ACT TWO

Scene 1

Most of the stage is in darkness apart from a spotlight or
some such on Pato sitting at the table as if in a bedsit in Eng-
land, reciting a letter he has written to Maureen.

PATO. Dear Maureen, it is Pato Dooley and I'm writing from
London, and I'm sorry it’s taken so long to write to you but to
be honest I didn’t know whether you wanted me to one way or
the other, so I have taken it upon myself to try and see. There
are a lot of things I want to say but I am no letter-writer but I will
try to say them if I can. Well, Maureen, there is no major news
here, except a Wexford man on the site a day ago, a rake of
bricks fell on him from the scaffold and forty stitches he did
have in his head and was lucky to be alive at all, he was an old
fella, or fifty-odd anyways, but apart from that there is no major
news. I do go out for a pint of a Saturday or a Friday but I don't
know nobody and don’t speak to anyone. There is no one to
speak to. The gangerman does pop his head in sometimes. I
don’t know if I've spelt it right, ‘Gangerman’, is it ‘e-r’ or is it
‘a’? Itis not a word we was taught in school. Well, Maureen, I am
‘beating around the bush’ as they say, because it is you and me I
do want to be talking about, if there is such a thing now as ‘you
and me’, I don’t know the state of play. What I thought I
thought we were getting on royally, at the good-bye to the Yanks
and the part after when we did talk and went to yours. And I did
think you were a beauty queen and I do think, and it wasn't any-
thing to do with that at all or with you at all, I think you thought
it was. All it was, it has happened to me a couple of times before
when I've had a drink taken and was nothing to do with did I
want to. I would have been honoured to be the first one you
chose, and flattered, and the thing that I'm saying, I was hon-
oured then and I am still honoured, and just because it was not
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to be that night, does it mean it is not to be ever? I don'’t see why
it should, and I don’t see why you was so angry when you was so
nice to me when it happened. I think you thought I looked at
you differently when your breakdown business came up, when I
didn’t look at you differently at all, or the thing I said ‘Put on
your clothes, it’s cold’, when you seemed to think I did not want
to be looking at you in your bra and slip there, when nothing
could be further from the truth, because if truth be told I could
have looked at you in your bra and slip until the cows came
home. I could never get my fill of looking at you in your bra and
slip, and some day, God-willing, I will be looking at you in your
bra and slip again. Which leads me on to my other thing, unless
you still haven’t forgiven me, in which case we should Just forget
about it and part as friends, but if you have forgiven me it leads
me on to my other thing which I was lying to you before when I
said I had no news because I do have news. What the news is I
have been in touch with me uncle in Boston and the incident
with the Wexford man with the bricks was just the final straw.
You'd be lucky to get away with your life the building sites in
England, let alone the bad money and the ‘You oul Irish this-
and-that’, and I have been in touch with me uncle in Boston and
a job he has offered me there, and I am going to take him up on
it. Back in Leenane two weeks tomorrow I'll be, to collect up my
stuff and I suppose a bit of a do they’ll throw me, and the thing
I want to say to you is do you want to come with me? Not straight
away of course, I know, because you would have things to clear
up, but after a month or two I'm saying, but maybe you haven't
forgiven me at all and it's being a fool I'm being. Well, if you
haven’t forgiven me I suppose it'd be best if we Jjust kept out of
each other’s way the few days I'm over and if I don’t hear from
you I will understand, but if you have forgiven me what'’s to keep
you in Ireland? There’s your sisters could take care of your
mother and why should you have had the burden all these years,
don’t you deserve a life? And if they say no, isn’t there the home
in Oughterard isn’t ideal but they do take good care of them, my
mother before she passed, and don’t they have bingo and what
good to your mother does that big hill do? No good. (Pause.)
Anyways, Maureen, I will leave it up to you. My address is up the
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top there and the number of the phone in the hall, only let it
ring a good while if you want to ring and you’ll need the codes,
and it would be grand to hear from you. If I don’t hear from
you, I will understand. Take good care of yourself, Maureen.
And that night we shared, even if nothing happened, it still
makes me happy just to think about it, being close to you, and
even if I never hear from you again I'll always have a happy
memory of that night, and that’s all I wanted to say to you. Do
think about it. Yours sincerely, Pato Dooley. (Spotlight cuts out, but
while the stage is in darkness Pato continues with a letter to his brother)

Dear Raymond, how are you? I'm enclosing a bunch of letters
I don’t want different people snooping in on. Will you hand
them out for me and don’t be reading them, I know you won't
be. The one to Mick Dowd you can wait till he comes out of hos-
pital. Let me know how he is or have they arrested the lass who
belted him. The one to poor Girleen you can give to her any
time you see her, it is only to tell her to stop falling in love with
priests. But the one to Maureen Folan I want you to go over
there the day you get this and put it in her hand. This is impor-
tant now, in her hand put it. Not much other news here. I'll fill
you in on more of the America details nearer the time. Yes, it’s a
great thing. Good luck to you, Raymond, and P.S. Remember
now, in Maureen’s hand put it. Good-bye.



