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Shining City was first performed at the Royal Court Theatre, London, on 4 June 2004, with the following cast:





	NEASA

	Kathy Kiera Clarke




	IAN

	Michael McElhatton




	LAURENCE

	Tom Jordan Murphy




	JOHN

	Stanley Townsend




	Director

	Conor McPherson




	Designer

	Rae Smith




	Lighting Designer

	Mark Henderson




	Sound Designer

	Ian Dickinson





The play received its American premiere at the Biltmore Theater, New York, in a production by the Manhattan Theater Club, in May 2006, with the following cast:





	IAN

	Brían F. O’Byrne




	JOHN

	Oliver Platt




	NEASA

	Martha Plimpton




	LAURENCE

	Peter Scanavino




	Director

	Robert Falls




	Designer

	Santo Loquasto




	Costume Designer

	Kaye Voyce




	Lighting Designer

	Christopher Akerlind




	Sound Designer

	Obadiah Eaves






Setting

The play is set in Ian’s office in Dublin, around Phibsboro maybe, or Berkeley Road, an old part of the city which, while it retains a sense of history, is not a salubrious area. It has a Victorian feel, lots of redbrick terraced houses dominated by the Mater hospital, Mountjoy Prison, and the church spires of Phibsboro Church and the church at Berkeley Road. It doesn’t feel like a suburb, if anything it feels like a less commercial part of the city centre, which is only a short walk away.

Ian’s office is perhaps in an older, larger building than most in the area, up on the second floor. From his elevated position, at the back of the building, one or two church spires loom outside.

There is a big sash window at the back. There are some shelves with books on them. A stereo and some CDs. There are more books on the floor, as though they have been unpacked but have yet to be put away. Ian has a desk, stage left-ish, with a chair behind it. There is also a chair in front of the desk which Ian uses for sitting with clients. Clients sit on a little two-seater sofa near the middle of the room, a little more stage right. There’s a coffee table near the sofa with a box of tissues and a jug of water.

At the back, stage right, is a door to a little toilet. Stage right is a cabinet of some kind, a filing cabinet maybe, or a bookcase.

The door is stage right, and when it is open we can see out to the banister and the top of the stairs. Beside the door is a handset for an intercom to the main door to the street on the ground floor.

The play has five scenes and about two months elapse between each scene.

The time is the present.


Characters

IAN, forties

JOHN, fifties

NEASA, thirties

LAURENCE, twenties

Dialogue in square brackets [ ] is unspoken.


Scene One

As the lights come up there is no one onstage. It is daytime. We hear distant church bells. Music is playing softly on the stereo. We hear the toilet flush, and IAN, a man in his forties, comes out of the bathroom. He takes a tissue from the box and goes to the window, blowing his nose. He is a man who has struggled with many personal fears in his life and has had some victories, some defeats. The resulting struggle has made him very sharp. He is essentially a gentle man, but sometimes his desire to get to the lifeboats, to feel safe, drives him in ways that even he himself doesn’t fully understand. A loud ugly buzzer goes off. IAN turns off the stereo and goes to the intercom, picking up the handset.

IAN. Hello? (Pushing a button on the intercom.) Okay, come in.

Pause.

Are you in? Okay. (Pushing the button.) Push the door. Are you in?

Pause.

Hello? No? Okay, okay, hold on.

He hangs up the handset and goes out, leaving the door open. He goes down the stairs.

(Off.) Now.

JOHN (off). Sorry.

IAN (off). No, I’m sorry. Come on up. Yeah. It was fixed. I don’t know if all this rain… We’re all the way up, I’m afraid.

JOHN (off). Straight on?

IAN (off). Eh, the next one. Yeah. And that’s it there. The door is open.

JOHN comes in. He is in his fifties and dressed quite respectably. He has an air of confusion when we first see him, not just because of his recent experiences but also because he has yet to accept that the world is not as orderly and predictable as he thought. He has always found problems to arise from what he regards as other people’s ignorance. He almost regards himself as a benchmark for normality. He carries an anorak. He seems very tired. IAN follows him in and indicates for him to have a seat on the sofa.

Now, right.

JOHN (sits). Thanks.

IAN (sits). I’m sorry about that.

JOHN. No, sure I wasn’t sure I had the right… I was in a bit of a flap, God, the parking around here is horrendous, isn’t it?

IAN. I know.

JOHN. I left myself a bit of time but I was almost like a kerbcrawler out there looking for a spot.

IAN. I know. I tell you I’m only here, I’ve only been here two weeks, and I’m not sure… between ourselves… that I’m going to… (Nods.) because there’s… many disadvantages…

JOHN. Ah, no, I parked up in the hospital in the end, which is what I should have done in the first place. I’ll know the next time. It’s my own fault.

IAN. No, I know, I should have probably… But like I say, I’m still sort of only getting myself sorted out here but I should have…

JOHN. Ah sure no, it’s grand, sure I’m here now.

IAN. Yes! Well, good.

JOHN. Yeah, well, that’s the main thing… Can I eh… (Indicates water.)

IAN (indicates affirmatively). Please.

JOHN pours himself some water and drinks a few mouthfuls. IAN reaches around behind him and takes a letter from his desk.

So… (Glancing at letter.) John… (Pause.) How are you?

JOHN. Not too bad. A bit… Eh… heh… eh… I’ve never… ehm… been to see… someone before…

IAN. Alright. Well, that’s okay.

JOHN. Em… (Doesn’t seem to know where to begin.)

IAN. I got a, I have a letter…

JOHN. Right.

IAN. From Dr Casey…

JOHN. That’s right. Yeah, he was… there was some guy he wanted me to see and… we couldn’t get an appointment, for four months or something!

IAN. Okay.

JOHN. Yeah, so…

IAN. And you haven’t been sleeping so well. Is that right?

JOHN. Well, yeah…

Pause.

IAN. Which can be very debilitating, I know.

JOHN. Yeah… and ehm… (Holds his hand up to the bridge of his nose as though he is about to sneeze and there is silence. He is silently crying.) Can I…? (Indicates tissues.)

IAN. Of course. Please.

JOHN (composes himself). Sorry.

IAN (reassuringly). That’s fine. That’s fine.

JOHN. You have the tissues ready and everything.

They smile.

I’m, em. I’m recently bereaved. I don’t know if Dr Casey…

IAN (affirmative). Mm-hm.

JOHN. My wife passed
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