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First Performance





Gates of Gold was first performed at the Gate Theatre, Dublin, on 30 April 2002. The cast in order of appearance was as follows:




Alma Donna Dent


Conrad Richard Johnston


Gabriel Alan Howard


Kassie Rosalean Linehan


Ryan James Kennedy





Director Patrick Mason


Designer Joe Vanek


Lighting Designer Paul Keoghan

























Characters







Alma


a nurse in her thirties


Conrad


her employer, in his sixties


Gabriel


his lover, in his sixties


Kassie,


Gabriel’s sister, in her fifties


Ryan


her son, in his twenties

























Setting





The stage is bisected.





Conrad is in a beautifully proportioned room, sparsely furnished, dominated by paintings of rural landscapes and seascapes, apart from one large joint portrait of Conrad and Gabriel in their youth. There is a red couch and a red armchair.





In Gabriel’s bedroom there is a large brass bed with white sheets and pillows, a dark blue cover spread over the bed. A mirrored dressing table, covered with different types of make-up, is near the bed.






















GATES OF GOLD



























Scene One








In the bedroom Gabriel, expertly, barely applies make-up before the mirror.


In the living room Conrad stands behind the armchair.


Alma sits on the couch.




Conrad I think it fair to warn you, Gabriel will not be the easiest of patients.


Alma Jesus, does he speak Swedish?


Conrad Swedish?


Alma The last one I nursed, she spoke Swedish – morning, noon and night. Nearly drove me demented. But in the end I picked up a few words. We got into conversation. And she left me a dictionary in her will.


Conrad A Swedish dictionary?


Alma English.


Conrad Why?


Alma She caught on I was never a great speller. So I looked on the bright side.


Conrad Do you still possess it?


Alma Don’t use the word possess. It smacks to me of the devil.


Conrad Do you believe in the devil?


Alma I believe in nothing. I’ve watched people dying. I’ve heard them breathing their last. Gasping. There’s no devil. There’s no God. There’s just people panicking.





Conrad You’re not afraid of death?


Alma I’m not afraid of life. I’m a bit afraid of children. Sometimes they tell the truth.


Conrad Gabriel does resemble a child at times.


Alma No, he doesn’t. He’s an old man.


Conrad He’s younger than I am.


Alma So am I. What’s your problem?


Conrad Miss –


Alma Campbell. Alma Campbell. That’s my name, Alma.


Conrad Miss Reynolds –


Alma You don’t like me. I don’t care if you do. The man in that bedroom is dying from a shortage of breath. I know about that way of dying. Are you giving me a job?


Gabriel Hire her.


Conrad You’ve a sharp tongue, Miss Campbell, and I don’t think you are aware of who it is you’re nursing.


Gabriel A dying old fool who’s getting his comeuppance.


Conrad This is a man who has distinguished the theatrical profession for more than forty years.


Gabriel The bitch, I am only thirty-three. Admittedly that was in a previous existence. I don’t like to talk about it.


Conrad He has served the stage as an actor, a writer, a designer and a director.


Gabriel He did not excel in all of these –


Conrad He did not excel in any of these –


Gabriel I have heard your words and will keep them in my heart.





Conrad Still, these onerous duties have taken their toll on him. He can no longer touch alcohol –


Gabriel Oh, boo-hoo.


Conrad He’s always been devoutly religious. He’s growing even more so.


Gabriel Listen to Our Lady of Fatima.


Conrad I don’t believe you’re right for this job. I too have a sharp tongue. You have failed this audition.


Alma Audition?


Conrad Young woman, I’m a busy man – I have no time –


Alma – to nurse a difficult bastard that’s blown every nurse you’ve hired so hard out of the water that her arse left the imprint of itself on the front door. I’m willing to give it a go, are you?


Conrad Why?


Alma You are desperate.


Conrad Is he dying?


Alma Yes.


Gabriel No.


Silence.


No.


Conrad Is he aware of that?


Gabriel Yes.


Alma No.


Conrad Can you, as the Irish say, put manners on him?


Alma Manners?





Conrad Can you prepare him for dying?


Silence.


I warn you, Gabriel does not like the truth.


Alma Neither do I.


Conrad I didn’t think you did.


Alma Then I have the job?


Conrad Are you that desperate?


Alma Do I have the job?


Conrad sets in the armchair and looks at Alma.


    Gabriel tries to stand and nearly falls.


    He steadies himself against the table.


    A strange light intensifies on the joint portrait.


    He is breathing with difficulty.


    He makes his way to the bed and sits there.


Gabriel Our eyes met.


A sharp breath.


Not our eyes, our faces touched.


A sharp breath.


Do you remember my face when I was young? And you were always older, an old man. Always sensible – always accurate. Always.


A sharp breath.


Alma There’s not much work for nurses at the minute.


Gabriel There’s not much work for us at the minute.


Alma I’m willing to clean your man’s arse, but I’m not going to lick yours.


Gabriel I think we should do something brave.


Alma What did you mean by audition?





Gabriel We should start a theatre and do the work we want to do.


Alma I’ll need living quarters here if I’m to nurse him properly.


A series of sharp breaths.


I know next to nothing about you. I know you’re queers – I couldn’t give a tinker’s curse. I’ve been warned and I don’t care. I need a job. You said it, I’m desperate.


Gabriel I swear I’ll be good, I’ll behave.


Alma What’s your answer?


Gabriel I’m not asking you to love me. I’m asking you to live with me.


Conrad You’re not up to him.


Alma I’m willing to make an effort.


Gabriel Can we try?


Conrad It won’t last.


Alma Have you had any better offer?


Conrad It can’t last.


Gabriel Who else would love you? I know how you hate yourself. I know how you hide what you are from yourself. I’ve heard you at night.


A sharp breath.


Weeping –


A sharp breath.


Weeping –


A sharp breath.


Weeping.





Conrad He believes himself still to be a beautiful man.


Gabriel So frightened they would laugh at you – Women.


Conrad Can you respect that lie he persists in telling to himself?


Gabriel I won’t let them laugh – I won’t laugh –


Conrad He is not a fool, but he is a liar.


Gabriel Love me.


Alma I’ve nursed old men. I’ve nursed old women. I’ve nursed children. I’ve nursed the dying.


Conrad Gasping for breath.


Alma Gasping.


Gabriel Hire her.


Conrad You’re hired.


Alma So are you.
























Scene Two








Dawn is breaking.


The sitting room is in darkness.


A light burns softly in the bedroom.


Gabriel lies awake in bed.


Alma, near sleep, sits singing lowly to keep herself awake. She hums, ‘I dreamt I dwelt in marble halls’, occasionally singing some words.




Gabriel My mother sang that when I was a child, in Spain.


Alma I didn’t know you were Spanish?


Gabriel I was born in Salamanca. My mother was of Irish descent – a descendant of the Wild Geese, the Irish aristocrats who fled to Europe. My father was a priest – a student priest at the Irish seminary of Salamanca. They could not be married but she reared me. Each year on her birthday, May the twenty-second, a yellow rose would be left on her doorstep. That was her name, Rosa – for St Rose of Lima, a Peruvian anchorite willingly buried alive in the walls of a convent, burning with love of God. My mother turned into an anchorite burning with love for my father. She never left the walls of our house after I was born in Salamanca. And I never, ever saw my father. Sing more – sing me another song.


She sings a verse from ‘Cutting the corn down in Cresshlough today’.


Alma




Dear Danny, I’m taking the pen in my hand


To tell you we’re just out of sight of the land.





In a big anchor liner we’re sailing away


And we’re leaving old Ireland for ever today.


Oh it’s good to be you who is taking your tay


Where they’re cutting the corn down in Cresshlough today.





Gabriel You have a good voice, but a man should sing that song. I can remember my father used to, when I was a child, on our ranch in the Argentine. He emigrated from Ireland to work as a cowboy and he struck lucky. He met my mother –


Alma St Rose of Lima –


Gabriel That was her name, yes. Lima. She was born there.


Alma In Peru?


Gabriel Peru. Now she was performing with a circus troupe in Buenos Aires. The woman was a natural on the flying trapeze. The night he attended, didn’t she fall? He raced into the circus ring and caught her in his arms. Extraordinary I know, but the truly extraordinary thing was, this Peruvian girl spoke fluent Connemara Gaelic. She’d learned it from a sailor who’d been a student priest in the Irish seminary –
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