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             Premiere Production

         

         The Visiting Hour was filmed at The Gate Theatre, Dublin, and had its world premiere streamed on 22 April 2021.
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            Characters

         

         Father

         Daughter

          

         A voice on the tannoy

         Setting

         A care home and its grounds.

A private room, its window opening onto a garden.

A garden bench.

         Time

Now

         Place

Here

      

   


   
      
         
            Note on the Setting

         

         
            The care home is clean and well run, its unseen staff efficient, kind, of different nationalities.

            Its patients manifest different degrees of forgetfulness.

            No one here is entirely incapacitated, but no one will be going home.

            This is the period after the complete lockdown.

            Visitors are allowed again to call and see relatives but must sit outdoors at a window of the room which the patient occupies.

            Father sits in a comfortable chair beside the window dressed in a tuxedo, white frilled shirt, bow tie and pyjama trousers.

            He is cleanly shaved, his hair trim.

            Daughter sits on a bench in the garden beside the open window.

            She wears smart jeans and a brightly coloured shirt and scarf, her sneakers a pricey brand, showing signs of wear.

            At times a voice sounds on the tannoy.

         

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               The Visiting Hour

            

         

         
            Father A charming woman, elegant – that will come as no surprise. Gracious in word and gracious in manner. Charming – yes, she possessed oodles of charm – that’s how I would describe –

            
               Silence.

            

            The word I would describe – use to describe –

            
               Silence.

            

            Describe –

            Daughter Who?

            Father Her. The woman –

            Daughter Which woman? Who is it now?

            Father You must have seen – you know her.

            Daughter Who are you talking about?

            Father Katie Boyle.

            
               Father sings from ‘K-K-K-Katy’ by Geoffrey O’Hara. 

               Silence.

            

            Beautiful Katie.

            Daughter Katie Boyle?

            Father An elegant lady –

            Daughter Very much so.

            Father Polite, well spoken –

            Daughter And perfectly audible. 

            Father She must have had the benefit of the best of elocution lessons.

            Daughter A delight to listen to.

            Father A delight to look at.

            Daughter So, you fancied her.

            Father Who? Fancied – what are you talking about?

            Daughter This Katie Boyle, well spoken –

            Father Exceptionally so, yes.

            Daughter Elegant, audible –

            Father What about her?

            Daughter You said she was charming.

            Father Katie Boyle?

            Daughter That’s her, the very one – Katie –

            Father Boyle?

            Daughter The same one. You brought the name up –

            Father Weren’t we talking about –

            Daughter The Eurovision –

            Father The song contest?

            Daughter What else? You remembered Katie Boyle.

            Father Would she be one of the Boyles lived for years down by the Crescent across the road from the convent school? Great singers they all were, the girls especially, altos if I remember – or maybe soprano? Always won at the Feis Ceoil –

            Daughter A mountain of medals –

            Father Gold after gold medal but I cannot place a Katie among that connection. Very good looking, clean living family. Was there a Kathleen – a Caitriona? Like a dream to me there would have been, but I’ve forgotten. Could that be who you’re thinking about?

            Daughter It’s not me thinking –

            Father Then why drag the mention of this decent woman without warning into the conversation we’re having? There she goes, innocently about her own business, causing no offence, harming nobody and here you are stirring dissent against –

            Daughter I’m doing no such thing. You’re the one brought up Katie Boyle –

            Father I do not know this lady. I cannot place her. I accuse nobody or nothing –

            Daughter Who’s saying you did? But you claim to have met her –

            Father Where?

            Daughter I’ll let you tell me that.

            Father Where would I have met her?

            Daughter Wherever it was held that year.

            Father The song contest?

            Daughter The Eurovision – got it in one, Father.

            Father Was it a year I won or lost?

            
               Silence.

            

            Maybe I came second, as usual.

            Daughter Pipped at the post.

            Father Gracious in defeat, I hope.

            Daughter Impeccable behaviour, as always.

            
               Father and Daughter sing from ‘Are You Sure? by The Allisons. 

               Silence.

            

            Do you not remember it?

            Father Why would I? We didn’t win, did we?

            Daughter Not like you to be a bad loser.

            Father I’m not, but himself is – the brother. What was it we called ourselves? Slipped my mind. But here’s the good one – here’s why we might have lost the prize, we weren’t brothers at all, and they must have found out –

            Daughter That’s what riled them, did it?

            Father Fit to be tied, the adjudicators. Not pleased – not pleased at all. We were just two young fellows. Just friends –

            Daughter Must have got together to carry a tune. Did you pick a name for yourselves?

            Father Remind me what it was we did.

            Daughter Not like you to forget the name of the band –

            Father It wasn’t a band. It was a duo – of that I’m certain. That I have not got wrong. Two working chaps. Next thing you know – what’s happening to us? We’re waltzed off to perform our little ditty in front of millions, carrying the hopes of the nation –

            Daughter Irlande ou le Royaume-Uni? 

            Father In those days we had the support of all. And we lost.

            Daughter Yes, you lost.

            Father Not by much.

            Daughter You came second.

            Father We lost. Came home beaten, tails between our legs. Empty airport, empty street, empty dance halls where we plied our trade. When you blow your big chance, people forget you.

            Daughter But you nearly pulled it off. 

            Father Yet not quite. She was very kind. Very consoling.

            Daughter Katie Boyle?

            Father One of the girls from the Crescent. Great singers.

            Daughter Soprano and alto – isn’t that what you say? Mountains of medals at the Feis, winning all before them, coming down with cups and shields, the prizes tripping them.

            Father Great singers.

            Daughter Like yourself, Father.

            Father I was – when?

            Daughter When the occasion demanded.

            Father Long ago. Days gone by. What do they call it? Once upon a time.

            Daughter Once upon a time.

            Father I had a voice. Not a bad one, as voices go. And mine, it went. After a while. A long while you have to admit. My voice. It went.

            Daughter Not completely, Father.

            Father Soon it will – soon enough.

            Daughter We’re still surviving.

            Father For what?

            
               Silence. 

               A voice sounds loudly on the tannoy.

            

            Voice All visitors are asked to respect the visiting hour, and not to exceed sixty minutes with your loved ones.

            
               Silence.

            

            Father Where am I?

            
               The voice sounds again on the tannoy.

            

            

            Voice All visitors are asked to respect the visiting hour, and not to exceed sixty minutes with your loved ones.

            Father Where are you?

            
               Silence.

            

            Why do you perch yourself sitting outside? Why will they not let you come in? Have you done something?

            Daughter What would I have done? Robbed a bank?

            Father Taken what was not yours to take?

            Daughter I hardly think so.

            Father Not the way you were reared.

            Daughter You reared me – you remember that much.

            Father Of course I remember. Why would I not?

            Daughter You tell me – tell me, please.

            Father How did you get here?

            Daughter I drove, Father.

            Father Did you come on the bus?

            Daughter No, I drove – in my car, the red car.

            Father Were there many on the bus? Did you sit beside anyone?

            Daughter The red car – the one you told me to buy. Red’s a lucky colour –

            Father The robin redbreast. The red kite. A hawk. These days, watch yourself, watch others like a hawk –

            Daughter Like a hawk – soar, like a hawk – soaring –

            Father Watch yourself.

            Daughter Soar to the moon – the stars – to the sun.

            Father It gets in your eyes, the sun, if you look straight at it.

            Daughter Looking into the sun.

            Father Were there many on the bus?

            Daughter You as well. Watch yourself. But for what? Can you tell me that?

            
               Silence.

            

            Has the cat got your tongue? Do you still like cats?

            
               Silence.

            

            Did you ever like them?

            
               Silence.

            

            Not going to say anything? Who am I again? Can you tell me? Am I talking into the wind?

            Father The moon and the stars and the sun.

            Daughter Who am I?

            
               Silence.

            

            The only daughter. The only child. The one who trudges out on her own here, just to see you. Would you prefer if there had been others? Sons – daughters-in-law, grandchildren, my sisters, my brothers, never born – only me. The one girl, just the one girl, that is it, isn’t it, Father? Not spoilt though – always giving, never missing a visit. Do you miss me? The rest of the week, when I’m not here, do you miss me?

            
               Silence.

            

            Do I miss you? Me?

            Father I cannot place you – are you your sister?

            Daughter I have none – there is no sister.

            Father She got the red hair from her mother’s side. Only her.

            Daughter There’s no red hair –

            Father Does she live in a grand house? Has she, as they say, has she married well?

            Daughter She never married – never bought a fine mansion – she was never born.

            Father And yet I remember her, clear as daylight. But I’m told by reliable sources she’s grown swanky, very much so. She’s never here. Never comes to see me. Will she ever come back, do you think?

            Daughter How can she ever come back when she’s never drawn breath? Never existed. She does not exist. So, let this settle that. Only we two each see the other, I see you, once a week.
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