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Ballyturk was first performed at the Black Box Theatre on 14 July 2014 as part of the 2014 Galway International Arts Festival, produced by Landmark Productions and Galway International Arts Festival. It was subsequently seen at the Olympia Theatre in Dublin and at the Cork Opera House, before opening at the National Theatre, London. The cast was as follows:
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To Eamonn – the most fantastic Mr Fox
Thank you for all those worlds




Characters
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A seven-year-old GIRL


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.




A very large room – too large.


Essentially it appears to be a one-roomed dwelling. There’s a sleeping area, a toilet and shower area, there are old wardrobes, battered wall units and what looks like a single pull-down bed. The oddest thing is that all this furniture has been pushed against the two side walls making a large area in the middle where there is nothing but a tiny camping table (with a tablecloth) and two kitchen chairs (cushioned).


The back wall looks vast – its painted surface white and powdery to the touch. On this wall a large mustard curtain is drawn – where possibly a window is.


The two side walls are of similar colour and texture but these walls are covered with stacked furniture and drawings. From where we sit it looks like a child’s drawings of people’s faces and animals and buildings and maps and countryside…


There is something unquestionably rural about this dwelling. It is both comfortable and austere – clean and shambolic. Though it isn’t pushed on first viewing – tonally everything is dark and pale.


But firstly – we’re in darkness.


Music plays for some moments.


A light very slowly fades up on the face of a man in his mid-thirties wearing a 1970s red hurling helmet.


We’ll call him 1.


Out of breath, aglow in sweat and 1 is desperately finishing something epic –


1.…and dawn shining now. (Slight pause.) It warms the air around him and pushes back all that was yesterday. (Pause.) And in his mouth he tastes the drink from last night, beneath his nails the dirt from Marnie’s garden, in his jacket the smells of her new perfume, the dust of glass from her window. His eyes close and the noises he carries are churned into one another and pounding out now into the dawn. They crash over their hills and through the woods and down into the stream that runs through Ballyturk.


A breath in the darkness – 1 barely flinches.


Marnie Reynolds would be waking up to her burnt kitchen – she’d smell the smoke from beneath her new perfume and hear the embers and she’d know that it was him. In the dawn he is barely the man he was yesterday. Poisonous his envy. Inescapable his crime. And the air is whispering still – (Slight pause.) ‘Larry Aspen has a knife. He will never see the full morning.’


A pause and silence now.


It’s over.


1 looks upwards.


Nothing.


The sound of crisps being eaten. He then turns to his left –


– the lights go up on the whole space.


Standing very close to 1 is a man in his mid-forties dressed only in his underpants and socks – covered head to toe in talcum powder. He is sporting a fantastic ginger mullet – the talcum powder accentuating its redness.


This is 2.


He stops eating his crisps, saves a few and carefully folds them up into a tiny square. He unzips a small pocket in the inside of his underpants and places the crisps inside.


He looks back up at 1.










	2.


	I probably should have dressed.







	1


	(cold). I don’t think that would have helped.







	2.


	It caught me off-guard.







	1.


	It happens sometimes.







	


	1 looks down at the knife he’s holding.







	


	With a Dustbuster, 2 sucks up the embers around 1’s feet. When he’s finished, he stands up.







	2.


	Have we eaten properly?







	1.


	We should.







	


	1 turns away and walks over to the stage-right wall with the knife. He stands by a chest of drawers. Inexplicably he hops twice like a bunny rabbit and mimes stabbing someone. Frightening himself, he quickly opens up the top drawer and throws the knife inside.







	


	He takes the hurling helmet off – gives it a withering look – and places it on the chest of drawers.







	


	2 sees this.







	


	From a shelf, 1 takes down a clock. He begins to wind it slowly and the action of this visibly calms him.







	


	2 meanwhile has picked up a red balloon (there are three other red balloons in the space). Over on stage left he’s slowly flicking through a box of records (45s) in their white sleeves but without their covers. He does this with great concentration.







	


	1’s meditative clock-winding has been interrupted as suddenly he’s seen something.







	


	It is something invisible to us – something hovering in the air in front of him.







	


	He holds his breath so as not to scare it. Without looking at the shelf – he slowly places back the clock.







	


	BANG!







	


	2 has burst the balloon he was holding. He continues to flick through the records.







	


	His breath still held and 1 really needs to breathe now – his body’s contracting a little – his face is straining. There’s nothing for it – he takes a sharp intake of breath a little too loud.







	


	2’s found the record he’s been looking for.







	


	1 concentrates on that something in front of him. His hand is primed, he widens his eyes – and reaches out in a flash and grabs a fly.







	


	2 carefully checks the record for scratches.







	


	1, keeping the fly secret from 2, feels the sensation of the fly in his hand. It is a huge momentous find – his brain and heart may explode. Slowly he raises his hand to his ear.







	


	2 does not hear – but we hear what 1 hears – the buzzing of the fly – extremely loud.







	


	1 lowers his hand quickly and the sound cuts.







	


	2 ceremoniously places the single on the record player.







	


	1 is unsure of what to do with the fly – he’s excited/panicked. He goes to show it to 2 but instinctively decides against it. Maybe he should hold it in his mouth or his pocket – suddenly he has a better idea.







	


	He walks quickly to a small cuckoo clock on the stage-right wall – opens it – and places the fly inside and shuts the little door.







	


	The record blasts out ABC’s ‘The Look Of Love’.







	


	1 stares at the cuckoo clock and backs away from it.







	


	2 opens a wardrobe door.







	


	Fourteen seconds into the song and suddenly 1 turns and rushes over and takes out a pair of trousers from that wardrobe – 2 steps into the trousers while taking a shirt out of the wardrobe. In one movement 2 is in the shirt – both of them buttoning the shirt’s buttons.







	


	1 races across the space as 2 opens a drawer in a chest of drawers.







	


	1 flings open another wardrobe and dozens of shoes topple out. He drops to his knees and tries to find a matching pair.







	


	2 is trying on a succession of jumpers and cardigans very fast. 1 returns with a pair of runners. 2 steps into them and opts for a bright-yellow golfing jumper. Brand new he removes it from its cellophane wrapper and flings it over his shoulders.







	


	At 1:04 in the song, he’s dressed. Good.







	


	1 races to the fridge as 2 races to a cabinet in the kitchen area. 1 returns with milk and two bowls – while 2 returns with two boxes from the Kellogg’s Variety Pack and two spoons.







	


	They sit – open their cereals – pour the milk and eat – sharing each other’s cereal every other mouthful.







	


	They finish and tidy away the breakfast things back in the kitchen.







	


	As they do this – 2 is undressing 1. When he is down to his underpants he is ready to step into the shower – which he does. There’s a half-door where he drapes his underpants over.







	


	1 showers in a woefully weak shower.







	


	2 does some stretches and golf swings (from somewhere he’s picked up a golf club – a titanium-made 3 wood).







	


	At 2:40 in the song – the shower is over and 1 steps out of the shower in an elasticated Star Wars beach towel that hangs over his shoulders. He dries himself, puts on his underpants and drops the towel.







	


	2 covers him in talcum powder – firing it at him from washing-up bottles.







	


	They both run over to the dressing area. 2 flings open the wardrobe and puts trousers on 1 as 1 opens the chest of drawers and takes out a red T-shirt.







	


	2 has put socks on 1 somehow and now runs over to the shoe wardrobe.







	


	He throws open the door and tons of yellow ladies’ shoes topple out. He tries to find a matching pair.







	


	1 has a little rest.







	


	2 runs back with a pair of ladies’ shoes. 1 steps into them, walks around, hates them and kicks them off.







	


	He goes to the freezer and takes out a pair of runners and places them on. Perfect.







	


	The song ends as the alarm clock goes off.







	


	2 saunters over to the alarm clock like a tiger (it was the one that 1 was winding) and switches it off – winds it for three seconds and puts it back on the shelf – when 1 is upon him fast and a little anxious –







	1.


	So to finish what I started earlier –







	2.


	Right.







	1.


	– there was a terrible – whatyacallit – a terrible?







	2.


	Wind?







	1.


	No a terrible – it’s a feeling – a sensation –







	2.


	A draft?







	1.


	It’s like a draft but more overriding.







	2.


	A breeze?







	1.


	Less of a breeze and even more invisible.







	2.


	A waft?







	1.


	Tell me something of no importance and the word will come to me guaranteed.







	2.


	Francie Lyon’s head was twenty inches wider than his neck – from a distance he looked like a wandering yield sign.







	1.


	Forebodance!







	2.


	Foreboding.







	1.


	Foreboding?







	2.


	Foreboding.







	1.


	A terrible foreboding!







	2.


	Right.







	


	2 picks up another balloon.







	1.


	And it was everywhere this feeling – not unlike the wind – but more surreptitious than the wind.







	2.


	Like a draft?







	1.


	It was exactly like a draft! And it came to me as I slept just then.







	2.


	And it affected you?







	1.


	It darkened me, yeah. You see I was having a dream about a small animal – the thing that we call a bunny rabbit.







	2.


	A cuddly one?







	1.


	He was lovely yeah.







	2.


	Was he coloured cream?







	1.


	No he was creamy white actually.







	2.


	Awwwww.







	1.


	So he was out shopping in the shops for groceries –







	2.


	As rabbits do.







	1.


	– and he had just taken a shopping bag out of his car when he heard a voice from across the street calling him – it was his brother.
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