



[image: images]






Enda Walsh


ARLINGTON


[A LOVE STORY]


[image: img]


NICK HERN BOOKS


London


www.nickhernbooks.co.uk




ARLINGTON
[A LOVE STORY]




Arlington was produced by Landmark Productions and Galway International Arts Festival and first performed at Leisureland, Salthill, Galway, on 11 July 2016, as part of the 2016 Galway International Arts Festival. The cast was as follows:






	ISLA


	Charlie Murphy







	YOUNG MAN


	Hugh O’Conor







	YOUNG WOMAN


	Oona Doherty







	VOICES


	Eanna Breathnach







	 


	Olwen Fouéré







	 


	Helen Norton







	 


	Stephen Rea







	 

	 






	Director


	Enda Walsh







	Choreographer


	Emma Martin







	Composer


	Teho Teardo







	Designer


	Jamie Vartan







	Lighting Designer


	Adam Silverman







	Sound Designer


	Helen Atkinson







	Video Designer


	Jack Phelan







	Props Supervisor


	Lizzie Chapman







	Costume Supervisor


	Monica Ennis







	Deputy Sound Designer


	Mike Nestor







	Hair and Make-up


	Caroline McCurdy







	Production Manager


	Eamonn Fox







	Deputy Production Manager


	Aidan Wallace







	Stage Director


	Fiona Kennedy







	Assistant Stage Manager


	Sophie Flynn







	Producers


	Anne Clarke







	 


	(Landmark Productions)







	 


	Paul Fahy







	 


	(Galway International Arts Festival)










For Jo
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YOUNG WOMAN


VOICES


MICHAEL


MAUREEN


THE USUAL MAN


SUPERVISOR


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




Scene One


A curtain opens from the middle.


A realistic waiting room – of no fixed time or place.


Its paint and walls blistering – worn carpet tiles, square foam ceiling tiles.


A large rectangle window on the stage-left wall (the bottom sill, five foot off the floor). A curtain/blind that covered the window has fallen on the floor. There is no glass – it is open to the outside.


Beneath the window is a 1950s radio sitting on a thin-legged wooden table.


Against the stage-right wall is a row of three blue plastic chairs joined together and pinned to the floor.


A large Swiss cheese plant stands upstage of these chairs.


Above the chairs is a large map of an undefined city.


There are small overhead security cameras in each corner.


Very downstage on the stage-right wall is a wall-mounted thin intercom microphone.


Very downstage on the stage-left wall is a wall-mounted orange ticket-dispenser.


There’s nothing on the large back wall – but for an old radiator.


High in the upstage-left corner is a long LED number display screen with the number ‘3097’ showing.


Mirroring this – in the upstage-right corner – is a large square industrial gas heater.


Beneath this heater – piled in the corner – are clothes, shoes, personal artefacts...




Standing centre-stage looking up at the window is a young woman in a sweatshirt, skirt, socks and runners.


This is ISLA [‘Aye-la’].


The sounds of some seagulls can be heard through the open window.


We watch her for some moments.


The radio suddenly switches itself on.


A radio drama’s theme music is heard.


A daily radio play begins – sounds from a farmhouse kitchen where a radio is playing in the background.


MICHAEL. Good morning, Maureen!


MAUREEN. Oh my God, is it, though? You’d have to wonder whether it is. The rain, my God!


MICHAEL. It’ll be good for the fields. We need it we do.


MAUREEN. Oh we do, Michael. The summer was bone dry – you’d forget it in the autumn what with the rain of lately.


MICHAEL. Sure that’s it – people forget stuff.


MAUREEN. We are forgetful, that’s right.


ISLA sits on the floor and begins to take off her runners and socks.


MICHAEL. And how’s Fidelma?


MAUREEN. Oh Fidelma’s fine.


MICHAEL. Is she?


MAUREEN. She is yeah.


MICHAEL. Look, that’s not what I heard. As a friend I think that it’s only fair that I raise this worry with you, Maureen.


The lights above ISLA fade up slowly. It’s a power surge.


MAUREEN. A worry? Is it a worry, Michael?


MICHAEL. Well yes it is.




MAUREEN. Or is it just malicious gossip!


MICHAEL. Look – the word is... Fidelma is acting a little strange...


MAUREEN. Enough of this rubbish! Fidelma is my daughter, Michael! My daughter! Yes in the past she has been wayward! We all know that! No one will ever forgive her the time she kicked that dog in Donavan’s!


ISLA stands and looks up at the lights, never having experienced this before. The sound of the radio play begins to rise in volume erratically.


MICHAEL. He ate her toasted sandwich of course!


MAUREEN. Exactly, Michael! With Fidelma there’s always a good reason for kicking a dog!


MICHAEL. But how can you explain what she did to Bernice Boyle?!


MAUREEN. An accident of the universe, that’s all!


MICHAEL. She ran over Bernice’s foot in her Toyota…!


The lights too bright – they blow with a noise.


Blackout and silence.


In the darkness we hear someone stumble over –


A head smashes against a lamp –


ISLA. Hello?


A glass falls on the ground. A tray of glasses falls on the ground.


A cacophony of various large things hitting the ground is heard.


It eventually stops.


The YOUNG MAN’s pained heavy breath is heard amplified in the auditorium.


Then –


YOUNG MAN. Hello?


ISLA. Something’s happened with the power.


YOUNG MAN. Is this, emm… Is this a microphone?


Sound of a microphone being hit repeatedly –


Yeah. (Slight pause.) Are you hearing me? Is… Isla? – your name.


The lights surge back on – the radio switches back on but barely audible now.


ISLA is facing the stage-right wall.


ISLA. What happened?


YOUNG MAN. The, em – I’ve no idea – Something.


ISLA. Will it happen again?


YOUNG MAN. I hope not.


ISLA. Where’s the usual man?


YOUNG MAN. What d’ya mean?


ISLA. The one who usually sits where you’re sitting.


YOUNG MAN. Oh he’s, em…


ISLA. He’s not gone, has he?


YOUNG MAN. I suppose he has, yeah – he’s sorta gone.


ISLA. But where to?


YOUNG MAN. I don’t know for sure.


ISLA. Has he gone on holidays?


YOUNG MAN. It’s a bit more permanent than that.


ISLA. You mean he’s left?


YOUNG MAN. That’s right, yeah.


ISLA. He didn’t say anything about leaving.


YOUNG MAN. No he didn’t.




ISLA. I mean to me – he never said he was leaving to me.


YOUNG MAN. Oh right. Well he wouldn’t.


ISLA. Wouldn’t he?


YOUNG MAN. Wouldn’t he?


ISLA. Well it’s a little unusual.


YOUNG MAN. Oh is it?


ISLA. For him, yeah.


YOUNG MAN. Well people do change – it does happen.


ISLA. I don’t believe that.


YOUNG MAN. Don’t you?


ISLA. That he’d wake up one morning and decide not to come to work – I don’t think that’s him at all.


YOUNG MAN. Well maybe…


ISLA. I thought we had got close – well as close as you can get with a person like him.


YOUNG MAN. You must have talked a lot…


On the other side of the downstage-right wall, where the microphone is – a light fades up on the YOUNG MAN sitting at a large desk and looking at various monitors showing ISLA. He speaks through a microphone.


ISLA. Yeah there was a lot of talk. Some music and

entertainment-of-a-sort but mostly just talking, you know. My plans and dreams and stuff.


YOUNG MAN. And he was a good listener?


ISLA. Mostly, yeah. It’s not the easiest of jobs.


YOUNG MAN. There are worse jobs.


ISLA. Really? What sort?


YOUNG MAN. Well I imagine there are – is what I mean.


ISLA. Right. He’s really left?


YOUNG MAN. Yeah it’s just me now.


ISLA. From now on?


YOUNG MAN. Yeah I suppose so.


ISLA. We haven’t spoken before, me and you?


YOUNG MAN. No never. First time.


ISLA. Actually you sound much younger than him.


YOUNG MAN. Than who?


ISLA. The usual man – the man before.


YOUNG MAN. Well I am actually. I’m a lot younger than him.


ISLA. Not colleagues then – you and him?


YOUNG MAN. Not now no.


ISLA. How old are you exactly?


YOUNG MAN. Am I allowed to get personal?


ISLA. Don’t you know the rules?


YOUNG MAN. Of course I know the rules! I’m here, amn’t I?!


ISLA. Actually he never really got that personal. He talked a lot about himself but it’s impossible to say whether he was really his words, if you know what I mean. Maybe don’t get too personal.


YOUNG MAN. Just to be on the safe side.


ISLA. I don’t want to get you into trouble.


YOUNG MAN. Can you do that?


ISLA. I’ll try not to.


YOUNG MAN. Thank you.


ISLA. You sound very nervous by the way.


YOUNG MAN. Right well…


ISLA. I can hear it in your voice.


YOUNG MAN. Oh.




ISLA. What do you look like?


YOUNG MAN. Like my mother.
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