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CHARACTERS

MOIRA CARTWRIGHT, age 46

LIAM CARTWRIGHT, son to Moira, age 25

FATHER STEPHEN LAKE, a priest, age 45

DOCTOR FELICITAS D’ARCY, a psychiatrist, age 31

TIME

The present

PLACE

A suburb of London

SET

A bare stage with flats, sparsely furnished to suggest in sequence a living room, a priest’s office, a psychiatrist’s consulting room, a sculpture studio

SCENE 1 
(The Cartwright's living room, suggested by minimal furnishings)

MOIRA: Liam.

LIAM: Mmm.

MOIRA: Stop reading that book.

(LIAM looks up)

MOIRA: You seem strange these days, I can't make you out.

LIAM: What can't you make out?

MOIRA: You.

LIAM: What about me?

MOIRA: The way you spend so much of your time.

LIAM: It's my time, isn't it?

MOIRA: Yes, but you're strange for your age. You spend your time reading books and drawing.

LIAM: There's nothing wrong with that. You spend your time watching soaps, doing the pools and bingo.

MOIRA: Now don't talk to your mother like that.

LIAM: It's true. It's much better to do what I do.

MOIRA: Why is it better?

LIAM: Jesus, how dim can you be! Because it's creative.

MOIRA: Creative! That's all they talk about these days.

LIAM: Of course they do. It's fantastic really to do something instead of sitting on your arse, gazing like an idiot at the box.

MOIRA: Now watch your language, Liam.

LIAM: It's because you rile me. You rile me with your . . . your thick incomprehension.

MOIRA: You talk to me like that . . . And I'm left all alone to cope.

LIAM: Do you ever think it might be your fault?

MOIRA: My fault?

LIAM: Yes, that he left you. Dad leaving you. Have you ever thought that maybe you didn't give him what he wanted. So when he got the chance he went to someone else for it. I couldn't help noticing certain things - living in the same house.   

MOIRA: Mother of God! You shouldn't concern yourself with things like that. It's private. 

LIAM: But it struck home, didn't it. There you go. You always sweep everything under the carpet.

MOIRA: Some things are best kept private.

LIAM: It's much healthier to bring them out.

MOIRA: I don't think so.

LIAM: I'll say it. You must remember the night when he came home pissed and started clouting you across the side of the head.

MOIRA: (on the defensive) I can't bear to think of things like that . . . And why don't you forget it.

LIAM: Suppressing the traumatic may not be good. Have you ever thought of seeking help?

MOIRA: What do you mean - help?

LIAM: Seeing a psychotherapist, or even a counsellor?

MOIRA: (indignantly) I'm not going to appear in me pelt before one of them. And don't you dare suggest such a thing, ever again.

LIAM: It's useless.

MOIRA: What is?

LIAM: Talking to you.

(MOIRA commences to weep something between genuine and hypocritical tears, her face crumpling)

LIAM: All right. I'm sorry. But you really are uncomprehending.

MOIRA: Perhaps I was made that way.

LIAM: (gently) But you could work on yourself, try to improve. Here's a positive suggestion - I'll come out with it. Why don't you try meditation, Zen meditation like I do?

MOIRA: No, not on your life, that's a heathen thing. I've got me own religion. That's all I need.

LIAM: (patiently) But millions of Christians practise Zen meditation, priests and nuns practise it. There was the internationally-known Thomas Merton. His books sold in millions.

MOIRA: Yes, you told me about him before - and how he was electrocuted in Bangkok.

LIAM: (patiently) He was electrocuted accidentally, it was nothing more than a tragic accident.

MOIRA: I was talking to Mrs. O'Riordan about that, and she declared it was the vengeance of God on im for associating with heathens, that one, the Llama of Dalie, and the one with the name like a motor bike. 

LIAM: Doctor Suzuki.

MOIRA: Yes, Mrs. O'Riordan gave me a leaflet about it. It said he was electrocuted by the vengeance of God.

LIAM: That's utter nonsense. His work was widely approved. When they met, the Pope presented him with a bronze cross. His books were read and admired by Evelyn Waugh and many others. Joan Baez was another fan of his. On television Henry Miller said how much he liked the writings of Thomas Merton. 

MOIRA: I picked up one of your books by Henry Miller, something about a crucifixion.

LIAM: The Rosy Crucifixion. What did you think of it?

MOIRA: I only read bits of it.

LIAM: No doubt the juicy bits.

MOIRA: You're terrible!

LIAM: Well, didn't you?

MOIRA: Will you tell me one thing now? Where do you go in the evening?

LIAM: All right - I'll tell you. I pose as a life model.

MOIRA: A life model. What do they do?

LIAM: They pose for art classes.

MOIRA: (curious) How do they pose?

LIAM: In the nude.

MOIRA: With nothing on!

LIAM: Yes.

MOIRA: In their pelt only!

LIAM: Of course.

MOIRA: But they must wear something, some little thing. Like the chorus girls wear.

LIAM: You mean a G-string. No, they don't. They don't wear anything.

MOIRA: You're damned. You go in for these heathen religions. And you display yourself naked in front of a lot of people. And you get a thrill out of it. That's why you do it. I don't know what they'd think in the old country.

LIAM: They're no different from anyone else. A lady, a mature student in a class, told me she wanted to go for a break in Ireland because Irishmen are very sexy, she wanted to have sex with them. And she was an intelligent woman, a journalist on the Sunday Mail.

MOIRA: Another thing about you, Liam. I've seen you drawing sometimes - and you draw very strange things.

LIAM: I have to make things up. You didn't want me to go to art school. I could have drawn models there. But I'll get to art school somehow. That's why I model in the evenings.

MOIRA: You're set on what you want to do. And sod anyone alse. Even your own mother. 

LIAM: I don't think sod anyone else. The object of Zen is that when you've achieved enlightenment you help others.

MOIRA: It'll be a long time coming, the day when you help others.

LIAM: Have it your own way. But I don't notice you helping others much.

MOIRA: That's not true. At  the U.C.M we do a lot of good things.

LIAM: That visiting Irish priest referred to you as a union of chinwaggers.

MOIRA: I never thought I'd produce such a terrible son. I've had enough of this sort of talk. I'm going out.

LIAM: Where are you going?

MOIRA: It's none of your business. (She exits)

(LIAM looks straight at the audience)

LIAM: What sort of woman to have as your mother. You can't help thinking it's no wonder her man left her. And I'm sure it was because she wouldn't give him what he wanted. He wanted kinky sex and she wouldn't play along. I didn't tell her I don't imagine the things I draw, I see them right there in front of me. It's scary and I've told no one about it. I've never heard of such a thing before. It bothers me - although I like drawing the figures I see. She wouldn't understand. She thinks she's a strong Catholic and her time is spent at bingo and gazing vacantly at the box. And she can't understand someone having more ambition than that. She's superstitious, not religious. And she thinks it was the vengeance of God on Thomas Merton when he was accidentally electrocuted, because he associated with what she thinks are heathens.  
(LIAM sits for a few moments in silence gazing straight at the audience. Then he takes a sketchbook and a charcoal stick from beside his chair)

LIAM: (with intensity) My God! It's coming again. She's Aphrodite. I thought of her and now I see her before me, as stark and real as a model in a life-class.

(LIAM gazes at the backcloth on which the figure of the naked Aphrodite is projected. The model photographed for the slide is the actress playing FELICITAS. He commences to draw in his sketchbook)

LIAM: (in tones of wonder) She's there for me and I get down something of her image, feeling I can never do her justice, never create an image as lovely as the one before me. It's fearful, although the fear makes me dynamic, makes me see clearly. But I'd like to know what it is . . . I'd like to know where they come from . . .  

(The projected image of Aphrodite fades out)

LIAM: And now she leaves me. But Jesus!  It's happening again, another image is coming, it's there. When Aphrodite went my mind flashed to Hakuin, the great Zen master, the renowned ink painter.  

(The figure of the Zen master Hakuin is back-projected on the backcloth. Hakuin wears the Japanese robes of the 18th century. LIAM commences drawing, eyes moving repeatedly from the Hakuin figure to sketchbook and back. After a while the Hakuin figure fades out. Then Aphrodite appears, the image from the same slide and again Liam draws her)

LIAM: (turning to face the audience, addressing them) You see, the goddess Aphrodite appeared and then the great Zen master Hakuin and I drew them both in turn. It happens a lot, mostly only when I'm alone. Then Aphrodite appeared again, as if insistently. Everybody knows of the goddess Aphrodite. Hakuin was the greatest of all the Zen masters. He had the major satori experience thirteen times and minor satori experiences innumerable times. In case any of you are not familiar with the term, satori means enlightenment, and it also means intuition of essence. When you experience satori you see things in a totally different way. There, it's happening again. There's something coming. Yes, figures are forming. Yes, I was thinking of the Compassionate Buddha and his meeting with Upaka the Ajivaka on the road from Gaya to the Bhodi Tree.

(LIAM turns to face the backcloth and again commences drawing. In back projection there appear images of the Compassionate Buddha and Upaka the Ajivaka)

LIAM: (talking as he draws) I remember that lovely Buddhist text where Upaka met the Buddha travelling on the road. He could see a momentous change in the Buddha and when he quizzed him the Buddha replied, 'I have no teacher, no one is equal to me, in the world of men and of gods no being is like me. I am the holy one in this world, I am the highest teacher, I alone am the absolute sambuddha. I have gained coolness by the extinction of all passion and have attained nirvana. I go to the City of the Kasis to found the kingdom of truth. I will beat the drum of the immortal in the darkness of this world.' I like that and I identify with Aphrodite and with Hakuin and with the Buddha.

(Once again the images of Buddha and Upaka fade and Aphrodite appears, the same slide)

LIAM: (in fearful wonder) But Jesus Christ! It's scary - I need to talk to someone . . . 
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