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Shibboleth was co-commissioned by the Abbey Theatre and the Goethe-Institut, and first performed during the Dublin Theatre Festival on the Peacock stage at the Abbey Theatre, Dublin, on 7 October 2015. The cast was as follows:
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shib·bo·leth


noun


a custom, principle, or belief distinguishing a particular class or group of people, especially a long-standing one regarded as outmoded or no longer important.


‘When you no longer have an enemy


you find it in the mirror.’


Heiner Müller




Characters


ALAN


COREY


STUARTY


MO


YURI


RUBY


DARREN, ten


AGNIESZKA, seventeen


COUNCILLOR


THE WALL


OBAMA


MA


CHILD


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




Notes


Belfast, Northern Ireland. Present.


A ( / ) denotes interruption.


A ( – ) denotes being cut off.


Non-italicised words in brackets may be an aside, or spoken in a slightly Other dimension.


The collective voice of the brickies is front-footed and jokey.


The pace is fast, energetic, unsentimental.


The brickies as chorus could be any size.


The play has an aural intonation that invites music or underscoring.


It may be that choreography is used.


It may be that the cast is onstage for the duration.


In Scene Seven dispense with dialogue in favour of a closed code of ellipses or fragment where possible. It’s also important that the councillor is of the same world as the brickies, regardless of whether she has since done well for herself. She has good intentions.


The staging of the wall is an invitation. It may be that the wall exerts influence over the world of the play. It may be that the wall is manifested in one being, or in all, or in none; that its growls and voices grow throughout; that it slouches towards Belfast to be born.


We should see the mechanisms of production.




Prelude


Night.


An empty worksite. Foundations for an extension to a wall. We distantly hear the voice of the President of the United States of America.


[Full transcript found at http://iipdigital.usembassy.gov]













	

OBAMA




	

‘We need you to get this right. And what’s more, you set an example for those who seek a peace of their own. Because beyond these shores, right now, in scattered corners of the world, there are people living in the grip of conflict – ethnic conflict, religious conflict, tribal conflicts – and they know something better is out there. And they’re groping to find a way to discover how to move beyond the heavy hand of history, to put aside the violence. They’re studying what you’re doing. And they’re wondering, perhaps if Northern Ireland can achieve peace, we can, too. You’re their blueprint to follow. You’re their proof of what is possible – because hope is contagious. They’re watching to see what you do next.’









	

 




	

OBAMA is interrupted by a noise. The WALL sings.









	

 




	

A deep, timeless hum. A magnificent voice of ages, polyglot, from the cosmos.









	

 




	

(Fading away.) ‘But the fact that so far we’ve only got a gate open and the wall is still up means there’s more work to do.’









	

WALL




	

BUILD ME









	

 




	

BUILD ME









	

 




	

BUILD ME










One


Early morning. Birds tweet.


The pace is rapid, the chaos that greets any morning in a busy household. Bits of uniform and lunch boxes circulate throughout.


ALAN dressed for the worksite, stands at the bottom of the stairs.













	

ALAN




	

Son.









	

 




	

Darren.









	

 




	

Darren.









	

 




	

DARREN.









	

 




	

DARREN appears at the top of the stairs.









	

DARREN




	

Wha?









	

ALAN




	

Is yer ma not outta the bathroom yet?









	

DARREN




	

What’re ya buildin today Dad?









	

ALAN




	

Buildin a wall.









	

DARREN




	

What kinda wall?









	

ALAN




	

A Peace Wall.









	

DARREN




	

What’s a Peace Wall?









	

ALAN




	

It’s a big twelve-foot-high wall between Themens and Usens, to keep the peace.









	

DARREN




	

Does it?









	

ALAN




	

Keep the peace? I don’t know.









	

DARREN




	

How does it do it?









	

ALAN




	

It’s just a wall son









	

DARREN




	

How do ya build a wall?









	

ALAN




	

With bricks is yer mammy not out yet? Give her a shout there









	

DARREN




	

MAMMY DADDY WANTS THE TOILET.









	

RUBY




	

(Off, indignant.) Darren!









	

DARREN




	

Wha?









	

ALAN




	

Wha?









	

DARREN




	

Dunno. So why do ya have to build a Peace Wall again?









	

ALAN




	

Cos once upon a time there was a war and Themens and Usens couldn’t get on, so they built these walls to keep Usens safe.









	

DARREN




	

Is there still a war?









	

ALAN




	

No son, been peace for twenty-odd years, twice your lifetime.









	

DARREN




	

That’s class.









	

ALAN




	

Give yer ma another shout there I’m bustin









	

DARREN




	

So if there’s no war why’re youse buildin the wall?









	

ALA




	

Give her a shout









	

DARREN




	

What’s a Peace Wall do when there’s no war?









	

ALAN




	

I dunno, suppose people like the idea of them. They paint them up dead nice, with murals about all the peace we’re havin. They bring the tourists in.









	

DARREN




	

How many Peace Walls are there?









	

ALAN




	

Think there’s about eighty maybe









	

DARREN




	

How many is eighty?









	

ALAN




	

Eighty is – ehm – ahm – go you and get on ya.









	

 




	

DARREN scampers off.









	

 




	

Simultaneously, in another household: the following might be performed in Polish with English surtitles. AGNIESZKA may mix English and Polish.









	

 




	

YURI drinks coffee, dressed for the site, doing a crossword. AGNIESZKA breezes in, dressed in a supermarket tabard.









	

YURI




	

‘Derry. A shibboleth. Used to mark one group from another – six across.’









	

AGNIESZKA




	

I have to go.









	

YURI




	

Ends in ‘N’.









	

 




	

AGNIESZKA faffs about, grabbing things for lunch.









	

 




	

Maybe it’s not an ‘N’. Maybe it’s a ‘U’. I use pencil.









	

 




	

‘London!’









	

AGNIESZKA




	

What?









	

YURI




	

Derry/Londonderry!









	

AGNIESZKA




	

Right.









	

YURI




	

You’re a ray of sunshine in the morning Agnieszka. Sometimes, when I hear the birds sing, I wake up, I think: I cannot wait to be sitting here radiating joy from our morning chats.









	

AGNIESZKA




	

I have two groups after work Dad, my brain’s exploding.









	

 




	

AGNIESZKA scrutinises a paper.









	

YURI




	

What a misery. Are you hungover?









	

AGNIESZKA




	

Give me your pencil.









	

YURI




	

I love listening to your English.









	

 




	

Your confident grasp of ‘shithead’ and ‘ballroot’.









	

 




	

He passes her his pencil.









	

 




	

I don’t like you teaching these late classes. Walking home. This area. It isn’t…









	

AGNIESZKA




	

Why’re we here then?









	

YURI




	

Cheapest housing.









	

 




	

ALAN lets MO in.









	

ALAN




	

Alright Mo?









	

MO




	

Standin there ma balls pickled off me









	

 




	

Toilet flushes and door opens upstairs. RUBY appears at the top of the stairs holding washing.









	

RUBY




	

Alan I’ll wrap that clothes horse round your skull – gettin him shoutin my business – Hello Mo.









	

MO




	

Alright Ruby?









	

RUBY




	

Wanna KitKat?









	

MO




	

Nah.









	

ALAN




	

One sec here till I do a slash –









	

 




	

ALAN races up past RUBY to use the bathroom.









	

 




	

RUBY descends.









	

RUBY




	

Darren you better be ready for school in five, four, three, two –









	

 




	

DARREN appears at the top of the stairs in a pair of kitten heels.









	

 




	

RUBY hasn’t seen him, still descending the stairs. MO stares at DARREN.









	

MO




	

Ruby…









	

RUBY




	

Wha?









	

 




	

DARREN does a pole-dancer move around the banister.









	

MO




	

He’s – what’s / he…









	

RUBY




	

Playin up is what he’s doin. How’s yer ma?









	

MO




	

Same old, not great. Filled my shoes with last night’s lentil soup. Said they’ll send the spaceship to collect her soon. She wants to name every hair on her head before I get home, so she’ll be busy at least.









	

RUBY




	

That’s nice. Wanna piece-a toast?









	

MO




	

Nah.









	

RUBY




	

Sure ya don’t wanna piece-a toast?









	

MO




	

I’m alright for toast.









	

RUBY




	

Blue Riband?









	

MO




	

Aye.









	

 




	

RUBY passes him the Tupperware and he forages a Blue Riband.









	

 




	

(Shouts.) C’mon Alan, have ya fallen down / in there?









	

RUBY




	

Darren hurry up or Santa won’t come this / year.









	

ALAN




	

I’m / comin!









	

DARREN




	

That doesn’t work / any more!









	

MO




	

Put an inch in / yer step!









	

RUBY




	

Watch / it!









	

MO




	

Aye same old. Not great.









	

 




	

(Shouts.) C’mon Alan, have ya fallen down in there?









	

RUBY




	

(At the same time.) Darren hurry up.









	

ALAN




	

(At the same time.) I’m comin!









	

DARREN




	

(At the same time.) That doesn’t work any more!









	

MO




	

(At the same time.) Put an inch in yer step!









	

 




	

At YURI’s.









	

AGNIESZKA




	

I don’t get sudoku. What is with all those numbers? What’s the point?









	

YURI




	

Today your mother is painting the walls for us. Bright lemon.









	

AGNIESZKA




	

something-something-something-D…









	

YURI




	

She’s waiting for the / right job









	

AGNIESZKA




	

the right job yeah… You behave like the ones who only eat and talk Polish till they leave. I have a life. I have a boyfriend.









	

YURI




	

I think I misheard.









	

AGNIESZKA




	

I have a boyfriend.









	

YURI




	

I think I misheard again.









	

AGNIESZKA




	

Been seeing him for weeks.









	

 




	

God the people here. It’s crap. I hear Themens in the shops, little squawks and clucks. I want to be a graphic designer. I got Photoshop on my laptop. I’m brilliant. I pasted Putin’s head onto a weasel on a skateboard – it was genius. It should be published in a satirical magazine who give me a paid internship that I nail while secretly completing my Booker Prize-nominated first novel on lunch breaks. Izabela Skyped me, she’s in Gdansk and earning as much as she was here. I’m bilingual. I’m bisexual. I’m bifocal. Dad –









	

YURI




	

That was my sudoku.









	

AGNIESZKA




	

I’m going.









	

YURI




	

What about this boy?









	

AGNIESZKA




	

Boyfriend.









	

YURI




	

Who is he?









	

AGNIESZKA




	

A friend who’s a boy. He’s not that great.









	

 




	

AGNIESZKA lifts her coat –









	

 




	

See ya later crocodile.









	

 




	

And breezes out.









	

YURI




	

(To himself.) Alligator.









	

 




	

ALAN zooms out of the bathroom and gives DARREN a ruffle.









	

ALAN




	

(Out of MO’s earshot.) What’re you doin not ready Angelbum, go on.









	

 




	

DARREN whizzes off as ALAN descends the stairs and sees MO watching.









	

YURI




	

Actually.









	

ALAN




	

C’mon then.









	

YURI




	

I think you’ll find.









	

RUBY




	

I’m takin him round there this afternoon, okay









	

ALAN




	

I don’t want a barney now Ruby









	

RUBY




	

Where’s the harm in havin a jook?









	

ALAN




	

I don’t want him goin there Ruby and that’s an end to it.









	

RUBY




	

What you’d rather him go to the school youse were trailed through?









	

MO




	

Nothin wrong wi it sure look at us.









	

 




	

RUBY skewers them with a Look.









	

RUBY




	

Right. We’ll see.









	

ALAN




	

That’s code for ‘I don’t give two left toots what you think Alan.’









	

RUBY




	

He’s his heart set on it









	

MO




	

Wouldn’t send no son of mine in there.









	

RUBY




	

Lucky you don’t have one then.









	

MO




	

Don’t get yer knickers in a twist Rube, all I’m sayin is ya wouldn’t want him to be turnin out, y’know…









	

RUBY




	

(Dangerous.) What?









	

 




	

ALAN senses a bomb.









	

ALAN




	

C’mon Jesus, don’t you get your oar in an all.









	

 




	

ALAN makes for the door, scooping up his hard hat.









	

RUBY




	

Same crowd on this job is it?









	

MO




	

There’s new meat. Don’t know what’s wrong with Big Dicky they had to go and give a Pole the job.









	

ALAN




	

Big Dicky isn’t workin?









	

MO




	

Themens have the jobs on the farms, hospitality, domestic, taxi-in. There should be like, border-control.









	

RUBY




	

O do y’think Mo? Cos that worked out dead good last time.









	

ALAN




	

Look, give over the pair of youse, it’s hardly fucken seven a.m. and youse’ve my head turned, go on.









	

 




	

DARREN appears at the top of the stairs again, dressed for school but still wearing the kitten heels.









	

DARREN




	

Bye Daddy! Bye Mo!









	

ALAN




	

Bye son.









	

RUBY




	

Bye Mo.









	

MO




	

Cheerioooo.









	

 




	

ALAN kisses RUBY and chivvies MO out, still mesmerised by DARREN’s footwear.









	

ALAN




	

(To RUBY.) Already miss the warmth of your hand perched on my sleepin jewels
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