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First Performance





By the Bog of Cats … was first presented in London by Sonia Friedman Productions, Waxman Williams Entertainment and Mark Rubinstein at Wyndham’s Theatre on 19 November 2004. The cast, in order of appearance, was as follows:




Hester Swane  Holly Hunter


Ghost Fancier  Darren Greer


Monica Murray  Sorcha Cusack


Josie Kilbride  Kate Costello, Ellie Flynn-Watterson, Chloe O'Sullivan


Mrs Kilbride  Barbara Brennan


Catwoman  Bríd Brennan


Carthage Kilbride  Gordon MacDonald


Caroline Cassidy  Denise Gough


Young Dunne/Waiter  Warren Rusher


Xavier Cassidy  Trevor Cooper


Waiters  Colette Kelly, Aoife Madden


Father Willow  Patrick Waldron


Ghost of Joseph Swane  Adam Best







Director  Dominic Cooke


Set Designer  Hildegard Bechtler


Costume Designer  Nicky Gillibrand


Lighting Designer  Jean Kalman


Composer  Gary Yershon


Sound Designer  Gareth Fry


Movement Director  Liz Ranken

























Performance





By the Bog of Cats … was first produced at the Abbey Theatre, Dublin, as part of the Dublin Theatre Festival, on 7 October 1998. The cast was as follows:




Hester Swane  Olwen Fouéré


Josie Kilbride  Siobhan Cullen/Kerry O’Sullivan


Carthage Kilbride  Conor MacDermottroe


Monica Murray  Pat Leavy


Mrs Kilbride  Pauline Flanagan


Xavier Cassidy  Tom Hickey


Caroline Cassidy  Fionnuala Murphy


Catwoman  Joan O’Hara


Ghost Fancier  Pat Kinevane


Ghost of Joseph Swane  Ronan Leahy


Young Dunne/Waiter  Conan Sweeny


Father Willow  Eamon Kelly


Waiters  Gavin Cleland, Kieran Grimes







Director  Patrick Mason


Designer  Monica Frawley


Lighting  Nick Chelton


Stage Director  Finola Eustace

























Characters





Hester Swane, forty


Carthage Kilbride, thirty


Josie Kilbride, seven, Hester and Carthage’s daughter


Mrs Kilbride, sixties, Carthage’s mother


Monica Murray, sixties, a neighbour


Catwoman, fifties, lives on the bog


Xavier Cassidy, sixties, a big farmer


Caroline Cassidy, twenty, his daughter


The Ghost Fancier


The Ghost of Joseph Swane, eighteen


Young Dunne, a waiter


Father Willow, eighty


Two Other Waiters


Voice of Josie Swane
















Time and Place





The present.




 





Act One takes place in the yard of Hester Swane’s house and by the caravan on the Bog of Cats. Act Two takes place in Xavier Cassidy’s house. Act Three opens in Hester’s yard and then reverts to the caravan on the Bog of Cats
















Accent





Midland. I’ve given a slight flavour in the text, but the real Midland accent is a lot flatter and rougher and more guttural than the written word allows
















BY THE BOG OF CATS …
























Act One
























SCENE ONE








Dawn. On the Bog of Cats. A bleak white landscape of ice and snow. Music, a lone violin. Hester Swane trails the corpse of a black swan after her, leaving a trail of blood in the snow. The Ghost Fancier stands there watching her.




Hester     Who are you? Haven’t seen you around here before.


Ghost Fancier   I’m a ghost fancier.


Hester   A ghost fancier. Never heard tell of the like.


Ghost Fancier   You never seen ghosts?


Hester   Not exactly, felt what I thought were things from some other world betimes, but nothin’ I could grab on to and say, ‘That is a ghost.’


Ghost Fancier   Well, where there’s ghosts there’s ghost fanciers.


Hester   That so? So what do you do, Mr Ghost Fancier? Eye up ghosts? Have love affairs with them?


Ghost Fancier   Dependin’ on the ghost. I’ve trailed you a while. What’re you doin’ draggin’ the corpse of a swan behind ya like it was your shadow?


Hester   This is auld Black Wing. I’ve known her the longest time. We used play together when I was a young wan. Wance I had to lave the Bog of Cats and when I returned years later this swan here came swoopin’ over the bog to welcome me home, came right up to me and kissed me hand. Found her frozen in a bog hole last night, had to rip her from the ice, left half her underbelly.


Ghost Fancier   No one ever tell ya it’s dangerous to interfere with swans, especially black wans?


Hester   Only an auld superstition to keep people afraid. I only want to bury her. I can’t be struck down for that, can I?


Ghost Fancier   You live in that caravan over there?


Hester   Used to; live up the lane now. In a house, though I’ve never felt at home in it. But you, Mr Ghost Fancier, what ghost are you ghoulin’ for around here?


Ghost Fancier   I’m ghoulin’ for a woman be the name of Hester Swane.


Hester   I’m Hester Swane.


Ghost Fancier   You couldn’t be, you’re alive.


Hester   I certainly am and aim to stay that way.


Ghost Fancier   (looks around, confused) Is it sunrise or sunset?


Hester   Why do ya want to know?


Ghost Fancier   Just tell me.


Hester   It’s that hour when it could be aither dawn or dusk, the light bein’ so similar. But it’s dawn, see there’s the sun comin’ up.


Ghost Fancier   Then I’m too previous. I mistook this hour for dusk. A thousand apologies.




Goes to exit, Hester stops him.





Hester   What do ya mean you’re too previous? Who are ya? Really?


Ghost Fancier   I’m sorry for intrudin’ upon you like this. It’s not usually my style. (Lifts his hat, walks off.)


Hester   (shouts after him) Come back! – I can’t die – I have a daughter.




Monica enters.





Monica   What’s wrong of ya, Hester? What are ya shoutin’ at?


Hester   Don’t ya see him?


Monica   Who?


Hester   Him!


Monica   I don’t see anywan.


Hester   Over there. (Points.)


Monica   There’s no wan, but ya know this auld bog, always shiftin’ and changin’ and coddin’ the eye. What’s that you’ve there? Oh, Black Wing, what happened to her?


Hester   Auld age, I’ll wager, found her frozed last night.


Monica   (touches the swan’s wing) Well, she’d good innin’s, way past the life span of swans. Ya look half frozed yourself, walkin’ all night again, were ya? Ya’ll cetch your death in this weather. Five below the forecast said and worser promised.


Hester   Swear the age of ice have returned. Wouldn’t ya almost wish if it had, do away with us all like the dinosaurs.


Monica   I would not indeed – are you lavin’ or what, Hester?


Hester   Don’t keep axin’ me that.


Monica   Ya know you’re welcome in my little shack.


Hester   I’m goin’ nowhere. This here is my house and my garden and my stretch of the bog and no wan’s runnin’ me out of here.


Monica   I came up to see if ya wanted me to take Josie down for her breakfast.


Hester   She’s still asleep.


Monica   The child, Hester, ya have to pull yourself together for her, you’re goin’ to have to stop this broodin’, put your life back together again.


Hester   Wasn’t me as pulled it asunder.


Monica   And you’re goin’ to have to lave this house, isn’t yours any more. Down in Daly’s doin’ me shoppin’ and Caroline Cassidy there talkin’ about how she was goin’ to mow this place to the ground and build a new house from scratch.


Hester   Caroline Cassidy. I’ll sourt her out. It’s not her is the problem anyway, she’s just wan of the smaller details.


Monica   Well, you’ve left it late for dealin’ with her for she has her heart set on everythin’ that’s yours.


Hester   If he thinks he can go on treatin’ me the way he’s been treatin’ me, he’s another thing comin’. I’m not to be flung aside at his biddin’. He’d be nothin’ today if it wasn’t for me.


Monica   Sure the whole parish knows that.


Hester   Well, if they do, why’re yees all just standin’ back and gawkin’. Thinks yees all Hester Swane with her tinker blood is gettin’ no more than she deserves. Thinks yees all she’s too many notions, built her life up from a caravan on the side of the bog. Thinks yees all she’s taken a step above herself in gettin’ Carthage Kilbride into her bed. Thinks yees all yees knew it’d never last. Well, yees are thinkin’ wrong. Carthage Kilbride is mine for always or until I say he is no longer mine. I’m the one who chooses and discards, not him, and certainly not any of yees. And I’m not runnin’ with me tail between me legs just because certain people wants me out of their way.


Monica   You’re angry now and not thinkin’ straight.


Hester   If he’d only come back, we’d be alright, if I could just have him for a few days on me own with no wan stickin’ their nose in.


Monica   Hester, he’s gone from ya and he’s not comin’ back.


Hester   Ah you think ya know everythin’ about me and Carthage. Well, ya don’t. There’s things about me and Carthage no wan knows except the two of us. And I’m not talkin’ about love. Love is for fools and children. Our bond is harder, like two rocks we are, grindin’ off of wan another and maybe all the closer for that.


Monica   That’s all in your own head, the man cares nothin’ for ya, else why would he go on the way he does.


Hester   My life doesn’t hang together without him.


Monica   You’re talkin’ riddles now.


Hester   Carthage knows what I’m talkin’ about – I suppose I may bury auld Black Wing before Josie wakes and sees her. (Begins walking off.)


Monica   I’ll come up to see ya in a while, bring yees up some lunch, help ya pack.


Hester   There’ll be no packin’ done around here.




And exit both in opposite directions.



























SCENE TWO








The sound of a child’s voice comes from the house. She enters after a while, Josie Kilbride, seven, barefoot, pyjamas, kicking the snow, singing.




Josie




By the Bog of Cats I dreamed a dream of wooing.


I heard your clear voice to me a-calling


That I must go though it be my undoing.


By the Bog of Cats I’ll stay no more a-rueing –





Mam – Mam – (Continues playing in the snow, singing.)




To the Bog of Cats I one day will return,


In mortal form or in ghostly form,


And I will find you there and there with you sojourn,


Forever by the Bog of Cats, my darling one.







Mrs Kilbride has entered, togged up against the biting cold, a shawl over her face.





Mrs Kilbride   Well, good mornin’, ya little wagon of a girl child.


Josie   Mornin’ yourself, y’auld wagon of a granny witch.


Mrs Kilbride   I tould ya not to call me Granny.


Josie   Grandmother – Did ya see me mam, did ya?


Mrs Kilbride   Aye, seen her whooshin’ by on her broom half an hour back.


Josie   Did yees crash?


Mrs Kilbride   Get in, ya pup, and put on some clothes before Jack Frost ates your toes for breakfast. Get in till I dress ya.


Josie   I know how to dress meself.


Mrs Kilbride   Then dress yourself and stop braggin’ about it. Get in. Get in.




And exit the pair to the house.
























SCENE THREE








Enter Hester by the caravan. She digs a grave for the swan. Enter the Catwoman, a woman in her late fifties, stained a streaky brown from the bog, a coat of cat fur that reaches to the ground, studded with cats’ eyes and cats’ paws. She is blind and carries a stick.




Catwoman   What’re ya doin’ there?


Hester   None of your business now, Catwoman.


Catwoman   You’re buryin’ auld Black Wing, aren’t ya?


Hester   How d’ya know?


Catwoman   I know everythin’ that happens on this bog. I’m the Keeper of the Bog of Cats in case ya forgotten. I own this bog.


Hester   Ya own nothin’, Catwoman, except your little house of turf and your hundred-odd mousetraps and anythin’ ya can rob and I’m missin’ a garden chair so ya better bring it back.


Catwoman   I only took it because ya won’t be needin’ it any more.


Hester   Won’t I? If ya don’t bring it back I’ll have to go down meself and maybe knock your little turf house down.
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