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             Premiere Production

         

         Donegal  was first performed at the Abbey Theatre, Dublin, on 6 October 2016. The cast, in alphabetical order, was as follows:

         Magdalene Carolan  Deirdre Donnelly

         Jackie Day  Killian Donnelly

         Hugo Day  John Kavanagh

         Conor Day  Frank Laverty

         Irene Day  Siobhan McCarthy

         Liam Brogan  Keith McErlean

         Triona Brogan  Ruth McGill

         Joanne Carolan  Eleanor Methven

         Liza Field  Megan Riordan

         Musicians, in alphabetical order

         Paul Brennan  pedal steel/banjo/guitar

         James Delaney  band leader/keyboards/accordion

         Jason Duffy  drums/percussion

         Kenneth Edge  alto saxophone/clarinet

         Jack Maher  bass/guitar

         Conor O’Farrell-Brady  guitar

         Director  Conall Morrison

         Musical Director and Arranger  Conor Linehan

         Set Designer  Liam Doona

         Costume Designer  Joan O’Clery

         Lighting Designer  Ben Ormerod

         Sound Designer  Alexis Nealon

         Audio Visual Designer  Arnim Friess

         Movement Director  Muirne Bloomer

      

   


   
      
         

            Characters

         

         Irene Day 

a singer

         Conor Day 

her husband

         Jackie Day 

her son

         Triona Brogan 

her daughter

         Liam Brogan 

her husband

         Hugo Day 

Conor’s father

         Magdalene Carolan 

Irene’s mother

         Joanne Carolan 

Irene’s sister

         Liza Field 

an American visitor

         
             

         

         Time 

Now

         Place 

Donegal
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            Production Notes

         

         
            Donegal is a play with songs.

            The set should be sufficiently flexible to reflect that crossing of boundaries between speech and music.

            The production can decide where outside and inside meet and divide.

            The landscape and house, its furniture, its contents, even its very construction, are of this county: elemental, volatile, changeable.

            These are a deeply restless people. They rarely sit, and, when confined, even then they are plotting or at war.

            The staging of the songs at the top of and within each scene, and the nature and number of musicians – these are of the production’s choice.

         

         This play script went to press before the end of rehearsals, so will not reflect any late changes to dialogue or music.
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               PROLOGUE

            

         

         Irene sings ‘At My Mother’s Grave’.

         
            Irene

            
               
                  
                     I held my mother’s hands

                     Leaving Donegal.

                     I kissed my mother’s head

                     Leaving Donegal.

                     Those safe hands held me tight

                     Leaving Donegal,

                     As I wandered the earth

                     Leaving Donegal.

                  

                  
                     Today I took my stand

                     At my mother’s grave.

                     Today my eyes turned red

                     At my mother’s grave.

                     I wept the dark night through

                     At my mother’s grave.

                     At my mother’s grave.

                  

                  
                     I hold my mother’s hands

                     No matter where I stand.

                     I kiss my mother’s head

                     And let my eyes turn red.

                     Her fingers hold me tight

                     Through every sleepless night

                     As I wander through the earth

                     Mourning the one who gave me birth.

                  

                  
                     I held my mother’s hand

                     Leaving Donegal.

                     I kissed my mother’s head

                     Leaving Donegal.

                     Those safe hands held me tight

                     Leaving Donegal,

                     As I wandered the earth

                     Leaving Donegal.

                     As I wandered the earth

                     Leaving Donegal.

                  

               

            

         

         

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               SCENE ONE

            

         

         
            Magdalene   We made a terrible mistake. Chronic.

            
               Silence.

            

            Aren’t you going to ask me what it was?

            Hugo   I’m not, no.

            Magdalene   Why so stand-offish?

            Hugo   Give my head peace. You’ll come out with some gibberish I’m tired hearing.

            Magdalene   All I was going to say, if pressed to it, we should never, ever as a species have taken the first steps on to land out of the ocean. We should have stayed as fish.

            Hugo   Why?

            Magdalene   Gills. Nicer looking than lungs. And you couldn’t smoke with them boys. We’d have saved a fortune on cigarettes. The whole human race – all the world over. The Russians, fierce smokers – the Chinese never without a butt behind their ears – Yanks, don’t talk to me. Not one of them would have lit up if we’d stuck to the water. Think of the money wasted. There might never have been wars. That’s as true as I’m sitting here. It’s also why I can’t stomach plaice. It would be like eating my own. And me being afflicted with this connection to fish, is it any wonder my daughter is an old trout? What did your son ever see in her? Maybe it was what he heard. Hasn’t she got a lovely singing voice?

            Hugo   No.

            Magdalene   I beg to differ, and so do many others. Miss Irene Day, Ireland’s queen of country, or easy listening, or crooning – or whatever under Jesus she calls it. I could never stick her, but who am I to argue?

            Hugo   He puts up with her, he does – my son, Conor.

            Magdalene   Why wouldn’t he? Irene’s proved herself to be a prize catch. A fine pair of gills belting out all the crowd’s favourites. I would love to give you a blast of one – something typical she might sing, but I can’t, for I remember not one. All forgettable – instantly forgettable, that’s how I would describe my daughter’s repertoire.

            Hugo   Have you ever had a good word to say about her?

            Magdalene   Now, now, there’s one thing I can blow my own trumpet about – I’ve never let rip to her face, it’s only behind her back I destroy her. Two-faced perhaps, but perfectly capable of playing the kind mother.

            Hugo   It must be an awful struggle.

            Magdalene   Don’t you know it is? Don’t you know it’s why I’ve barely spoken to the bad bitch in years – the effort to either say something nice or say nothing? Isn’t it why she gets into a panic on occasions thinking I’ve lost my powers of speech?

            Hugo   She knows you have your powers of speech – you’re plonked in their house, my son’s and herself’s, guzzling their grub and drinking –

            Magdalene   Like a fish? How could I not be? Weren’t we all, as I said, from the ocean –

            Hugo   So, you’re some class of human halibut? She knows full well you can speak.

            
               Silence. 

            

            That’s not going to work.

            
               Silence.

            

            You need not think clamming up because I challenge you will work.

            
               Silence.

            

            I don’t care how long this silence lasts, you can stew –

            
               He goes to leave.

            

            Magdalene   God forgive you for abandoning me – I’ve had a stroke.

            Hugo   You’ve not had a stroke.

            Magdalene   I may as well have for all the attention I get from them, my own. I may as well be lying under the clay.

            Hugo   When you do, I’ll organise the ceilidh. They’ll be turning up in droves.

            Magdalene   Shut it – she’s coming –

            Hugo   The enemy?

            Magdalene   Now, back me up in all.

            
               Irene enters.

            

            Irene   You two lovebirds in cahoots as always? Great to be courting morning, noon and night. Can’t wait till you name the big day and you finally get hitched. Can you give us a clue how soon so I can save for a hat?

            Magdalene   The hospital.

            Irene   What about a hospital?

            Magdalene   An ambulance.

            Irene   Do you follow her?

            Magdalene   Doctors and nurses.

            Irene   Where is she at?

            Magdalene   Typhoid – diphtheria – angina – diabetes.

            Hugo   I’m teaching her to keep track of the names of diseases.

            Irene   She doesn’t suffer from any.

            Hugo   Not to the best of our knowledge, but it’s always good to be prepared. And isn’t it great she has such a grip on her vocabulary?

            Irene   She’s in no danger of losing it, is she? Why do people fall for the shenanigans of this wicked woman? Don’t tell me you believe them – I know you don’t. Siding with her just delays the day when chickens come home to roost and one of you is stricken with a serious illness –

            Magdalene   Sing a wee song about it – make us all cry.

            Irene   You heard that – you heard her. She’s compos mentis enough to mock me. You’re my witness, Hugo, to her badness. Mock on, Mother – mock with the rest of them my wee songs. Just let me inform you the same songs have for many years paid to keep you at ease, clean and comfortable, waited on hand and foot by us and all I employ –

            Hugo   You employ one skitteny housekeeper – your sister.

            Irene   It’s more than most people can. And it’s her who sends me out here on this mission to inquire what you and my thundering bitch of a mother will deign to eat for your dinner.

            Hugo   Should I ask her? I’m not sure she’ll follow me. She has moments of great confusion.

            Irene   My fist might rid her confusion –

            
               Magdalene whines, frightened.

            

            Hugo   Talk like that scares her.

            Irene   I’m so sorry – I meant to give her a choice. Would she prefer my boot?

            Hugo   Enough of your old buck, my lady. Your poor mother –

            
               He takes Magdalene’s hand as she whimpers.

            

            There, there, Magdalene. Irene doesn’t mean anything. She’s only joking. She likes making fun, as she calls it, or as others call it, taking a hand at the old and sick. She wants to know about your dinner – what would you like to eat?

            Magdalene   A big pair of men’s drawers. Clean.

            Hugo   Bacon and cabbage. That means she’d love a mouthful of bacon and cabbage if it’s going.

            Irene   A pair of drawers she’s asked for – a pair of drawers she’ll get. Don’t say I don’t spoil her.

            
               She exits.

            

            Hugo   God help us all, but do you know what I’m going to tell you?

            Magdalene   She spoils me?

            Hugo   She does, you know.

            Magdalene   Indeed. I wish I didn’t hate her.

            Hugo   How long have you hated her?

            Magdalene   Too long to remember it starting. Since I was in my fifties? No – maybe it was my forties. A long, long time, but to our credit it’s lasted fresh as a daisy all these years. We’re loyal in our loathing if nothing else.

            Hugo   Why do you loathe her?

            Magdalene   She annoys me profoundly. They all do. Jesus, I look at them and ask, did this shower in some way or form all spring unaided out of my unfortunate loins? If they did, those same loins have plenty to answer for. Why are they all sniffing around this house anyway? Is it Christmas or some other godforsaken gathering?

            Hugo   You know rightly it’s not Christmas.

            Magdalene   Ding-dong merrily in hell. Don’t say it’s Easter – eggs turn my stomach. Even chocolate ones.

            Hugo   It’s not Easter. Guess –

            Magdalene   I stopped guessing when Donegal won the All-Ireland Football Final. It was the end of chance – or maybe the end of luck, who could say.

            Hugo   Guess –

            Magdalene   I’m not guessing –

            Hugo   It’s your birthday.

            
               Silence.

            

            Magdalene   Why are they allowed do this to me? What age am I?

            Hugo   Nobody’s allowed to say.

            Magdalene   No, they’re not – and don’t you let them forget it. Wait a minute – I was born the beginning of October – the year’s nowhere near that. It’s not my birthday.

            Hugo   Just testing.

            
               They both burst out laughing.

            

            Magdalene   Do you think I riled Irene, do you?

            Hugo   I’d say we did.

            Magdalene   She knows that I know she knows?

            Hugo   I’d say she does, but I don’t know what you know she –

            Magdalene   She’s a right little show-off, isn’t she? Warbling for Ireland.

            
               To Hugo’s merriment, Magdalene mimics Irene’s ‘At My Mother’s Grave’: ‘At my mother’s grave / Grieving for Donegal / Lough Swilly and Lough Foyle’.

            

            
               Fade.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               SCENE TWO

            

         

         Jackie and the company sing ‘Feasting on Herring’.

         
            Jackie

            
               
                  
                     Feasting on freshest, feasting on herring

                     I wandered the streets of old Amsterdam

                     I felt northern seas in my two palms.

                     What did that city of diamonds bring

                     To my eyes and ears but a shine of herring?

                  

                  
                     My Amsterdam lover gazed in my eyes

                     Whispered, sweet darling, tell me no lies

                     Have you walked the streets of my city before,

                     City of diamonds and delicate whores,

                     Feasting on freshness, feasting on herring. (Three times.)

                  

                  
                     Dance with me, on the banks of canals,

                     Dance with your lover, let cities fall,

                     Swim with me in teeming shoals,

                     Where sagas are told, where sagas are told.

                  

                  
                     I woke with a start in my lover’s bed,

                     My pockets were empty, my heart turned to lead,

                     While shepherds are shearing, their flocks standing shorn,

                     Where is my lover this fair morn?

                     Feasting on freshness, feasting on herring, (Three times.)

                  

                  
                     Dance with me, on the banks of canals,

                     Dance with your lover, let cities fall,

                     Swim with me in teeming shoals,

                     Where sagas are told, where sagas are told,

                     Feasting on freshness, feasting on herring. (Five times.)
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