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Introduction





Who knows what goes on in a writer’s addled head when they sit down to write a play? I certainly don’t. Or if I did, I’ve forgotten. What I remember most about these plays was I was either pregnant, breastfeeding or about to be pregnant again.




 





On Raftery’s Hill was completed as I was expecting my second child. I remember sitting on the floor of a room in Trinity College with four drafts of the play in four unwieldy piles around me and wondering how in the name of God can I put shape on this thing. I had been working on it for a couple of years alongside other plays, but the final version was eluding me. And then gradually it dawned on me that the problem was one of location. If I cut back the three locations of the play to just one, maybe it might work. I did and it did.




 





Ariel was a mountain to climb. It was a fourteen-draft monster. At one point it was over two hundred pages. At another it was down to twenty. It was loosely based on the Oresteia, but I wanted to squash Aeschylus’ three plays into one. The astounding cheek of me, which was of course pointed out. The writing of Ariel went to the wire, the rehearsal process was fraught, the director and I could not agree, the set designer went AWOL, the actors could not be heard. Nevertheless I learnt a lot and nevertheless would probably do the same again.




 





The Cordelia Dream was written in five days in a cottage in Connemara. Yes, of course I was pregnant. I lit a fire, turned on Lyric FM, locked the doors and wrote into the night. I had five days before my husband arrived with our sons, five days with no one screaming for marshmallows. I had to have something to show for it. It came quickly and for better or worse I have not tampered with it since. Its form is taken from Act Three of Lear, one of the greatest acts ever written.




 





The first draft of Woman and Scarecrow was written in Paris, at the old Irish College, now the Centre Culturel Irlandais. I had escaped my children again, this time for two weeks. One night in the courtyard, as I wrote, an owl watched me from under a tree. She was so curious as to what I was doing. Eventually I told her ‘I’m writing a play.’ Then I smiled at her. I may be assuming too much but I think she was happy for me. She was great company anyway.




 





Marble was a pure gift. I got the story from Fiona Shaw one hot summer’s night in London over a mackerel dinner. Fiona Shaw got the story from Ted Hughes, who got it from an Icelandic poet, who probably got it from an Eskimo, who got it from a seal, who got it from a wandering meteorite …




 





My fourth child had come safely into the world. I was hungry to get back to work and this gift of a play comes from nowhere, everywhere. Sometimes it is a great privilege to write.




 





Marina Carr


June 2009
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First Performance





On Raftery’s Hill   was first performed as a Druid Theatre Company/Royal Court Theatre co-production at the Town Hall Theatre, Galway on 9 May 2000, and subsequently at the Royal Court Jerwood Theatre Downstairs, London, on 29 June 2000. The cast was as follows:




 





Sorrel Raftery   Mary Murray


Ded Raftery   Michael Tierney


Dinah Raftery   Cara Kelly


Shalome Raftery   Valerie Lilley


Red Raftery   Tom Hickey


Isaac Dunn   Kieran Ahern


Dara Mood   Keith McErlean




 





Director   Garry Hynes


Designer   Tony Walton


Lighting Designer   Richard Pilbrow


Sound Designer   Rich Walsh


Composer   Paddy Cuneen






















Characters







Red Raftery


Dinah Raftery


Sorrel Raftery


Ded Raftery


Shalome Raftery


Dara Mood


Isaac Dunn






















Setting





The kitchen of the Raftery household:


table, chairs, stairs, landing




 





Door stage right leads to the yard




 





Door stage left leads to the pantry
























Act One








Lights up on Sorrel, standing at door to the yard, listening to Ded’s fiddle playing.




Sorrel   That’s beauhiful Ded, ya make thah up yourself?


Ded   (music stops, off) Aye, came to me in the cornfield last nigh.


Sorrel   Dinah wants to know will ya have your dinner in the cowshed or will ya come in?


Ded   Where’s Daddy?


Sorrel   Ya know righ well he’s gone huntin.


Ded   Just checkin he didn’t slide back in like a geenie.


Sorrel   Come on in Ded, c’mon.


Ded   Ya sure there’s ne’er a sign of him?


Sorrel   Tould ya.


Ded   Alrigh I’m comin so.


Sorrel   A’ ya?


Ded   I’m near at the duur.


Sorrel   Would ya come if ya’re comin, swear ya were a debutante in the high season.




Enter Ded, a man in his mid-thirties, big-shouldered, long-haired, bearded, filthy; cowdung all over his clothes.





Ded   Quick give us the dinner and give us a buh (a cigarette). G’wan, give us three.




Sorrel lights one for him. He stands there shaking, smoking nervously, shuffling in his wellingtons. He teeters, he blinks, he starts, a huge man, beaten to the scut.





Sorrel   Dinah bring in hees dinner before he runs off again. There’s all straw in your hair, Ded. (Begins picking it out.)


Ded   (flailing wildly) Would ya lave me head alone. Can’t abide anywan pawin me head.




Enter Dinah, puts the dinner on the table.





Missus, if you think I’m atin me dinner off a the table. (Voice rising in panic.) Supposin he came clackin the yard, I’d choke wud the frigh.


Dinah   Humans ates their dinner off of a table, Ded. Animals ates ud off a the fluur and slapes in sheds. (Handing the dinner to him.) A’ ya an animal a’ ya?


Ded   Thanks.




Shoves the dinner into his mouth, with an eye on the door and an ear cocked like a frightened bird. He manages to smoke at the same time. Dinah watches him.





Dinah   God gimme patience.


Sorrel   Dinah lave him, ya’ll frighten him.


Dinah   And whah abouh him frightenin us? You’re like somewan ouha the Stone Age, Ded.


Ded   Am I?


Dinah   I mane when’s the last time ya looked in a mirror?


Ded   You’re no oil paintin yourself.




A groan from upstairs. Ded jumps, terrified.





What’s thah? Is thah him?


Sorrel   Only Granny moanin in her slape.


Dinah   D’ya want some a’ Daddy’s whiskey? Calm ya down.


Ded   D’yees have any swates? I’ve enough a thah (dinner).




He holds out the plate for one of them to take, edges towards the door.





I’ll have me bag a swates now … when yees have a minuhe.


Sorrel   (gives him sweets and cigarettes) Dara brung ya them yesterday and there’s ten Woodbine and matches.


Ded   But Daddy says no smokin in the shed.


Sorrel   Daddy doesn’t have to know everythin.


Ded   Rules is rules. (Leaves cigarettes.) I’ll go back to the shed now.


Dinah   (coming towards him with a dishcloth) Here, wipe your face and hands.




He does.





(Watching him.) I allas knew wan of us wouldn’t make ud, Ded, allas knew thah. Lots thought ud’d be me. Who’d a’ ever thought ud’d be you, Daddy’s golden biy and Mother’s darlin … what d’ya want for your dinner tomorra?


Ded   Jelly and custard.


Dinah   Christ. (And exit Dinah to the pantry.)


Ded   What’s wrong a’ her apart from everythin?


Sorrel She’s only barkin, don’t mind her.


Ded   Ya want a calf nuh?


Sorrel   Alrigh. (Takes a few.)


Ded   Lovely aren’t they?


Sorrel   When’re ya goin to come back and live in the house?


Ded   When Daddy dies. I behher get back to the cattle.




And exit Ded as Shalome enters across the landing and down the stairs. She wears a nightdress, a straw hat and struggles with a suitcase and an armful of flowers. She is well spoken and a bit gone in her mind but with flashes of accidental lucidity.





Shalome   Goodbye Raftery’s Hill. I shall not miss you. (Strews flowers grandly over landing, stairs, kitchen below.) Goodbye disgusting old kitchen and filthy old stairs. I shall never climb you again. Never. Goodbye Slieve Blooms, goodbye Mohia Lane, Black Lion, Ruedeskank, Croggan, Mucklagh. How could anyone be happy in a place called Mucklagh? Sorrel my darling, goodbye.


Sorrel   On your travels, Granny?


Shalome   I’m going back to Kinnegar and to Daddy. Goodbye.


Sorrel   Bye, Granny, safe journey.


Shalome   (struggles with suitcase) Sorrel, could you help me please?


Sorrel   I’ll walk ya to the end a’ the lane and then I’m bringin ya back to bed alrigh?


Shalome   Wasn’t it an awful pity your mother had to die?


Sorrel   Never knew her granny and so never missed her.


Shalome   She was a lady. When she first came to the Hill we had musical evenings, card parties, dancing, always dancing, sandwiches and port wine and fruitcake all laid out in the parlour. But your father put a stop to all of that. I don’t know why it is, Sorrel, but he never liked to see people enjoy themselves, a big smuth on him when everyone else was happy. Daddy was the same. (Going out the door.) I’ll be away now. Wish me luck.


Dinah   (entering) Get back up them stairs, you.


Shalome   I’m never sleeping in this house again.


Dinah   That’s three times I’m after puttin ya down tonigh.


Shalome   And I want you all to know I never loved Old Raftery. It was all just one terrible mistake.


Dinah   A’ ya hungry, Granny? Ya allas go wanderin when you’re hungry.


Shalome   And do you know what Daddy said when he heard I’d married Brian Raftery?


Dinah   ‘I’d liefer see your white body floatin down the Shannon than for you to marry Brian Raftery.’


Shalome   Oh he was master of the vicious barb, Daddy. Even his compliments had a sting. And he never came to see me after, or spoke to me, returned all my letters, don’t you think that was a little? … a little?


Sorrel   I do, Granny, I do.


Shalome   No matter, I’ll seek him out tonight in Kinnegar and make him account for his actions. Goodbye all. (Strews the last of the flowers grandly. Nearly out the door.) I shall send you a postcard from Kinnegar and a long letter full of news and a bar of soap for Ded so one of these days he can wash himself.


Dinah   (bars her way) Bed! Where’s the time for me, hah?


Shalome   You manage time a plenty for your sly pursuits. Now, young lady, out of my way before I give you an ass’s bite. I’m going home to Kinnegar, Lord shall I ever get there?


Dinah   Kinnegar, Kinnegar. Thah thick fah kip of a town. Even the dogs apologise for comin from there. Come on, Granny, till I warm the blue ouh a’ them feeh or I’ll have to take a chainsaw to them. (Puts her sitting, kneads her legs.) Sorrel, geh her a jammy scone. Jam soothers her.




Sorrel does.





Shalome   I was going to Kinnegar, Dinah, and I forgot something.


Dinah   Did ya now, ya daft auld yoke ya.


Shalome   When I lived in India and Mother was still alive …


Dinah   (softly) India, India. Kinnegar, Kinnegar. You’re like an auld record that’s stuck in the groove.


Shalome   Oh but the flowers, the colours and the cool air that came down from the mountain at night. Once a man with a gorilla came to our house and the gorilla licked me all over as if I were its baby and the old man told me about the language of gorillas, how they encompassed the poetry of the sea … I didn’t know what he meant … still don’t. Girls! Sorrel! Dinah! Do you know what he meant?


Dinah   We don’t now, Granny.


Shalome   And Mother came and saw me in the arms of the gorilla and was terrified it would harm me and shouts at the man and the gorilla runs down the verandah with me gripped tightly in its armpit. Next thing myself and the gorilla are looking down at Mother and the old man, we’re up an orange tree. We pick orange blossom, and throw them down on Mother and the old man. Nothing will make us come out of that orange tree … it was a wonderful wonderful time. I couldn’t have been more than three, for Mother died at the end of that summer and we left India and came back to Kinnegar.


Dinah   (to Sorrel) How d’ya think Ded is?


Sorrel   Same as ever.


Dinah   Ah ya blind young wan. He should be puh away. Why should I be the wan has to watch him splinter into a thousand pieces? You’ll go off and marry Dara Mood and I’ll be left wud thah wan racin round like a March hare in her nightdress and Ded atin hees dinner like a dog at the duur and Daddy blusterin and butcherin all the small helpless creatures a the fields. Even work horses nades a day off every wance in a moon.


Shalome   (getting up, fixes her hat, gathers suitcase) I’ll call to see you once I’m settled in Kinnegar.


Dinah   Ah would ya geh up to bed.


Sorrel   Leh her off, she never gets further than the end a the lane.


Dinah   Daddy’ll go mad. Come on you till I settle ya again. You’re tired now, aren’t ya?


Shalome   But I wrote Daddy I’d be arriving this evening.


Dinah   Just lie down for five minutes and then ya can commence your travels.


Shalome   (allowing Dinah to lead her up the stairs) All my life I’ve waited for my life to start, somehow it never has.


Dinah   I know, I know, Granny.


Shalome   Did I ever tell you that once a German officer asked for my hand in marriage? In the Gresham Hotel. I was only fourteen, was in my school uniform.


Dinah   Imagine thah, now hould the banister.


Shalome   I could be in Bavaria right now. I could’ve met Dracula. Instead here I am. This is the thanks I get for being a good girl, these old stairs, this old hill.




And they’re gone by now.


Enter Red Raftery with two shot hares around his neck. Gun. An imposing man in his sixties. He is followed by Isaac Dunn, sly, quirky, also in his sixties, also carrying a gun.





Red   I smell cowdung … Ded was here, wasn’t he?


Isaac   That’s noh a cowdung smell, that’s the stink a’ all a’ them dead sheep and cattle ya just lave maggotin the fields.


Red   He was here wasn’t he now?


Sorrel   Aye, for hees dinner, we had to coax him in.


Red   Knew I was righ. Sih in there Isaac and rest them bones. Sorrel, whiskey. (Flings the hares at her.) And ya may gut them, young wan.


Sorrel   I will noh. No wan ever tell ya ud’s bad luck to shooh a hare, not to mind two?


Red   Auld wives’ tales. Skin them now young wan and gut them. I want hare’s soup for me breakfast.


Isaac   And he went into the lair after them and strangled the leverets. Seven little babbys all huddled in a ball. Ya don’t hunt fair, Red.


Red   They’ve the land ruined.


Isaac   Ud’s not the hares has the land ruined and you wud a stinkin carcass in every field. You’ll turn this beauhiful farm into an abattoir.


Red   (pours two large whiskies, slams one beside Isaac) Would ya drink thah and stop bendin me ear. Dinah? Where’s Dinah?


Sorrel   Settlin Granny.


Red   Serve up the dinner, Sorrel, there’s a girl.




Sorrel goes to the pantry to get the dinner.





Isaac   (after her) Aren’t ya all grown up, Sorrel, and I member I used thrun ya over me back.


Red   None bar Dara Mood may lay a hand on her now.


Sorrel   (coming on with one plate) There’s only wan plahe in the cooker, may divide ud ouh between yees.


Red I tould Dinah Isaac’d be atin here tonigh. (Shouts up.) Dinah!


Dinah   (coming down) Would ya kape ud down, Daddy. I’ve just goh her to slape.


Red   Where’s Isaac’s dinner, you?


Dinah   Ud’s there in front a’ him.


Red   Whah? … Then where’s mine?


Dinah   I fed ud to the pigs. I forgoh Isaac was comin, alrigh, went clane ouh a me mind.


Red   (knocks on her head) What’s in there? Wool? Friggin moths.


Dinah   I forgoh, okay!


Red   What’s wrong a’ yees, women?


Isaac   Lave ud, Red, sure I’m noh even hungry.


Red   You want to disgrace me! Thah’s what you want! Ya want word goin round thah Raftery kapes a sparse house, ya want me to have no company bar you.


Dinah   Ah, would ya shuh up you’re givin me a migraine.


Red   Donten you talk to me like thah, ya lazy rip ya, wud your skinny arms and your lunatic drames a somewan takin ya off a this Hill. I wouldn’t use ya for silage.


Dinah   I’m noh listenin to your pisined pulp. (And exit Dinah up the stairs.)


Red   Come back here, you!


Isaac   Christ almighy can’t ya lave the girl alone?


Red   Girl! She’s nearly forty. (Pushes plate to Isaac.) You ate thah, I’ve no stomach after thah wan. (To Sorrel.) Whah’re you lookin ah, young wan?


Sorrel   Nothin.


Red   Ya want a whiskey?


Sorrel   Alrigh.


Red   Then get yourself a glass and stop gawkin ah me.




Sorrel goes to get a glass, sound of Ded’s fiddle.





Isaac   And there’s Ded on hees fiddle. The lad can play, Red.


Red   (listens a minute) So could hees mother … Me only son Isaac, me only son is a halfwih who lives in a cowshed.


Isaac   Ud’s noh righ spakin abouh your own like thah.


Red   Any other father’d have him in an asylum. Not me though, whah am I to do wud the farm, Isaac? Three hundred acre a the finest land this side a the Shannon and west a the Pale. And me only son and heir can’t tell nigh from day, oak from ash, he’d milk a bull and drink ud in his tay and never know the differ. And I swear I seen him talkin to the corn, kissin ud and carressin ud as if ud were a golden wench swayin in the sun.




A knock on the door.





Come in.




Enter Dara Mood, a young man in his twenties.





Well if ud isn’t the young fancier come to plunder the heart a me daugher.


Dara   Boss. Isaac. Sorrel. (Nods at each of them.) Be a dirty winter for the trees is stripped already and October still in nappies.


Red   (to Sorrel) Geh him a whiskey.


Dara   Ya should clear them fields, boss, the wind takes the stink all over the Valley.


Red   You look after your little farm and I’ll look after mine.


Dara   Ud’s shockin that’s whah ud is. I hear Rosie’s noh well, Isaac.


Isaac   I’ll tell ya now Dara, women is a breeze compared to cats.


Dara   Thah so?


Isaac   I can do nothin righ for Rosie. She’s like a prima donna ouha the operehha, wailin and flailin on the bed. Nothin would do her last nigh only hop me ouh on the fluur and her wud the whole bed to herself. And would thah sahisfy her? Noh a bih of her. There’s me freezin on the fluur so I puh on me cap to trap the bih a hate goin at the top a me head and next thing Rosie’s glarin ah me from under the sheets wud her paw rachin for me cap. So I says, ‘Rosie ya cranky yoke ya, you’re noh getting me cap as well,’ and she goes into a tantrum, tears rollin off a her whiskers and poundin the pilla. In the end I found an auld scarf used belong to the missus and tied ud round her head and thah contented her for she went off to slape after a while.


Sorrel   Whah age is Rosie now?


Isaac   Sixteen and a half. Her kidneys is gone.


Red   Too auld for a cah. I’ll puh her down if ya want.


Isaac   Ya’ll do no such thing. Me and Rosie is goin to the grave together like the Egyptians, have ud in me will, Philomena knows what to do, wrohe her a lehher wud burial instructions.


Red   Ah would ya shuh up abouh thah stupid auld cah.


Isaac   She’s Padgkins Disase, same as the Elephant Man had, her bones just kapes growin, eventually all her bones’ll be on the outside, kinda like a birdcage.


Red   Any news from the Valley, young Mood?


Dara   Only bad news.


Red   The Brophy young wan?


Dara   Yees heard abouh her trouble?


Red   We heard alrigh.


Dara   And yees heard she had the stillborn son there last wake?


Isaac   The poor misfortunahe girl.


Dara   Well she goes down to Clonloon cemetery last nigh and digs up the child.


Isaac   Ah no. Ah no.


Sorrel   I was in school wud Sarah.


Dara   So the word goes ouh she’s missin. Found be her father in the small hours, sittin on the coffin tryin to fade the child, couldn’t say which a them bluer. Brophy throws hees coah over her and tries to take her home buh she refuses to go wudouh the child. Eventually they geh her into bed wud the corpse a the infant and she goes into some sourt a fih and dies this afternoon.


Isaac   Whoever goh her into difficulty and just left her like thah should be …


Dara   Well, here’s the worst part, Brophy goes round the neighbourhood howlin for a priest. Meself and Gerrity had to hould him down, and he’s whisperin thah ud was all a mistake, thah he only ever went near her the wance, thah he wanted to die as well. He’s beyond in Ballinasloe now in a straihjackeh and they may watch him or he’ll do away wud heeself.


Isaac   You’re noh sayin the child was Brophy’s a’ ya?


Dara   I am and may God forgive him for none in the Valley will.


Red   Don’t belave ud. Don’t believe wan word of ud. Sarah Brophy goh whah was comin to her. Now I’m sorry the child had to die, wouldn’t wish thah on anywan.


Buh blamin Brophy’s all wrong. Ya don’t know whah you’re talkin abouh, young Mood. Ud’s gossips like you destriys a man’s good name and reputation.


Dara   I heard the admission from hees own lips, wouldn’t call thah gossip.


Red   Ud’s only your word again our beliefs, thah righ, Sorrel?


Isaac   Find ud hard to believe Dara and thah’s noh callin ya a liar, sure Brophy has allas been the kindest a men.


Dara   Ud all adds up in my mind anyway.


Sorrel   Allas thought the child was Gerrity’s.


Dara   So did lots and called him a spineless weasel for lavin Sarah the way she was. But Gerrity tould me early on thah Sarah broke ud off wud him up on a year ago.


Red   Trouble in the Valley anyway. There was allas skullduggery in the Valley. Yees should take a draught a the air up here on the Hill.


Dara   Aye and keel over wud the stink a rotten sheep and cows.


Red   Ah g’wan cuurtin would yees, can’t kape yeer eyes off a wan another. Jay, Isaac, if eyes was hands the pair a’ them be stripped and pantin on the table.


Sorrel   Would ya give over, Daddy.


Red   Sorrel’s getting embarrassed now. G’wan will yees or are ya a man ah all? Is he, Isaac?


Isaac   Lave the chap alone.


Red   Well, what’s kapin him then?


Dara   I take exception to other men’s talk and presumptions on a subject is none a their concern.


Isaac   There’s your answer, Red, was never a Mood as couldn’t express heeself.


Red   Sorrel is my daugher first and everythin concernin her, concerns me, includin marriage proposals. Thah said I was only jossin ya. You’re too quick to hotten, and if I do laugh ah the fumblins a young lovers ud’s only because I member me own. D’ya know whah ud manes to be young, Dara Mood? Do ya? Manes your slate is clane, manes the muck on your boots stays on your boots and don’t sape up to your unploughed soul. Manes ya know fuck all abouh the dirty world, how and why men and women fall. G’wan, young Mood, and enjiy yourself while your guardian angel’s still around, for wan a these mornins ya’ll wake and she’ll be gone.




And exit Dara and Sorrel.





Isaac   (getting up) I’ll be away too.


Red   Ya’ll stay. Thah’s whah Dinah’d like, to banish everywan and have us all gloatin round her.


Isaac   You’re too rough on her, way too rough altogether.


Red   I have to be, otherwise she’d puh an apron on me. I’m tellin ya, Isaac, give em an inch next thing you’re wearin a bra.


Isaac   There’s worse things than wearin bras. (Finishes drink.) Nigh.


Red   Have wan for the road?


Isaac   Have to geh back to Rosie.


Red   Ya prefer animals to humans.


Isaac   Whah’s wrong a’ ya? Donten ya like your own company?


Red   G’wan home to your cah, call up for ya tomorra.


Isaac   Why? Ya don’t even like me.


Red   Whah’s like got to do wud anythin?


Isaac   Nigh.




And exit Isaac. Red sits there a minute, drinks, goes to stairs, calls up.





Red   Dinah.




Silence.





Dinah.


Dinah   Shuh up will ya, ya’ll wake herself.


Red   (sings up to her)




Come down the mountain Kahie Daly,


Come down the mountain Kahie do,


Oh can’t ya hare me callin Kahie Daly,


I want to drink your Irish mountain deweeweew.





Dinah   I’m radin.


Red   I’m thinkin a signin the farm over to ya.


Dinah   I’ll geh ud in the end anyway.


Red   Will I bring ya up a whiskey?


Dinah   No.


Red   (mutters to himself) Cranky cunt.




Ded’s fiddle starts up, Red listens a minute, goes to the door.





Ded.




Fiddle stops.





Geh in here, you.


Ded   I’m aslape.


Red   Then slapewalk yourself in here or do I have to go ouh and drag ya in?




Ded appears at the door with a blanket around him, blinking, shaking, looking down.





Hould up your head, you.


Ded   (does) Is ud me fiddle playin thah’s anniyin ya? I’ll stop. Here, cuh off me hand.


Red   Whah do I want wud your girly fiddler’s hands. Stop blinkin will ya. You’re noh a hare a’ ya.


Ded   No.


Red   No. You’re mad as Alfie Horgan, thah’s what ya are. And whah happened to him?


Ded   Can I go back to the shed now?


Red   I says whah happened to him?


Ded   To who?


Red   To Alfie Horgan, whah happened to him?


Ded   He choked on hees tongue in the lunatic asylum.


Red   Thah’s righ, he choked on hees tongue from tellin too many lies. Would you like to end up like thah, would ya?


Ded   Dunno.


Red   What ya mane, ya dunno?


Ded   Whah’s the righ answer?


Red   Ya’d drive anywan mad!


Ded   I should be puh away.


Red   Would ya shuh up would ya.




Ded jumps terrified.





And listen here you, I know ya come in the house when I’m noh here.


Ded   I do noh. I do noh.


Red   Don’t lie to me, I smell cowdung everywhere.


Ded   I don’t come in, ud’s the girls makes me ate me dinner in here, otherwise I’d starve.


Red   You come in here in the middle a the nigh and ya drink my whiskey and ya smoke in the cowshed.


Ded   I don’t. I swear I don’t.


Red   Would ya listen would ya, I’m glad ya come in the house even if ud’s only the middle a the nigh, I’m glad ya drink me whiskey, I’m glad ya smoke in the cowshed.


Ded   Then I’m glad too.


Red   Christ, you’re noh listenin! I’m glad! Ya know why I’m glad? Because ud manes you’re noh a total animal yeh.


Ded   (confused, getting very upset) So am I to smoke or noh to smoke? Whah? Am I to come in the house or noh? Whah? Am I to drink your whiskey or noh? Whah’re ya sayin, Daddy? Just lay down the rules, don’t kape changin them. Don’t. I don’t know whah to do to make ya happy. And I want me mother, I miss her fierce so I do. She’d kape ya away from me, she promised me she would. I’d liefer she’d pulled me into Heaven after her. (Begins to wail.)


Red   (through Ded’s wails) Did you take your tablets today? Would ya whist would ya? I says whist! Whist up now, ya big babby ya!




Claps a hand on Ded’s mouth. Ded freezes.





Thah’s behher. Take her handy now. Handy handy. D’ya want a whiskey?


Ded   Can I go back to the shed?


Red   Ya want an auld record player in the shed?


Ded   I just want to go.


Red   Ya want a new fiddle? The farm? Ud’s yours if ya want? Jaysus, whah do ya want!


Ded   Just to go back to the shed.


Red   (hits him a slap on the head) Go then, go to be dammed!




Ded runs out. Red kicks the door shut after him. Enter Shalome across the landing, just out of bed, nightdress, bed socks, cardigan, suitcase, down the stairs and heading for the door.





Off to Kinnegar.


Shalome   (surprise) How did you know?


Red   A wild guess.


Shalome   You were always so clever, Redmond. Always. I wanted you educated, I wanted to send you away to the Jesuits, away from this terrible Hill. But no, Old Raftery wanted you rough and ignorant like himself. (Looks at him.) You haven’t turned out the way I planned, Redmond Raftery. Why you’re older than Daddy.


Red   Shut the duur, Mother, have a drink before your travels.




He closes the door, leads her to table, pours her a drink.





Shalome   You could’ve amounted to something, Redmond, if old Raftery had let me have my way. Please don’t think I’m a snob, I’ve nothing against the people around here, they’re just not our sort, Redmond, never were. Old Raftery with his dirty hurler’s hands and the stink of cowdung off him. Well he never laid a hand on me. Thirty years of marriage and not once did I touch him. How many wives can boast of that? Hah?


Red   I’ll wager thousands.


Shalome   No Redmond, your father, your real father was an English captain.


Red   Ah would ya give over them lies abouh your fancy German officers and English captains!


Shalome   German, English, what does it matter, my dear, as long as it wasn’t old Raftery?


Red   Who was me father? I want to hear ya say ud.


Shalome   Your father, Redmond, was a beautiful-looking man with soft brown eyes and the gentlest of ways.


Red   No, really, who was he?


Shalome   I told you he was an English officer.


Red   He wasn’t.


Shalome   He was! He was! Don’t you dare contradict me, young man! He was from Yorkshire. He was lovely. I would’ve married him except for mean old Daddy.


Red   You’re a lyin witch!


Shalome   Don’t you raise your voice to me! I hate it, young man, I hate it. I hate this world. People are just awful! They’re so ridiculous with their noses and their necks and their hands and their stupid, stupid legs! I mean, what are legs actually for?


Red   G’wan back to bed will ya, ya’ve me scutcheoned wud your lies and tales a’ woe.


Shalome   I’m never sleeping in this house again. I’m going back to Kinnegar and from there I shall return to India.


Red   Then g’wan back to India, ya mad wide heifer ya!


Shalome   You’re not the son I wanted, not by a long shot, and don’t ever presume you are!




And exit Shalome dragging suitcase out the door, as Dinah comes down the stairs in her nightdress.





Dinah   Geh back here, you! I’m noh goin after her again! (Drinks from Red’s glass.) Christ, does anywan slape in this house any more.


Red   (takes his drink back) Get your own glass.


Dinah   You geh ud for me.


Red   Alrigh, only kape your lips off a mine.




Goes to get glass. Dinah looks after him.





Dinah   (half to herself) Skanky auld goat.


Red   Ya talkin to me?


Dinah   Just nohicin how auld ya’ve gotten. Ya’ve a stoop in your shoulders and a hop in your carriage.


Red   You’re no Easter bunny aither.


Dinah   Damn righ I’m noh. No spring for me nor summer aither. I had no summer in me life, Daddy. Just auhum, allas auhum. Christ, I’m goin to die on this Hill.


Red   Have to die somewhere.


Dinah   The philosopher.


Red   Were you drinkin upstairs?


Dinah   No, I was sayin me rosary. A cuurse I was drinkin upstairs, how else could I face the lug a you. Whah were ya torturin Ded abouh?


Red   He starts ballin for your mother.


Dinah   Thah wan.


Red   Ya remember much abouh her, do ya?


Dinah   Mostly silences and headaches. May she roast like a boar on a spih in the courtyards a Hell.


Red   I’ll drink to thah.


Dinah   And people round here still talks like she was an angel. Some angel. To everywan else maybe. Everywan bar me.


Red   And me.


Dinah   Ya know whah we are, Daddy?


Red   Whah?


Dinah   Granny was talkin abouh gorillas earlier. Thah’s whah we are, gorillas in clothes pretendin to be human, goin back to bed. (Gets up.)


Red   Ya want to go into town someday this week?


Dinah   For whah?


Red   I d’n know, buy a dress, get your hair done, whahever ud is yees women likes spendin money on.


Dinah   Whah do I want wud a hair do or a new dress except you to ogle ud off a’ me.


Red   Buuks. Ya like radin. Ya want buuks?


Dinah   Can get them from the mobile library. Nigh.


Red   Stay a while.


Dinah   Look, I’m in no mood for ya tonigh.


Red   G’wan then, ya contrary rip ya.


Dinah   (pauses on the stairs) Don’t touch Sorrel.


Red   I won’t ever … I swear.


Dinah   Nigh so.




Enter Shalome with her suitcase, muck all over her. She sits on her suitcase facing the door. Red watches this a while.





Red   To Kinnegar and back already?


Shalome   (still facing the door, defeated) I’m waiting until it’s light, dear. These Midland nights. You’d see better in the coffin. I fell into the pigsty.


Red   (cleaning her face and hands with a dishcloth) Ya must have the constitution of an ox. Any other auld wan’d be dead be now.


Shalome   Far be it for me to say anything good about Old Raftery, but I will say this much. He kept this farm clean, you could eat your dinner off the yard if you were that way inclined. Now it’s just a river of slurry and rotten animals. The smell from these fields. Poor Old Raftery, I’d watch him from here, scouring the yard and all I could think was how much I hated the shape of his back. I was cruel to him, Red, crueller than necessary to keep him at bay. And the crueller I was, the bigger and sadder his eyes. In the end he just stood in ditches and stared, died that way, standing in a ditch, staring at God knows what.


Red   He was no Padre Pio himself.


Shalome   You married a good woman too, and the way you butchered her.


Red   I married a lunatic wud an antique violin and an eternal case a’ migraine. If Christ heeself slid onto the pilla she’d plead the migraine. (Leading Shalome to the stairs.)


Shalome   No, I can’t go up these stairs.


Red   If you were a cow or a sick dog ud’d be perfectly lagle to put ya ouh a’ your misery, but you’re an auld woman and ya can do nothin to women these days. Now geh up them stairs.


Shalome   Just let me stay down here, I’ll be gone at first light.


Red   Just lie down, Mother, and ya can commence your travels in the mornin.


Shalome   You and I, Red, what we’ve done to this beautiful Hill, it was beautiful and yet we’re entirely blameless. What sort of monsters must we have been in a past life to suffer like this?


Red   We were big loose monsters, Mother, hurlin through the air, wud carnage in our hearts and blood under our nails, and no stupid laws houldin us down or back or in.


Shalome   Speak for yourself.


Red   Exactly whah I’m doin.




And they’re gone. Hold a minute, enter Sorrel and Dara Mood.





Sorrel   He’s gone to bed, come on in.


Dara   Just for wan more hould a you.




Comes in, pulls her to him, kisses her, long and sweet.





In a couple more months ya’ll be all mine, won’t have to be lavin ya to anywan else’s duur, no more jouncin haystacks or milkin parlours or tombstones.




Red has entered on the landing, stands there watching and listening.





Sorrel   I may miss thah.


Dara   I’ll build a haystack in the bedroom for ya, and a milkin parlour. I’ll plant roses on your pilla. I’ll have a cherry blossom lanin over the bed tryin to kiss ya and I’ll ate ya for me breakfast, me dinner and me tay. And sometimes I’ll go away from ya for an hour or two, just to savour ya privahely and let ya echo through the four chambers a me heart. (Sniffs.) God, the smell a these fields.


Sorrel   Hardly nohice ud anymore.


Dara   Your auld fella seems to have lost ud altogether. I don’t know how he gets away wud ud.


Sorrel   He’s pushin on, he’s no interest in the farm any more.


Dara   Such beauhiful land. Why doesn’t he sell ud? I’ve enough saved to buy half ud as ud is and the banks’d give me the rest. Wan day I’ll own all this, Sorrel, you’ll see.


Sorrel   Daddy won’t part wud ud aisy.


Dara   He can’t g’wan like this forever, y’ax me he looks like a man thah’s finished, the way the flesh rides down hees face.


Sorrel   Ya don’t like him, do ya?


Dara   D’ya like him yourself?


Sorrel   He’s me father, isn’t he?


Dara   Buh if he wasn’t?


Sorrel   I never think abouh him, really. D’you like your father?


Dara   My father’s wan sad picnic in the rain. He never speaks to me mother, just kind a grunts and pints and sits in the corner drinkin cans a condensed milk and sighin to heeself. Me mother now is a different kittle a fish.


Sorrel   Men and their auld mammies.


Dara   Aye, I’m me mother’s molly cuddle and glad to be. Only for her I’d be full a stingy silences like my auld fella or perverse rages like yours.


Sorrel   Daddy doesn’t have perverse rages, does he?


Dara   I seen him cut the udders off a cow noh two wakes ago. Down in the River Field. And then he shoh ud, and then he dragged ud to the river wud a rope, a job should take three men to do. And then he pushed ud over the bank into the river. Cows is the most beauhiful creatures, gentle and trustin and curious, and they’ve these greah long eyelashes. This wan walked up to him and starts nuzzlin him and he goes ah her wud a knife.


Sorrel   He did noh!


Dara   I seen him, Sorrel, and all the time he’s cursin and scramin abouh auld Raftery and the Fairyfort, couldn’t make head nor tail of ud.


Sorrel   Whah’re ya tellin me all this for? I don’t want to hear this kind a gore.


Dara   There’s times I fear for ya in this house. I can’t wait to geh ya under me own roof, in wan piece, perfect, the way God made ya. Don’t trust him, Sorrel, and don’t believe him when he gives ouh abouh me, he does, doesn’t he?


Sorrel   Sometimes.


Dara   Look, in a couple a months ya’ll be safe wud me.


Sorrel   I’m safe here, Daddy’s allas been good to me. Ya shouldn’t be sayin things like thah. Ud’s noh righ.


Dara   You’re way too innocent.


Sorrel   Look, I’m just fed up a you and Daddy givin ouh abouh wan another. I’m the wan stuck in the middle tryin to smooth everythin over. Just don’t talk abouh him any more. He’s auld, he’ll be dead soon and you can buy hees farm and we can live and brathe and enjiy ourselves.


Dara   I won’t mention him again. (Kisses her.) I’ll be away, I’ve a mart in the mornin.


Sorrel   See ya tomorra?


Dara   Ya will aye.




Kisses her again and he’s gone. Red comes down the stairs.





Sorrel   Oh Daddy, ya puh the heart crossways in me … Were you listenin to us?


Red   (paring his nails with a pocket knife) A man can stand on hees own stairs, in hees own house, surrounded be hees own fields thah Dara Mood’ll never geh hees scrubber hands on … And I never went after e’er a cow wud e’er a knife.


Sorrel   Well, Dara’s noh a liar.


Red   And I am?


Sorrel   Ud’s so horrible ud has to be true.


Red   Dara Mood has lots a rasons to lie.


Sorrel   I think I’ll g’wan to bed.


He is blocking her on the stairs.


Can I geh by … please?


Red   Please. (Laughs.) Ya’ll stay where ya are, young wan, till I give ya lave to go.


Sorrel   You’re drunk, Daddy.


Red   I’m sober and I’m watchin you and I heard ya wishin me dead.


Sorrel   I did noh.


Red   I heard you and Dara Mood schemin again me, tryin to stale me farm, next thing yees’ll pisin me.


Sorrel   This is crazy talk, Daddy.


Red   Did you gut them hares, did ya?


Sorrel   I don’t know how to gut a hare.


Red   Donten ya? Alrigh, I’ll show ya how to gut a hare.




Grabs her suddenly and holds her in a vice grip. Sorrel struggles pointlessly against the strength of him.





Sorrel   Ow! You’re hurtin me, Daddy.


Red   (cutting the clothes off her with the knife) First ya skin the hare …


Sorrel   Daddy! Stop!


Red   Ya do thah slow and aisy …


Sorrel   Whah’re ya doin! Whah’re ya doin!


Red   (holding her in the vice grip, all the time cutting the clothes off her) Ya do thah slow and aisy so ya don’t nick the flesh …


Sorrel   Would ya stop! Daddy!


Red   I’ve allas been too soft on you and look where ud’s goh me.


Sorrel   (yells) Dinah! Dinah! Come quick! Dinah! Ded! Daddy, stop! Stop will ya! Dinah! Granny!


Red   (still cutting the clothes off her) Dinah won’t come and ya think Ded’s comin? (A mad laugh.) And Granny’s noh comin. And your precious Dara Mood can’t help ya now.




Red continues cutting the clothes off her. Sorrel gesticulates and struggles pathetically. Her voice has betrayed her. We hear the odd animal moan or shriek. Now Red has her down to her slip. He pauses, looks in satisfaction at his work.





And you all the time prancin round like the Virgin Mary. (He pushes her across the table, cuts the straps of her slip.) Now, this is how ya gut a hare. (Stabs knife in table.)




Blackout.



























Act Two








Night. Three weeks later.


Sorrel sits at kitchen table. Ded puts his head around the door.




Ded     Ne’er a sign a Daddy?




Sorrel looks at him, looks away.





Give us a buh, g’wan give us a buh.




Sorrel opens drawer, throws a packet of cigarettes at him.





And a flame?




Sorrel passes him matches. He lights his cigarette, smokes nervously, jauntily, quickly.





Whah’re ya thinkin abouh, Sorrel?


Sorrel     Noh thinkin ah all.


Ded     Y’are so, can hear your brain whisperin.


Sorrel     Can ya?


Ded   Dara Mood comin to see ya tonigh?


Sorrel   Aye.


Ded   He bringin chocolahe for me?


Sorrel   Doesn’t he allas.


Ded   That’s alrigh so.
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