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            Premiere Production

         

         iGirl was first performed at the Abbey Theatre, Dublin, on 9 October 2021, with the following cast and creative team:

         
             

         

         Girl  Olwen Fouéré

         
             

         

         Director Caitríona McLaughlin
Set and Video Design Joanna Parker
Costume Design Catherine Fay
Lighting Design Sinéad Wallace
Sound Design and Composer Carl Kennedy
Video Design Daniel Denton
Movement Director Sue Mythen
Voice Director Andrea Ainsworth vi
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         Girl x
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               1.

            

            
               
                  What’s happiness?

                  They haven’t cut my tongue out yet

                  Or beheaded me

                  I won’t be flogged this morning

                  Hopefully

               

               
                  This is not a song about breasts

                  Or misogyny

                  Not that they are not worthy themes

                  We just don’t understand them yet

                  Breasts are like string theory

                  Connected to everything

                  So obvious we have to deny them

                  Misogyny too

                  Poor men

                  Ah the poor men

                  God love them

               

               
                  A little ode to men

                  That fabulous vanished creature

                  Who used to turn up

                  With the haunch of the deer

                  Fling it at our feet

                  All that meat

                  Roasting over the fire

                  In the cave

                  The shadows flickering on the wall

                  The sabre teeth glistening

                  At the mouth of the cave

                  Always

                  The sabre teeth

                  The yellow eyes 4

                  Devouring

                  Globs of recent carcass

                  Rotting

                  The brown blood of the moulting coffin

                  Human soup.

                  All the bones thrown in

                  For delectation

               

               
                  All you wanderers of the earth

                  Above and below

                  Who did you love

                  Was it torture

                  Misogyny of the breasts

                  All the poor women

                  Sucked on

                  All those balls to play with

               

               
                  But the face

                  What of our faces?

                  The wrong species

                  Survived

                  If you look at the deer

                  The doe

                  On the mountain

                  At dawn

                  Weeping behind the leaves

                  You know

                  The wrong species

                  Came to the fore

                  Human

                  It means

                  Last of the homini tribe

                  Primates

                  Bipedal

                  Fond of fire and tools

                  Great fingers

                  On land and water

                  Brag about their bigger brains 5

                  Their generosity

                  Hunter gatherers

                  What we didn’t brag about

                  We destroyed the Neanderthals

                  The gentle mute Neanderthals

               

               
                  Much is made of our social skills

                  Networking

                  Last surviving species of

                  Genus homo

                  Like the rat

                  We cling on

                  With ferocity

                  And cunning

                  It’s a bloodbath

                  The fossils tell

                  The sabre teeth

                  The vampire incisors

                  God bless the vampire

                  Incisors

                  Without them

                  Deer would run the world

                  Sapiens – that means wise

                  Ask the deer

                  The dodo

                  The Neanderthal

                  How wise we are

                  Go ask the dinosaur

                  Our sister chimps

                  Ask the whale

                  Took one look at us

                  Said:

               

               
                  I won’t make it

                  For dinner tonight

                  Saw the saliva on our incisors

                  Proto teeth

                  The clubs 6

                  We didn’t invite the shark

                  Knew we’d met our match

                  The whale

                  Curved

                  Spat

                  Dived

                  Back to the deeps

                  With the deer

                  And the gentle

                  Neanderthals

                  The unicorns

                  The seahorses

                  Who would want

                  The land

                  The fighting

                  The torture

                  The halting

                  Cacophony

                  They call song

                  Let us stay in

                  Our element

               

               
                  And sing on

               

               
                  The truth is

                  The sea would not have us

                  Barred we are

                  From the coral

                  And the pink palaces

                  Of filigree pewter

                  Mermaids on rocks

                  Haunt us

                  Do we care

                  About these ditherers

                  Trapped between one

                  Thing and the other

                  Air and Water

                  And still they taunt 7

                  You are ninety per cent water

                  Saline

                  Our riposte

                  You don’t exist

                  In the eye of the homini

                  Last surviving strain

                  Of human family

                  Nothing exists

                  Except us

               

               
                  We made sure of that

                  Do we exist

                  Are we just

                  The dust

                  On the eyelash of God

                  Has he brushed us aside

                  Are we falling into

                  The air

                  When will we hit the ground

                  All that dust

                  Our cousins

                  We bludgeoned

                  Out on the savannah

                  Mingling with the bison

                  The dinosaur

                  The angels.

                  Their wings they say

                  Were the weight of a

                  Full grown man

                  Thermodynamics

                  Long before the

                  Aeroplane

                  Copycats

                  All Creation

                  Is remembering.
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                  I Jeanne d’Arc

                  I saw an angel once

                  Thirteen

                  My father’s garden

                  He landed among the

                  Lavender

                  The bees

                  And ever after the

                  Smell of crushed lavender

                  Brought me to my knees

                  When they burned me at the stake

                  I carried a sprig of lavender

                  In between my breasts

               

               
                  Much was made of my illiteracy

                  My cross-dressing

                  I could read

                  I read the whole world

                  In an angel’s wings

                  Ethereal tongues

                  He gave me

                  I could write too

                  My signature is there

                  I never went to school

                  The breasts

                  After the angel in the garden

                  I could do all these things

                  But all I ever wanted

                  Was a pair of dragonfly wings

                  To fly up and away

                  To see Domrémy from the air 9

                  To sit on a cloud

                  Watch the cows in the field

                  We had fifty acres

                  The church backed onto my house

                  I never cared for mass

                  Though I liked the smell of incense

                  And the songs.
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