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            Premiere Production

         

         The Cave was first performed on 6 June 2025 at the Abbey Theatre, Dublin, with the following cast:

         
             

         

         Bopper  Aaron Monaghan

         Helen  Judith Roddy

         Archie  Tommy Tiernan

         
             

         

         Director  Caitríona McLaughlin

         Set and Costume Designer  Joanna Parker

         Lighting Designer  Stephen Dodd

         Sound Designer and Composer  Sinéad Diskin

         Dramaturg  Ruth McGowan

         Hair and Make-up  Leonard Daly

         Voice Director  Andrea Ainsworth

         Casting Director  Barry Coyle

         Assistant Director  Éadaoin Fox

         Assistant Sound Designer  Martha Knight 56
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            Characters

         

         
            Archie McRae

forties

            Bopper McRae

forties

            Helen

Ban Garda Sergeant, forties

            
                

            

            
                

            

            Plus the voices of

            An Actor’s Assistant

Elvira Martinez 8
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               The Cave

            

         

         Black. Silence. 

         Now a caption is projected. It reads …

         13 desperate scenes
from the lives of the mcraes

         It fades out, and is replaced by another caption …

         
            
               Scene One – A Dead Zone in Sligo

            

         

         Caption fades out. 

         Slowly, the lights come up … 

         We are high in the mountains of south County Sligo, and the wind swirls ominously across a bleak and desolate plateau. 

         Now this place would seriously rattle you – if you weren’t of an even temperament, you might fuck yourself into the void altogether. Nobody, in what follows, is of an even temperament. 

         Stage left is the entrance to a large cave – it looks like it might be big enough to house a family. We cannot see inside the cave; we see just its dark maw opening into the mountain. A primeval feeling.

         On the rough ground surrounding the entrance to the cave there are signs of an encampment … 

         Just beyond the maw of the cave there is a fire-blackened barrel, with briquettes and insta-logs and diesel cans lying about. 

         Downstage right, and side-on to the audience, is a very fucked-up and rust-bitten white van with no plates. Cables lead from the van’s bonnet and are attached to a small 12generator. A domestic socket extension lead is in turn plugged into the genny. 

         Far stage right, beyond the van, there is the sense of the plateau’s edge: it’s a sheer drop, an expanse of blackness, a VOID.

         The wind swirls and whistles but now it dies down a little. The lights come fully up. There is a scatter of distressed birdsong. A sad grey morning dawns. 

         To greet the morning, a man crawls out of the cave on all fours – this is Archie McRae, forties. He wears a shiny Penneys suit over a V-neck jumper and a pair of cheap plastic trainers. No T-shirt under the jumper. 

         He pauses his crawl and looks up – still on his fours – and considers the sky. It is desolate and wintry in the Sligo mountains. It is the month of May.

         Archie crawls on again. He looks like he’s after a night of the horrors. He reaches the van, still on his fours, and he gets up onto his knees and attaches a trembling paw to the door handle. 

         He struggles to raise himself off the ground but he slips and falls onto his backside. 

         He breathes deep, he digs deep, and he tries to rise up again … but he falls onto his backside again. 

         He sticks at it – God loves a trier – and he attempts to raise himself once more … and now, after an almighty struggle, he manages to open the door and he hauls himself up into the van. Thanks be to Jesus.

         Archie sits at the wheel. He takes a few deep breaths to steady himself.

         
            Archie Am I right in myself yet?

            He shakes his head in answer to this question.

            Indeed and I am not.

            Still, he tries to work up a fit of enthusiasm. He slaps his hands together and settles to his task. 13

            Right so …

            He attempts to turn over the engine – it sputters and scratches but it won’t start. He pauses in his effort and lays his head on the wheel and begins to sob. 

            He looks up from the sobbing. A swoon passes across his face as he remembers something … And now he starts to sing a sweet old children’s song from yesteryear – ‘Morningtown Ride’ by The Seekers. 

            Alerted by the song, a second man emerges from the cave – it’s the brother … 

            Bopper McRae, forties, has managed to stand up on his two feet. He wears a tattered old blanket wrapped around himself. He looks like he’s been dragged through a hedge backwards, the hair all crazy and askew. 

            He gazes over at Archie with a look of pity and annoyance blended. He’s had enough of this messing. 

            As he continues to sing, Archie eyes Bopper warily, and he sees that he is not taken with the song. So he continues to sing it, and more loudly, in defiance … 

            Archie has a crow’s voice but the singing refreshes him. He has another go at starting the engine – it sputters and scratches, sputters and scratches. 

            Bopper shakes his head and steps back into the cave, as if all this is just … fucken … hopeless. 

            But precisely as he disappears from view, the engine finally catches and starts with a great throb of life and the genny judders to life also. 

            Bopper is quickly back out of the cave …

            … just as Archie, with a look of triumph about him, climbs down from the van, which he leaves running. 

            Ignoring Bopper, he walks back into the cave – he is proudly upright now, moving confidently on two jaunty feet – and he quickly re-emerges with an iPhone and a charger. 

            He goes and attaches the charger to the socket extension on the genny and he plugs in the iPhone.14

            Bopper continues to look at him – he huddles deep inside his blanket and nervously bounces from one foot to the other. 

            Archie stares at his phone as it starts to pick up juice. He looks back at the brother and shakes his head at the state of him.

            You’ve a shockin’ IRA kind of a look to you this mornin’, Bopper McRae.

            Bopper looks down at himself, considers the blanket, shrugs. He wraps it around himself tighter. 

            The iPhone’s light comes on as it picks up juice. Archie holds the phone high and squints at it. 

            He puts it down again, now utterly desolate, and looks over at the brother.

            No coverage.

            Bopper turns and kicks the lip of the cave in frustration. He turns back to Archie.

            Bopper These hoorin’ hills …

            Archie Oh, these hills is the curse of it, Bop …

            Bopper … and I’ll tell you ’nother thing?

            Archie Go on?

            Bopper The fucker responsible for the roll-out of the rural broadband ’round here would want to be strung up from a pole and flayed.

            Archie Now for you.

            Archie holds up the phone again, shakes his head.

            Nothin’ on the coverage front … Which means we have NO IDEA what she’s up to.

            Bopper None whatsoever! 15

            Archie She could be attached to the big-arsed fuckbag of the Costellos, for all we know?

            Bopper He could be on his knees proposin’ to the girl, Archie! Outside in fucken California!

            The brothers start to pace, in contrary directions to each other, crossing at the middle.

            And here’s us …

            Archie … the misfortunate McRaes …

            Bopper … wearin’ the few rags of sleep we’d have to our names …

            Archie … and we’re supposed to be dealin’ with this kind of messin’?

            Archie stops up, arrested by a pleasant thought.

            Though … I suppose another way of lookin’ at the ‘no coverage’ situation, Bopper, is that we’re … yunno? … that we’re …

            Bopper … we’re?

            Archie We’re safe from it all … for a while … when we’re up here …

            He forlornly holds up the phone for a last look at it: nothing.

            … in the dead zone.

            Bopper stops up – he sees the sense in this.

            Bopper I s’pose so, yeah.

            Bopper drifts off sadly into the cave; Archie goes stage right and stares for a thousand yards over the void. Checks the phone for time. Mutters to himself – 16

            Archie Quarter to nine of a mornin’ … School day … The poor mother with bags like graves under her eyes … A slice of toast on a fork up against the bars of the Superser …

            Bopper slouches back out from the cave. He’s dressed now – nylon trackpants, no top, a distressed donkey jacket with hi-viz inlays. Barefoot. A very thin layer of civilisation on the man. Archie addresses him over his shoulder.

            Do you remember the Superser, Bopper?

            Bopper Shur many’s the mornin’ I burnt my eyebrows off it and I tryin’ to light a fag.

            Archie I remember the smell. Of the eyebrows. A singe-y type smell?

            Bopper Is right.

            Archie turns fully to his brother now.

            Archie Oh and by the way?

            Bopper What?

            Archie Do you know what time of the year they say you’re most likely to do away with yourself?

            Bopper I’ve a quare feelin’ you’re goin’ to tell me, Archie.

            Archie The month of May, would you believe?

            Bopper shudders and goes back to the cave. He quickly re-emerges dragging a gas cooking stove, a kettle, a five-litre bottle of Lidl water. Archie paces slowly back towards the cave …

            When the swallows are flyin’ low over the fields, and the light’s in the sky past eleven bells …

            Bopper sets up the stove in front of the cave and fills the kettle and gets it on. They stand side by side not but their talk is at cross-purposes for the next stretch.

            … and the little trouts are leppin’ like fleas out of the lake … 17

            Bopper A flea’s a thing you wouldn’t see much anymore … Around this place … Whatever’s gone skaw-ways in the flea department …

            Archie … and by rights in the May time your heart should be pumpin’ out a blast of pure joy. But what happens, Bopper? It’s too much for people. For the poor sad people, it feels like there’s an excess of life …

            Bopper There was a time around this place it was hoppin’ with fleas. That town below there was fucken alive with fleas.

            Archie You see in the month of May there’s too much life. The birds and the bees are all swole up with life. And there’s yourself, as sad as the day is long, and you’re lookin’ out at it …

            He shudders.

            Bopper There was a time you’d crawl out from the eiderdown of a mornin’ ’round here and you’d be lumpy off o’ fleas.

            Archie … and you can take it no more!

            Bopper What date have we now?

            Archie Today is the first of May, Bopper.

            Bopper Jesus Christ … Right … Okay …

            Archie Eiiider-dowwwn … What am I after thinkin’ of?

            Bopper I don’t know, Archie …

            Archie Ah, yeah … Do you remember, Bop, the first duvet we had in the house?

            Bopper I do not.

            Archie 1984 … The duvet was thrun over the bed and we crawled into the cover of the thing and nearly suffocated ourselves alive … We thought it was a sleepin’ bag.

            Bopper And the poor mother … 18

            Archie … God rest her, tryin’ to drag us out of it, ye’ll have that duvet destroyed!

            Bopper With yer dirty little pig’s feet! I remember it all now.

            Archie disappears into the cave and reappears with mugs and teabags as the kettle starts to boil. Bopper takes the kettle and the teabags from Archie and begins to make tea. 

            Archie stalks over to the genny and picks up the iPhone and checks it. Shakes his head: no coverage. 

            Bopper sombrely makes the tea. Archie goes to him and accepts a mug and in a sidelong whisper:

            Archie Class of a night did you put down anyhow, Bop?

            Bopper The night was shockin’ altogether. Yourself?

            Archie Desperate … I think somethin’ furry went across my face at one stage.

            Bopper That might have been just a happy dream you were havin’.

            The sound of a car pulling up and the engine cutting, a door slamming, a heavy tread of bootsteps.

            The brothers look warily towards the noise …

            Herself?

            Archie Aye. ’Tis. Arrange your face, Bopper.

            They stand side by side with their mugs of tea and straighten their shoulders. 

            Enter a swaggering Ban Garda Sergeant in her forties with a dark and belligerent look to her. 

            She smiles at the men – in a troubling way – but says nothing. They nod at her and look at their shoes.

            She sticks her head into the cave, looks around, pulls her head back out again –

            Sergeant Ah, yeah, yeah, yeah … 19

            She smiles pleasantly but it’s a guard’s smile – a smile that would skin a conker. She looks all around herself, turns 360 degrees, turns back to the men.

            Ye’ve it hid on me?

            Archie The which …?

            Sergeant The cunten Butlins sign.

            Bopper The, ah … The …

            Archie The Butlins?

            Sergeant Coz this is a fucken HOLIDAY CAMP, ’tis?

            Bopper Look, Sergeant … the way we’re fixed now, we should be on the road in no time and …

            She lays a hand gently to Bopper’s chest for a moment, and smiles warmly.

            Sergeant Bopper? Give the tongue a little rest for itself, okay? Coz elsewise?

            She steps closer to the Bopper.

            I’ll claw it out of yer throat with me bare fucken hands. You hear me?

            Bopper I do.

            She takes his mug of tea, empties it, flings the mug away.

            Archie Listen, guard, we’ll be gone from here before …

            Sergeant (roars) Shut the fuck up, Archie!

            Archie Right so. No bother.

            She takes Archie’s mug of tea, empties it, fucks the mug away.

            Sergeant And the two of ye just listen.

            The men nod their heads contritely. She gestures to the distance … 20

            Ye see that town below there? I’m not sayin’ it’s much of a town … I mean there’s a dreary enough aul bang off it at the best of times … And the cuntology that goes on ’round the place? Fuckers lookin’ a senior Ban Garda in the eye and sayin’ one thing an’ meanin’ another? … (Louder.) An’ of course ye know I walked out o’ Templemore with a bright future ahead of me? Oh, there was medals pinned to me chest for being a fucken TOPPER of a trainee Ban Garda altogether … Dublin Castle, I thought I was headed for … But where’d I end up? … Back in the Quare Place! Scrapin’ young fellas off the bypass road at twenty-five o’clock in the mornin’ on account o’ handbrake turns that went arse-over-tit an’ trying to convince Johnny Murphy there isn’t ‘messages’ in the rain tellin’ him take the shotgun to the biddies at the library … All I’m doin’ is tryin’ to keep that town halfways fucken civilised … But ye know what my biggest problem of the whole lot is?

            She gets up close to the men, looks from one to the other.

            My biggest problem? Is the Brothers McRae.

            Archie Look, guard, I know that we’re …

            Sergeant (roaring) SHUT YOUR FUCKEN CAKE-HOLE, ARCHIE!

            He does so. The sergeant stands back, and looks around the place …

            The Caves of Zion Hill … As close as this misfortunate place has to an attraction …

            Bopper We know that …

            Archie … and we know we’re takin’ the look off it somethin’ rotten …

            Bopper ’Tis only till we have the van right, you see … A new carb and that van’ll be a hundred and ten per cent for us, guard. 21

            Archie And there’s quite possibly a new carb comin’ to us, even as we speak, from, ah … from Crossmolina.

            Sergeant Shut the fuck up.

            She looks at them, one, then the other. Breathes hard. Thinks about it.

            I’ll give ye a day … After that it’s the Public Order Act, section thirty-five … After that, it’s Castlerea Jail … An’ ye might have a few pals in there, ye do?

            The brothers look at each other, scared, as she slowly, threateningly departs the scene. 

            Lights down. Long beat. 

            A caption is projected …

         

         
            
               Scene Two – The Elvira Martinez Situation

            

         

         Caption fades. Lights up as Archie emerges from the cave struggling badly with a stepladder. 

         It’s dusk. A charismatic glow to the light. Archie approaches the van, almost collapsing under the ladder, as if it’s a cross that he bears … 

         He attempts to place the stepladder on top of the van. An amount of fierce messing ensues as he tries to achieve this. It goes on for a bit – Archie is not gifted in terms of physically organising things – but, at last, the feat is managed … 

         The stepladder is on top of the van and Archie is sweatin’ bullets. 

         Now he unhooks the iPhone from the charger attached to the genny and, with a scared look, he clambers onto the roof of the van. 

         He pauses … 

         … and he looks with anxiety at the stepladder … 

         … just as Bopper, who is now on all fours (ah, lads), crawls out of the cave for a look-see.22

         Archie glances nervously across at Bopper. He nods towards the stepladder – should he risk it?

         
            Bopper Arra go on to fuck, Archie, would ya?

            Archie But should we not forget about the whole thing, Bopper? I mean … We could always just let the girl live her life?

            Bopper I said go on to fuck!

            Archie But we’ve got other situations to deal with, Bop! That guard’ll be up to us now again and we’ve to get the van on the road and the carb is due from …

            Bopper Just fucken do it, would ya!?

            Archie nods, takes a deep breath, and begins to mount the stepladder. It’s a very shaky enterprise. 

            Bopper watches as Archie, at length, gets to the top step and tries to hold the ladder steady – it rattles and shakes – and he raises one arm to extend the iPhone high into the air and he squints up at it. 

            Beat.

            Archie Coverage!

            Bopper Mother o’ fuck!

            Bopper springs up off his fours like a young buck and pelts over to the van as Archie nervously scrolls.

            Anything on her Instagram?

            Archie fiddles with the phone. Beat.

            Archie Nothin’ new on the Official account …

            Disappointment falls heavily on the pair of them.

            Bopper That means there’s been nothin’ new on Elvira-Martinez-Official since … Tuesday night? Of last week?

            Archie Monday.

            Bopper Anything new on the show’s account? 23

            Archie Streets …

            Bopper (rapidly) Instagram dot com forward slash streets-of-tomorrow-official all one word.

            Archie taps at the keys. Beat.

            Archie Nothin’ new on Elvira anyhow. Divil the word.

            Bopper turns and stalks back to the maw of the cave and just stares into it, depressed as a motherfucker.

            Bopper You’d nearly bury yourself alive in a desolate wood.

            Archie Ah, you would do.

            Bopper turns again and stands by the fire barrel and looks towards Archie.

            Bopper Buried to the neck in the Union Wood … Claw the dirt in after yerself … Wait it the fuck out … Maybe a few childer lookin’ for blackberries might come across ya … And of course, they won’t be right after it, the poor childer …

            Archie up on the stepladder continues to fiddle with the iPhone.

            Archie Sweet feck-all on Google news alerts for Elvira either … Blackberries?

            Bopper enters the cave and as quickly he re-emerges with a bale of briquettes and a can of diesel.

            Bopper Maybe we need to forget her, Archie?

            Archie Maybe so … Get on with our own lives … We’re young bucks yet, plenty to live for …

            Bopper Plenty!

            But they don’t look convinced. Bopper throws the briquettes into the barrel. He pours diesel on top of them. He lights a match and throws it in and a glow fills the barrel. 24

            Bopper puts his hands to the glow, plaintively. There’s an air of hard disappointment about both men. Archie is still on the van, scrolling. Slow beat of silence.

            You know what I have, I’d say?

            Archie Shingles?

            Bopper I’d say I’ve about thirty good drunks left in me.

            Archie You’re overdrawn on that account sure enough.

            Bopper And there’ll be no more in the line of love, I’d say?

            Archie You’d have to imagine not, Bop. At this stage.

            Bopper I might be as well off out of it?

            Archie Nothin’ surer.

            Archie is still on the ladder reading the phone. Bopper looks up at him.

            Bopper Any sign o’ the Con Costello bastard? Is he still hangin’ off poor Elvira?

            Archie No sign of Fuckface … Which is somethin’.

            Bopper crosses to the van, opens the driver’s door. Archie is still on the van’s roof, scrolling.

            I’ll check out Con-Costello-Official … See what he’s at … See where he is … The aul …

            Bopper sits into the van and grips the wheel …

            Bopper We could go somewhere they don’t know us, Archie? … Someplace cheap and miserable and fucken desperate altogether … Someplace like … Leitrim?

            Archie Small Leitrim? You’d have to be born to it to love it, I’d say … But you’re right, Bop, we could start again, start over … Set ourselves up …

            Bopper I can see it … totally … 25

            But now Bopper steps from the van and he starts to pace angrily – he just can’t get past the Elvira situation.

            But I mean Con fucken Costello!? Guest-starrin’ with Elvira on Streets of Tomorrow!? And the cunt from the grass o’ two cows outside Durrow in the County Offaly.

            Archie leaves the phone down and climbs down the ladder and sits on the roof of the van and looks out to the evening light. Bopper is still pacing.

            Archie How did it start, Bopper? The Elvira Martinez Situation? Do you remember at all?

            Bopper Was it down in the last flat we had? By the river end of town?

            Archie Think it was … The Wi-Fi was outstandin’ there … We started streamin’ Streets of Tomorrow and somehow or other, Elvira … Well …

            Bopper She caught our eye.

            Archie climbs down from the van and the brothers are both pacing now, in contrary directions, crossing.

            Wasn’t too bad till Costello showed up?

            Archie Season three. He played a detective with a booze habit, a limp and a whole gamut of dark secrets.

            Bopper A fucken gamut! And do we know for certain they’re doing a line with each other?

            Archie They’ve been photographed by TMZ canoodling outside a juice bar on Santa Monica Boulevard … Miss Elvira Martinez of Guadeloupe, Mexixo, originally, and Fuckface Costello out of Durrow, County Offaly, with the big fat arse on him.

            Bopper You’d play handball off the huge aul arse on the big ignorant Offaly bastard! 26

            Archie I’ve a screenshot of the juice bar scene …

            He fiddles with the iPhone and they pause in their pacing as he shows a saved pic to Bopper. They huddle around the phone.

            Bopper It’s not definitely a canoodle … We’ve said this before … I mean, they’re friendly, like … But they could be just … colleagues? … They could be just … sharin’ a green juice class of a thing?

            Archie Aye, Bopper … But would ‘colleagues’ explain the suggestive comments he’s been makin’ on the girl’s Instagram? I mean certain emojis have been sent.

            The men start to pace again.

            Bopper Oh, he’s been layin’ it on heavy, Costello. And the big bastard on the bun-and-milk in school, I’d say. Below in fucken Durrow.

            Archie When did he last post a comment on Instagram dot com forward slash Elvira-Martinez-Official?

            Bopper Wednesday week gone. He sent the girl a unicorn emoji in response to a bikini post …

            Archie And I didn’t sleep for three nights after it.

            Bopper May he die roarin’! What does a unicorn mean?

            Archie Ambiguous, I’d say.

            Bopper Ambiguous? Isn’t the unicorn the fucker with a big horn stickin’ out of its head?

            Archie Of course, there’s the fact she’s thirty-eight years of age, Bopper. She’ll be thinkin’ is it time to put down a root? Time to … start a family, even?

            Bopper Imagine he goes and brings her back to Durrow in the County Offaly and …? 27

            The men stop in their tracks. The idea of Elvira finding happiness with Con Costello down the road is too much to bear.

            I’d not be able to handle it, Archie …

            Archie Oh, I think maybe this is all gettin’ a bit out of hand now … The Elvira Martinez Situation?

            Bopper (roars) I’d rather see her DEAD than married to the fucker!

            Archie Well, I mean if she was in Durrow, County Offaly … we could be there in … an hour and a half?

            Bopper If we went down by Athlone.

            They’re really starting to buy into this idea now.

            Archie And then …

            The brothers look at each other darkly. They approach the barrel and warm their hands off it. The sound of a vehicle rises and now it crawls to a stop. 

            Archie and Bopper look at each other as the sound of bootsteps rises. The Garda appears.

            Sergeant Any progress, lads?

            But Archie is still in his own world and he blurts …

            Archie We think she might be movin’ to County Offaly with Con Costello, guard.

            Sergeant I’m sorry?

            Bopper nudges Archie with an elbow – cop-yerself-on.

            Bopper He means nothin’ by it, guard. He’s just a bit confused, you know?

            The guard considers the men. Her anger from earlier has faded to a weariness now. 28

            She slowly turns on her heel and looks at the van, the cave, the brothers.

            Sergeant Nothin’ happenin’ with the van, I s’pose?

            Bopper What it is, guard? Is I think I’m after a class of a mini stroke this Tuesday week gone.

            Sergeant You’re after …

            Bopper I took a stroke, guard. I mean nothin’ major now. I’ve me wits and movements about me …

            Archie To some extent. He’s rough enough in the mornin’s.

            Sergeant Do you mean that you’ve been …

            Bopper … ah, not in the hospital as such now …

            Sergeant So this diagnosis has just …

            Archie … manifested itself as an utter reality, guard. In his mind’s eye. If you know what I’m sayin’?

            Archie makes a ‘doolally’ gesture, as though to say that Bopper isn’t great in the mental department.

            Sergeant Ah right …

            Archie Of course as well there’s the fact that our poor mother’s not a year in the ground … I mean, in terms of the van … And us lackin’ the will and strength-o’-mind to make a move … You see the grief is still very present in our lives, guard, and … And there is, the, am … I s’pose there is the aul, ah …

            Bopper (warning) Archie?

            Archie There is the aul … Elvira Martinez Situation. As well.

            Sergeant You mean the actress? Off the Netflix?

            Archie nods his head, embarrassed. Bopper is mortified, too.

            Bopper I better keep that fire goin’ … 29

            Bopper ducks into the cave for a few briquettes and as we hear him rustle and fooster in there, Archie steps forward urgently to the sergeant and whispers –

            Archie And we can’t forget the fact that the Bopper has only the one ball left!

            Sergeant (wearily) Oh Jesus, we can’t.

            Bopper emerges with the briquettes, throws them in the barrel. Archie pretends another conversation has been happening …

            Archie Of course, guard, I’m not sayin’ for one minute that our poor mother wasn’t as well off out of it for a finish. I mean, she suffered. As no woman deserves to suffer …

            Bopper And sure you saw yourself what happened below at the funeral?

            Sergeant Okay, lads, listen … I’m not sayin’ ye don’t have a lot going on here … I’m not sayin’ I don’t have sympathy … But I’ve a fucken job to do …

            Archie ’Twas no surprise to you, guard, I’d say? The performance at the funeral? I mean if ever there was a man designed by fate and nature to lob himself in on top of the poor dead little mother’s coffin, you’re looking at him, stood up in front of you, in his size-eight boots … Archie McRae of the County Sligo.
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