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The hedge-school is
 a disused barn or ht*y-shed or byre. Along

the back wall are the tantalus offive or six stalls-wooden pops chains ~‘-whert

left, largeeouglrtdalowatattnAeindtorightaA wooden stainotrjtithout a &misiW leads to the upstairs P liv ng-áuarte&?àfffoitthh schooM utstet and his son i½mmd2the main art b *dThgoaim~lemepjtjid~tr~-ttheei, tome lobster​


fanning 1461sh
My~á’$kund~etai Theta ará also tAttoo>


tat)!, aiitchaijofi

comfortless astd .iiuselind fimcdon~leihett is no trace of awomwt’t~:;dt2,


hand.1Nt.s~4,aWttt4#~ •~~a•
~•~; j~J«~.

When the play opens, MANUS U teacláng SARAH to speak~ He N kneels beside her. She is sitting on a lowitool, her head down, vety tense, clutching a slate on her kneiis. He is coaxing her gently and firmly and-as with everything he does-with a kind of zeaL

MANUS is in his late twenties/early thirties; the master’s older son.

He is pale-faced, lightly built, intense, and works as an unpaid

assistant—a monitor—to his father. His clothes are shabby; and when

he moves me see that he is lame.

SARAH’S speech defect is so bad that all her life she has been considered locally to be dumb and she has accepted this: when she wishes to communicate, she grunts and makes unintelligible nepal sounds. She has a waiflihe appearance and could be any 7/from seventeen to thirty-five.

]IMMy JACK CASSIE—known as the Infant Prodigy—sits by himself, contentedly reading Homer in Greek and smiling to himself. He is a bachelor in his sixties, lives alone, and comes to these evening classes partly for the company and partly for the intellectual stimulation. He is fluent in Latin and Greek but is in no wt~ pedantic—to him it is perfectly normal to speak these tongues. He

a
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never washes. His clothes — heavy top coat, hat, mittens, which he wears now - are filthy and he lives in them summer and winter, day and night. He now reads in a quiet voice and smiles in profound satisfaction. For JIMMY the world of the gods and the ancient myths is as real and as immediate as everyday life in the townland ofBaile Beag.

MANUS holds SARAH’s hands in his and he articulates slowly and distinctly into her face.

MANUS:
We’re doing very well. And we’re going to try it once more—just once more. Now—rein and breathe in.. deep.. .andout. . .in. . .andout.

(SARAH shakes her head vigorously andst~b~y.)...

MANUS:
Come on, Sarah. This is our secret.

(Again vigorous and stubborn shaking of SARAH’S head.)

MANUS:
Nobody’s listening. Nobody hears you.

JrMwIr:
‘Ton d’etnei bet epeita thea glaukopis Athene. . .‘

[ MANUS: Get your tongue and your lips working. ‘My name—’ Come on. One more try. ‘My name is—’ Good girl.

SARAH:
My.

MANUS:
Great. ‘My name—’

SARAH:
My...my...

•
MANUS: Raise your head. Shout it out. Nobody’s listening.

•
JIMMY: ‘. . allahekelosestaictAtrndaodw,u,is

MANIJS:
Jimmy, please! Once more—just once more—’My name—’ Good girl. Come on now. Head up. Mouth open.

SARAH:
My. -

MANUS:
Good.

SARAH:
My.

MANUS:
Great.

SARAH:
My name..

MANUS:
Yes?

SARAH:
My name is

MANTIS:
Yes?

(SARAH pauses. Then in a rush.)

SARAH:
My name is Sarah.

MANTIS:
Marvellous! Bloody marvellous!

(MANUS hugs SARAH. She smiles in shy, embatrnssedpleamre)
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Did you hear that, Jimmy?—’My name is Sarah’ —clear asiL bell.

(To SARAH) The Infant Prodigy doesn’t know what we’re at.

(SARAH laughs at this. MANUS hugs her again and stands up.)

Now we’re really started! Nothing’ll stop us nowl Nothing


in the wide world!
-

(JIMMY, chuckling at his text, comes over to them.)

JIMMY:
Listen to this, Manus.

MANUS:
Soon you’ll beztelling me all the secrets that have been ~. in that head bf yours all these years: CertainIy~ Jam

~r1S

~
(A

SARAH~WS

.MANUS~Gc.

JIMMY:: ‘HOi¼

~* Athene bacfEáidtthi4she wuch€
14

She withdrétikh~hivskiñ ofthls?stappIe’timbs and dean

~thE flnentalt~ftotn bfEhis4bejd eq& about his limbs she $tlt

puttheskiñofanoldniaztVthThedivil~thedAvijj NW ~

(MANTIs has emerged again with a bowl of milkandapiece of

bread.)

JIMMY:
And wait till you hear! She’s not finished with him yet!

(As MANTIS descends the stairs he toasts SARAH with his bowL)

JIMMY:
‘Knuzosen de oi osse—’ She dimmed his two eyes that were so beautiful and clothed him in a vile ragged cloak begrimed with filthy smoke.. 2! D’you see! Smoke! Smoke! D’you see! Sure look at what the same turf-smoke has done to myself I (He rapidly removes his hat to display his bald head.) Would you call that flaxen hair?

MANTIS:
Of course I would.

JIMMY:
‘And about him she cast the great skin of a flltáy hind, .—‘ stripped of the hair, and into his hand she thrust a staff and t) % a wallet’! Ha-ha-ba! Athene did that to Ulysses! Made him into a tramp! Isn’t she the tight one?

MANUS:
You couldn’t watch her, Jimmy.

JIMMY:
You know what they call her?

MANTIS:
‘Glaukopis Athene.’
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JIMMY: That’s it! The flashing-eyed Athene! By God, Manus,
MANTIS: Gracie’s?
.
<$v~fl) —
KCLWtS I


   sir, if you had a woman like that about the house, it’s not
   (No. Further away.) • 7

   stripping a turf-bank you’d be thinking about—eb?
MANTIS: Con Connie Tim’s? •

MANUS: She was a goddess, Jimmy.
   (No. To the right of there.)

JIMMY: Betterstill. Sureisn’tourownGraniaaclassofa
MANUS: AnflanhmBreag’s? -

   goddess and—
   (Yes. That’s it.)

MANTIS: Who?
MANTIS: Great. She’ll fill him up. I suppose I may take the class

JIMMY: Grania—Grania—Diarmuid’sGrania.
   then. ‘~~~~Kk”’’ -‘--—I,.

MANTIS: Alt.
   (MANUS begins to distribute same books, slates and chalk, textsj

JIMMY: And sure she can’t get her fill of men.
 •v etc., beside the s~ats.~ SARAH goeS over to the iIrdtU

  NUS: Jimmy, you’re impossible.
   produces a bunch of flowers she has hidden there, During this:)’

JIMMY:

I was just thinldng to myself last night: if you had the . , JIMMt ~ e.~t’ButUlyssawentfotthftGñW” 4h’


choosing between Athene and Axtemis and Helen of Troy -
teharbour~ndihroUgh the woodland to the phée*hett~N#~ ~


   all three of them Zeus’s girls- imagine three : ,


 “‘Athene had shbwn him he could find the good swineherd #~t~~$V

   powerful-looking daughters like that all in the one parish of


   wh&PooibiitoidmalistäkedtMWMt~MflW~P$~>

   Athens!—now, if you had the picking between them, which


MANUSfr’WhO cared mostfor h1isubstah1ce’t1~Itf’ d~1V4Z ~%t’

   would you take? •

4
JIMMY:ThtS itkThe goad twinelttrd Who caredtosfforhisW~r tt~
•
MANTIS: (To SARAH) Which should I take, Sarah?


 . substance abdtêsall the slaves that- ULySSeS pOSSC5SCG2r’~’~.
 •
JIMMY: No harm to Helen; and no harm to Arteznis; and indeed •


 • (sAnAtt p#senlsîthe7jLttuers to MANULY1~ .rm4 ‘Mm %¼

   no harm to our own Grania, Menus. But I think I’ve no
•

MANTIS: Thoseare lovely; Sarah7~W S r~


   choice but to go bull-straight for Athene. By God, sir, them
   (But SARAH has fled in embarrassment to her seat and has her

   flashing eyes would fair keep a man jigged up constant!
   head buried itt a book. MANIJS goes to her.)

   (Suddenly and momentarily, as if in spasm, JIMMY stands to
MANTIS: Flow-en.

   attention and salutes, his face raised in pained ecstasy. MANTIS
   (Pause. SARAH does not look up.)

   laughs. So does SARAH. JIMMY goes back to his seat, and his
MANTIS: Say the word: tlow-ers. Come on—flow-ers.

   reading.)
SARAH: Flowers.

MANUS You’re a dangerous bloody many Jimmy Jack.
MANTIS: You see?—yoii’ie off!

JIMMY: ‘Flashing-eyed’! Halt! Sure Homer knows it all, boy.
   (MANTIS leans down and hisses the top of SARAH’S head.)

   Homer knows it all.
MANTIS: And they’re beautiful flowers. Thank you.


(MANTIS goes to the window and looks out.)
(MAIn enters, a strong-minded, strong-bodied woman ituher


I


MANTIS: Where the hell has he got to?
   twenties with a head of curly hair. She is cartytng a small can

   (SARAH goes to MANTIS and touches his elbow. She mimes
   of milk.)

   rocking a baby.)
MAIn: Is this all’s here? Is there no school this evening?

MANTIS: Yes, I know he’s at the christening; but it doesn’t take .
MANTIS: If my father’s not back, I’ll take it.

   them all day to put a name on a baby, does it?
   (MANUS stands awkwardly, having been caught kissing SARAH

   (SARAH mtmes paurtng drinks and tossing them back quickly.)
   and with the flowers almost formally at his chest.)

MANTIS: You may be sure. Which pub?
MAIRE: Well now, isn’t that a pretty sight. There’s your milk.

   (SARAH indicates.)
   How’s Sarah?
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(SARAH grunts a reply.)

MANTIS:
I saw you out at the hay.

(MAIn ignores this and goes to JIMMY.)

MAIn:
And how’s Jimmy Jack Cassie?

JIMMY:
Sit down beside me, Maire.

•
MAIRE: Wouldlbesafe?

JI$MY:
No safer man in Donegal. (MAIREfl0ps on a stool beside JIMMY.)

MAIn:
Ooooh. The best harvest in living memory, they say; but I don’t want to see another like it: (Showing JIMMY her hands.) Look at the blisters.

JIMMY:
Esnefatigata?

MAIRE:
Sum fati gatissima.

JIMMY: Betie! Optime!

MAIRE:
That’s the height of my Latin. Fit me better if.I had even that much English.

lb
JIMMY: English? I thought you had some English?

MAnE:
Three words. Wait—there wn a spake iused to have off by heart. What’s this it was? (Her accent is strange became she is speaking a foreign language and because she does not understand what she is saying.) ‘In Norfolk we besport ourselves around the maypoll.’ What about that!

MANUS:
Maypole.

(Again MAIRE ignores MANUS.)

MAIRE:
God have mercy on my Aunt Mary—she taught me that when I was about four, whatever it means. Do you know

what it means, Jimmy?

JIMMY:
Sure you know I have only Irish like yourself.

MAIRE:
And Latin. And Greek.

JIMMY:
I’m telling you a lie: I know one English word.

MAIRE:
What?

JIMMY:
Bo-som.

MAnE:
What’s a bo-som?

JIMMY:
You know — (He illustrates with his hands) — bo-som —bo-som — you know — Diana, the huntress, she has two powerful bosom.

MAInE:
You may be sure that’s the one English word you would know. (Rises) Is there a drop of water about?

a
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(MANTIS gtves MAIRE his bowl of milk.)

MANUS:
I’m sorry I couldn’t get up last night.

MAIRE:
Doesn’t matter.

MANUS:
Biddy Hanna sent for me to write a letter to her sister in Nova Scotia. All the gossip of the parish. ‘I brought the cow to the bull three times last week but no good. There’s nothing for it now but Big Ned Prank 

MAIRE:
(Drinking) That’s better~

MANUS:
And she got so engrossed in it that she forgot who she was dictating to:i5The aul drunken schoolmastetand that~ lame son of his are still footering about i


  (MAIRBhi~’
•
MAIRE:~Sh4Jl
.4$
MANUsflAflttmêt

:suank God

  ~_new~nativnui
—
ilt!above it F


aCorachtjt?was
nidnightb~ntlmtitne

MAIRLt Gieattto bttbusy’manv~ -w~fl_Sg~i

(MAIRE~tnbWt awqy~MANUS follows.)

MANUS:
I couldhearmusiconmy~vaypast,butI thought itwas


toolatetocall, •
/ .~

MAIRE:
(To SARAH) Wasn’t ypur father in great voice last night?

(SARAH nods and smiles.)

MAIn:
It must have been near three o’clock by the time you got home?

(SARAH holds up four lingers.)

MAIRE:
Was it four? No wonder we’re in pieces.

MANTIS:
I can give you a hand at the hay tomorrow.~

MAIn:
That’s the name of a hornpipe, isn’t it?— ‘The Scholar

In The Hayfield’ — or is it a reel?

MANTIS:
If the day’s good.

MAIfl:
Suit yourself. The English soldiers below it< the tents, them sapper fellas, they’re coming up to give us a hand. I don’t know a word they’re saying, nor they me; but sure that doesn’t matter, does it?

MANUS:
What the hell are you so crabbed about?!

(DOALTY and BRIDGET enter noisily. Both are in their twenties. DOALTY is brandishing a surveyor’s pole, He is an
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open-minded, open-hearted, generous and slightly thick young man. BRIDGET is aplump,freshyounggir4 ready to laugh, vain, and with a counttywotnan’s instinctive cunning. DOALTY enters doing his imitation of the master.)

DOALTY:
Vesperal salutations to you all.

BRIDGET:
He’s coming down past Carraig na Ri and he’s as full as a pig!

DOALTY:
Ignari, stulti, rustici — pot-boys and peasant whelps — semi-literates and illegitimates.

BRIDGET:
He’s been on the batter since this morning; he sent the wee ones home at eleven o’clock.

DOALTY:
Three questions. Question A—Am I drunk? Question B—Am I sober? (Into MAIRE’S face) Responde—responde!.

BRIDGET:
Question C, Master—When were you last sober?

MAIn:
What’s the weapon, Doalty?

BRIDGET:
I warned him. He’ll be arrested one of these days.

DOALTY:
Up in the bog with Bridget and her aul fella, and the Red Coats were just across at the foot of Croc na Mona, dragging them aid chains and peeping through that big machine they lug about everywhere with them —you know the name of it, Manus?

MAIn:
Theodolite.

BRIDGET:
How do you know?

MAIn:
They leave it in our byre at night sometimes if it’s raining.

JIMMY:
Theodolite —what’s the etymology of that word, Manus?

MANTIS:
No idea.

BRIDGET:
Get on with the story.

JIMMY:
Theo—theos—something to do with a god. Maybe thea— a goddess! What shape’s the yoke?

DOALTY:
‘Shape!’ Will you shut up, you aul eejit you! Anyway, every time they’d stick one of these poles into the ground and move across the bog, I’d creep up and shift it twenty or thirty paces to the side.

BRIDGET:
God!

DOALTY:
Then they’d come back and stare at it and look at their calculations and stare at it again and scratch their heads. And cripes, d’you know what they ended up doing?
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BRIDGET:
Wait till you hear!

DOALTY:
They took the bloody machine apart!

(And immediately he sppaks in gibberish-an bnitation of two veiy agitated and confused sappers in rapid conversation.)

BRIDGET:
That’s the image of them!

MAIfl:
You must be proud of yourself, Doalty.

DOALTY: What d’you mean?

MAnE:
That was avery clever piece of work.

MANTIS:
Itwasagesture.

MAIn:
What sort of gesture? ‘

MANUS:
Just to indicate :~t. a presence. -

MAZRE:Hahl
àT~A%~ ~
V ‘~# ‘~J

BRIDGETtPm telling youayou’fl be arrested. t4
414

(What DOALTYIs etn4ah-orplease4-.htreats ~Whg:

I physically~Hntotb grabs BkIDGET around the moist.) ~‘tfln ~ DOALTY: What d’yottmake of that for an implement, Bridget?’ >-

~
WottldnSthat-mek~à greataulshaft fotyourehnrn?tr ~ BRIDGETWLet gQ bfme,hyofl dirty brute! I’ve a headline’to do’”’

beforeBigHughiecoanet•

MANUS:
I don’titliink we’ll wait for him. Let’s get started. (Slowly, reluctantly they begin to move to their seats and specific tasks. DOALTY goes to the bucket of water at the door and washes his hands. BRIDGET sets up a hand-mirror and combs
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her hair.)

BRIDGET:
Nellie Ruadh’s baby was to be christened this morning. Did any of yous hear what she called it? Did you, Sarah?

(SARAH grunts: No.)

BRIDGET:
Did you, Make?

MAIRE:
No.

BRIDGET:
Our Seamus says she was threatening she_vas going to call it after its father.

DOALTY:
Who’s the father?

BRIDGET:
That’s the point, you donkey you!

DOALTY:
Ah.

BRIDGET:
So there’s a lot of uneasy bucks about Baile Beag this day.

DOALTY:
She told me last Sunday she was going to call itJimmy.

I’

I


I


BRIDGET: You’re a liar, Doalty.
C
wash himself and he’s lecturing me on agdcu1ture~ Would



DOALTY: Would I tell you a lie? Hi, Jimmy, Nellie Ruadh’s aid
        you go and take a running race at yourself, Jimmy Jack


   fella’s looking for you.
        Cassie! (Grabs SARAH,) Come away out ,of this with me,


JIMMY: For me?
        Sarah, and we’ll plant some corn together.


MAIRE: Come on, Doalty.
     MANTIS: All right—all tight. Let’s settle down and get some


feALTY: Someone told him.. .
        work done. I know Sean Stag isn’t coming—he’s at the


MAIRE: Doalty!
        salmon. What about the Donnelly twins? (To DOALTY) Are


DOALTY: He heard you know the first book of the Satires of .
        the Donnelly twins not coming any mote?


              Horace off by heart. . .
 . (DOALTY shrugs and turns away.)’.

3
JIMMY: That’s true.
      ‘Did you ask them?


     I’ll do that for him certainly, certainly.
. , ~~<DoALTrbegbtutohittlingthrqughJ4steetW’Sr4ddenfrthe ~


DOALTY:. . . and he wants you to recite it for him.
      noALTy: Havtn?t seen them. Not about these days. ‘~


DOALTY: He’s busting to hear it.
      ~‘atmospkereissilentanda1ert.)~’ t ~mti ‘~r#IMr+


   (JIMMrfinnbles in his pockets.)
. MANU$&Aren’ç thçy~athome?7’kuV¼N.i:t’.4fl:~’~..


JIMMY: Icame across this last night.—this’ll interest you—in
    .DOALTY; Non’ ~A1 .~t - ~‘ ~ttfl# ~St~ j4 ~?3Y~e~n 7..


   Book Two of Virgil’s Georgics.

DOALTY: Be
. ~. , MANUSIWhUC1UCthty.thtfl?U~t~’½4i~ ~Ur~tI~%


God, that’s my territory alright.
- noALtYtHow~would Iknow?t si ~ ~~‘47~

BRIDGET:
You clown you! (To SARAH) Hold this for me, would’ ~> BRIDOEtt~OutSeamtt says two of the soldiers horses were4

   you? (her mnzmr.)

-
- found Just night at the foot Df the cliffs at Macbare ~

JIMMY: Listen to this, Mantis. ‘Nigra fere
etpressopinguissub

 Buidhe and. . (She stops ~uddenly and begins writing with

   vomere terra...’


 chalk ott her slate.) D’you hear thewhistlesoftbisaul

DOALTY: on now—easy,
rush me, 

 slate? Sure nobody could write on an aid slippery thing


Steady
boys, easy—don’t


   boys —
   like that.

   (He mimes great concentration.)
MANTIS: What headline did my father set you?

JIMMY: Mantis?
BRIDGET: ‘It’s easier to stamp out learning than to recall it.’

MANTIS: ‘Land that is black and rich beneath the pressure of the
JIMMY: Book Three, theAgricela of Tacitus.

   plough . . .‘
BRIDGET: God but you’re a dose.

DOALTY: Give me a chance!
MANTIS: Can you do it?

JIMMY: ‘And with cui putre—with crumbly soil—is in the main
BRIDGET: There. Is it bad? Will he ate me?

   best for corn.’ There you arel
MANUS: It’s very good. Keep your elbow in close9o your side.

DOALTY: There you are.
   Doalty?

JIMMY: ‘From no other land will you see more wagons wending
DOALTY: I’m at the seven-times table. I’m perf&t, skipper.

   homeward behind slow bullocks.’ Virgil! There!
   (MANTIS moves to SARAH.)

DOALTY: ‘Slow bullocks’!
MANUS Do you understand those sums?

JIMMY: Isn’t that what I’m always telling you? Black soil for
   (SARAH nods: Yes. MANTIS leans down to her ear.)

   corn. Than what you should have in that upper field of
MANTIS: My name is Sarah.

   yours—corn, not spuds.
   (MANTIS goes to MAflE. While he is talking to her the others

DOALTY: Would you listen to that fella! Too lazy be Jasus to
    swap books, talk quietly, etc.)
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MANUS:
Can I help you? What are you at?

MAIRE:
Map of America. (Pause.) The passage money came last Friday.

MANUS:
You never told me that.

MAIRE:
Because I haven’t seen you since, have!?

MANUS:
You don’t want to go. You said that yourself.

MAIRE: There’s ten below me to be raised and no man in the house. What do you suggest?

MANUS:
Do you want to go?

MAIRE:
Did you apply for that job in the new national school?

MANTIS:
No.

MAIRE:
You said you would.

MANUS:
I said I might.

MAIfl:
When it opens, this is finished: nobody’s going to pay to go to a hedge-school.

MANUS:
I know that and I . . .(He breaks off became he sees SARAH, obvioufly listening, at his shoulder. She moves away again.) I was thinking that maybe I could

MAIRE:
It’s £56 a year you’re throwing away.

MANUS:
I can’t apply for it.

MAIRE:
You promised me you would.

MANTIS:
My father has applied for it.

MAIRE:
He has not!

MANTIS:
Day before yesterday.

MAIRE:
For God’s sake, sure you know he’d never—

MANTIS:
I couldn’t—I can’t go in against him. (MAIRE looks at him for a second. Then:—)

MAIRE:
Suit yourself. (To BRIDGET) I saw your Seamus heading off to the Port fair early this morning.

BRIDGET:
And wait till you hear this—I forgot to tell you this. He said that as soon as he crossed over the gap at Cnoc na Mona — just beyond where the soldiers are making the maps — the sweet smell was everywhere.

DOALTY:
You never told me that.

BRIDGET:
It went out of my head.

DOALTY:
He saw the crops in Port?

BRIDGET:
Some.

MANTIS:
How did the tops look?
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BRIDGET:
Fine—I think.

DOALTY:
In flower?

BRIDGET:
I don’t know. I think so. He didn’t say.

MANTIS:
Just the sweet smell—that’s all?

BRIDGET:
They say that’s the way it snakes in, don’t they? First the smell; and then one rnor the stalksareall blackand limp.

DOALTY:
Are you stupid? It’s the rotting stalks makes the sweet smell for God’s sake. .That’s what the smell is— rotting -,


stalks. j~ çi’4i; V9 ~ 4tt
. ~. I ~
4

MAIRB:
Sweet smell! Sweet smell! Every year at this time

somebody cqptes back Wi4t stories of the sweet smell. Sweet -

God, did the potatoes ver fail in Baile Beag? Welt did they ~-

ever— everiNever.! There Waà never blight here. ?{even~~t4 ~

Never6~But )ve~re always sniffing about for it;aren’t~we?44~
..lookingfot’disasterSThétènts are going to goupd> 44-~4fg

again’~ the hatvest?s going td be lost.~.the herring bale gont 4%t

away for evei~Cthete’igoing.to be evictions~ Honest to God~I.

some of you people aren’t happy unless you’rá miséràble +

and you’ll not be right content until you’re dead! -

DOALTY:
Bloody right, Make. And sure St Colmcille prophesied there’d never bE blight here. He said:

The spuds will bloom in Baile Beag

Till rabbits grow an extra lug.

And sure that’ll never be. So we’re all right. Seven threes are twenty-one; seven fours are twenty-eight; seven fives are forty-nine — Hi, Jimmy, do you fancy my chances as boss of the new national school?

JIMMY:
What’s that?—what’s that?

DOALTY:
Agh, g’way back home to Greece, son,

MAIRE:
You ought to apply, Doalty.

DOALTY:
D’you think so? Cripes, maybe I will. Hah!’

BRIDGET:
Did you know that you start at the age of six and you have to stick at it until you’re twelve at least — no matter how smart you are or how much you know.

DOALTY:
Who told you that yarn?

BRIDGET:
And every child from every house has to go all day, every day, summer or winter. That’s the law.
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M.TY: I’ll


      tell you something— nobody’s going to go near
   After afew seconds:—
/
them—they’re not going to take on—law or no law.
BRIDGET: Is this ‘g’ right, Manus? How do you puts tail on it?
/IDGET: And everything’s free in them. You pay for nothing

DOALTY: Will you shut upl I can’t concentrate! - -
/
except the books you use; that’s what our Seamus says.
   (A few more seconds of work. Then DOALTY opens Ins eyes and
~SALTY: ‘Our Seamus’. Sure your Seamus wouldn’t pay

   looks around.) ‘--‘ - - -
  /
anyway. She’s making this all up.
   False alarm, boys. The bugger’s not coming at all. Sure the
BRIDGET: Isn’t that right, Mantis?

   bugger’s hardly fit to walL” I~ - -
MANUS: I think so.

   (And immediately HUGH enters, A large man, with residual

BRIDGET: And from the very first day you go, you’!l not hear
dignity, shabbily dressed, canying a stick; He has;tzs always, a-

one word of Irish spoken. You’ll be taught to speak English ~ I’~ ; large quan*içyof drink taken, -but he is by no means kunk~, He and every subject will be taught through English and >‘isinhiseadyjixtjes3k~~~t?s~t>n --pg r’~< ~-.4.~tt;,di everyone’ll end up as cute as the Buncrana people. < HuGH&AduMj oalyiadsumiWerhn13s not in sobrietateperfe (SARAH suddenljy grunts and mimes a warning that the master is - -~dtutadeqt ~ coming. The atmosphere changes. Sudden business. Heads p § salutation


data)
,
- ~C(Vatioush

DOALTY: He’s here, boys. Cripes, he’ll make yella meal out of
- - JIMMY~Ave;


me for those bloody tables,
- - -
HUGH: Jam&(Há:remot~ea hit hat and coat and hands them an

BRIDGET: Have you any extra chalk, Manus? his stick to4IANtlStus if tO trfootanan..) Apologies for my 1st
MAIRE: And the atlas for me. amval: wetwáre celebrating the IbapdsmofNellieRuadh’g.
   (DOALTY goes to MAIRE who is sitting on a stool at the back.) baby.t~4t?A~t l.~
DOALTY: Swop you seats. BRIDGET: (Innocently) What name did she put on it, Master?
MAIRE: Why? HUGH: Was it Eamon? Yes, it ~ras Eamon.
DOALTY: There’s an empty one beside the Infant-Prodigy. BRIDGET: Eamon Donal from TorI Cripes!

MAIRE: Fm fine here.
- HUGH: And after the caerimonia nominationis—Maire?

DOALTY: Please, Mane. I want to jouk in the back here.
MAIRE: The ritual of naming.
   (MAInE rises.)
HUGH: Indeed—we then had a few libations to mark the
God love you. (Aloud) Anyone got a bloody table-book?
   occasion. Altogether very pleasant. The derivation of the
Cripes, I’m wrecked.
   word ‘baptize’?—where are my Greek scholars? Doalty?
(SARAH gives him one.)
DOALTY: Would it be—ah—ah—
God, I’m dying about you.
HUGH: Too slow, James?
(In his haste to get to the back seat, DOALTY bumps into
JIMMY: ‘Baptiaein’—to dip or immerse.
BRIDGET who is kneeling on the floor and writing laboriously
HUGH: Indeed—our friend Pliny Minor speaks of the
   on a slate resting on top of a bench-seat.)
   ‘baptistenuW —the cold bath.
BRIDGET: Watch where you’re going, Doalty!
DOALTY: Master.
   (DOALTY gooses BRIDGET. She squeals. Now the quiet
HUGH: Doalty?
hum of work: JIMMY reading Homer in a low voice; BRIDGET
DOALTY: I suppose you cou!d talk then about baptizing a sheep
copying her headline; MAIRE studying the atlas; DOALTY,
   at sheep-dipping, could you?
his eyes shut tight, mouthing his tables; SARAH doing sums.
   (Laughter. Comments.) - -
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HUGH:
Indeed — the precedent is there— the day you were appropriately named Doalty—seven nines?

DOALTY:
What’s that, Master?

HUGH:
Seven times nine?

DOALTY:
Seven nines—seven nines—seven times nine—seven times nine are — cripes, it’s on the tip of my tongue, Master— I knew it for sure this morning— funny that’s the only one that foxes me — -

BRIDGET:
(Prompt) Sixty-three.

DOALTY:
What’s wrong with me: sure seven nines are fifty-three, Master. -

HUGH:
Sophocles from Colonus would agree with Doalty Dan Doalty from Tulach Alainn: ‘To know nothing is the I >1, sweetest life.’ Where’s Sean Beag? -
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MANn: He’s at the salmon.

HUGH: And Non Dan?
- ,.

MAIfl:
She says she’s not coming back anymore.

HUGH:
Ah. Non Dan can now write her naine—Nora Dan’s education is complete. And the Donnelly twins? (Brief pause. Then:-)

BRIDGET:
They’re probably at the turf. (She goes to HUGH.) There’s the one-and-eight I owe you for last quarter’s arithmetic and there’s my one-and-six for this quarter’s writing.

HUGH:
Gratias tibi ago. (He sits at his table.) Before we

commence our studia I have three items of information to

impart to you—(To MANUS) A bowl of tea, strong tea,

black— (MANUS leaves.)

Item A: on my perambulations today— Bridget? Too slow. Maire?

MAIRE:
Perambulare—to walk about.

HUGH:
Indeed — I encountered Captain Lancey of the Royal Engineers who is engaged in thc ordnance survey of this area, He tells me that in the past few days two of his horses have strayed and some of his equipment seems to be nuislaid. I expressed my regret and suggested he address you himself on these matters. He then explained that he

does not speak Irish. Latin? I asked. None. Greek? Not a -

syllable. He speakà—oá his own admission—only English;

and to his credit he äeemed áuitably verecund —james -JIMMY: Verecundus-humbla. -- - - , 9 -HUGH: kdeed-he voiced some surprise that we did not speak

-
hislanguage. Iexplaintdthatafeivofusad,o~,c~jon​Th

outside the parish of course—a I the, usually fçrthe

-
purposes of commerce, a use to which his tongue seemed 

-
particularly suited-(Slwuts) andasiceofbodabrcatt.andt

z went ottto propose thatour own culture and


e-abappiereonjugado~n~jty~4t~


tongyesjnad
-- r->~

DOALrteWofljugOfJ join toge er~#wMl ~jq~ ~ fr~VI~7ft~~ j


- i#(boiL
le4ised
Acpwdat~CY’ ‘4

~
,r. ,P


~

~
I-ut

‘J-.

4And again t%his credit he acquiescecI-~o my1o~44

~

—‘a —

- tMAIRL
impptien4y.,HLTGH natoareefthenist~

- - gesture.)j~~,tg~z~. ~ ~ -r Too slow.-Bridget?- hv

BRIDGET: Acqutesco.
- - - -


HUGH: Procede.
N--v
-- - -

BRIDGET:
Acquiesco, acquiescere, acquievi, acquietum.

HUGH:
Indeed—and Iteni B...


- MAInE: Master.
-
--

HUGH:
Yes?

(MAIRE gets to her feet uneasily but determinedly. Pause.)

Well, girl?

MAIRE:
We should all be learning to speak English. That’s what my mother says. That’s what I say. That’s what ~én O’Connell said last month in Ennis. He said thç~ ~ooner we all learn to speak English the better.

(Suddenly several speak together.)

JIMMY:
What’s she saying? What? What?

DOALTY:
It’s Irish he uses when he’s travelling around scrounging votes.

BRIDGET:
And sleeping with married women. Sure no woman’s safe from that fella.
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JIMMY: Who-who-who? Who’s this? Who’s this?

HUGH:
Silentium! (Pause.) Who is she talking about?

MAIRE:
I’m talking about Daniel O’Connell.

HUGH:
Does she mean that little Kerry politician?

MAIRE:
I’m talking about the Liberator, Master, as you well know. And what he said was this: ‘The old language is a barrier to modern progrest’ He said that last month. And he’s right. I don’t want Greek. I don’t want Latin. I want English.

(MANUS reappears on the platform above.) -

I want to be able to speak English because I’m going to America as soon as the harvest’s all saved.

(MAIRE remains standing. HUGH puts his hand into his pocket and produces a flask of whiskey. He removes the cap, pours a

-
drink into it, tosses it back, replaces the cap, puts the flask back into his pocket. Then:—)

HUGH:
Wehave been ~ -

DOALTY:
Three items of infonnation, Master. You’re at Item B. - -

HUGH:
Indeed—Item B—Item B—yes—On my way to the - - - -

christening this morning I chanced to meet Mr George Alexander, Justice of the Peace. We discussed the new national school. Mr Alexander invited me to take charge of it when it opens. I thanked him and explained that I could do that only ff1 were free to run it as I have run this hedge-school for the past thirty-five years — filling what our friend Euripides calls the ‘aplestos pit hos’ — James?

JIMMY:
‘The cask that cannot be filled’.

HUGH:
Indeed — and Mr Alexander retorted courteously and emphatically that he hopes that is how it will be run. (MAIRE now sits.)

Indeed. I have had a strenuous day and I am weary of you

alL (He rises.) Manus will take care of you. (HUGH goes towards the steps. OWEN enters. OWEN is the younger son, a handsome, attractive young man in his twenties. He is dressed smartly — a city man. His manner is easy and charming: everything he does is invested with consideration and enthusiasm. He now stands framed in the doorway, a travelling bag across his shoulder.)
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OWEN:
Could anybody tell me is this where Hugh Mor

O’Donnell holds his hedge-school?

DOALTY:
It’s Owen—Owen Hugh! Look, boys—it’s Owen

Hughl -

(own( enters. As he crosses the room he touches and has a


word for each person.) -
-

OWEN:
Doattyl (Playful punch.) How are you, boy? Jacob; quid


agis?Areyouwell? -
-

JIMMY: Fine. Fine; -
-
-

OWEN:
AndBridgedGivetsakiss.A~n~e - -

BRIDGET: You’re welcome, Owen.
- ii. -OWEN: It’s not~4 Yes, it is Maire Chatach! Godl--A young ~1~-i-~.v+’~ —LI


vs


‘womanI-~
-
-~t. ~
JMt2~
44
-‘*~aii4~~
j%1~.
2

MAIRE:.How~mt~3rou,Owen?¾-~&jb ~
~* ~
- -~

(owEt~>is pmataTht front OJHpQH; He puts his two hands on -his ~-~i


FATHER’sshoulden.)i~i t.~ ~t.-,
a ~
-~

OWEN:~AAldhow~stheoldmahim~ff?
I ~4’r .~-$4 :Ilk~4~f&I

HUGH: Fair4airzi-t~k~c~$b ~9’~$#a’ a .~
t ~ ~ OWEN: Fair?-Fqr-Gcd’s sake you never looked better! Come ~li’

heretomeA~ Ak... .
- /

(He embraces-HUGH wannly and genuinely.) Great to see you,

Father. Great to be back. \ - .

(HUGH’s eyes are moist—partly joy, partly the drink.)

HUGH:
I—I’m—I’m—pay no attention to— ‘ I OWEN: Come on—come on—come on—(He gives HUGH his

handketrhief.) Do you know what you and I are going to do tonight? We are going to go up to Anna na ~reag’s...

DOALTY:
Not there, Owen.

OWEN:
Why not?

DOALTY: Her poteen’s worse than ever.
- 7

BRIDGET: They say she puts frogs in it!
/

7-

OWEN:
All the better. (To HUGH) And you and I are going to get footless drunk. That’s arranged.

(OWEN sees MANU5 coining down the steps with tea and soda bread. They meet at the bottom.)

And Manus!

MANUS:
You’re welcome, Owen.

OWEN:
I know lam. And it’s great to be here. (He tunis round,

-
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arms outstretched.) I can’t believe it. I come back after L years and everything’s just as it was! Nothing’s changed! Not a thing! (Sniffs.) Even that-smell—that’s the same smell this place always had. What is it anyway? Is it the straw?

DOALTY:
Jimmy Jack’s feet.

(General laughter. It opens little pockets of conversation round

the room.)

I-

(OWEN begins to play this game- his father’s game—partly to involve his classroom audience; partly to show he has not

forgotten it, and indeed partly because he enjoys it.)

JIMMY:
A maker of maps.

OWEN:
Indeed—and thcyau#ser man that I travelled with from

--
Dublin, his name is Lieutenant Yolland and, he is attached

-
to the toponymic department-Father?-responde-responde!


OWEN: And Doalty Dan Doalty hasn’t changed either!

HUGH: He gives names-to places. ‘-


DOALTY: Bloody right, Owen.
OWEN: Indeed—although he is in fact aaorthographer— a


OWEN: Jimmy, are you well?


— Doalty?-.too slow-.Manus? r --

JIMMY: Dodging about. MANUS~ The correct spelling of those namet ~ nt~t’~ t~.

OWEN: Any word of the big day?
- OWEN: Indeed~sindeedr ~ m~k~?v. ~‘4; -. ~frtcw. ~

         - (This is greeted with ‘ohs’ and ‘alas’.) -
-

   Time enough, Jimmy. Homer’s easier to
live with, isn’t he? i~a

 - (owrn laughs and claps his hands. Some of tk~ others joist in.)


            

~t>- Beautiful! Beautiful! Honest to God, it’s such a deli~ht to<

MAIn: We heard stories that you own ten big shops in


~ he back $ere.t~ith you all again—’civilized’ pcopleA*flTh


Dublin —is it true?
I
n Añyhow~..mnyi br4ag thmin?c~tr~Tht,ai%i4t~a - -


—‘-—‘a
I
—
—


OWEN: Only nine. - - - -
- - -
-
HUGH: Your trtencts are bbr friends. -- snw~ Sfl~-Mt




OWEN: I’ll bestraightbackv4 rt—”   t r~c~ K t~-~ P~-au




   (There is general talk as CnN goes towards the doors He stops




   beside SARAH.) - - /




OWEN: That’s a new face. Who are you?




   (A very brief hesitation. Then:-)




SARAH: My name is Sarah.




OWEN: Sarah who?




SARAH: Sarah Johnny Sally.




OWEN: Of coursel From Bun na bAbhann! I’m Owen-Owen




   Hugh Mor. From Baile Beag. Good to see you.




   (During this OWEN—SARAH exchange.)




HUGH: Come on now. Let’s tidy this place up. (He rubs the top




   of his table with his sleeve.) Move, Doalty—lift,those books




   off the floor, /




DOALTY: Right, Master; certainly, Master; I’n/doing my best,




   Master.




   (OWEN stops at the door.)




OWEN: One small thing, Father.




HUGH: Silentiwn!




OWEN: I’m on their pay-roll.




   (SARAH, very elated at her success, is beside MANUS.)
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BRIDGET:
And you’ve twelve hones and six servants.

OWEN:
Yes—that’s true. God Almighty, would you listen to

them—taking a hand at me!

MANUS:
When did you arrive?

OWEN:
We left Dublin yesterday morning, spent last night in Omagh and got here half an hour ago.

MANUS:
You’re hungry then.

HUGH:
Indeed—get him food—get him a drink.

OWEN:
Not now, thanks; later. Listen—am I interrupting you all?

HUGH:
By no means. We’re finished for the day.

OWEN:
Wonderful. I’ll tell you why. Two friends of mine are waiting outside the door. They’d like to meet you and I’d

like you to meet them. May I bring them in?

HUGH:
Certainly, You’ll all eat and have -

OWEN:
Not just yet, Father. You’ve seen the sappers working in this area for the past fortnight, haven’t you? Well, the

older man is Captain Lancey

HUGH:
I’ve met Captain Lancey,

OWEN:
Great. He’s the cartographer in charge of this whole area. Cartographer—James?

S

p —

m
e

SARAH:
I said it, Manusl

(MANUS ignores SARAH. He is much more interested an OWEN now.)

MANU5:
You haven’t enlisted, have you?l

(EARAH moves away)

OWEN:
Me a soldier? I’m employed as a part-time, underpaid,

-
civilian interpreter. My job is to translate the quaint, archaic tongue you people persist in speaking into the King’s good English.


(He goes out.)

HUGH:
Move—move—move! Put some order on things!

I -
Come on, Sarah—hide that bucket. Whose are these - - - -slates? Somebody take these dishes away. Festinate! - -;

I, I

-Festinate!

a
(MANUS goes to MAIRE who is busy tidying,)

MANU5:
You didn’t tell me you were definitely leaving.

[Ii


MAIRB: Not now.
- I

-

HUGH: Good girl, Bridget. That’s the style.

-
 -

MANUS: You might at least have told me.

-

HUGH: Are these your books, James?

JIMMY: Thank you.

MANUS:
Fine! Finel Ga ahead! Go ahead!

MAIRE:
You talk to me about getting married—with neither a roof over your head nor a sod of ground under your foot. I suggest you go for the new school; but no — ‘My father’s in far that.’ Well now he’s got it and now this is finished and now you’ve nothing. -

MANUS:
I can always

MAIRE:
What? Teach classics to the cows? Agh— (MAIRE moves away from MANUS. OWEN enters with LANCEY and YOLLAND. CAPTAIN LANCEY is middle-aged; a small, crisp officer, expert in his field as cartographer but uneasy with people — especially civilians, especially these foreign civilians. His skill is with deeds, not words. LIEUTENANT YOLLAND is in his late twenties/early thirties. He is tall and thin and gangling, blond hair, a shy, awkward manner. A soldier by accident.)

OWEN:
Here we are. Captain Lancey—my father.
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LANCEY:
Good evening.

(HUGH becomes expansive, almost courtly, with his visitors.)

HUGH:
You and I have already met, sir.

LANCEY:
Yes. - --

OWEN:
And Lieutenant Yolland-both Royal Engineers-my

father. -

HUGH:
You’re very welcome, gentlemen. - -

YOLLAND: How do you do2---
- --

HUGH:
Oaudeo vos htCàdesse.~

OWREtAnd Vl1 make no other introductions except that these

‘~Ware some of the people of Baile Beag and wbat?—well

you’re-among the best people in Ireland now (fle pauses to  allvAt,tarqcny to SPeaLrtANCEY does not > Would youhke  tosayAfewwardsjdaktainj~5t,m4$~Lh. •~t~t~t -~ ,~ i~

Ht5GH:~’What about a drops sir? ~ ~ _~~~s-g--.~ - -

- -
LANCEYI Azwhat?~t~r!~~¾ 4 1~-”r’ ½i~LtE ---$~n    I HUGH: Perhaps a modest refreshment? A httle sampling of our —LANCEV’No, no~ ~-t ‘-~-t’~ in/-IA> “r~ rtr -


HUGH: Later perhaps when— -
-

LANCEY:
I’ll say what I have to say, if I may, and as briefly as possible. Do they speak any English, Roland? -

OWEN:
Don’t worry. I’ll translate. -

LANCEy:
I see. (He clears his throat. He speaks as zf he were

-
addressing children — a shade too loudly and enunciating excessively.) You may have seen me— seen me— working in this section—section?—worldng. We are here—here— in this place—you understand?—to make a map—a map—a map and —

JIMMY:
Nor-me Latine loquitur? -(H UGH holds up a restraining hand.)

HUGH:
James.

LANCEY:
(To jIMMY) Ida not speak Gaelic, sir. (He looks at OWEN.)

OWEN:
Canyon.

LANCEY:
A map is a representation on paper—a picturetyou understand picture?—a paper picture—showing,

representing this country—yes?— showing your country in
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miniature — a scaled drawing on paper of— of— of— I

(Suddenly DOALTY sniggers. Then BRIDGET. Then SARAH,

OWEN leaps in quickly.)

OWEN:
It might be better if you assume they understand you—

LANCEY: Yes?

OWEN:
And I’ll translate as you go slang.

LANCEY:
I see. Yes. Very well. Perhaps you’re right. Well.

What we are doing is this. (He looks at OWEN. OWEN t*ods Teassuflngly.) His Majesty’s government has ordered the frst ever comprehensive survey of this entire country — a general triangulation which will embrace detailed hydrographic and

topographic information and which will be executed to a -scale of six inches to the English mile -


4
I

HUGH:
(Pouting a drink) Excellent—excellent.

(LANCEY looks at OWEN,)

OWEN:
A new map is being made of the whole country.​(LANCEY looks to OWEN: Is that all?- OWEN snules reassuringly and indicates to proceed.) -

LANCEr:
This enormous task has been embarked on so that the military authorities will be equipped with up-to-date and accurate information on every corner of this part of the Empire.

OWEN:
The job is being done by soldiers because they are skilled in this work.

LANCEY:
And also so that the entire basis of land valuation can be reassessed for purposes of more equitable taxation.

OWEN:
This new map will take the place of the estate agent’s map so that from now on you will know exactly what is yours in law.

LANCEY:
In conclusion I wish to quote two brief extracts from the white paper which is our governing charter: (Reads) ‘All former surveys of Ireland originated in forfeiture and violent transfer of property; the present survey has for its object the relief which can be afforded to the proprietors and occupiers of land from unequal taxation.’

OWEN:
The captain hopes that the public will cooperate with the sappers and that the new map will mean that taxes are

-a

reduced.
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HUGH:
A worthy enterprise-opus honestum! And Extract B?

LANCEY:
‘Ireland is privileged; No such survey is being -undertaken in England. So this survey cannot but be received as proof of the disposition of this government to advance the interests of Ireland.’ My sentiments, too.

OWEN:
This survey deniànstites the government’s interest in Ireland and the captain thanks you for listet~ing so? -


attentively to him.
-, -

HUGH:
Our pleasure, Captain. ‘~-.. 1. - - “YSJ ~. -- -


I’lii~”
4


LANCEYrLIeUt ant YOIIUndP
d_”
r~J4~&4V 9~S

-
- YOLLANIñkI.xd..I’ven6tlijng to say—real

-
1IY OWEN,LThe ~aptain-istlt~ma Whd actUa ethai

I

to hear-Georg; t

MAIRE:
Hashe anything to say? t’h

--
~ ,~. -

-I​OWEIUJ She says she’s dying to 3lear you.-;- 6 - - -YOLLANDt(TVtMAIRE)VCry kind of you—thank you’., . (To~s

class) I can only say that I feel—I feel very foolish to—to— to be working here ahd not to speak your language, But I intend to rectify that—with Roland’s help—indeed I do.

OWEN:
He wants me to teach him Irish!

HUGH:
You are doubly welcome, sir.

YOLLAND:
I think your countryside is—is—is—is very beautiful.

I’ve fallen in love with it already. I hope we’re not too — too crude an intrusion on your lives. And I know that I’m going to be happy, very happy, here.

OWEN:
He is already a committed Hibernophile... I

JIMMY:
He loves—

OWEN:
All right, Jlinmy—we know—he loves Baile Beag; and he loves you all.

HUGH:
Please . . . May I...

(HUGH is now drunk. He holds onto the edge of the table.)

OWEN:
Go ahead, Father. (Hands up for quiet.) Please—please.

HUGH:
And we, gentlemen, we in turn are happy to offer you our friendship, our hospitality, and every assistance that
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you may require. Gentlemen—welcome!

(A few desultory claps. The formalities are over. General conversation. The soldiers meet the locals. MANUS and OWEN meet down stage.)

OWEN:
Lancey’s a bloody ramrod but George’s all right. How are you anyway?

MANUS:
What sort of a translation was that, Owen? -

OWEN:
Did I make a mess of it?

MANUS:
You weren’t saying what Lancey was saying!

OWEN:
‘Uncertainty in meaning is incipient poetry’-who said that?

MANU3:
There was nothing uncertain about what Lancey said: --it s a bloody military operation, Owen! And what’s -

-
Yolland’s function? What’s ‘incorrect’ about the -

place-names we have here? -

OWEN:
Nothing at all. They’re just going to be standardized.

MANUS: You mean changed into English?
-
- -

OWEN:
Where there’s ambiguity, they’ll be Anglicized. -

MANUS:
And they call you Roland! They both call you Roland! -ç

OWEN:
Shhhhh. Isn’t it ridiculous? They seemed to get it wrong from the very beginning—or else they can’t pronounce Owen. I was afraid some of you bastards would laugh.

MANUS:
Aren’t you going to tell them?

OWEN:
Yes—yes—soon...soo~

MANUS:
But they..

OWEN:
Easy, man, easy. Owen—Roland—what the hell. It’s only a name. It’s the same me, isn’t it? Well, isn’t it?

MANUS:
Indeed it is. It’s the same Owen.

OWEN:
And the same Manus. And in a way we complement each other. (He punches MANUs lightly, playfully and turns to join the others. As he goes.) All right—who has met whom?

Isn’t this a job for the go-between?

(MANUs watches OWEN move confidently across the floor, taking MAIRE by the hand and introducing her to YOILAND. HUGH is trying to negotiate the Steps. JIMMY is lost in a text. DOALTY and BRIDGET are reliving their giggling. SARAH is staring at MANTiS.)
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ACT TWO

SCENE I

The suppers have already mapped most of the area. YOLLAND’S official-task, which OWEN is now doing, is to take each of the Gaelic nanws-.. every hill, -stream, rack, even every-patch- of growad which


2
pouessEd-its own distimdve Irish name -and Anglicine it, either byi-t

- -
4ch.anging it into its appvxamate Eáglish sound orh tmutqlating k~ -, ~pleflh tsaeuc stoma twa Cia&Ran~tw

coMb me K wckbtdirectly -fruits t-.Pafr Hill if/tale


- -~
4~ ntetdstàndardised namèi tone etueredimd dWNWtW-BOO*~ andtne,


  —-, tv/ten tM$nytnapi appeared they contained all these iaetbAAglicized

--3
  nanttstbWln’s official function translator it topimtotn4 tachst


-- -
name ln-Itiskentflhen provide the English translation.’ ~t.t~t~\


  The hot weather cotttunáes! Ii is late afternoon
some-days later.


  Stage right: an bnprcavised tlothes-line strung between the shafts of


the can and a nail hi the wall; on it are some shirts and socks.


 A large map-one of the new blank maps-is spread out on the


floor. OWEN is on his hands and knees, consulting it. He is totally


engrossed in his task which he pursues with great
energy and


efficiency.


 YOLLAND’S hesitancy has vanished—he is at home here now. He


is sitting on the floor, his long legs stretched out before him, his back


resting against a creel, his eyes closed. His mind
is elsewhere. One of


the reference books — a church registry — lies open on his lap.


 Around them are various reference books, the Napie-Book, a bottle


of poteen, some cups, etc.
/


  OWEN completes an entry in the Name-Book’and returns to the


map on the floor,

OWEN:
Now. Where have we got to? Yes—the point where that

stream enters the sea— that tiny !ittle beach there. George!

YOLLAND:
Yes. I’m listening. What do you call it? Say the Irish


name again? -
--
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OWEN:
Bun nahAbhann.

YOLLAND:
Again.

OWEN:
Bun na hAbhann.

YOLLAND:
Bun na hAbhann. -

OWEN:
That’s terrible, George.

YOLLAND:
I know. I’m sorry. Say it again.

OWEN:
Bun na hAbbann.

Y0LLAND:
Bun na hAbbann.

ownq: That’s better. Rim is the Irish word for bottom. And Abha means river. So it’s literally the mouth of the river.

Y0LLAND:
Let’s leave it alone. There’s no English equivalent for a sound like that.

OWEN:
What is it called in the church registry? --(Only now does YOLLAND open his eyes.) -w

YOLLAND:
Let’s see. . . Banowen. -

OWEN:
That’s wrong. (Consults text.) The list of freeholders calls it Owenmore— that’s completely wrong: Owenntore’s the big river at the west end of the parish. (Another text.)

And in the grand jury lists it’s called—God!—Binhone!-- -

wherever they got that. I suppose we could Anglicize itto

Bunowen; but somehow that’s neither fish nor flesh.

(YOLLAND closes his eyes again.)

YOLLAND:
I give up.

OWEN:
(At map) Back to first principles. What are we trying to do?

YOLLAND:
Good question.

OWEN:
We are trying to denominate and at the same time describe that tiny area of soggy, rocky, sandy ground where that little stream enters the sea, an area known local!y as Bun na hAbhann. . . Burnfoot! What about Burnfoot?

YOLLAND:
(Indifferently) Good, Roland, BunSoot’s good.

OWEN:
George, my name isn’t -

YOLLAND:
B-u-r-n-f-o-o-t?

OWEN:
Are you happy with that?

YOLLAND:
Yes.

OWEN:
Burnfoot it is then. (He makes the entry into the Name-Book.) Bun na hAbhann—B-u-r-n​

YOLLAND:
You’re becoming very skilled at this.
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OWEN:
We’re not moving fast enough.

voLLauo: (Opens eyes again) Lancey lectured me again last night.

OWEN:
Whendoesheflnishhere? -

YOLLAND: The sappers are pulling out at the end of the week. The trouble is, the maps they’ve completed can’t be printed without these names.- So London screams at Lancey and Lancey screams at me. But I wasn’t intimidated.


(MAims enaesges from upstairs and descends.) -
-

‘I’m sorry,~ sir,’ I said,ABut certain tasks demand their own

-~
tempo. You cannot ream è a whole countsy overnight? >~ Your Irish air has nad tue bold. (To JaNUS) Doyou.want-

-<us to leave?14S ttt-Zff#ttUè~- vgh,4 ~-4.rt’flQha~v -

MANUS~TW1C enougk Class won’t begin for another half-hour.

YOLLAS4D:’SOfly—sOrIy?I’±< c4¾;,W-ttc #

OWEN:Can’t~uSpCSkBngiiSh? 4~ -t4’ M~t4r~ t

~)
(LIANUS gathers the thai gs off the clothes-line. OWEN retui~tsto


the map3’W%k~t ~&tc~ i’ *
-
. - A • ~- VT”t

OWEN:
We now come across that beach...

YOLLAND:
Trs-.thafs the Irish for beach. (To MANtIS) I’m -picking up the odd word, Manus. -

MANUS:
So. -

OWEN:
- . . on past Burnfoot; and there’s nothing around here that has any name that I know of until we come down here to the south end, lust about here. . . and there should be a ridge of rocks there.. . Have the sappers marked it? They have. Look, George.

YOLLAND:
Where are ‘we?

OWEN:
There.

YOLLAND:
I’m lost.

OWEN:
Here. And the name of that ridge is DruinyDubh. Put English on that, Lieutenant.

YOLLAND:
Say it again.

OWEN:
Druim Dubh.

YOLLAND:
Dubh means black.

OWEN:
Yes.

YOLLAND:
And Druim means.. . what? a fort?

OWEN:
We met it yesterday in Druim Luachra.
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YOLLALND:
A ridge! The Black Ridge! (To MANtIS) You see,

Manus?

OWEN:
We’ll have you fluent at the Irish before the summer’s over.

YOLLAND:
Oh, I wish I were. (To MANUS as he crosses to go back upstaiTs) We got a crate of oranges from Dublin today. I’ll send some up to you.

MANtIS:
Thanks. (To OWEN) Better hide that bottle. Father’s just up and he’d be better without it. - -

OWEN:
Can’t you speak English before your man?

MANUS: Why?

OWEN:
Out of courtesy.

MANUS:
Doesn’t he want to learn Irish? (To YOLLAND) Don’t -


you want to learn Irish? -
,

-~ -

Y0LLAND:
Sorry—sorry? I—I—

MANUS:
I understand the Lanceys perfectly but people like yout


puzzle me.

- - -‘

OWEN:
Manus, for God’s sake! -

MANtIS:
(Still to YOLLAND) How’s the work going? -

YOLLAND:
The work?—thework? Oh, it’s—it’s staggeringalong— I think—(To OWEN)—isn’t it? But we’d be lost without Roland.

MANtIS:
(Leaving) I’m sure. But there are always the Rolands, aren’t there?

(He goes upstairs and exits.)

YOLLAND:
What was that he said?— something about Lancey, was it?

OWEN:
He said we should hide that bottle before Father gets his

hands on it.

YOLLAND:
Alt.

OWEN:
He’s always trying to protect him.

YOLLAND:
Was he lame from birth?

OWEN:
An accident when he was a baby: Father fell across his cradle. That’s why Manus feels so responsible for him,

YOLLAND:
Why doesn’t he marry?

OWEN:
Can’t afford to, I suppose.

YOLLAND:
Hasn’t he a salary?

OWEN: What salary? All he gets is the odd shilling Father throws
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him—and that’s seldom enough. I got out in time, didn’t I?

(Y0LLaND is pouring a drink.)

Easy with that stuff—it’ll hit you suddenly. -YOLLAND: 1111cc it.

OWEN:
Let’s get back to the job. Druim Dubh-.-wbat’s it called in the jury listsi (Consults texts.) -

YOLLAND:
Some people here resent us. -

OWEN:
Dramduff—wrong as usual. -

YOLLAND:
I was passing a little girl yesterday and she Spat at

-,
OWE14:<And it’s Drjmdco here: What’s it called in theregtstry?​

-
YOLtANDr Do yo4 know- thëflonnelly twins?rg?S~Th~ ~t4)$fl -

½ - > yoLLAtqD~~he Donnelly twihsé.&’ ,~~fThk - t<-irtt4rr’~~ -~ --

OWEN ñYes.<Best flshernien about here~Whatàbont4hem?~ti-c - -

roLuaNn:il~ancey~’s looking for them.
t1g41k4t ~

~OWEN:~Whatfor?~-i~i’’’K’h ~
,:, -

YOLLAND:
Hewantsthemfor~uestioning.’ > - ~‘t

OWEN:
Probably stolen somebody’s nets. Drantduffy! Nobody

-
ever called it DramduffysTake your pick of those three.

YOLLAND:
My head’s addled. Let’s take a rest. Do you want a drink?

OWEN:
Thanks. Now, every Dubh we’ve come across-we’ve changed to Duff. So if we’re to be consistent, I suppose Druim Dubh has to become Dromduff.

(YOLLAND is now looking out the window.)

You can see the end of the ridge from where you’re standing. But D-r-u-m- or D-r-o-m-? (Name-Book) Do you remember — which did we agree on for Druim1Luachra?

YOLLAND:
That house immediately above wher9-wc’re camped—

OWEN:
Mm?

YOLLAND:
The house where Make lives.

OWEN:
Make? Oh, Maire Chatach. -

YOLLAND:
What does that mean?

OWEN:
Curly-haired; the whole family are called the Catachs. What about it?

YOLLAND:
I hear music coming from that house almost every
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OWEN:
Why don’t you drop in?

YOLLAND:
Could I?

OWEN:
Why not? We used D-r-o-m then. So we’ve got to call it D-r-o-m-d-u-f..f... all right?

YOLLAND:
Go back up to where thenew school is being built and just say the names again for me, would you?

OWEN:
That’s a good idea. Poolkerry, Ballybeg​

YOLLAND:
No, no; as they still are—in your own language.

OWEN:
Poll ma gCaorach,

(YOLLAND repeats the names silently after hbn.)

Baile Beag, Ceann Balor, LisMaol, Machake Buidhe, Baile


nagGall,CarraigmaRi,Mullach~ea1g


Y0LLAND: Do you think I could live here?
-


OWEN: What are you talldng about? - -
I-I
V

 OLLAND: Settle down here—live here.

OWEN: Come on, George.

YOLLAND: I mean it.

OWEN: Live on what? Potatoes? Buttermilk? -

VOLLAND: It’s really heavenly.

OWEN: For God’s sake! The first hot summer in fifty years and

   you think it’s Eden. Don’t be such a bloody romantic. You

   wouldn’t survive a mild winter here. -

YOLLAND: Do you think not? Maybe you’re right.

   (DOALTY enters in a rush.)

DOALTy: Hi, boys, is Manus about?

OWEN: He’s upstairs. Give him a shout.

DOALTY: Manus! The cattle’s going mad in that heat — Cripes,

   running wild all over the place. (To YOLLAND)
How are

   you doing, skipper?

   (MANUS appears.)

VOLLAND: Thank you for— I—I’m very grateful to you for—

DOALTV: Wasting your time. I don’t know a word you’re

   saying. Hi, Manus, there’s two bucks down the
road there

   asking for you.

MANtJ 5: (Descending) Who are they?

DOALTY: Never clapped eyes on them. They want to talk to

   you. -

MANtIS: What about?
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DOALTY:
They wouldn’t say. Come on. The bloouy beasts’!! end

up in Loch an Iubhair if they’re not capped. Good luck, boys!

(D0ALTY rushes off. MANtIs follows him.)

OWEN:
Good luck! What were you thanking Doalty for? YOLLAND: I was washing outside my tent this morning and he was passing with a scythe across his shoulder and he came

-
up tome and pointed to the long grass and then cut a

•
- pathway round my tent and from the tent down to the road—so that my feet won’t get wet with the dew, Wasn’t

~that kindtf him? nd I have no wordito tbmnlihim.. . I ~t, ~.suppose ycu’re:right: I suppose I couldn’t live here I. -


- —
—
-: 3h-~Jüstbefoié bàjdtt-~Ame up tome this moruing~I was 7

~
~.kthinking that at tha  oment I might bate been in Bombay ½iñstead of Bsilybeg. YoU see, my fathet was atdiis wits end

I
~
me and finAlly he ~ot me a job with the-East India’

<Companyt~ some kind ala clerkship. This was ten, eleven ~-~months ago. So I set off for London.-Utafortunatel3i I—I—I -

- missed the-boat. Literally. And since ~ couldn’t face Father and hadn’t enough money to hang about until the next

-
sailing, I joined the army. And they stuck me into the Engineers and posted me to Dublin. And Dublin sent me here. And while I was washing this morning and looking across the Tra Bhan, I was thinking how very, very lucky I

am to be here and not m Bombay.

OWEN:
Do you believe in fate?

YOLLAND:
Lancey’s so like my father. I was Watching him last night. He met every group of sappers as they reported in.

He checked the field kitchens. He examined the horses. He inspected every single report — even exar~iñing the texture of the paper and commenting on the neatness of the handwriting. The perfect colonial serVant: not only must the job be done — it must be done with excellence. Father has that drive, too; that dedication; that indefatigable energy. He builds roads — hopping from one end of the Empire to the other. Can’t sit still for five minutes. He says himself the longest time he ever sat still was the night before Waterloo when they were waiting for Wellington to
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make up his mind to attack.

OWEN:
What age is he?

YOLLAND:
Born in 1789—the very day the East We fell. I’ve

often thought maybe that gave his whole life its character.

Do you think it could? He inherited a new world the day he was born—The Year One. Ancient time was at an end. The world had cast off its old skin. There were no longer any frontiers to man’s potential. Possibilities were endless and exciting. He still believes that. The Apocalypse is just about to happen. . - I’m afraid I’m a great disappointment to him. I’ve neither his energy, nor his coherence, nor his

-
-- belief. Dolbdieveinfate?Thedaylarrivedin Ballybeg — no, Baile Beag — the moment you brought me in ‘here, I had a curious sensation. It’s difficult to describe; It was a momentary sense of discovery; no “not quite a sense -of discovery— a sense of recognition, of conflrntatiott of-’

- - - something I half knew instinctively;as III had stepped~.. -~

- OWEN: Back into ancient time?
-~~- -

YOLLAND:
No, no. It wasn’t an awareness of direction being changed but of experience being of a totally different order. t I had moved jnto a consciousness that wasn’t striving nor agitated, but at its ease and with its own conviction and assurance. And when I heard Jimmy Jack and your father swapping stories about Apollo and Cuchulainn and Pads and Ferdia— as if they lived down the road — it was then that I thought — I knew — perhaps I could live here. . . (Now embarrasse 4) Where’s the pot-een?

OWEN:
Poteen.

YOLLAND:
Poteen—poteen—poteen. Even if I did speak Irish I’d always be an outsider here, wouldn’t I? I may learn the password but the language of the tribe will always elude me, won’t it? The private core will always be ... hermetic, won’t it?

OWEN:
You can learn to decode us.

(HUGH emerges from upstairs and descends. He is dressed for the road. Today he is physically and mentally jaunty and alert — almost self-consciously jaunty and alert. Indeed, as the scene progresses, one has the sense that he is deliberately
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parodying himself. The ntonteitt nuaa gets to the bottom of the steps YOLLAND leaps respectjldly to his feet.)

As he descends) tongumfesgumquemoratur

HUrtti±)z:znnine vesper atlest.

f~~W1Zrsc;Thütèñilitflhfl1ylCOftNid. (To OWEN) A drop of that to forti~’ me. -

-
VOLLAND; You’ll ha~ç, to translate it for me -

- -
gUGH: Ictssee—’- “‘

•
kt.,.n.att.tn~qntnnn the atm man timer on his 1o~” and

~ •1W4flUtt&fl~NVV#~flAC
.r —a——
-


inn
ourne
$~M% -~ --ri Wt-fl’WWfl#$_r~
4

<~ -4
t4cngthcvening comes *ith. i~q sacred Aeng~iW’~ft

]I~ YOLLANDWVerY nice, sin~rt-t •-
--x
4ruuuugngltsfrsutceednn making at~ound4’MN1klc
ttnwwntWhlere are you off to, Fathet?d~t*~I4fr
4~5t

-vi*ttntJt-t74r7aw-waawcv~ purpUbc.truqnJac-n~tu acqWrCt~J
U


4~testtnIal ~ •
$1

~-
s~ttt~Ib~ bareltlitttatei and since h~li ~me ~ e~ myself, how in 4odesty~can myself instice? -

- (TobwnotWhere did tbi$ (drink) come from? ~ V -OWEN: Anna na mnBreag’s. -- - -

HUGH:
(To VOLLAND) In that case address yourself to it with

circumspection. (And HUGH imtandy tosses the drink back in one gulp and grñnaces.) Aaaaaaaghl (Holds out his glass fora refill.) Axma na mBreag means Anna of the Lies. And -Purpose B: to talk to the builders of the new school about the kind of living accommodation I will require there. I

have lived too long like a journeyman tailor.

YOLLANn:
Some years ago we lived fairly close to a>poet—well, about three miles away. -!

HUGH: His name?
I

I

YOLLAND:
Wordsworth— William Wordsworth.

HUGH:
Did he speak of me to you?

YOLLAND:
Actually I never talked to him. I just saw him out walking — in the distance.

HUGH:
Wordsworth?... No. I’m afraid we’re not familiar with your literature, Lieutenant. We feel closer to the warm

Mediterranean. We tend to overlook your island.
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LAND:
I’m learning to speak Irish, sir. 1GM: Good.


bLLAND: Roland’s teaching me.
-

~UGH: Splendid.

/
YOLLAND: I mean—I feel so cut off from the people here. And I was trying to explain a few minutes ago how remarkable a community this is. To meet people like yourself and Jimmy Jack who actually converse in Greek and Latin. And your place names — what was the one we came across this morning? — Termon, from Terminus, the god of boundaries. It—it—it’s really astonishing.

HUGH:
We like to think we endure around tr ths immemorially posited.

YOLLAND:
And your Gaelic literature—you’re a poet yourself—

HUGH:
Only in Latin, I’m afraid.

YOLLAND:
I understand it’s enormously rich and ornate. -

HUGH:
Indeed, Lieutenant. A rich language. A rich literature. You’ll find, sir, that certain cultures expend on their vocabularies and syntax acquisitive energies and ostentations entirely lacking in their material lives. I suppose you could call us a spiritual people.

OWEN:
(Not unki ndly; more out of embarrassment before TOLLAND) Will you stop that nonsense, Father.

HUGH:
Nonsense? What nonsense?

OWEN:
Do you know where the priest lives?

HUGH:
At Lis na Muc, over near...

OWEN:
No, he doesn’t. Lis na Muc, the Fort of the Pigs, has become Swinef’ort. (Now turning the pages of the Name-B oak— a page per name.) And to get to SwineforUyou pass through Greencastle and Fair Head and Strandbil] and Gort and Whiteplains. And the new school isn’t at Poll na gCaorach — it’s at Sheepsrock. Will you be able to find your way?

(HUGH pours himself another drink. Then:—)

HUGH:
Yes, it isa rich language, Lieutenant, full of the mythologies of fantasy and hope and self-deception — a synta opulent with tOmorrows. It istur-rèsponse to mud cabins and a diet of potatoes; our only method of replying

/ -

/

*
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to. . . inevitabilities. (To OWEN) Can you give me the loan of half-a-crown? I’ll repay you out of the subscziptions I’m collecting for the publication of my new book. (To - -YOLLAND) It is entitled: ‘The Pentaglot Preceptor or Elementary Institute of the English, Greek, Hebrew, Latin and Irish Languages; Particularly Calculated for the Instruction of Such Ladies and Gentlemen as may Wish to Learn without the Help of a Master’.

YoLLAND:~(Laughs) That’s a wonderful title!

Huoa:
Between ourselves—the best part of the enterprise.Nor --

the Help rMaster’ 4 that was,-wrltten before the ncr do I, in fact, s Hcbrew. And that last phrase ...tSvithout t~

~- national school was thrust Upon me—do you think I mighty to drop:imow? Met p11 you don’t dispose of ta~e~ jbstti 1

--
.~- becauàe-It has produced,a magnificent ca1f~ do lôu?~t4*UN- t~9:


—-
~ r.V~

YOLLANDWY0UceUa1nfrdO fl~~%rqr~a--w~ ~.rx itUGHtCFhe-phrase gots?And I’ni interrupting wo4ofc4sdi$ P

--
moment~ (Hi gatE to the door and stops thenjToreturnt’ ½-briefly tcñhat her matter7l4&UtaiiàET I understand your

-
sense of exclusion, of being cUt off from a life here; and I

-
trust you will find access to us with my son’s help. But -remember’ that words ar~ signals, counters. They are not immortal. And it can happen— to use an image you’ll understand—it can happenthat a civilization can be imprisoned in a linguistic contour which no longer matches -the landscape of. . . fact. Gentlemen. (He leaves.)

owElt: ~An exjed~iá with three purpose?: the children laugh at him: he always promises three points and he never gets beyondAandB.


~kANyJs& He’s an astute man.
/

OWEN: He’s bloody pompous.

-
YOLLAND: But so astute.

OWEN: And he drinks too much. Is it astute not to be able to adjust for survival? Enduring around truths immemorially

posited— hah!

YOLLAND:
He knows what’s happening.

OWEN:
What is happening?

YOLLAND:
I’m not sure. But I’m concerned about my part in it.

S
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It’s an eviction of sorts.

OWEN:
We’re making a six-inch map of the country. Is there something sinister in that? -

YOLLAND:
Not in—

OWEN:
And we’re taking place-names that are riddled with confusion and —

YOLLAND:
Who’s confused? Are the people confused?

OWEN:
— and we’re standardizing those names as accurately and as sensitively as we can.

YOLLAND:
Something is being eroded.

-
OWEN: Back to the romance again. All fight! Fine! flnel Look where we’ve got to. (He drops on his hands and knees and stabs a finger at the map.) We’ve come to this crossroads. Come here and look at it, man! Look at it.’ And we call that crossroads Tobair Vree. And why do we call it Tobair Vree? I’ll tell you why. Tobair means a well. But what does Vree mean? It’s a corruption of Brian — (Gaelic pronunciation) Brian — an erosion of Tobair Bhriain. Because a hundred-and-fifty years ago there used to be a well there, not at the crossroads, mind you — that would be too simple — but in a field close to the crossroads. And an old man called Brian, whose face was disfigured by an enormous growth, got it into his head that the water in that well was blessed; and every day for seven months he~ went there and bathed his face in it. But the growth didn’t go~way; and one morning Brian was found drowned in that well. And ever since that crossroads is known as Tobair Vree — even though that well has long since dried up. I know the story because my grandfather told it to me. But ask Doalty — or Maire — or Bridget—even my father—even Manus—why it’s called Tobair Vree; and do you think they’ll know? I know they doq’t know. So the question I put to you, Lieutenant, is this:

what do we do with a name like that? Do we scrap Tobair Vree altogether and call it — what? — The Cross? Crossroads? Or do we keep piety with a man long dead, long forgotten, his name ‘eroded’ beyond recognition, whose trivial little story nobody in the parish remembers?

YOLLAND:
Except you.
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OWEN:
I’ve left here.

-
YOLLAND: You remember it.

•
OWEN: I’m asking you: what do we write in the Name-Book?

YOLLAND:
TobairVtee. -

-
OWEN: Even though the well is a hundred yards from the actual crossroads—and there’s no well anyway—and what the hell does Vree mean? - )


YOLLAND: Tobair Vree.
‘

7

OWEN:
That’s what you want? - -


Y0LLAND:Yet
~•
4)


OWEN: You’re 5enainY”~”
i--t-<-
-

-
½r~td~t1i t~


YOLLAN1WNtS~44 -
~

-
~OW

- — -
~


$(Pausi1~&4l_~4
~ 8 - ~

OWEN I (Bxpledes) Georgel For God’s saket My ttanteit notkoianl.

-~ W&nt~~*t’itr ~$4rr-*~tmiThttri# £34 uk i4~2•rti -

0WEN?(SaftLy)MynainelsOwent “~
•

-
— (Pause.) t<1 <

YOU..AND: Not Roland? -

OWEN:
Owen. -

YOLLAND:
You mean to say—?

OWEN:
Owen.

YOLLAND:
But I’ve been—

OWEN:
O-w-e-n.

Y0LLAND:
Where did Roland come from?

OWEN:
I don’t know.

YOLLAND:
It was never Roland?

OWEN:
Never,

YOLLAND:
0 my God!

(Pause. They stare at one another. Then the absurdity of the

situation strikes them sudden3y. They explode ivith laughter.

OWEN pours drinks. As they roll about, their lines overlap.)

Y0LLAND:
Why didn’t you tell me?

OWEN:
Do I look like a Roland?

YOLLAND:
Spell Owen again.

OWEN:
I was getting fond of Roland.

YOLLAND:
Omy God!
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OWEN:
O-w-e-n.

YOLLAND:
What’ll we write—

OWEN:
—in the Name-Book?!

YOLLAND:
R-o-w-e-n!​[OWEN: Or what about 01-

YOLLAND:
01- what?

OWEN:
Olandl

(And again they explode. MANTIS enters. He is veiy elated.)

-
MANUS: What’s the celebration?

-
OWEN: A christening!

YOLLAND:
A baptism!

/
OWEN: A hundred christenings!

YOLLAND:
A thousand b;ptisms! Welcome to Eden! - - - -•

SOW1NT’E~eh’s right! Weñame a thing andtba7ngl~itfeaps into
-‘

-- existence! --
. P El

i~XaLLADt~ggknfl.-perfect~~gpation with its roots.

OWEN:
A perfect congruence with its reality. (To MANTIS) Take

adrink. -
- . -

YOLLAND:
Poteen—beautiful.

OWEN:
Lying Anna’s poteen.

YOLLAND:
Anna na mBreag’s poteen.

OWEN:
Excellent, George.

YOLLAND:
I’ll decode you yet.

OWEN:
(Offers drink) Manus?

MANTIS:
Not if that’s what it does to you.

OWEN:
You’re right. Steady—steady—sober up—sober up.

YOLLAND:
Sober as a judge, Owen. (MANUS moves beside OWEN.)

MANTIS:
I’ve got good news! Where’s Father?

OWEN:
He’s gone out, What’s the good news?

MANUS:
I’ve been offered a job.

OWEN:
Where? (Now aware of YOLLAND.) Come on, man— speak in English.

MANTIS:
For the benefit of the colonist?

OWEN:
He’s a decent man.

MANU5:
Aren’t they all at some level?

OWEN:
Please.

(MANTIS shrugs.)
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He’s been offered a job.

YOLLAND: Where?

OWEN:
Well—tell us!

MAN-Us:
I’ve just had a meeting with two men from InisMeadhon. They want me to go there and start a hedge-school. They’re

giving men free house, free turf, and free milk; a rood of


standing corz~; twelve drills of potatoes; and — -.
- -

(He swps.)

OWEN:
And what? -. - ‘


MANUS: A-saJaryofL~ayear!
t~

OWEN:
Mantis, that’s wond erfiul ‘-

MANUs:~You’re talking toi man of substance. ~ ~t

- OWE?fvVpiclejjghtediv~tfl44
- -
‘

~& —

~tottnn?4Where’tIma.Mèad1~on?~r tt-t ‘-er I ‘-4r tt~S*em; —‘7 0WEN:½1 island soUth bf here. And thercgme lcokingiyou?

$ MANUSt4WCII;;I mepn tosày
tti$~~ ~* ->~s4n
~
2
-

- ,,, i(OWEN~PUnChtSIMANüS.) .~ ~ ~ ~“ ~ ~ ~ t~ttWOb

• I oWENrAaaaBghhThit calls foi~a ¶cal ceIebradon.~ t~~~gtt -

MANTIS:
Thank you: 11?> ‘

YoLLANflfCongratulatilsg4fl

OWEN:
Where are you, Anna? /

YOLLAND:
When do you ~tart?

MANTIS:
Next Monday.

OWEN:
We’ll stay with you when we’re there. (To Y0LLAND) How long will it be before we reach Inis Meadhon?

YOLLAND:
How far south is it?

MANTIS:
About fifty miles.

YOLLAND:
Could we make it by December?

OWEN:
We’ll have Christmas together. (Sings) ‘Christmas Day on Ints Meadhon...’

YOLLAND:
(Toast) I hope you’re very content there, Manus.

MANTIS: Thank you.
.7

(YOLLAND holds out his hand. MANTIS takes it. They shake warmly.)

OWEN:
(Toast) Manus.

MANTIS:
(Toast) To mis Meadhon.

(He drinks quickly and tunis to leave.)

OWEN:
Hold on—hold on—refills coming up.
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MANTIS:
I’ve got to go.

OWEN:
Come on, man; this is an occasion. Where art you rushing to?

MANTIS:
I’ve got to tell Make.

(MAINE enters with her can of milk.)

MAINE:
You’ve got to tell Make what?

OWEN:
He’s got a job!

MAINE:
Manus?

OWEN:
He’s been invited to start a hedge-school in mis Meadhon.

MAINE:
Where?

MANTIS:
mis Meadhon—the island! They’re giving me £42 a year and..

OWEN:
A house, fuel, milk, potatoes, corn, pupils, what-not!

MANTIS: I start on Monday~
- -

OWEN:
You’ll take a drink. Isn’t it great?

MANTIS:
I want to talk to you for— -

MAINE:
There’s your milk. I need the can back; (MANTIS takes the can and runs up the steps.)

MANTIS:
(As he goes) How will you like living on an island?

OWEN:
You know George, don’t you?

MAINE:
We wave to each other across the fields.

YOLLAND:
Sorry-sorry?

OWEN:
She says you wave to each other across the fields.

YOLLAND:
Yes, we do; oh, yes; indeed we do,

MAINE:
What’s he saying?

OWEN:
He says you wave to each other across the fields.

MAINE:
That’s right. So we do.

YOLLAND:
What’s she saying?

OWEN:
Nothing—nothing—nothing. (To MAINE) What’s the news?

(MAINE moves away, rouching the texr books with her toe.)

MAINE:
Not a thing. You’re busy, the two of you.

OWEN:
We think we are.

MAINE:
I hear the Fiddler O’Shea’s about. There’s some talk of a dance tomorrow night.

OWEN:
Where will it be?

MAINE:
Maybe over the road. Maybe at Tobair Vree.
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YOLLAND:
Tobair Vreel

MAINE:
Yes.

YOLLAND:
Tobair Wee! Tobair Vree!

MAIRE:
Does he know what I’m saying?

OWEN:
Nova word.

MAIRE:
Tell him then.

OWEN:
Tell 1dm what?

MAINE:
About the dance.

OWEN:
Make says there may be a dance tomorrow night.

YOLLAND:
(To OWEN) Yes? MayI come? (To MAINE) Would anybody object if I came? -

MAIRE:(TO OWEN) What’s he saying?


•
OWEN: (TChYOLLAND) Who would object?
MAINE: (ToowEN)Didyoutellhim?>~”~
‘‘‘

 ‘~ ~‘‘ 3
Y0LLA14D:{To-MA1RE) Sorry-sorry?


            ‘-
OWEN: (TOMAIn)Hesaysinayhecome?’


n
MAINE:- (To YOLLAND) That’s up to you.
~. -‘
YOLLAND: (To OWEN) What does she say? -
OWEN: (Ta Y0LLAND) She says— /
YOLLAND: (To MAINE) What-whAt?
MAINE: (To OWEN) Well?
YOLLAND: (To OWEN) Sorry-sorry?
OWEN: (To YOLLAND) Will you go?
YOLLAND: (To MAINE) Yes, yes, if I may.
MAINE: (To OWEN) What does he say?

YOLLAND:
(To OWEN) What is she saying?

OWEN:
Oh for God’s sake! (To MANTIS who is descending with the empty can.) You take on this job, Manus.

MANTIS:
I’ll walk you up to the house. Is your mother at home?

I want to talk to her.

MAiNE:
What’s the rush? (To OWEN) Didn’t you offer me a

   drink?

-
OWEN: Wit! you risk Anna na mflreag?

MAINE:
Why not.

(YOLLANO is suddenly intoxicated. He leaps up on a stool, raises his glass and shouts.)

YOLLAND:
Anna na mDreag! Baile Beag! Inis Meadhon!

Bombay! Tobair Vree! Eden! And poteen— correct, Owen?

425

a

/4: Perfect.

/LAND: And bloody marvellous stuff it is, too. I love it! Bloody, bloody, bloody marvellous!

(Simultaneously with his final ‘bloody marvellous’ bring up very loud the introductory music of the reel. Then immediately go to black. Retain the music throughout the very brief interval,)

/

/

/

SCENE II

The following night.

This scene may be played in the schoolroom, but it would be preferable to lose—by lighting—as much of the schoolroom as possible, and to play the scene down front ma vaguely ‘outside’ area.

The music rises to a crescendo. Then in the distance we hear MAINE and YOLLAND approach—laughing and running. They run on, hand-in-hand, They have just left the dance. Fade the music to~ distant background. Then after a time it is lost and replaced by guitar music. MAINE and YOILAND are now down front, still holding hands and excited by their sudden and impetuous escape from the dance.

MAINE:
0 my God, that leap across the ditch nearly killed me.

YOLLAND:
I could scarcely keep up with you.

MAINE:
Wait till I get my breath back.

YOLLAND:
We must have looked as if we were being chased.

(They now realize they are alone and holding hands — the beginnings of embaaassment The hands disengage. They begin to drift apart, Pause.)

MAINE:
Manus’ll wonder where I’ve got to.

YOLLAND:
I wonder did anyone notice us leave.

(Pause. Slightly further apart.)

MAINE:
The grass must be wet. My feet are soaking.

YOLLAND:
Your feet must be wet. The grass is soaking.

(Another pause. Another few paces apart. They are now a long distance from one another.)

YOLLAND:
(Indicating himself) George.

(MAINE nods: Yes-yes. Then:—)

MAINE:
Lieutenant George.

YOLLAND:
Don’t call me that. meyer think of myself as Lieutenant. -

MAINE:
What-what? -

YOLLAND:
Sorry-sony? (Repaints to himself again.) George. -(MaIREnodvYes-yes. Theti points to herself ) -

MAINE:
Main. -

TOLLAND:
Yes, I know you’re Make. Of course I know you’re Make. I mean I’~ve been watching you night and day for the past~h      t.~ .#~,

MAINE: (Eagerly) What-what?
it .

YOLLAND:~ (Points) Make. (Points.) George. (Palm both.) Maize and,George.W ~& ,.;.~ I .. - ‘4~fl -,

-
Ie1LI~t~.&~Ir4.jir .. -i -~ It MAIRE:~Say anything at all.rllove.the sound of your speechtv .i YOLLANDf (Eagerly) Sot -sórEy?r~< - -

(In acute frustration he looks amand, hoping for some iiaspiration that r4llpmt’ide him with communicative means. Now he has a thouiht: he tries raising his voice and articulating ma staccato s~yle and with equal and absurd emphasis on each word ) -

~ meal-to-b1ack.calf~(Thep4hib~ of it)-O my God. (MAINE smiles. She moves towards him. She will try to communicate in Latin.)

MAINE:
Tu es centurio in—in—in exercituBritannico—

YOLLAND:
Yes-yes? Goon—goon— say anything at all—I love the

sound of your speech.

MAINE:
—etes in castrisquae—quae—quae sung in agro—(Thefutii~y

of it) —0 my God.

(YOLLAND smiles, He moves towards her. NowforherBnglish words.) George— water.

YOLLAND:
‘Water’? Water! Oh yes—water—water—very

good— water— good—good.

MAINE: Fire.

YOLLAND:
Fire— indeed—wonderful&e, fire, fire—splendid —splendid!
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MAINE:
Ah. - . ah.

Y0LLAND:
Yes? Go on.

MAINE:
Earth.

YOLLAND:
‘Earth’?

MAINE:
Earth. Earth.

(YOLLAND still does not understand. MAINE stoops down and picks up a handful of clay. Holding it out.) Earth.

YOLLAND:
Earth! Of course—earth! Earth. Earth. Good Lord, Make, your English is perfect!

MAINE:
(Eagerly) What-what?

YOLLAND:
Perfect English. English perfect.

MAINE:
George—

YOLLAND:
That’s beautiful—oh, that’s really beautiful.

MAINE:
George—

YOLLAND:
Say it again—say it again—

MAINE:
Shlih. (She holds her hand up for silence—she is trying to remember her one line of English. Now she remembers it and she delivers the hue as if English were her language—easily, fluidly, conversationally.)

George, ‘In Norfolk we besport ourselves around the maypolE’

YOLLAND:
Good God, do you? That’s where my mother cdmes from—Norfolk. Norwich actually. Not exactly Norwich town but a small village called Little Walsinghani close beside it. But in our own village of Winfarthing we have a maypole too and every year on the first of May — (He stops abruptly, only now realizing. He stares at her. She in turn misunderstands his excitement.)

MAiNE:
(To herself) Mother of God, my Aunt Mary wouldn’t have taught me something dirty, would she? (Pause. YOLLAND extends his hand to MAINE. She turns away from him and moves slowly across the stage.)

X’OLLAND:
Maire.

(She still moves away.)

Maire Chatach.

(She still moves away.)

Bun na hAbhann? (He says the name softly, almost privately,

very tentatively, as if he were searching for a sound she might

respond to. He tries again.) Druim Dubh?

(MAINE stops. She is listening. YOLLAND is encouraged.)

Poll na gCaorach. Lis .Maol.

(MAINE turns towards him.)

Lis na nGall.

MAINE:
Us na nGradh.

(They are now facing each other and begin moving—almost imperceptibly-towards one another.)

MAINE:
Carraig anPhoilt.

YOLLAND:- Carraig na RI. Loch na nEan.

MAINL-LOCh an Iubhair;$achaire Buidhe.

YOLLANDt Machake Mor. Cue na Mona. ~&

-
MAIRE:&CflbCnanGabhattt.%4~ ‘~ ~ ¾\.I


YOLLAND~MU1lflch.~ - ~-tg~

--~l-it~~y

MAIRE Port.~%~’—~ U4~ 1-~t £
-, ‘)I t’ *‘‘~ --YOLLANDI TorN; ~t-~ ~4-.- ,r (   ‘ns~+ t-~’*,j​

MAIRE Lag)~*
,
-.

I (She holds out her hands to YaLLAND. He takes them. Each now speaks almost to himselftherself)

YOLLAND:
m wish to God you could understand me. MAINE: Soft hands; a gentleman’s hands, YOLLAND:-Because if you could understand mel could tell you

how I spend my days either Thinking of you or gazing up at your house in the hope that you’ll appear even for a second.

MA IRE: Every evening you walk by yourself along the Tm Bhan and every morning you wash yourself in front of your tent.

YOLLAND:
m would tell you how beautiful you are, curly-headed Maire. I would so like to tell you how beautiful you are.

MAINE:
Your arms are long and thin and the skin on your shoulders is very white.

YOLLAND:
I would tell you. . .

MAINE:
Don’t stop—I know what you’re saying.

YOILAND:
I would tell you howl want to be here—to live here — always— with you — always, always.

MMRE:
‘Always’? What is that word—’always’?

YOLLAND:
Yes-yes; always.

MAINE:
You’re trembling.

YOLLAND:
Yes, I’m trembling because of you.
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MAINE:
I’m trembling, too.

(She holds his face in her hand.)

YOLLAND:
I’ve made up my mind.

MAINE:
Shhhh.

YOLLAND:
I’m not going to leave here...

MAINE:
Shhh—listen to me. I want you, too, soldier.

YOLLAND:
Don’t stop—I know what you’re saying.

MAINE:
I want to live with you—anywhere—anywhere at all-always-always.

YOLLAND:
‘Always’? What is that word—’always’?.

MAINE:
Take me away with you, George. -.

(Pause. Suddenly they kiss. SARAH enters. She sees them. She stands shocked, staring at them. Her mouth works; Then almost


to herself)
--

SARAN:
Manus. . - Manual

(SARAH runs off Music to crescendo.)
- -

ACT THREE

The following evening. It is raining.

SARAH and OWEN alone in the schoolroom. SARAH, more waif-like than ever, is sitting veiy still on a stool, an open book across her knee. She is pretending to read but her eyes keep going up to the room upstairs. OWEN is working on the floor as before, surrounded by his reference books, map, Name-Book, etc. But he has neither concentration nor interest; and like SARAH he glances up at the upstairs room.

After a few seconds MANTIS emerges and descends, carrying a large paper bag which already contains his clothes. His movements are detennined and urgent. He moves around the classroom, picking up books, examining each title carefully, and choosing about six of them which he puts into his bag. As he selects these books: —

1~

OWEN:
You know that old lhnekiln beyond Con Connie Tim’s pub, the place we call The Murren?—do you know why it’s

called The Murren?
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(MANTIS does not answer.)

I’ve only just discovered: it’S a corruption of Saint Muranus. It seems Saint Muranus had a monastery somewhere about there at the beginning of the seventh century. And over the years the name became shortened to the Murren. Very unattractive name, isn’t it? I think we should go back to the original —Saint Mutants. What do

-
you think? The original’s Saint Muranus. Don’t you think

 it- -I

we should go back to that?

(No response.- OWEN begins smiting the name into EheO~~vb ~Nwne-Book. MANtIS ss now waling about untong tht forgo Usfs? bnpknwntsforupiectfRefUldStPWCt~-H8 hegintto tie

.Rihentouthpfthefl#sdvlrloa4edbp&ltdthtdsu,t 4t~ -t-~contents spilling out on the floor.) ~

MANDs~~B1oody~ bloody,~bloodyhelit ~&s% Y’~Nt~I~ 4~~’ktc ~j<Hfr voice breaks itt exasperationA he is about to ciyi OWEfl

aw~~.flUQldOflj’VCBbagupStmrS.
-- -. -rg , c,—t “(He runs upstairs. SARAH tiJtZtU until OWEN is off Then:—) -

SARAH:M.anusl ...Manus*I.l> ‘-~
- -> -. (MANUS hears SARAH but makes no acknowledgement. He gathers up his belongjizgs. OWEN reappears with the bag he had on his arrival.)

OWEN: -Take this one—I’m finished with it anyway. And it’s

supposed to keep out the rain.
-

(MANUS transfers his few belongings. OWEN drifts back to his

task. The packing is now complete.)

MANtIS:
You’ll be here for a while? For a week or two anyhow?

OWEN: Yes.

MANTIS:
You’re not leaving with the anny?

OW EN: I haven’t made up my mind. Why? /

MANTIS:
Those Inis Meadhon men wilt be back to see why I haven’t turned up. Tell them—tell them I’ll write to them as soon as I can. Tell them I still want the job but that it might be three or four months before I’m free to go.

OWEN:
You’re being damned stupid, Manus.

MANTIS:
Will you do that for me?
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KEN: Clear out now and Laacey’lI think you’re involved
reared—do you remember that pet lamb? And tell him that

- somehow,
Nora Dan never returned the dictionary and that she still


(ANUS: Will you do that for me?
owes him two-and-six for last quarter’s reading—he always

/WEN: Wait a couple of days even. You know George — he’s a
forgets those things.



bloody romantic—maybe he’s gone out to one of the islands

OWEN Yes.

1/
and he’ll suddenly reappear tomorrow morning. Or maybe

MANTIS: And his good shirt’s ironed and banging up

in the press


the search party’ll find him this evening lying drunk

   and his clean socks are lathe bUtter-box wider the bed.


somewhere in the sandhills. You’ve seen him drinking that

OWEN: Al! right.

   -.


poteen—doesn’t know how to handle it. Had he drink on

MANUSp And tell him I’lt write.
-  
-‘z ‘nt


himlastnightatthedance? - -
.
owEN:-IfMaireashwhereyou’vegone.&a~? I

-‘rd - -

MANUS:
I had a stone in my hand when I went out looking for - U < MANtIS; e’U~nedonly~haftheamountofmUk-now~rnon’t-h -2


I him-Iwas going to fell him. The lame scholar turned
~&Bvciess thaabalf,~h~usuafly takes his tea,blaeL-(~aüse.)~


~ jdt$ñojs&1~usuaflyeome.dOwnaM


OWEN: Did anybody see you?
-

‘-‘I-s .


MANtIS: (Again close to tears) But when I saw him standing there~
-
pe’st*its.tirwdanwd $I&oÜLt baz~Mtefl - -‘


   at the side of the road—smiling—and her face buried in his

  tef(?tCtYOÜlCaYC yot?d get Big-bled Ft,nlctSput!utiomè ~r’r ~

   shoulder—I couldn’t even go close to them. I just shouted

   scn.(4Fjiskdrahlk

   something stupid—something like, ‘You’re a bastard, ~--,

  foiitl.efioda bkad~fl’4~Wi ~fr& # ~.
 <I’
   Yolland.’ If I’d even said kin English. . . ‘cos he kept

oWEN~.Jetn.give you moneysFin’wealthy. Do you know-what

   saying ‘Sorry-sorry?’ The wrong gesture in the wrong

   they-pay-me? Twoabillingtaday for this—this—this—?~

   language.

   (&tAwusrejectstheofferbyholdingouthishandj -

OWEN: And you didn’t see him again?

   Goodbye, Mantis -

MANTIS: ‘Sorry?’

   (MANTIS and OWEN shake hands. Then MANTIS picks up his

OWEN: Before you leave tell Lancey that —just to clear yourself,

   bog briskly and goes towards the door. He stops afew paces

MANTIS: What have I to say to Lancey? You’ll give that message

   beyond SARAH, turns, comes back to her. He addresses her as he

   to the is]andtnen?

   did in Act One but now without warmth or concern/or her.)

OWEN: I’rnwarningyou: runawaynowand you’re bound tobe—

MANTIS What is your name? (Pause.) Come on, What is your

MAN US: (To SARAH) Will you give that message to the mis

   nanle? -- -

   Meadhon men?

SARAH: My name is Sarah.

SARAH: Iwill.

MANUS: Just Sarah? Sarah what? (Pause.) Well~ -
-~
   (MANTIS picks up an old sack and throws it across his

SARAH: Sarah Johnny Sally.

   shoulders.)

MANTIS: And where do you live? Come on. -

OWEN: Have you any idea where you’re going?
,
SARAH: I live in Bun na hAbhann.

MANTIS: Mayo, maybe. I remember Mother saying she had

   (S he is now ctyin~ quietly.)

   cousins somewhere away out in the Erris Peninsula, (He

MANUS: Very good, Sarah Johnny Sally. There’s nothing to stop

   picks up his bag.) Tell Father I took only the Virgil and the

   you now— nothing in the wide world. (Pause. He looks down

   Caesar and the Aeschylus because they’re mine anyway—I

   at her.) It’s all right— it’s all right— you did no harm— you

   bought them with the money I got for that pet lamb I

   did no harm at all.
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(He stoops over her and kisses the top of her head—as if in absolution. Then briskly to the door and off)

OWEN:
Good luck, Manusl

SARAH:
(Quietly) I’m sorry. . . I’m sorry. . . I’m so sorry, Manus...

(OWEN tries to work but cannot concentrate. He begins folding

up the map. As he does:—)

OWEN:
Is there a class this evening?

(SARAH nods: yes.)

I suppose Father knows. Where is he anyhow? (SARAH points.)

Where?

(SARAH mimes rocking a baby,)

-I don’t understand—where?

(SARAH repeats the mtme and wipes away tears. OWEN Is sttll puzzled.)

It doesn’t matter. He’ll probably turn up.
-(BRIDGET and DOALTY enter, sacks over their heads against the rain. They are self-consciously noisier, more ebullient, more garrulous than ever- brimming over with excitement and gossip and brioj

DOALTY:
You’re missing the crack, boys! Gripes, you’re missing the crack! Fifty more soldiers arrived an hour ago!

BRIDGET:
And they’re spread out in a big line from Sean Neal’s over to Lag and they’re moving straight across the fields towards Cnoc na nGabhar!

DOALTY:
Prodding every inch of the ground in front of them with their bayonets and scattering animals and hens in all directions!

BRIDGET:
And tumbling everything before them—fences, ditches, haystacks, turf-stacks!

DOALTY:
They came to Barney Petey’s field of corn— straight through it be God as if it was heather!

BRIDGET:
Not a blade of it left standing!

DOALTY:
And Barney Petey just out of his bed and running after them in his drawers: ‘You boors you! Get out of my corn, you boors you!’

BRIDGET:
First time he ever ran in his life.

(I​

DOALTY:
Too lazy, the wee get, to~tit when the weather was good. -

(SARAH begins putting out the seats.) -
-

BRIDGEt Tell them about Big Hughie.

POALTY:
Gripes, if you’d seen your aul fells, Owen.

BRIDGET: They were all inside in Anna ma mBreag’s pub—all the crowd from the wake

P0ALTY:
And they hear the commotion and they all come out to the sueet~>~

BRIDGEfl Your father in front, the Infant Prodigy footless

DOALThUAIIII your But fells, he sees the army stretched across

~
‘t~7
BRiDGEnOmyG43dl
~~tD{


-*

DUALlY: AndCripeshettartsroadflgit’themb
‘r” ->
BRIDGETVWiSIgOthS! Buns! VandalsPv~-< ~I V
DOALTY: ‘Ignart’Stultil& tic1!’
. -~

BRIDGET:
And wee Jimmy Jack jumping up and down and shouting ;‘Thermopylael trhermopylaet’ - - -

DOALTY:
You never saw crack like it in your life, boys. Come away on out with me, Sarah, and you’ll see it all.

BRIDGET:
Big Hughie’s fit to take no class. Is Minus about?

OWEN:
Mantis is gone.

BRIDGET:
Gone where?

OWEN:
He’s left—gone away.

DOALTY:
Where to?

OWEN:
He doesn’t know. Mayo, maybe.

DOALTY:
What’s on in Mayo?

OWEN:
(To BRIDGET) Did you see George and lvyireChatach leave the dance last night?

BRIDGET:
We did. Didn’t we, Doalty?

OWEN:
Did you see Mantis following them out?

BRIDGET:
I didn’t see him going out but I saw him coming in by himself later.

OWEN:
Did George and Maire come back to the dance?

BRIDGET:
No.

OWBN~ Did you see them again?

BRIDGET:
He left her home. We passed them going up the back
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road—didn’t we, Doalty?

OWEN:
And Mantis stayed till the end of the dance?

DOALTY:
We know nothing. What are you asking us for?

OWEN:
Because Lancey’ll question me when be hears Mantis’s gone. (Back to BRIDGET.) That’s the way George went home? By the back road? That’s where you saw him?

BRIDGET:
Leave me alone, Owen.! know nothing about Yolland. If you want to know about Yoiland, ask the Donnelly twins.

(Silence. DOALTY moves over to the window.)

•
(To SARAH) He’s a powerful fiddler, O’Shea, isn’t he? He told our Seanius he’ll come back for a night at Hallowe’en.

(OWEN goes to DOALTY who looks resolutely out the window.)

--
OWEN: What’s this about the Donnellys? (Pause.) Were they

about last night?

Didn’t see them if they were.

(Begins whistling through his teeth.)

OWEN:
George is a friend of mine.

DOALTY:
So.

OWEN:
I want to know what’s happened to him.

DOALTY:
Couldn’t tell you.

OWEN:
What have the Donnelly twins to do with it? (Pause.)

Doalty!

DOALTY:
I know nothing, Owen—nothing atoll—I swear to God. All I know is this: on my way to the dance I saw their boat beached at Port. It wasn’t there on my way home, after I left Bridget. And that’s all I know. As God’s my judge. The half-dozen times I met him I didn’t know a word he said to me; but be seemed a right enough son . . . (With sudden excessive interest in the scene outside.) Cripes, they’re crawling all over the place! Cripes, there’s millions of them! Cripes, they’re levelling the whole land!

(oWEN moves away. MAIRE enters. She is bareheaded and wet

from the rain; her hair in disarray. She attempts to appear

normal but she is in acute distress, on the verge of being

distraught. She is carrying the milk-can.)

MAIRE:
Honest to God, [must be going off my head. I’m half​way here and I think to myself, ‘Isn’t this can very light?’ and I look into it and isn’t it empty.
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OWEN:
It doesn’t matter.

MAIRE:
How will youmanage for tonight? -

OWEN: We have enough.
-

MAIREt Are you sure?<

OWEN: -Plenty, thanks.

MAtRE; It’ll take me no time at all to go back up for some. -


OWEN: Honestly, Moire.
-
--
I -

MARiE : Suxe it’s better you have it than that black calf that’s that . . (She looks qnsnd.) Have you heard anything?.


OWEN~Nothing~V’~Q..; ~VI •
s~ ,~
‘~t~

MAIR2n!Wbat does Lancey say? r ~ .~r -~4W~ t~~td~ -

OWENI4 haven’t ~een him sMce~this morning. ~tfl~ ~tt -


~ ~ ~
~ -

-
I OWEjNtWereaily~didnt t2~: He was here for1onfrtfqw~at,

I-
~be~ndsAtVf4t ~ ~ t”” ‘Ii.. ~ I MAI~RE$He left me home, Owen. And the Iast’duing he said to

methe tried to speak in hish—be said, ‘I’ll seeyou.-- ~ I yesterday’ —he meant to say ‘i’ll see you tomorrow.’ And I laughed that much be pre~exided to get cross and he said

‘Maypoll! Maypolll’ because I said that word wrong. And

off he Went, laughing—laughing, Owen! Do you think he’s all right? What do you think?

OWEN:
I’m sure he’ll turn up. Make.

MAIRE:
He comes from a tiny wee place called Wmfarthing. (She suddenly drops ott her hands and knees on the floor-where OWEN had his map afew minutes ago—and with her finger

traces out an outline map.) Come here till you set. Look.

There’s Winfarthing. And there’s two other wee villages right beside it; one of them’s called Barton Beñdish—it’s there; and the other’s called Saxingham Nethergate—it’s about there, And there’s Little Walsingbatn — that’s his mother’s townland, Aren’t they odd names? Sure they make no sense to me at all. And Winfarthing’s near a big town called Norwich. And Norwich is in a county called Norfolk.

And Norfolk is in the east of England. He drew a map for

me on the wet strand and wrote the names on ~t. I have it

all in my head now: Winfarthing.-Barton Bendish— Saxingham Nethergate— Little Walsingham—Norwich —431
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Norfolk, Strange sounds, aren’t they? But nice sounds; .ace Jimmy Jack reciting his Homer. (She gets to her feet and looks around; she is almost serene now. To SARAH) You were

-
looking lovely last night, Sarah. Is that the dress you got from Boston? Green suits you. (To OWEN) Something very bad’s happened to him, Owen. I know. He wouldn’t go away without telling me. Where is he, Owen? You’re his friend — where is he? (Again she looks around the room; then sits on a stool.) I didn’t get a chance to do my geography last night. The master’ll be angry with me. (She rises again.) I think I’ll go home now. The wee ones have to be washed and put to bed and that black calf has to be fed.. . My hands are that rough; they’re still blistered from the hay. I’m ashamed of them. I hope to God there’s no hay to be saved in Brooklyn. (Site stops at the door) Did you hear? Nellie Ruadh’s baby died in the middle of the night. I must go up to the wake. It didn’t last long, did it? (MAIRE leaves. Silence. Then.)

OWEN:
I don’t think there’ll be any class. Maybe you -should...

(OWEN begins picking up Ins texts. DuALlY goes to him.)

DOALTY:
Is he long gone?—Manus.

OWEN:
Half an hour.

D0ALTY:
Stupid bloody fool.

OWEN:
I told him that.

DOALTY:
Do they know he’s gone?

OWEN:
Who?

D0ALTY:
The army.

OWEN:
Not yet.

DOALTY:
They’ll be after him like bloody beagles. Bloody, bloody fool, limping along the coast. They’ll overtake him before night for Christ’s sake.

(DOALTY returns to the window. X,ANCEY enters—now the

commanding officer.)

OWEN:
Any news? Any word?

(LANCEY moves into the centre of the room, looking around as

he does.)

LANCEY: I understood there was a class. Where are the others?
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OWEN: There was to be a class but my hther— LANCE’?: This ‘will suffice. twill address them and it will be

their responsibility to pass on what I have to say to every family in this section.

(LANCE’? indicates to OWEN to translate. OWEN hesitates, hying to assess the change in LANCEY’S minter and attitude.) I’m in a hurry, O’Donnell.

OWEN: The captain has an announcement to make.

LAN Cx’?; Lieutenant Yolland is mining. We are searching for

- him. If we don’t find him, or i we teethe no information as to where he is to be found, Iwillpumuethefollowing coyrse of action. (He indacates to OWEN to translate.)

OWEIC lliey are searching for George. If they don’t find him-LA$CR~~ Commencing twenty-four bour from t~ov~e will

A: I


—
,~snOotmnnVe5tuuzcWntutYycs. ~-1
~


-“
.2(oWENsta~e~atjAEY.t¾.> 4
~ tdt~ ~


I

Atwtce~

1,1


•
I​

OWEN~ Beginning this time tomorrow they’ll kill every animal’



   in.Baile Bag—unless th~y’re told where George is.

‘
LANCEY: If that doesn’t beat result; commencing forty.eight


   hours from now we will embark on a series of evictions and


   levelling of every abode in- the following selected areas—


OWEN: You’re not—i


LANCE’?: Do your job. Translate.


OWEN: If they still haven’t found him in two days time they’ll


   begin evicting and levelling every house starting with these


   townlands.


   (LANCE’? reads from his list.)


LANCE’?: Swinefort.


OWEN: LisnaMuc.


LANCE’?: Burnfoot. -


OWEN: Bun na hAbhann.


LAN CEY: Dromduff.


OWEN: Druini Dubh.


LANCE’?: Whiteplams.


OWEN: Machaire Ban.


LANCE’?: Kings Head.


OWEN: Cno-c na RI.
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LANCE’?:
If by then the lieutenant hasn’t been found, we will proceed until a complete clearance is made of this entire section.

OWEN:
If Yolland hasn’t been got by then, they will ravish the whole parish.

LANCE’?:
I trust they know exactly what they’ve sot to do.

(Pointing to BUDGET.) I know you. I know where you live.

(Pointing to SARAH.) Who are you? Name!

(SARAH’S mouth opens and shuts, opens and shuts. Her face

becomes contorted.) - -

What’s your name?

(Again SARAH Lvi es frantically.)

OWEN:- Go on, Sarah. You can tell him.

-~
(But SARAH cannot. And she knows she mouth. Her head goes down.)

OWEN:
Her name is Sarah Johnny Sally.

LANCE’?:
Where does she live?

OWEN: Bun na hAbhann.
-
LANCE’?: Where?
-

OWEN:
BunSoot.

LANCE’?:
I want to talk to your brother—is he here?

OWEN:
Not at the moment.

LANCE’?:
Where is he?

OWEN:
He’s at a wake.

LANCE’?:
What wake?

(D0ALT’?, who has been looking out the window all through

LANCEY’S announcements, now speaks— calmly, almost casually.)

DOALTY:
Tell him his whole camp’s on fire.

LANCE’?:
What’s your name? (To OWEN) Who’s that lout?

OWEN:
Doalty Dan Doalty.

LANCE’?:
Where does he live?

OWEN:
Tulach Alainn.

LANCE’?:
What do we call it?

OWEN:
Fair Hill. He says your whole camp is on fire.

(LAN CEY rushes to the window and looks out. TAcit he wheels On DOALTY.)

LANCE’?:
I’ll remember you, Mr Doalty. (To OWEN) You carry
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a big responsibility in all this. (He goes off.)

BRIDGET:
Mother of God, does he mean it, Owen? -

OWEN: Yes, he does.’
-

BRIDGET: We’ll have to hide the beasts somewhere—our Seamus’U know where. Maybe at the back of Us na

uGradh-orin the càvesat the far end of the TraBhan.

Came on, Doaltyl Come on! Don’t be staiiding about there!

(DOALTY does not move. BRIDGET rtqts to.the door and stops

‘V

-t


,~suddenly. She Sit Sift the air. Panic.)
s~ ~

k ~<44The sweet smelil’Sntell ittit’s the sweet snellt Jsus~ it’s

~4i~p~thipctatd blightl*ttt& ~ i4~i~w&br* DQALfl1~It’S the ur~ty~tents bu ng-BridgeUS4~%UtV43~ ~

doses hei~.~ se!pRtnofl*fritMre YOU eme?frthntwliat it Is? Godflzthought canttoL She - ~‘we’Wbre destroyed altogethers Come -on) CoinebliW’t #w

W4t(She runs off3otxfl goes to SARAH 1uko~bprepadnrtoleavt)

x
.OW~NAHo*arC~YoU?#CJoU all ~NSA1AH nodt.Yes;Y~ ‘J~> r. ~ ~t3~~&r- t

OwjidbDon’t worr~It will ~orne back to you agan~dSYt


(SAttAH shakes her head.)”
~“. U’

OWEN: It will. You’re~upset now. He frightened you. That’s all’s wrong.

(Again SARAH shakes her head, slowly, emphatically, and smiles at OWEN. Then she leaves. OWEN busies himself gathering his belongjngs. DOALTY leaves the window and goes

whim.)

DOALTY:
He’ll do it, too.

OWEN:
Unless Yolland’s found.

DOALTY: Hah!
 -‘
OWEN: Then he’ll certainly do it.
A

DOALT’?: When my grandfather was a boy ~hèy did the same thing.

(Simply, altogether without irony) And after all the trouble you went to, mapping the place and thinking up new names for it.

(OWEN busies himself. Pause. DOALTY almost dreamily.) I’ve damned little to defend but he’ll not put me out without a fight. And there’ll be others who think the same as me.
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OWEN:
That’samatter for you.

flOaT’?: If we’d all stick together. If we knew how to defend ourselves.

OWEN:
Against a trained army.

DOALTY:
The Donnelly twins know how.

OWEN:
If they could be found.

DOALTY:
If they could be found. (He goes to the door.) Give me a shout after you’ve finished with Lancey. I might know something then.

(He learns.)

(OWEN picks up the Name-Book. He looks at it momentarily, then puts it on top of the pile he is carrying. It falls to thefloor. He stoops to pick it up- hesitates— leaves it. He goes upstairs. As OWEN ascends, HUGH and 31MM’? JACK enttt Both wet -and drunk. JIMMY is vey unsteady. He is ironing behind HUGH, hjitng to break in on iIuuiCs declamation. HUGH is equally drunk but more experienced in drunkenness: there is a portion of his mind which retains its clarity.) - -

HUGH:
There I was, appropriately dispositioned to proffer my

condolences to the bereaved mother. -.

JIMMY:
Hugh—

HUGH:
. . . and about to enter the domus lugubris—Maire Chatach?

JIMMY:
The wake house.

HUGH:
Indeed— when I experience a plucking at my elbow:

Mister George Alexander, Justice of the Peace. ‘My tidings

are infelicitous,’ said he—Bridget? Too slow. Doalty?

JIMMY:
Infelix—unhappy.

HUGH:
Unhappy indeed. ‘Master Bartley Timlin has been -appointed to the new national school.’ ‘Timlin? Who is Timlin?’ ‘A schoolmaster from Cork. And be will be a major asset to the community: he is also a very skilled bacon-curer!’

31MM’?: Hugh—

HUGH:
Ha-ha-ha-ha-hat The Cork bacon-curer! Barbarus Mc ego sum quia non intelligor uhf — James?

JIMMY:
Ovid.

HUGH:
Procede.
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JIMMY:
‘I am a barbarian in this place because I am not understood by anyone.’ - - - - - -

HUGH:
Indeed—(Shouus) Manusl Teal! will compose a satire on Master Bartley Tiinlin, schoolmaster and bacon-curer.. But it will be too easy, won’t it? (Shouts) Strong teal Black! (The only way JIMMY can get HUGH’s attention is by standing in front of him and holding his arms.)

JIMMY:
will you listen to me, Hugh!

HUGH: James. (Shouts) Andaslice of soda
bread.

-n



-I
JIMMY: Fm going to get married.’
- -
HUGH: WeIll4~i~k/ ‘¼~$’~i ~
JIMMY: At chris~asAy’t’tis4 t#t - -
- - -
HUGH~ Spletdidt ~l~s4fr r ~ ‘S
j~’
JIMMYIroAthefle\~M—4gk
~
F~k2’F44~
HUGH~4Whd?&~tI~*. t?~~M4~~ \~‘ ‘. C
- \ttt
 V

-‘

JIMMYIPallasAthene. . ‘¾b ½.
-
. -. - - -

uuout’GlaukopitAthene? w~i~n~’ --“~--‘~‘ i -‘~ -~ ~ c.t-~ <4~*4~& JIMMY:,P1ashing-eyed,~ Hugh; flasbing..eyail.IW ~ 4 ~ j~      -ft

~(He attempts the gesture he has made before: standing to -~ attention, the momentary spasm, the salute, the face raised in pained ecstasy-but the bOdy doe.i not respond efficiently this time. The gesture is grotesque.)

HUGH:
The lady has assented? -

JIMMY:
She asked me—! assented.

HUGH:
Ah. When was this?

JIMMY:
Last night.

HUGH:
What does her mater say?

JIMMY:
Metis from Hellespont? Decent people— good stock.

HUGH:
And her father?

JIMMY:
I’m meeting Zeus tomorrow. Hugh, will you kmy


best man?
/1

HUGH:
Honoured, James; profoundly honoured.

JIMMY:
You know what I’m looking for, Hugh, don’t you? I mean to say—you know—I—I—I joke like the rest of them—you know? —(Again he attempts the pathetic routine but abandons it instantly3 You know yourself, Hugh—don’t - -you? —you know all that. But what I’m really looking for, Hugh—what I really want—companionship, Hugh -L at my
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   time of life, companionship, company, someone to tall.. ~O.

 OWEN: I Imow where I jive.
   Away up in Beann na Gaoithe— you’ve no idea how lonely it

 HUGH: James thinks he knows, too. I look at James and three
   is. Companionship-correct, Hugh? Correct?

    thoughts occur to me~ A-that it is not th literal past, the
HUGH: Correct.

    ‘facts’ of history, that shape us, but images of the past
JIMMY: And I always liked her, Hugh. Correct?

    embodied in language~ James has ceased to. make that
HUGH: Correct, James. -

    dt~ri~t~tkni - -- -
JiMMY: Someone to talk to.

 OWEN: Don’t lecture me, Father. - - - -
HUGH: Indeed.

 HUGH: B—we must never cease renewing those images; because
31MM’?: That’s all, Hugh.The whole story. You know it all

    once we do, we fossilizeY Is there no soda bread? -
   now, Hugh. You know it all.

 OWEN And C, Pather—oná single,3 unaltei-able-~fact’±ifYolland
   (As JIMMY says those last lines he is crying, shaking his head,

        --‘ is not found, we are all ~ing to be evicted, !~a~cwhas -
   trying to keep his balance, and holding a finger up to his lips in
-‘~
- ~i ~ issued -the order5 ‘~ft- ~i7”’~ ~ ~ ~< ~
    absurd gestures of secrecy and intimacy. Now he staggers away;
->
 HUGH: Ab.sEdictumtiutperatoris. ~ ~$-*-4k41~v’~
   flies to sit on a stool, misses it, slides to the floor, ‘his feet in front
-- -~
 OWE naYou should change out of those wet clothes I ye got to
    of him, his back against the broken cart. Almost at once he is ~
 -
- - .;gw Fve got tO set Doalty Dan Doalty. vvylt -~m-x~u,~

asleep. HUGH watches all of this. Then he produces his flask - - - - HUGH~Wbat about?h4i~ st ,..A If t-~.i J -~ -


and is about to pour a drink when he sees the Name-Book on -
.
OWEN:- I’ll be back soon.
-~ ~-

the floor. He picks it up and leafs through it, pronouncing the
-(As OWEN nits.) -

strange names as he does. just as he begins, OWEN emerges and
HUGH: Take care, Owen. To ~emember everything isa form of

    descends with two bowls of tea.)
madness. - -
HUGH: Ballybeg. Burnfoot. King’s Head. Whiteplains. Fair
(He looks around the room, carefully, as if he were abo>utto
   Hill. Dunboy. Green Bank.
leave itforevet Then-ha looks at jimmy, asleep again.) The
   (OWEN snatches the book from HUGH.)
road to Sligo. A spring morning. 1798. Going into battle.
OWEN: I’ll take that. (In apology.) It’s only a catalogue of names.
Do you remember, James? Two young gallants with pikes
HUGH: 1 know what it is.
across their shoulders aM the Aeneid in their pockets.
OWEN: A mistake—my mistake—nothing to do with us. I hope
Everything seemed to find definition that spring—a
    that’s strong enough (tea). (He throws the book on the table
congruence, a miraculous matching of hope and past and
    and crosses over to JIMMY.)
present and possibility. Striding across the fresh, green
    Jimmy. Wake up, Jimmy. Wake up, man.
land. The rhythms of perception heightened. The whole
JIMMY: What—what-what?
enterprise of consciousness accelerated. We were gods that
OWEN: Here. Drink this. Then go on away home. There may
morning, James; and I had recently marriçd my goddess,
    be trouble. Do you bear me, Jimmy? There may be trouble. ‘
Caitlin Dubh Mc Reactainn, may she rest in peace. And to
HUGH: (Indicating Name-Book) We must learn those new
leave her and my infant son in his cradle— that was heroic,
    names,
too. By God, sir, we were magnificent. We marched as far
OWEN: (Searching around) Did you see a sack lying about?
as—where was it?—Glentiesl All of twenty-three miles in
‘~HU OH: We must learn where we live. We must learn to make
one day. And it was there, in Phelan’s pub, that we got
    them our own. We must make them our new home,
homesick for Athens, just like Ulysses. The desiderium
 - (OWEN finds a sack and throws it across his shoulders.)
nostrorum— the need for our own. Our pietas, James, was for
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older, quieter things. And that was -the longest twenty-three
-
Trojan blood to overthrow some day these Tyrian towers — a
mites back lever made. (Toasts JIMMY.) My friend,

people late regent helloque sttperbum—tdngs of broad realms
confusion is not an ignoble èonditton.

and proud in war who would come forth for Lybia’s
   (MAIRE enters.)

downfall—such was—such was the course—such was the
MAIRE: I’m back again. I set out for somewhere but I couldn’t

Course ordained—ordained by fate... What the hell’s
   remember where. So I came back here.

wrong with me? Sure I know it backways. I’ll begin again.
HUGH: Yes, I will teach you English, Maire Chatach.

Urhs antiqua fatit~- there was an ancient city which, ‘tis said,
MA1fl: Will you, Master? I must learn ~t. I need to learn it.
-
Juno loved above all the lands.

HUGH: Indeed you may well be my only pupil.
- -

- - (Begin to bdngdoiun the lights.)

(He goes towards the steps and begins to ascend.)

And it was the goddess’s aim and cherished hope that here

MAIRE: When can we start? -
-           ~shoM be the capital of all nations—should the fates ~ t., -HUGH: Not today. Tomorrow, perhaps.’After the funeraL We’ll ~ ~4perchanceailowthat. Yet in tnithshe discovered thata race -

-- begin tomorrow. (Ascending) But don’t expect too much. I • - L~ 4~W8S &pringisig ftom Trojan blood to overthrow some day~ -will provide you with the available words and the available~ —‘ ThEêTyriaiito~ —a people kings otbroad realu~ and -

grammarButwiilthathelpyoutointerpretbetwetn - --
- rj~
proud in v~ax~who*ould

~t~-~t-- --
privacies? I have no idea. But it’s all we have. I have no -
-- - -
- --

- -
idea at all,
   (He is now at the top.)
MAIRE: Master, what does the English word ‘always’ mean? -
HUGH: Semper-per otnnia saecukt. The Greeks called it ‘aeC. It’s
   not a word I’d start with. It’s a silly word, girl.
(He sits. JIMMY is awake. He gets to his feet. MAIRE sees the
   Name-B ook, picks it up, and sits with it on her knee.)
MAIRE: When he comes back, this is where he’ll come to. He
   told me this is where he was happiest.
   (JIMMY stts beside MAInE.)
JIMMY: Do you know the Greek word endogamein? It means to
   marry within the tribe. And the word exogaznein means to
marry outside the tribe. And you don’t cross those borders
casually — both sides get very angry. Now, the problem is
this: Is Athene sufficiently mortal or am I sufficiently


-/
godlike for the marriage to be acceptable to her people and
   to my people? You think about that.
HUGH: Urbs antiquafuit—there was an ancient city which, ‘tis
   said, Juno loved above all the lands. And it was the
goddess’s aim and cherished hope that here should be the
capital of all nations — should the fates perchance allow that.

Yet in truth she discovered that a race was springing from
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