. And you didn’t think to mention this in the email, did you not?


BEIV. There were a few things you didn’t think to mention either.


She glances at BONNIE.


COLM. … I told you Bonnie was coming.


BEIV. You didn’t tell me she was your wife.


BONNIE. Oh we didn’t tell anyone. Our friends, most of my family – my parents were the only real witnesses.


BEIV. So Bonnie’s parents got the nod?


COLM. Don’t be like that, Beiv. You’ve got a thing about planes.


BONNIE looks at BEIV, concerned


BONNIE. Oh – did you want to come?


COLM. She wouldn’t have.


BEIV. How do you know I wouldn’t have?


COLM. Eleven hours to San Francisco, yeah right.


BEIV. I’d come if I’d a good reason. My son’s wedding is a good reason.


BONNIE. I’m so sorry.


COLM (to BONNIE). Don’t be. (To BEIV.) You don’t come to things.


BEIV. What haven’t I come to? I was at your graduation. Carol services. Parent–teacher nights.


COLM. Dad did those.


BEIV. Not all.


COLM. Never came to my rugby matches.


BEIV. Well I can’t support that.


COLM. Why not?


BEIV. Football, now that’s a good working-class sport.


COLM. Is that right? Shouldn’t have raised me in fucking Sandymount then.


BEIV. Or GA. Wouldn’t have minded GA.


BONNIE. He said you had a beautiful house.


COLM. Fucking gorgeous.


BONNIE. Right by the sea.


COLM. Five minutes’ walk. Could see the whole of Dublin Bay. Joyce’s Ulysses, all that jazz.


BEIV. Should have stayed if you were so bloody fond of it.


COLM. I would have come back to say goodbye.


BEIV. To a house? Come on.


COLM. My house. That I grew up in.


BEIV. Well if you’d told me it meant so much to you, maybe I wouldn’t have sold it.


COLM. Shouldn’t have had to tell you.


He looks back into the kitchen.


Anyway, where are we going to sleep, seriously?


BEIV. I told you.


COLM. This is our honeymoon. (To BONNIE.) I’m sorry, Bonnie, I didn’t know.


BONNIE. It’s okay. It’s Beiv’s home. Is it okay if I call you Beiv?


BEIV. What else would you call me?


COLM. It was my da’s place actually. And any normal person would have mentioned it. Said great you’re coming but I’ve actually knocked down the kitchen, and the bedroom and the walls are sort of open and anyone can walk in – so really there’s no room to have guests.


BEIV. I’m fine with the two of yous on the couch, me on the floor.


COLM. Well I’m not. And Bonnie’s not.


BONNIE. I don’t mind.


BEIV. Well if it’s that much trouble, the Crowleys still have the B&B.


COLM. The Crowleys? Are they nice to you now then?


BEIV. The Crowleys were always nice.


COLM. Thought he was the one who talked to the Examiner that time.


BEIV. Ah, years ago.


COLM. Stupid fucker.


BEIV. He was just excited at the prospect of his name in the newspaper.


COLM. Said what he thought though, didn’t he?


BEIV. Well Sheila’s very nice. She makes great banana bread. I buy two off her every week.


COLM. Doesn’t mean she doesn’t think you’re a murderer.


BONNIE. Colm.


BEIV looks at him, calm.


BEIV. Why don’t you head down to The Anchor then? They’ve always got a few rooms.


COLM. Actually that’s not a bad call. (To BONNIE.) That’s the pub. Only one on the island but good views. They’ve trad sessions on the weekends. You’ll like that.


BEIV. Not real trad.


COLM. It’s all the same, it’s fiddles and shit, she’ll love it.


BONNIE smiles sympathetically at BEIV.


BEIV. Well let me give you something towards it.


COLM. Money?


BONNIE. Oh no /


BEIV. It’s not cheap this time of year.


BONNIE. We don’t need money, do we, Colm?


COLM. No.


BEIV. I’d like to contribute.


COLM (firm). We’re fine.


Beat.


Thanks.


BEIV. Doing alright then, are you?


COLM. Grand thanks.


BONNIE. One of these days he’s gonna create his own app or write some great code and become like one of those Irish software billionaires we’re always reading about.


COLM. Bit past that I think, Bonnie.


BONNIE. You’ve great ideas.


COLM. Very happy to be working for the man right now, thanks very much.


BEIV. And you’ve bought a place, he says?


BONNIE (pleased). Oh yeah. It’s great.


COLM. Just a one-bed.


BEIV. It’s not cheap in San Francisco that’s what I hear.


BONNIE. Not at all.


COLM. Not cheap anywhere.


BONNIE. But it’s really nice.


BEIV. Well you’ll have your cut of the house.


COLM. The house?


BEIV. In Sandymount. I got a good price. Sold at the right time I think. (To BONNIE.) It’s all gone mad again here. We never learn.


COLM. You’re alright.


BEIV. What?


COLM. I don’t need the money from the house.


BEIV. Don’t be silly.


COLM. I don’t.


COLM and BEIV look at one another – something.


BEIV. Suit yourself.


BEIV looks at her watch.


You’d want to get down there if you want a room. Ferry comes in at four and there’s always a few stragglers that get too pissed and have to stay over.


COLM. Right.


He grabs his jacket, heads for the door.


Who owns the place now?


BEIV. A Belgian guy, Antoine. And his wife.


COLM. Nice?


BEIV. They were yeah.


COLM. Were?


BEIV. Ah you know.


COLM. Right.


BEIV. No they’re fine. They’ll be nice to you.


COLM looks at her, uncertain.


COLM. Well we’ll stroll down and see what they have.


BEIV nods.


Coming, Bonnie?


BONNIE. I’m gonna stay with Beiv.
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