
 

  

ENGLISH: WHOSE REALITY? 
 
Creative piece based on A Streetcar Named Desire: Reality is in the eye of the beholder. 
 
 
[A man, around 65 years old, sits alone at an old, wooden desk incongruous to the large, white, 
laminate office around it. On the wall to his right hangs a modern, metal crucifix; the wall to his left is 
dominated by a large French window that sits open. The man is smiling vaguely, resting his head in 
his hand as he looks down at a framed photograph on his desk. He jumps slightly when the 
telephone beeps next to him.] 
 
RECEPTIONIST [offstage]: Your Grace, Father Collins has arrived for the 11:00 meeting. 
 
BISHOP: Excellent. Send him in! Thankyou, Jenny. 
 
[BISHOP smiles and turns the frame around to face the door, revealing to the audience a photo of 
two men in an embrace. There are three unsure knocks at the door.] 
 
RECEPTIONIST [offstage]: Just head straight in, Sweetheart. 
 
[The door opens slowly and a young man of around 25 years old enters. He is very thin and very 
pale, with dark rings around his eyes. He picks at his clerical collar, which sits uncomfortably loose 
on his neck, and wrings his hands as he walks into the room. The top of a wooden crucifix can be 
seen out of the corner of his jacket pocket.] 
 
BISHOP: Michael! Please, come in! [He walks around to the young man and shakes his hand] How 
are you lad?  
 
PRIEST: Well, Your Grace, I - 
 
BISHOP: [quickly] How’s everything with Father Riley? [He gestures to the photo] He has spoken so 
highly of you – How long have you been curate with him now? 
 
PRIEST [still wringing his hands]: Two years now, Your Grace. It’s really Father Riley that – 
 
BISHOP: [turning back to the photo] Two years, that long…  I haven’t seen as much of him as I 
would have liked since the last trip. We go each year. [He lifts the frame again gesturing to it and 
laughs, looking closely at it, his back to PRIEST] 
 
[After a long pause, PRIEST coughs nervously, and again BISHOP jumps, turning quickly back 
around, and realising the young man’s sickly demeanour for the first time.]  
 
BISHOP: My boy, you seem troubled, what’s wrong? What can I do for you? 
 
PRIEST: [dabbing his forehead with a white handkerchief] Your Grace, it’s Father Riley I’ve come to 
speak to you about. [He hesitates] I am worried that he – 
 
BISHOP: [quickly and sharply] No. no. Has his heart worsened? 
 
PRIEST: No, Bishop Malone, he – 
 
BISHOP: [his eyes back on the photo] I’ve warned him about his heart – but no one can rule that 
man. So hard headed. And he – 
 
PRIEST: It’s a boy, Your Grace. 



 

  

[BISHOP stops and snaps his eyes up from the photo, still holding it, with his back to PRIEST.] 
 
BISHOP: I’m sorry? 
 
PRIEST: [wiping his forehead] Dennis Leary, Your Grace, a shy boy in my Year 8 history class, has 
been called to meet with Father Riley in the rectory each Monday since semester began. Father 
Riley has been counselling the boy alone. I – I don’t… [He lowers the handkerchief].Dennis refuses 
to talk to me about what happens in the meetings. He will not speak to me at all anymore. 
Something has changed him. Father Riely has… done something to him. 
 
BISHOP: [after a long pause, quietly, still facing away] This is a very serious insinuation, Father 
Collins. 
 
PRIEST: [twisting the handkerchief tightly around his wrists] The boy cries, Your Grace. His 
classmates tell me he sits alone and cries at recess, at lunch. He won’t speak to any of them. His 
parents are concerned.  
 
[BISHOP looks back quickly, puts the frame down face-up on the desk. He crosses to the closed 
door, then quickly across the room and shuts the French Windows, letting the open curtains fall still.] 
 
PRIEST: [his gaze following BISHOP around the room. Directly] I know that something is happening 
in that rectory, Bishop. 
 
BISHOP: [laughs unconvincingly, standing at the closed windows] This is simply a 
misunderstanding. I’m sure, if you just spoke to John everything would be simply exp- 
 
PRIEST: I did.  
 
[A crow cries shrilly outside the window, BISHOP jumps and turns to look at PRIEST sharply, 
terrified.]  
 
PRIEST: Last Monday, I followed Dennis to the rectory, and was sent away. After school I went to 
Father Riley’s office and confronted him. I aired my suspicions. [BISHOP turns away, then stays 
still, looking out the closed window.]  I demanded he tell me what was going on in these meetings. 
He ordered me to leave, I said I wouldn’t. He looked at me with those eyes, wild. He slammed the 
door shut with a kick and pushed me into a chair. He stood over me, leaning on the arms of my 
chair [PRIEST looks up, as if at an invisible figure above him, his eyes wide and tearful.] If I know 
what’s good for me, he said… If I know what’s good for me… Learn my place.  
 
[He looks tearfully to BISHOP, who is still standing at the closed window, but his eyes have closed 
and his hand is over his mouth. With one hand PRIEST raises the handkerchief back up to his 
forehead and wipes at his skin extremely hard, while the other drops into his right jacket pocket, 
around the crucifix.] 
 
PRIEST: Help, Your Grace. 
 
[BISHOP eventually turns away from the window, to the metal crucifix on the opposing wall, and lets 
his head fall into his hands.] 
 
BISHOP: Lord… [mutters into his arm, his voice fading eventually to nothing.] 
 
[He turns back to face PRIEST, but the photo frame, face up on the desk, catches his eye. BISHOP 
moves to the desk and stands over the picture. While looking at the photo, his hand travels 
caressingly up his chest, eventually resting on his white clerical collar and stopping when it does. 
BISHOP moves back into his chair behind the old oak desk, looking at it and gripping the edges 
tightly with his hands. He looks up at PRIEST.] 



 

  

BISHOP: Michael, son, you are very… young. [PRIEST’s eyes widen, then close] You’ve come to 
me with no evidence, with disturbed ideas and allegations that could destroy Father Riley’s career, 
his life – that could destroy the Parish community. [BISHOP’s eyes fall back on the photo] John 
Riley is a good man and – 
 
PRIEST: Your Grace, what about Dennis! We can’t just pretend – 
 
BISHOP: [his eyes still on the photo] John Riley is a good man. I will not – I can not – be the one to 
give in to idle hearsay and destroy our ancient –  
 
PRIEST: Bishop Malone, please, please hear me! Help me! I know something’s happening! [He 
rubs the handkerchief over his face and into his hair] Stop him! 
 
BISHOP: Michael, it’s time for you to leave. 
 
[PRIEST rises, and storms out of the door to the office, digging at his clerical collar. BISHOP slumps 
into his chair. He rests his elbows exhaustedly on the old desk and holds his head in his hands, 
which block his sight from the window on one side, and the crucifix on the other. He looks down 
focussed solely on the photo and, after a pause, vaguely smiles.] 


