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Characters







Lally


twenty-five


Francis


Lally’s husband, mid-thirties


Ellen


Francis’ mother, sixty


Owen


fifty


Gav


thirties




 





The Town


Bun McTasney


Daly the Male


Digger Barnes


Geri Sue


Fork the Cat


Rahab


Lally’s mother


Priest


Compère




 





The play is set on the border between Northern and Southern Ireland, on the Northern side, round about now






















In memory of my mother


Thelma Spallen




















 




Too much sacrifice can make a stone of the heart.


W. B. Yeats




 





I’ve met the ‘man in the street’. And he’s a cunt.


Sid Vicious




















Note on the Text





A forward slash ( / ) indicates a piece of dialogue being cut off by another.




 





A question without a question mark does not indicate a question but a statement disguised as a question, as in: ‘Aren’t you just great.’ This means ‘I neither care nor want to know that you’re great, nor do I actually think so, in fact I most probably think the opposite.’
















Lally the Scut
























Act One








Lights up. A field; not remotely like a bog. There is a small hole in the ground, about a foot in diameter. Ellen – sixty, caved, eyes like a ‘cat scan’ the rest like a child – is on all fours at the hole, her bum in the air, her head in the hole. There is a rifle at her side. Lally enters. She is mid-twenties and about seven months pregnant; she wears a white stretch mini-dress once glorious, now muddy. She looks exhausted and throws down a shovel. She stands, heaving with effort at one side of the stage, looking out, expecting more than a baby.




Ellen   (after a pause, pulling her head out of the hole) What did I come in here for?


Lally   (ignoring her and looking out) I have to say there’s not much movement. Has everybody upped and died?


Ellen   What do you expect, love? This place is a hole –


Lally   Where the hell are the throngs?


Ellen   – chock full of flatheaded gimps, do nothin’ to help anybody –


Lally   Nobody’s that big a streak of cruel. There must be something wrong.


Ellen   – do nothin’ to help anybody. Help anybody out of … nothin’.


Lally   This is more than strange. God help me.




Pause. Lally looks out.





Ellen   Is there any sign as yet? Or are ye not lookin’ at all?


Lally   Stop that.


Ellen   Stop what? Who are you anyway?


Lally   Pretendin’.


Ellen   Who am I?


Lally   You do not have … (Turns to face her.) You are not dotin’ or demented or even a quarter ways deranged. You are only havin’ people on. So … you can, while you’re with me at least, not exhaust yourself tryin’.




Pause.





Ellen   Is there any sign as yet? Or are ye not lookin’ at all?


Lally   SWEET JESUS AND HIS RUSTY NAILS! YES! I’m lookin’. Never over lookin’, lookin’ on a fuckin’ loop. But what about yourself? Should you not be doin’ something? Is it not your turn? To do, like, something yourself?




Ellen picks up a shovel.





Ellen   (muttering) Well, I’d rather dig my own grave and take a header in –


Lally   God help me stuck up here with a devious …


Ellen   – than listen to any more of the ‘Why me’s?’ outa’ you. (Beat, with mischief.) Whoever the hell you are.




Lally turns as if to go after her. Ellen scarpers round the back of the small workman’s tent. There is the noise of digging. Lally stays looking out for a few seconds. The digging is accompanied by groans of fatigue, very dramatic. Lally rolls her eyes.





Lally   And more to the point, where the hell are you, ye useless hip-the-dip husband? Barnacle ye are! Blight on me!




She has a pair of toy binoculars. She lifts them and tries to look through. They’re rubbish. She gives up and lifts the rifle to her eyes and tries to look out through the sights.





And how the hell does this thing work? All I can see is my own eyeball.




Ellen appears again, holding her back, all fatigued and dramatic.





Ellen   I know a fellah got let off on a charge. He told the police his wife had shot herself in the leg by mistake. Shot herself twice, in the leg, by mistake.


Lally   What, is that it? Did you make a sandcastle round there?


Ellen   No sign? At all? No sign since I saw you last?


Lally   Maybe I should just shoot myself. Twice. In the head. By mistake.


Ellen   What use is it anyway, two women with no strength? Stuck up here and no men to give us a hand.


Lally   Would now be a bad time to remind you that time wise we’re at a bit of a push?


Ellen   Away on you. Sure I might as well use a spoon. There’s a shovel over there. There’s a shovel round the back.


Lally   (pointing to her stomach) Have you eyes in your head?


Ellen   (muttering) Or would I be confusing you if I toul’ you to go and take your pick?




There is a moment which seems no more than a domestic huff. Ellen, quite forcibly, takes the gun from Lally’s hands. She moves to the edge of the stage and takes up Lally’s previous position of lookout. Lally, on her way off to dig, stops at the hole and looks in, taking Ellen’s previous position with her bum in the air.








Lally   Quiet.


Ellen   He’s probably only fakin’ it, doesn’t want to listen to you …


Lally   Too quiet. He’ll want fed. What have we got to eat?


Ellen   We’ve two Cornish pasties, a bag of broken biscuits and a flies’-graveyardy type of a bun. And yesterday’s coconut fingers in a plastic bag someone’s been at.


Lally   Likes them, the fingers. (A flicker of despair; real, cutting through the tone.) Oh this is … this is …


Ellen   Do you know, I stood in the bun shop for a full half-hour before the staff even let on I was there.


Lally   (recovering) Aye well, maybe they knew ye.


Ellen No, this was pure evil. Stood there lookin’ at me like I was a dirty scut.


Lally   Ellen, where’s the food?


Ellen   (ignoring her, not moving, lost in the martyrdom) Bun McTasney the baker man comes out in his stripes and his fat sausage neck. Says he, ‘Make it quick and get out. After what yous done, yous’re not wanted here.’


Lally   After we done what?


Ellen   He was at my wedding. In fact if my memory serves me, it was him who made the cake.




Lally takes a coconut finger out of a plastic bag. She goes to a fishing rod sitting on the ground nearby and quickly places the coconut finger into a basket that’s attached. It’s a plastic, colourful basket. Child friendly.





Lally   A heartless fellah like that needs burnin’ down to the ground. Just give me half a chance.


Ellen   It was a three-tier cake with an edible bride and groom on the top. They gave me a knife to cut it, silver foil on the handle.


Lally   I’d toast his crumpets alright.


Ellen   Knife in my hand, I looked down and seen blood. On the groove between the handle and the rest. You know that bit / the bit.


Lally   (not really listening) Kinda man is he at all?


Ellen   They must have been using it and they hadn’ta wiped it right. Dripped on my dress. And there was a lump. A bit of meat under the foil.


Lally   Should have give you free food.


Ellen   I felt it with the nub of my thumb. A gristly bit of meat hangin’ off. I mind thinkin’ as wedding omens go, that one was particularly impressive.




She turns and looks at Lally, who is about to lower down the basket.





Here, you keep feedin’ him up, we’ll never get the wee fucker out.




Lally snaps, glares at her, gets up and grabs the shovel. She looks like she could do some damage with it.





Who are ye.


Lally   … bane of my … that’s what ye are …




Ellen ignores her and looks out over the horizon again. Lally goes to leave and is stopped with …





Ellen   (something has caught her eye – something in the distance) Did you ever see the like of that!


Lally   What? Is it a chopper, is it that dog? Is it a longlens camera, a photographer? There was a dog. Wandering about; mental-lookin’ thing with an overbite / and all.


Ellen   Away down the bypass. Calm down, nowhere near.


Lally   (frantic, looks towards the hole, real terror) If you see a dog, shoot it. If you see a chopper, shoot it. If you didn’t see a dog what did you see?


Ellen   It’s a magpie in a tree pickin’ the eyes off an oul’ bit of rat.


Lally   A single magpie? In a tree? Is that some kind of an omen?


Ellen   Well I’d have to say, and it’s just my opinion that it’s not lookin’ great for the rat.




Lally glares at her, picks up the shovel and goes to storm/waddle off towards the dig. Ellen looks through the gun with a mischievous grin.





Oh look, Lally, there’s a single magpie. How’s this for ‘sorrow’, eh?




She shoots.





Lally   Are you tryin’ to make him fall? God help me.




Ellen looks at the gun as if it’s just appeared in her hands. Drops it, rapid like. We begin to recognise the sound of a child crying. It is faint but can clearly be heard.





Lally   Hangin’ on by his fingers. Are you not listening to me?


Ellen   Who are ye and what have I done now, has brung on the gnashing o’ teeth?


Lally   (finally losing it) Sweet mercy on his feet! God help me! For all my sins and here I am, stuck on the side of a hill in despair and ruination, waddling in my shift like Fat Frosty the fat fuckin’ snowman with no one for help barring a registered useless husband and … and …


Ellen   I’m here too.


Lally   Oh yes. Stuck on the side of a hill with … my mother-in-law! And here. And here my own flesh and blood, my son, wee tiny thing, innocent, jammed down a hole like a cork in a bottle. And seemingly, no one for miles giving a tinker’s curse on account of wha? Some style of a retribution for oul’ fools whose bad luck is ridiculous? Oh I might be just a bit of a way blighted. It might be that there’s a big fat dirty finger of years of bad luck never over jabbin’ and pokin’ me right in the eye!




The child’s voice cries on. Slightly louder now. Lally runs delicately, if a bit ridiculously, to the hole.





We’re here, love. Your granny Ellen and me are here.


Ellen   And your daddy’s comin’ back soon. Can’t think what’s keepin’ him at all.


Lally   (into the hole, sarcastic) Which should comfort you no end I would think.




Ellen starts suddenly.





Ellen   Someone’s coming. (Shouts out.) Who are ye at all?




Lally picks up the gun and points it out, looking through the sights.





Who is it? Is it them?


Lally   (exasperated) Eyeball!


Ellen   They’ve come up. I think they’ve come up. It’ll all be right now. This is where it starts! Now is when it starts!


Lally   What starts?


Ellen   What starts?


Lally   Shut up!




A man appears. This is Francis, Lally’s husband. He is older than her, about thirty-five. He is slack-jawed and low slung. The air around him is small. There is a palpable feeling of disappointment from Lally and Ellen.





Francis   Wha? What are you lookin’ at me like that for? With the oul’ accusatory face?


Lally   Where’s the rest? Builders and all.


Ellen   The people who’ve come to help us … What, are they parkin’ the car?


Francis   Can you not see I’m in distress? Sure I’m all full of adrenaline and all. Lookit, my hands is shakin’ –


Lally   (looking past him) [Where’s the … ] diggers and digging men and heavy machinery and all …?




Francis takes out a newspaper and hands it to his mother. She opens it. It’s a red-top newspaper with a large picture on the cover of her and Lally giving the fingers/pointing a gun to an aerial photographer. It also carries the headline TOWN PROBES SUSPICIOUS HOLE.





Francis   The sweat’s lashin’ off me like stair rods. I’ve come from the house. There’s a crowd outside our house.


Lally   What are they doin’ down there? It’s up here they should be!


Francis   Bun McTasney the baker man’s taken on the role of orchestrator. Big apron on him, flour comin’ off in puffs. They think we done this for show. Jesus, look, tremors …


Lally   For show?


Ellen   That explains the earlier reluctance to engage in a transaction.




Pause. They both look at her, slightly taken aback by the lack of being an eejit.





Francis   This other fellah pushed forward and asked me why we done this on purpose!


Lally   Who the hell would go around thinkin’ that?


Francis   It was just the one fellah askin’ but the rest of them were all listening. Like he was elected. To go. Forward. They were quiet. Alfred Hitchcock quiet. Creepy. As. Fuck.


Ellen   But they can’t just stay down there. That’s not what’s supposed to happen. That’s not what happened before.


Lally   You didn’t happen to bring a drill?


Francis   They’re not comin’! Not to help anyway!


Ellen   Ah … (Laughs.) They’re all round the corner! About to jump out, do a big boo.




They’re not.





Lally   Sweet Jesus!


Francis   Oh, and there’s a select gang in the pub cookin’ up a mood for drivin’ up and slappin’ heads! The great and the good and the easily led … sayin’ lightning doesn’t strike twice. And Lally, they’ve a point …


Lally   No they don’t. It strikes twice. It’s lightnin’, it strikes where it fuckin’ wants.


Francis   I hid behind a pint hearing slabbers getting thick. Every drink’s like petrol on them righteous flames. Drown themselves into a frenzy … come up here and run tracks through the lot of us.


Lally   You went for a pint?


Francis   The best offer I got? This fellah, this random oul’ fellah says he knows another fellah out by Castleblaney. A fellah, born lackin’ in a set of shoulderblades, has the look of a tapeworm about him …


Lally   (quietly) A pint!


Francis   There’s an act he does in a nightclub; he can put his whole body through a tennis racquet. He can force his way down and grab a houl’ of the child. But I think they’re wrong and possibly not fully engaged with the situation. (Starts to panic a bit.) But a tennis racquet is bigger than a flood well. (Measures the width in the air with his hands.) And then he would get stuck and where’d we be? The two of them stuck down there and him blockin’ off the air with his big dangly, flappy skin with no bones!


Ellen   Well, that’s it. That’s it. That lightnin’ bit has us damned.


Francis   We’ll just have to stay up here, make the best of the situation.


Lally   There must be someone. One single body who’s willin’ to help. Maybe you couldn’t see them through your pint glass.


Francis   (weakly, with a piece of paper in his hand) They gave me that fellah’s number. Maybe he has a smaller sibling.


Lally   Or maybe, God help me, I’ll have to find them myself.


Francis   What? You can’t go down there.


Ellen   You can’t go down there!


Lally   They just need someone to appeal to their better natures. (Snarky.) Maybe I’ll buy them a round.


Ellen   You can’t appeal to nobody. They won’t like you.


Lally   Why not?


Ellen   You’re not very … sympathetic.


Lally   I can be … (sympathetic).




Ellen looks at her as if to say ‘Aye, right?’ There is a beat, then Lally hands her the gun.





Francis   No! You’d be the big trophy. Hang the scut on the wall.


Lally   Why don’t you start diggin’? I’ll take a skirt round; keep a lookout for shoulderless cunts.




Ellen, like clockwork, moves to the edge of the stage and takes up her previous lookout position. She looks very scared.





Francis   You will stay up here; I’m your husband, that’s an order.


Lally   You put your feet up, darling. Have a bit of an oul’ bun.


Francis   I will! I’ll stay up here, because I’m not as stupid as I look!


Lally   I won’t be put off my stride by Bun McTasney and his neck.




She goes to leave. Francis is in a huff.





Ellen   Where’s Frosty goin’?


Lally   (turning back to them, uncertain) This girl’s not afraid of no oul’ bits of rats.




She leaves.





Transition. Lights up stage left. A woman of about forty appears. This is Rahab. Her face is shiny and cold like an altar rail. She kneels in prayer. She looks up to the heavens. At first her prayers are low, mumbling. They gradually become audible.


Rahab   Amen, amen, and thank you and amen …




She blesses herself and gets up to go, thinks twice and stays. Her speech changes, becomes more chatty, conspiratorial.





Well, I was going to go but while I’m here … I have a good one for ye. (She becomes all showbiz, a ‘stand-up’, serious turn.) No seriously, you’ll like it. (Winks.) What do you call … a Protestant minister … with a drug habit?




She goes to tell the punch line then stops as if interrupted.





No …




Same. Only a bit irritated.





No …




Same. Only very irritated.





Not that either, no. Look you’re not supposed to actually … It’s not a question. It’s a joke? You do know what a gag is? Why do you do this? Every time. You’re God. You’re supposed to have a sense of humour. You’re supposed to have invented the thing.




Pause.





No, you’ve spoiled it now. As usual, there’s no point.




Pause.





(Huffy.) You call him … you call him a … a … Crystal Methodist.




Pause.





It was. Funny. Not now, thanks to you.




Pause.





Aye, well, you’re no Dave Allen yerself.




Pause.





It’s alright, I forgive you. I am benevolent. And bored. But … leading neatly in and its funny that we’re on the subject of forgiveness. Now, these are your words, quite well writ, not that side-splitting but there you go but … you know that ‘trespasses’ stuff; ‘forgiving them who trespass against us?’ Does that include gather-ups and yahoos and scuts? Like them? Like her, the Lally one? Because do you see her and the like of her? I find it very hard to …




Pause.





I know I should. I know! But I am merely a human. With flaws. I’m just clearing this up for future reference. I may be on the verge of a bit of an oul’ sin. This is not a bad town. Greedy, corrupt, begrudging, perverted, malevolent and criminal, aye. But it’s no Gomorrah; we still shoot gays. And one other thing we’re not is thick. Most of us. I mean first of all she, the scut, goes and gets herself wedged down a well when she’s a kid. And now twenty odd years later it happens again? AGAIN! To her son? I mean, they won’t swallow that. That is an affront. Come to think of it, round here, quite a bit less than that is an affront.




Pause.





And mebbe it’s not a coincidence! They’re sayin’ the child was tempted down with toys and slices of teddy-bear ham. (Beat.) You’re gullible. Sheltered. You’d think you’da copped on by now that not everyone is a saint. Ach … (Finishing up.) Dear God in your infinite mercy bestow that mercy on that poor snatter-headed brat. An innocent snatter-headed brat we must do our best to pray for, oh yes, but not get our eyes wiped, oh no. Not. Eyes. Wiped. At. All. And not get took in by a shower of two-bit scuts. A-A-A-men and thank you and goodnight, you’ve been great. (Beat, showbiz.) No really. I’m here all week.




 





Transition. On the other half of the stage two men are making their way up a hill. Younger and older, they are Gavin and Owen, reporter and rookie. Owen, around fifty, Northern Irish but with an English inflection in his voice, has a paunch with which he punctuates every important point. Gav, younger, English, is like a red setter: annoying but basically tolerable through prettiness. He has an ironic moustache.


Gav   But in the back window of the car there is like, another film. Projection. It’s moving but it like, bears no relation to what’s going on inside the –


Owen   Gavin. Is that your name? I don’t like that name.


Gav   – and Kirk Douglas, looking uncannily like his son.


Only … distorted. He’s in the front with some rookie reporter, new guy. Who is very, very annoying?


Owen   I wonder if there can be. Anything possibly more thrilling –


Gav   But. But. He’s turning the wheel of the car and –


Owen   – than listening to a complete but secondhand rundown –


Gav   – the view from the back window stays the same!


Owen   – of a film you’ve already seen.




Gav looks stung. Owen is trying to clean off his trousers.





Look at this place. Have you ever seen such a mixture of rock and this … mud? It’s like brown glue. I feel like a fly on a fly strip. What are they called? Fly …


Gav   I didn’t know you’d seen it. I didn’t assume you’d seen it. I’m not supposed to assume. Assumption is the scourge of journalism.


Owen   (laughing quietly) Who the hell told you that …?


Gav   And. It didn’t do the business at the box office so in fact to assume that you would have seen it would be elitist and the promotion of elitism is also the …


Owen   Fly … strip.


Gav   As a matter of record, the facts would suggest that the American public weren’t in the mood for a film quite as dark as Ace in the Hole. And it is very dark. I despaired. Especially when you consider the relative lightness of other Billy Wilder projects such as Some Like It Hot and …


Owen   I’ve been dropped inside enemy lines in Iraq. Afraid, yes afraid, for my very life, but I can honestly say I’ve never come across mud quite as formidable as this.


Gav   I’ve never watched a black-and-white film before.


Owen   It’s not a bog; you know where you are with a bog. This is pretty singular … peculiar as this …


Gav   I’m going to download way more.


Owen   (looking at Gav) What the hell am I doing here?


Gav   And it’s just so relevant but ohmagud … sooo depressing. And the journalists aren’t realistic …


Owen   The best of us. The ones with a heart. We ran screaming from this place … as soon as it was …


Gav   I like to be entertained. And that thing about tragedy.


Owen   (still looking at him) … Humanly and professionally … possible.


Gav   If five hundred people die, it’s not a story.


Owen   Try thousands.


Gav   But one person dies and it is. That is such an oversimplification.


Owen   Thousands.


Gav   (beat, turning around) Oh. That would be … oh that’s a really awful story to tell. To sell. To tell. Are you alright? I was so upset.  




Owen ignores him and tries to wipe the mud.





Owen   Maybe it remembers its own.


Gav   What? The … mud?


Owen   Now a bog will throw up bodies every few hundred years, like reflux. Maybe this is a variation. This is the rising bile of the mewling Irish dead and ignored –




He keeps wiping. Gav looks around, a little bit freaked.





– clawing up my cargo pants, spreading over my thighs and poking in my ballsack for a handy pack of Gaviscon Express.


Gav   Shut. Up.




Owen laughs. There is a pause.





(Looking out.) Well, I don’t see what’s wrong with the place. It’s … nice.


Owen   ‘Oh yes, look Dymphna, there’s an IKEA beside the airport.’


Gav   I expected … Bosnia.


Owen   I’ve spent weeks undercover in a firm of Chelsea football hooligans, afraid, yes afraid, for my very life but I can honestly say I’ve never come across a fucking shithole quite like I remember this.


Gav   It is lovely and green.


Owen   So is conjunctivitis.


Gav   For some reason I pictured here in black and white.


Owen   No, you’re right. It could be anywhere now. Any shitty country full of shitty little towns.


Gav   I distinctly remember in my research a black-and-white music video from some eighties band called Simple Minds.


Owen   Full of shitty little shops with hilarious puns in the names.


Gav   But I think that was just a reaction to Through the Barricades by Spandau Ballet?


Owen   ‘Facial Attraction’, ‘Lino Ritchie’.




Pause. Gav looks at him.





‘Hannah and Her Scissors’ …




Lally appears.





‘No Woman, no Fry’.




Owen looks up.





Christ. Oh … oh …




He recognises her instantly. He is staggered. It’s like someone turned on the lights.





Lally   No Christ here.


Owen   Hi … are you …? Are you frightened? Don’t be …


Gav   I’m frightened, me. You scared the shit out of me.


Lally   I scared you? What kind of a fool does that make ye?


Owen   Ha! Right? Isn’t it muddy round here? I don’t remember it being so … what do you call those things flies stick … you could get stuck … I’m –


Lally   There’s danger all around.


Gav   Dude, what …


Owen   Beautiful though. So verdant. I can’t believe I’m here … and you. Oh you’ve got some on your dress. Mud. Here …




He goes to wipe her down.








Lally   Get your stinkin’ hands off my person. And mind you stand the pure fuck out of my way!


Gav   … language is she speaking?


Owen   Do you remember me?


Lally   You’re on my TV.


Gav   Nope …


Owen   I’m more than that.


Lally   (going to leave) You talk too much.


Gav   Not getting … a word.


Owen   I remember you.


Gav   (beat, penny dropping) Shit, is that her?




He starts to get his camera gear out.





Shock and awe, shock and awe!


Owen   Calm down, Dymphna.


Lally   Reporters isn’t it?


Owen   Yes.


Lally   I left my gun behind.


Gav   Gun?


Lally   So, reporters, what can you do for me? And why’ve you decided to tramp up the hill?


Gav   I got that, gun?


Lally   Leave the safety of the town, new four-star hotel, carvery bar and grill. That’s brave of ye, not like the rest, scared of two women on a hill.


Owen   Oh they’ll be up.


Gav   They will, but we –


Owen   – don’t hang about, listening to rumours.


Lally   Rumours?


Gav   (camera on) Do you deny the rumours?


Owen   You don’t have to say a word.


Gav   What?


Owen   We’re just here to help.


Gav   Don’t we get her to deny the rumours? Isn’t that what we’re here to do? The first rule of journalism is to get her to deny the rumours.


Owen   What am I here to do?


Lally   (turning it on) Because I do need help. Can you help me, mister? Help me save my poor, poor child from a death fit for a hunter’s hound.


Gav   Was that a denial? Oh for fuck’s sake!


Owen   The husband denied the rumours.


Lally   (snapping out of it) He did what?


Gav   When did he do that? Did I miss that?


Lally   Yeah? Me too, Dymphna. When? Did I miss that one too?




 





Transition. Single spot on Francis. There is the sound of rain. He’s outside. He’s being interviewed on camera. Flashbulbs popping etc. He is defensive, hurried, under attack.


Francis   Noh, noh, you see … you wouldn’t want to pay no mind, missus, to what’s said round here. (All smiles, desperate.) They’re all a pack of cunts … Wha?




Pause. His face drops.





What word? Oh. Sorry. It’s just … that word is used round here as a term of … like hello … how you doin’ you … (Beat.) Noh, don’t go, I’ll go again! I can … use an alternative, yeah? (Beat, he is really defensive; jazz hands.) Ready? Right. You wouldn’t want to pay no mind to what people say round here. They’re all … victims who are mentally disturbed by the trauma of thirty years of conflict … and jealous too. Jealous cu—victims. They’re jealous on account of the two-part TV mini-series that was made the first time round; the time the wife fell down a well when she was a nipper. People think she got a ton of money for it. But it was only the BBC. Personally, I thought it almost gleefully overplotted and it might have missed a beat in the third act.




Pause. As if in answer to a question.





You see people round here … they love to think you’re some kind of a snob. They stuck the snob label on a fellah I know, name of ‘Drown the Dog’ McCarten out by Ballyholland. And all he done was ask the Ra would they mind not storin’ petrol bombs in the bus shelter outside his house. Here. Hang on. You might cut that out. I don’t want to get ‘Drown the Dog’ into trouble. He’s a good man … unless yer a dog. Where was I? Oh aye, it wasn’t a classic mini-series but there was a song. Number four in the charts! (Proud.) We used to listen to it. We used to turn the radio over every Sunday from the short-wave police frequency and it made a fortune. But not for her. She didn’t write it; Stock Aitken Waterman. Like, I play music. Gigs. I’m very good. I used to be in a band. We done cruise ships, a cruise ship and we did have a while in Finland. Aye. Well … I played the song up till recent. And I got a phone call one day from the Musicians’ Union. About rights. Can you believe it? I had to pay rights to sing a song about my own wife. Stock Aitken Waterman. The double-barrleled cu— So that’s why you’d be better not believing the people round here. Call ye a snob even though yer skint! There’s no pot of gold in this game. No gold here. No rainbows either. Plenty of rain though. Enough for drownin’ dogs.




 





Transition. Back to the hill.


Owen   Well, after that, I would imagine you would probably be needing some help.


Lally   I’ll do anything you want, interview me. I’ll cry in a photo.


Owen   It’s not as easy as you might think.


Lally   Put me in the papers in a sympathetic fashion and then get me those men with a head for holes. What could be difficult about that?


Gav   What could be more difficult?


Owen   It’s a question of perception.


Lally   (beat) I’m guessing that neither of yous has a forklift on your persons.


Gav   Everyone’s a judge.


Lally   Then do me a favour and get the hell out of the road and let the distressed mother go on her way.


Owen   Why do you think those other journalists are content, for now, with sniffing around in the town below?


Gav   The shopping capital of Ireland.


Lally   Because they don’t want to get shot?


Owen   Why the lack of sympathy for you? Distressed mother, like you say?


Lally   I don’t know and I don’t care! I’ve no time to care! Because the worst thing is not the lack of air. You might think that but no. It is the dark. There’s a thickness to it, (Remembering.) It’s got skin and smells like it has seen things it can’t ever forget. And its breath is on your face and you hold your breath and close your eyes tight because you know if it sees you looking, you’ll grow that exact same look and for the rest of your life.


Owen   God, you’ve grown up into a beautiful young woman.


Lally   Have you ever closed your eyes in the dark? Why is that, mister, do you think?


Owen   I didn’t expect that. Not with …


Lally   And the stinkin’ taste and crunch of dirt stays with you –


Owen   I remember your background, such a challenging beginning for any child.


Lally   – stays for the rest of your life.


Owen   But then the whole world fell in love with you. Felt the pain of it, the anguish, all for you …


Lally   Really? I don’t remember seeing them fuckin’ jammed down there with me.


Owen   It was a tremendous time.


Lally   Are you trying to be funny? Comedian in the house?


Gav   A child was in grave danger. A child nearly died.


Lally   And that child, I think you’ll find, would have actually been me.


Owen   (in for the kill) And was there ever such a place cut with God’s blunt breadknife as this? And would anyone have thought that a dogfight like that could have been paused for something so simple! For the first time, since the first arm was raised, the eyes of the world focused here and not for the usual shame. It was as if a higher power had lifted up a child –


Lally   It was a fireman.


Owen   (shaking his head) – had lifted you up and placed you down there. On purpose. For the first time there was a gimlet glimpse of the possibility of rehabilitation through a sustained … (well-rehearsed) cold compress of raw human emotion.


Lally   That’s good! Write that. You must have the like of that tattooed under yer eyelids!


Owen   This place was tired. Tired of mayhem, tit for tat, murder and sheer bloody –


Gav   ‘And now I know what they’re saying, as the drums begin to fade.’


Owen   The height of the troubles, Lally.


Gav   ‘We made our love on wasteland … ’


Lally   Yes!


Owen   (without a trace of irony) One of the many heights.


Gav   ‘And through the barricades.’




Pause. Lally looks at Gav like he’s the dick he is. There is a palpable gear change.





Owen   But now. Now! Times have changed now. Who would have believed? Thank God!


Gav   Yes thank God, for some. But now, for others. Oh GOD!


Owen   Beheadings and global panic. The world’s gone up five gears. Terrorism has lost its manners. We’re a long, long way from quaint little warning calls with the code name ‘Brigadier’.


Gav   A ceasefire for Christmas. How cute was that?

Owen   But newsworthy.


Gav   Yeah, unlike … now.


Owen   Civilisation comes with a price. The North? Hasn’t that been fixed?


Lally   (quietly) Aye, you’d think …


Owen   You have to be aware of your global and historical positioning. And that positioning … can fluctuate. People, viewers can become … fatigued.


Gav   Shops with puns in the names.


Owen   And then, when it’s happened twice? People are naturally a bit suspicious.


Gav   Once is tragedy … twice is farce.


Owen   Not to mention shit for PR. Especially when there’s the perception that you’re … well …


Lally   Trash.


Gav   (worse) Regional.


Owen   You see within days of a big story breaking, a received opinion emerges –


Gav   Have you any idea, day to day, how many poor, poor, poor kids get globally, trapped down wells?


Owen   – and it’s to that received opinion that most journalists unthinkingly conform.


Gav   And not just wells: pipes, guttering; any small confined space.


Owen   Once that received view is established, it’s very, very difficult to overthrow.


Gav   Have you any proof that the child is actually down there?


Lally   I beg your fuckin’ pardon?


Owen   There are so many precedents, Lally. Too much fatigue …


Gav   We really are up to our necks in disparate children stuck down holes.


Lally   I feel sick …


Gav   In India with a kid called … something and those Chilean miners that popped out like a packet of Pez, there were millions in bets placed on them coming out alive or dead. People walked into a betting shop and placed a bet. A bet. How do you even phrase that? Is there an accumulator? Do you know? Can you tell me? Have you placed a bet?


Lally   I’m gonna leave before I kill you.




She turns to leave.





Owen   Wait.


Lally   Fuckin’ means test for a rescue.


Owen   I said other journalists.


Lally   Fuckin’ Tony Hadley.




He grabs her. She turns.





Get off me or lose a leg!


Owen   (dropping her) There’s something, Lally, there’s a thread. Feel it, between you and me.




She stays. Just about.





There is a famous photograph in a magazine called National Geographic. It’s called ‘The Girl with Green Eyes’. Have you heard of it?


Gav   O.M.G.


Lally   The magazine … or the picture?


Owen   It was taken in Afghanistan by an American war photographer in the eighties. It was iconic. A symbol of hope, from a time of devastation. A lot like you.


Gav   Genius.


Owen   Some years later that same photographer went back to find her again. And he made a documentary about that. A documentary that sold to, among others CNN. But he did that, not, of course, because it sold to CNN, but because there was a link between them. A thread. She had been an Afghani girl. But he told her story … twice.


Lally   Twice?


Owen   Twice. You are this place. This is a chance for, God, I don’t know? Can I get to see the new civilised land? Is there another glimpse of redemption here for all of us to see?
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