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The New Electric Ballroom was first performed at the Galway Arts Festival on 14 July 2008 in a production by Druid Theatre and later at the Traverse Theatre, Edinburgh, with the following cast:









	BREDA
	Rosaleen Linehan




	CLARA
	Val Lilley




	ADA
	Catherine Walsh




	PATSY
	Mikel Murfi













	Director
	Enda Walsh




	Designer
	Sabine Dargent




	Lighting Designer
	Sinéad McKenna




	Sound Designer
	Gregory Clarke






The production was revived on tour in 2009 with Ruth McCabe playing the role of Clara.




Characters


BREDA, sixties


CLARA, sixties


ADA, forty


PATSY, a fishmonger




A living room/kitchen space.


On a wall, three different sets of clothes hanging on separate hangers. A cashmere jumper and a rara skirt; a 1950’s red blouse and a blue pleated skirt; and a glitzy show-business man’s suit.


A small kitchen counter with a large delicious-looking sponge cake on it.


The atmosphere immediately taut and aggressive.


Two older women, in their sixties, BREDA and CLARA, and a younger one, ADA, who is forty.


CLARA is sitting. BREDA is standing in the corner facing the wall. ADA is standing right behind her, staring intently at the back of her head. ADA slightly out of breath. She’s holding some lipstick in her hand.


BREDA (fast and frightened). By their nature people are talkers. You can’t deny that. You could but you’d be affirming what you’re trying to argue against and what would the point of that be? No point. Just adding to the sea of words that already exist out there in your effort to say that people are not talkers. But people talk and no one in their right mind would challenge that. Unless you’re one of those poor souls starved of vocal cords or that Willy Prendergast boy who used live in town and only managed three words. One was ‘yes’, one was ‘no’ and one was ‘fish’. Yes yes yes. No no no. Fish fish fish. Fish yes yes. Fish no no. Yes no fish. No yes fish. Fish no fish. Fish yes fish. So even he talked.


CLARA. Look at my little feet.


BREDA. People are born talkers. Those present when a baby comes into the world are made all too aware that the womb is a more desirable place for a baby. That and the unglamorous entrance the baby must make. For all his miracles and great creations, you’d imagine our Lord could have created a more dignified point of arrival. This is the man who did wonders with the mouth and ears and surpassed Himself with the eyes but sharing a channel with the ‘waterworks department’ doesn’t strike me as the healthiest environment for a yet-to-be-born baby and I’m not even a plumber.


CLARA. Would you look at these tiny little hands!


BREDA. People talking just for the act of it. Words spinning to nothing. For no definable reason. Like a little puppy, a hungry puppy yapping for his supper, yap-yap-yap-yap… that’s people with words. The breath and the word are interchangeable. Interchangeable!? Identical. Of course people breathe to live. While they talk to…


CLARA. I’m getting smaller! I worry too much. Worry does that, Ada. It does! It stunts you, does worry! Look at the size of me in this chair. Like a midget!


ADA. You’re not a midget.


CLARA. A cup of tea, a cup of tea will sort me out.


BREDA. Won’t make you any taller.


CLARA (snaps). There’s nothing I can’t see from here, bitch!


ADA. How could you know that?


CLARA. Instinct.


ADA. Christ…


CLARA. Aren’t we ever going to have tea again? Where’s my tea?


ADA (mimicking). ‘Where’s my tea? Where’s my tea?’


CLARA. Fetch me my tea, ‘Breda the bad girl’.


ADA. There’ll be no tea today. (Turns back and snaps.) Breda!


BREDA. For that’s people with their great need to talk. The terrible necessity of it. And even besides the talking, far deeper than the talking, is this need to connect somehow. To belong. We’re out into the world and all is noise and light and we’re speaking of the womb being a more desirable place and it’s like the nurse has given us a pill.


CLARA (mumbles longingly). Oh, what chance a pill?


BREDA. And the pill gives us this need to belong to ‘mother’, to ‘father’, to ‘brothers and sisters’ and ‘in-laws’ and ‘friends’ and ‘strangers about to be friends’ and ‘strangers who’ll always be strangers’. The talking is important but superficial really, ’cause the pill gives us a greater compulsion to connect with all these people. To be a part.


CLARA. Fish fish fish! Fish yes fish. No yes fish!


BREDA. But here’s the thing…


ADA. Turn around now.




BREDA stops and turns around from the corner and faces ADA. Her face is aggressively marked with red lipstick, we guess that it’s been done by ADA. BREDA holds a ceramic kitchen bowl. Seeing her, CLARA, frightened, covers her eyes.


(Quietly prompting.) Wherever…


A slight pause.





BREDA. Wherever that pill resides in the body it doesn’t reach the further recesses of the brain. ’Cause sitting back there… back there and likely only to make the odd appearance, is the ‘hard truth’…


ADA. Slow.




A pause.





BREDA (slower). And the ‘hard truth’ reminds us that we’ll always be alone, baby sister. Besides the yap-yap and the arms outstretched and our great compulsion to be with others, we’ll always be back in the womb. Back there and reminding ourselves that the womb is a more desirable place than this ‘created world’. We don’t want to be alone but we’re alone. We don’t want to be an island but we are that island.




A pause.


Will I put the piece of paper back in its bowl, Ada?


She does so and ADA takes the bowl off her.





ADA (to BREDA). Is it true we’re alone?




BREDA nods.


Us more than anyone else?





BREDA. The same.




BREDA touches her nose. Blood spills down her face.


ADA just looks at her.





CLARA (announcing). Nobody… Makes… Cake… Like… You… Clara.




BREDA goes to sit down.


Our mother would always say that. She said I was a born baker. She said I had a gift for coffee cake the way Jesus had a gift for sacrifice. When I was six she’d place me on her lap and I’d mix the flour with the eggs and the sugar and the coffee. And we’d be half-listening to the radio and her leg would send me up and down like I’m on a horse trotting. Not galloping now! Never a gallop. She’d get me to recite the alphabet while the cake stretched out in the heat inside. The lovely pattern of the ABCs over and over as it pumps the air into the sponge. Me and the oven in happy unison, in lovely poetry. Sure, look at the consistency of that sponge cake!





BREDA. Enough, Clara!




BREDA stares over at ADA who is lost in her thoughts.


BREDA starts removing the lipstick from her face with some baby wipes.





CLARA. If it was entered into a contest… imagine the envy. Imagine all those old bitches hiding their hate because of my prize. A local photographer is there and their faces looking up at me, Ada. The girls from the cannery looking at me! At me! And I turn to Holy Mary, ’cause she’s standing there right beside, and the mother of Jesus takes me aside and says, ‘You’re the best, Clara. Better than all them who locked you inside. Who spun out the gossip in the cannery and locked that door behind you. You’re better than all those bitches.’


BREDA. Clara!


CLARA. So I slice off a piece of cake for the mother of Jesus… and she scoffs it down, not in the least bit like a virgin, but what do you expect, what with the great divinity of this sponge? What colour rosette would they give me for winning with such a great coffee cake? There’s too many colours to choose from. What heavenly colour, Ada?
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