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Summary

A full-length stage play exploring degrees of attraction 
and repulsion experienced by characters who find 
themselves thrown together in a holiday camp in the 
south of France.

The Irish couple are latter-day Druids. Their daughter is 
an apprentice Druid. The two other couples are British. 
There is magic in the air, literally, and suspense intensifies 
as we try to figure out how benign or otherwise this 
magic actually is. 

Dramatic tension rises and falls and earthy humour 
shares the stage with druidic ritual. These rituals create 
an ambience which allows for a questioning of reality 
and identity. 

The veneer of modern civilization momentarily 
disappears and in its place something ancient and 
terrible, mysterious and cathartic, takes over the stage. 
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Dramatis Personae
COLM: Latter day druid, self-possessed. Says little 

but invests  a quiet authority in his words, 
gestures and actions.

BRÍD: COLM’s wife, back seat control. Says 
little but, like COLM, observes a lot. 
Both, at times, can sit and observe with an 
unnerving stillness.

LASAIRFHÍONA: Their daughter, a druid’s apprentice.
 Her actions and movements have a 

ritualistic almost dance-like grace.  

KEN: British soldier, on special leave. A 
mercenary at one time. Clever but burdened 
with  aggression and unresolved trauma.

EMMA: KEN’s wife. Holding on to her idealism and 
femininity.

ALAN: English refrigerator salesman. A decent 
fellow, not very bright.

LAURA: ALAN’s wife. Has a few pretensions. 
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 Holiday camp, Lofty Pines, in the Vendée region 
of France. Three tents, of varying shape and 
colour, on stage. 

 Stage right KEN and EMMA’s tent; stage left 
ALAN and LAURA’s. Centre stage COLM and 
BRÍD’s. 

 Tranquil wooded scenery, crooked maritime pines.
 
 Dialogue occasionally interspersed with 

monologues, or internal duologues, which exclude 
the characters not concerned or who are not spot 
lit at the time.

 Monologues may be spoken or pre-recorded.

Time: Early 1990s.

setting





The Blood Of 
Squirrels
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Act 1
scene 1 
Sound of child’s dry, irritating cough. COLM alone, 
spotlit by the moon through the lofty pines. Slowly 
raises hands with outstretched palms to a tree. Chants 
in low, velvety, mysterious voice, in Irish (Gaelic).

COLM: Iora rua, iora, iora! Iora rua, rua!
 Casacht m’iníne chugat!
 Casacht m’iníne chugatsa thuas!*

 Slowly lowers his hands. Moon goes behind clouds.

 Lights up. The following evening. Slanting rays of the 
evening sun.  COLM, BRÍD, KEN, EMMA, ALAN 
and LAURA gathered around centre table. Bottles 
of wine, sangria in a bowl, candles glowing on table 
under large blue and white sun‑shade with Freedom of 
France written on it.

 
 (*Squirrel, squirrel, squirrel! Red squirrel!
 Take my daughter’s cough! Take my daughter’s cough!) 

EMMA: Heard this awful thud in the middle of the night. 
Thought a bomb had hit us. Really, I did!

KEN: Lucky you was in the tent then, eh? Pine-cone travelling 
at  … oh … 35 miles an hour  … no joke, blossom!

ALAN: Said nuffin’ ’bout pine-cones in the insurance policy, 
far as I recall.

BRÍD: (Stirring bowl with ladle) Have some more sangria, 
everybody.
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 ALAN: Hmm …  don’t mind if I do.

COLM: Please, help yourself.

EMMA: Couldn’t get to sleep after that. And then –  did you 
hear it?

LAURA: Eh? Pardon? (French) 
 Hear wha’?

ALAN: Slept like a log myself, glad to say.

EMMA: Don’t rightly know. Kind of a choking sound from 
above.

 (COLM looks at her, curiously)

ALAN: Wha’?

 KEN: From above? You mean  (Looks up, suspiciously) –

EMMA: As though …  I dunno … up in the trees …  
moving from one tree to the other.

ALAN: Wha’? (Doesn’t know what’s going on)

BRÍD: Well, I wouldn’t worry about it. You see … our girl, 
Lasairfhíona …

KEN: Lassa wha’?

COLM: Lasairfhíona. The flame of wine …
 
EMMA: (Quietly) How lovely! Mind saying it again?

COLM: Lasairfhíona …
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BRÍD: She had this cough, you see,  a nagging, dry cough … 
wouldn’t go away. 

LAURA: You should have asked us for some Actifed. We’ve 
bottles and bottles of it, mon ami.

ALAN: Enough medicine for a regiment I’d say. Ant-powder? 
The lot! Mosquitoes, indigestion ... sunburn ... 
insomnia ...

LAURA:  Alan!

ALAN:    …  travel-sickness ... biliousness ... liverishness ... 
constipation ... flatulence ... diarrhoea ...

LAURA: Alan! See voo play! (In lousy French)

 KEN: So…  That was your little girl then, coughing all 
night, up in the trees, right? 

ALAN: I beg your – ?

COLM: In a manner of speaking … yes.

ALAN:  Hmm?

 (KEN crunches an empty packet of cigarettes.)

KEN: Bloody French cigarettes! Nuffin’ but fresh air!
 (Rolls a cigarette, deftly, licks paper, lights cigarette, 

inhales deeply.)
 Ah, that’s better.

ALAN:  (To COLM)  What did you – ?
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BRÍD: (Matter of fact tone.)
 Colm transferred the cough to a squirrel, you 

see. That’s what you heard, Emma! Sorry for any 
inconvenience.

 (The English couples look at each other briefly)

ALAN:  Transferred the – 

KEN: Soon put doctors out of business with that carry on, eh 
Colm?

BRÍD: Yes, but the vets would do a roaring trade. 
 (Gentle laughter all round.)

ALAN: Sorry, but – (He spills his drink, slightly agitated)

LAURA: My my! We are getting merry, aren’t we? What is in 
that sangria then?

 BRÍD: Usual ingredients … some fruit … and some herbs.

KEN: Herbs? What kind of herbs then?

COLM: Druidic herbs.

KEN: What else!

ALAN: Come again, mate?

BRÍD: Colm’s a druid.

EMMA: (Internal monologue)
 Kind of thought he might be ... something like that. 

Well ... something different ... Not exactly a druid! 
Druid? Real druid? Genuine druid? What is a druid, 
exactly?
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KEN: (Internal duologue with ALAN)
 Maybe that’s why we’re not winning in Northern 

Ireland. Up against an army of druids, are we? Sell any 
fridges to druids lately, Alan? Bet you’ve never even 
’eard of druids!

ALAN: Well they’re kind of part of our own heritage too, Ken, 
aren’t they?

KEN: Wha’ you mean? Stonehenge and all that? Hippies, 
Alan. Hippies, gypsies, weirdos! Perverts, Alan – 
pervies, know what I mean?

ALAN: Well, what do you call the other thing then – the Welsh 
festival?  Eisteddfud or somethin’, isn’t it? 

KEN: Exactly!  I mean, that’s more of it, isn’t it? 

ALAN: Well I dunno … Prince of Wales attends, doesn’t he?

KEN: Yeah, well – he would, woudn’t he!

ALAN:  Hey! Don’t let my Laura hear you talk like that. 
(Pensively)  Ooo! Loves the Royals, my Laura. Lives for 
the Royals, she does.  Ken, when he says he’s a … you 
know … a druid, maybe … well,  maybe he means, you 
know ... a Houdini, or sumfin’, I dunno … magician, 
entertainer ... or sumfin’…

 (End of duologue)

KEN: Ever play in Britain then, Collum?

BRÍD: It’s Colm. Means a dove …

ALAN: Wha’?

COLM: Play? Play what?
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ALAN: Didn’t spot you on a poster in Brighton, did I? Paul 
Daniels Show?

COLM: Please help yourself to more sangria.

 (They do)

KEN: Nice car you got there. Mitsubishi, ain’t it?

COLM:  Yes.

KEN: Came from Cherbourg did we? How long? Seven? Eight 
hours? 

COLM: A little under … 

LAURA: Rather boring countryside, isn’t it? We came too late 
for the sunflowers. They look so ... I don’t know ... so 
woebegone ... I began to think of Romanian or Bosnian 
orphans ... or something awful like that ...

ALAN:  Wha’?

LAURA:  Acres and acres of them ... standing there in the fields
 ... mute ... seedless ... grubby ... looking terribly lost 

and lonely.

KEN: Excuse me. Nature calls. (Exit)

COLM: (Internal Monologue, matter‑of‑factly, without anger)
 Nature calls! Nature? You’ll know the call of nature, 

Ken, when you hear it ... soon enough .... 
 (The distant hooting of owls)
  I can see you’ve been well trained. Very well trained. 

And now … now you train others. You can distinguish 
when a twig breaks on the forest floor whether it’s a 
badger or a human being. You’re much smarter than 
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you let on, Ken. Much smarter. But can you smell a 
badger? Can you smell a human being, Ken? Know 
friend from foe by scent? You were a fine instructor 
once, weren’t you –  in survival techniques. We’ve a lot 
in common, if the truth be told. You respect Nature, 
Ken, as you might respect an adversary. But you don’t 
really have any true reverence for her, do you? Of 
course not. Every fibre of your being would revolt at 
the very thought of it ... you’d crumble like so many 
pine needles spread across the forest floor. You’ve 
used Nature all these years … haven’t you? Used her. 
But never repaid the debt.  What debt? It has never 
occurred to you that such a debt exists, a debt that 
needs to be honoured. Nature sees you, Ken. She sees 
you all the time, unfailingly,behind the camouflage 
which you borrow from her, without as much as a by 
your leave. You never ever asked, Ken. No.  You took. 
You took left, right and centre. Didn’t you? Come on 
now. Let’s see what’s behind the bluster. Eh? Ken?  Are 
you there, man? It’s the old story, Ken. Same old story. 
Your race and mine. Their twinned destinies. So … I 
don’t know… what are we going to do, eh? What are 
we going to do with this dark, dark wound? Eh, Ken? 

 (End of monologue)

LAURA: So relieved that the plumbing is all right. I mean it 
works … well, reasonably clean. But have any of you 
noticed ... (She sniffs) there it is again ... very faint, I do 
admit ... but, every half-hour or so ... something to do 
with the direction of the wind, you reckon?

 (KEN arrives back)

KEN: Mean the whiff? Obnoxious. Told the courier so.

LAURA: And?

KEN: And nothing.  I think his brain must be totally addled. 
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Here since May, he says. Too much sun, if you ask 
me. From Hackney, he says. Hackney. Looks like a 
foreigner. Stay out of the sun, I tell him. Mad dogs and 
Englishmen, I say. Reeked of garlic, he did.

ALAN: No wonder he doesn’t notice the pong.

LAURA: Well it’s not exactly a pong really, is it? More of a - je 
ne sais quoi. (In bad French).

KEN: Well whatever the hell it is I suggest they bloodywell 
get rid of it! I mean holiday’s costing an arm and a leg, 
innit?

LAURA: He’s right you know, sacre bleu ! 

 (COLM produces a large conch‑like shell)

KEN: What’s that then?

 (COLM places some dried sage in shell. Lights it. Lifts 
shell and gently extinguishes flame. Places it in centre 
table where it yields an incense‑like smoke.)

ALAN: What is that – if you don’t mind me asking?

BRÍD: Sage. Dried sage.

 EMMA: Rather pleasant, isn’t it?

 (LAURA sniffs at it. Smoke goes up her nose. 
 She coughs.)

LAURA: Merde! Has anyone got a tissue?

ALAN: Wha’?

KEN: You alright, dear? (Looks at smoking shell) Perfectly 
safe, I suppose?
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BRÍD: (Giving LAURA a tissue) Picked it and dried it himself.
 (ALAN scratches his head)

KEN: Herbalist, are we?

LAURA: (Blows her nose) I’m rather partial towards camomile 
tea. (To COLM) Would you recommend camomile?

BRÍD: Now, now Laura! That would be a consultation.
 (ALAN laughs, but doesn’t know why).

COLM: Won’t do you any harm. Don’t throw away the 
camomile tea-bag. Put it on your left eye, going to bed.

ALAN: On her –  ?

COLM: When it has sufficiently cooled, of course.

ALAN: What d’ya – ?

COLM: You watch a lot of television Laura, is that right?

LA U RA:  Well, not an awful lot …

ALAN: Huh?

LAURA:  Well, I suppose …  the odd late night film…Alan goes 
to bed most nights at ten, you know?

 (ALAN nods)
 Up early in the morning ...

 ALAN: Crack o’ dawn… 

LAURA: Very competitive – the fridge business. Very… 
 Yes, I do enjoy a good Ealing comedy… 
 Comedie Anglais!

COLM: Your left eye is feeling the strain. 



10

ALAN: Beg your pardon?

COLM: Camomile tea-bag!

ALAN: She doesn’t want a soggy camomile tea-bag in bed with 
her, do you blossom?

 (LAURA lowers her head, wishing to be elsewhere).

KEN: Make a decent living out of it then, the herbalism?

BRÍD: He doesn’t charge.

ALAN: Wha’?

EMMA: (Monologue) Didn’t think he would … charge, I mean. 
I mean, when you think of it. Pick some herb growing 
freely near some Irish hedgerow, growing in the wild. 
Pick it, dry it, or whatever it is he does with it, change 
it into a liquid, powder or ointment ... and … someone 
comes along …someone comes to him … someone 
who  needs this – this …. Well, how can you charge for 
something like that? It’s like charging for the sun, the 
wind, the rain ... 

 (End of Monologue)

 BRÍD: He accepts gifts of course.
 (Cynical cock of the head from KEN which BRÍD 

notices. He observes and shrugs it off).

ALAN: Gifts?

BRÍD:  Could be anything …
 (BRÍD and KEN exchange challenging glances) 

COLM: A brace of pheasants …
 (He seems to be talking to the air which unsettles 

KEN) 
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BRÍD: A car …

ALAN:  Wha’?

LAURA: Mon Dieu! You’re not telling me you got the Mitsubishi 
– ?

BRÍD: Small enough reward - for your life!

ALAN: (Speaking with unexpected courage)
 Saved somebody from the jaws of death, did we? 
 What was it? Terminal cancer? AIDS?

LAURA: Are you a faith-healer, if you pardon my asking?

 BRÍD: No, no, nothing like that. The man in question was 
suicidal. He had lost his …   

 (Whispers to EMMA)… his masculinity.

ALAN: Sorry, didn’t quite catch that?

KEN: Balls! 
 (ALAN looks at KEN quizically, somewhat temerous)

BRÍD: The man was impotent.

 (ALAN sputters in his sangria glass.)

ALAN: Pardon me …

BRÍD: Glass of water? 
 (ALAN shrugs it off manfully)
 A little more sangria?

ALAN: Don’t mind if I do. (Asserting himself, rather foolishly)

BRÍD:  Emma?
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EMMA:  Yes, yes please … Bríd. 
 (Accepting the sangria, her thoughts somewhere else)

LAURA:  Won’t make me ... virile (in French) or anything, will it?

 (Little chuckles of shared merriment)

KEN: Speak English, dear, or French … but not this – this – 

ALAN: Franglais I think they call it, is it?
 (COLM nods, nonchalantly). 

KEN:  Whatever …

 (LAURA unbuttons the top of her blouse. KEN 
looks at LAURA up and down, to the discomfiture of 
ALAN.)

BRÍD:  Ken? (Offering sangria)

KEN: You folks excuse me a while. I think I’ll pop away for a 
six-pack of beer.

 
 [Exit]

ALAN: So ... not that I personally need to know, ha-ha! But 
... what did you give him for the ... you know? Hmm? 
Spanish fly?

 
 (LAURA a little restless)

COLM: Spanish fly is not an aphrodisiac. More of an irritant 
really. Won’t cure impotence.  

ALAN: What will? I mean, should I ever need to know!
 (Looking around, foolishly)

LAURA: (Repressed exasperation) Oh, Alan! S’il vous plait!
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 ALAN: What is it blossom? It’s interesting to exchange 
information. No? Expertise? That kind of thing? 
Improve your general knowledge?

 (LAURA does her best to be patient, not wishing to 
embarrass her husband)

  Never know when you might get a chance to go on 
Mastermind. Anything you want to know about 
fridges, Collum, I’m your man.

EMMA: Colm … (Correcting pronunciation. ALAN’s reaction 
is vague)

LAURA: Fridges! Ah oui!

ALAN: Don’t knock ’em, dear. Fridges is why you’re here, in 
the Vendée, enjoying yourself, getting a tan –

LAURA: (Stands up. In shorts. Turns her buttocks to COLM, 
exposes her upper thigh.)

 Voila!

 (ALAN into monologue)
ALAN: Ice-cellars were used in China as far back as I,000 BC, 

Ladies and Gentlemen. We think of the refrigerator 
as a modern device in which food, or any perishable 
product, is prevented from fermenting or decaying. 
But no, Ladies and Gentlemen. The science is as old as 
civilization itself. Compressed snow was stored by the 
Romans and the Greeks in cellars. These cellars, Ladies 
and Gentlemen, were insulated with earth, grass and 
manure ... 

 (End monologue)

LAURA: What would you say it is? Mosquito? Ant?

COLM: Both.
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LAURA: Pardon? (French) What do you mean, both?

COLM: First an ant got you, then a mosquito came along – zap! 
Sore?

 (She grimaces and nods silently.)

 COLM: Hmm … (He takes a slice of orange from the 
sangria bowl.) Should have absorbed sufficient herbal 
properties by now. (Places it on her upper thigh.) Sit on 
that a while.

 (She does.)

 ALAN: All-purpose sangria, what? (Quaffs a glass. Burps) 
Excuse me!  

 (Begins to nod off into a doze. BRÍD and COLM 
exchange glances which EMMA observes)

LAURA: Oh, that feels goood, goood!

EMMA: My goodness, look at the time. Forgot to collect the 
washing from the driers.

BRÍD: Colm, you go with her. The lights will be out soon. 
Take the torch. 

 (She hands him torch. COLM and EMMA exit. 
Silence. Then …cooing of doves)

LAURA: You’re such a lucky woman, Bríd! Got the healing 
touch, hasn’t he?

ALAN: (Talking in his sleep) Well, maybe I can interest you in 
a smaller model?

BRÍD: No thanks! (BRÍD and LAURA laugh gently and clear 
the table. Exeunt. Intrat LASAIRFHÍONA, appearing 
out of nowhere. She speaks to the dozing ALAN, 
though not actually addressing him).
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LASAIRFHÍONA:  You might try spicing it up a bit ...

ALAN:   (Mumbling in his sleep) Ice ... spice ?

LASAIRFHÍONA:  Your presentation ... give it more colour.

ALAN:    Colour ... ice ... (Mumbling)

LASAIRFHÍONA:  The ancients put snow in their wine 
   ... to cool it ...

ALAN:    (Mumbling)
   Ancients …

LASAIRFHÍONA:  Hellogabulos the Dissipate ordered
   mountains of snow to be built in the
   summer ... to refresh the air ...

ALAN:    (Indistinct sleepy reaction)

LASAIRFHÍONA:  In India, wine was cooled by suspending the  
  bottle in folds of soaked blotting-paper and 

   placed in the sun’s rays ...

ALAN:    Blotting paper ... (Mumble)

LASAIRFHÍONA:  By the year I550, Italians cooled their
   liquours by placing them in water in   

  which saltpetre had been dissolved   
  ... (ALAN shifts in his sleep) .... 

   This method, according to 
   Nicolaus Monardes, a Spanish physician,  

  was invented by galley-slaves ...    

   (ALAN mumbles incoherently. Now, for the  
  first time she looks at him and places her  
  palms on the crown of his balding head and  
  exits).
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ALAN:   (Jolted from sleep)
   Galley-slaves?

   (He looks around, wondering where he is)
   Must have been dreaming ....
   (Slowly settles back to sleep)

(End Scene One)
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Act One 
Scene 2
A clearing in the wood

LASAIRFHÍONA alone dancing. A ritual dance, 
folk‑ballet style, takes her to each of the four cardinal 
points.  At each cardinal point she prostrates herself. 
After the dance,  EMMA enters.

EMMA:   Forgive me, my dear. It’s Lasairfhíona isn’t 
   it? I’ve been watching you.

LASAIRFHÍONA:  Yes, I know. Emma isn’t it?

EMMA:   Yes, that’s right ... (Faintly surprised)
    What ... what exactly were you doing just 
   there –  if I may ask. 

LASAIRFHÍONA:  Aligning myself to the four cardinal points – 
   as I do each day.

EMMA:    I see ... why?

LASAIRFHÍONA:  So that I know where I am. (She laughs) 
   It’s a form of attunement.

EMMA:    Attunement? (Puzzled, but curious)
   Tell me more ... 
   
   (Gestures to LASAIRFHÍONA to sit 
   beside her on a log. LASAIRFHÍONA does  

  a walkabout, occasionally glancing from the  
  corner of her eye at EMMA. Eventually 

   she sits down on the log. She stares at   



18

  EMMA. EMMA takes the stare, albeit with  
  some strange feelings inside her)

LASAIRFHÍONA:  How about weather prediction?
   (EMMA looks at her, quizzically). 
   For starters…

EMMA:     Sorry… we were talking about …   
  attunement…what has – ?

LASAIRFHÍONA: The weather?
   (She looks to the skies. Looks at EMMA) 

  There are a lot of things we must know –
   and practise. Every day. Druid may 
   come from the Indo-European, dru‑vid,   

  meaning thorough knowledge.
   (EMMA is concentrating on her every word)

   Weather lore, weather prediction is just 
   one element in the scheme of things ...

EMMA:    But surely ... surely in this day and age
    you can leave such business to the satellites?

LASAIRFHÍONA:  (She smiles)
   Artificial intelligence doesn’t get it right
   all the time. Thursday, I5 October, 1987.  

  Mean anything to you?

EMMA:    Afraid not ... haven’t a great head for dates.

LASAIRFHÍONA:  Hurricane winds take southern 
   England by surprise.

EMMA:   Oh, yes. Was it that long ago?

LASAIRFHÍONA:  I9 dead. Insurance bill of £I.9 billion!   
  Why? Because the MET office was 
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   given insufficient information. 
   We knew about it, of course.

EMMA:   We? You and … you knew? You could have
   prevented it then!

LASAIRFHÍONA:  Prevented it? The hurricane? 
   That’s quite some way down the road yet,  

  I’m afraid.

EMMA:    No, I mean you could have warned the 
   MET office.

LASAIRFHÍONA:  Sure ... and they’d have listened to us had we
   predicted that 19 million trees would 
   be brought down by winds of up to 160
   kilometres an hour?

EMMA:   Suppose not ... 19 million trees? 
   Are you sure? Didn’t know we had that   

  many trees in England. 
   Take your word for it though. 
   Why ... why do you think they got it wrong?

LASAIRFHÍONA:  Incomplete data. Had they studied the   
  behaviour of the sea-birds at the 

   time they might have questioned their
   computer readings. But who’s going to
   listen to a seagull or a stormy petrel? 
   (They laugh) 
   Your stormy weather –  most of it
   –  hails from the Atlantic. 
   Now there are only two weather-ships left in
   the entire Eastern Atlantic. 
   Know how many they had 30 years ago?
   (EMMA shrugs) Eight. That fierce storm of  

  1987 originated from Point Romeo,   
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  1100 kilometres north-west of Finisterre
   ... The French withdrew their weather-ship
    from that station in 1986 ... thus your
   incomplete information.

EMMA:   Sounds plausible enough. 
   I’m very impressed with your dates and
    statistics!

LASAIRFHÍONA:  And we know it’s going to happen again. 
   Global warming causes storms to become
   increasingly unpredictable, I’m afraid, 
   but if you want to know the day and the hour ...

EMMA:   (A little frightened. Looks away.) 
   You said something about ... 
   being a long way down the line ... turning
   back a storm? You can’t be serious!

LASAIRFHÍONA:  Diverting a storm? Yes, it’s been known to  
  happen.

EMMA:    How?

LASAIRFHÍONA:  How? 
   Fight fire with fire. 
   Diamond cut diamond. 
   A wedge of its own timber to split the elm.

EMMA:    I’m afraid you’re talking in riddles.

LASAIRFHÍONA:  Why not start at the beginning?

EMMA:    The beginning ...

LASAIRFHÍONA:  Yes ... the lore. Weather-lore. 
   Traditional observations.
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EMMA:   Oh, you mean ‘red sky at night, shepherd’s
   delight’, that sort of thing?

LASAIRFHÍONA:  There! Not bad! You have some already!

EMMA:    Damned if I can think of any more ...

LASAIRFHÍONA:  When the cow shudders as she evacuates –
   bad weather is on the way!
   (They laugh)

EMMA    Shitty weather you mean? 
   (They laugh again)

LASAIRFHÍONA:  When the heron is upstream by the
   mountains the weather will be dry, 
   but rough; rain when she goes downstream.

EMMA:   Now that I certainly haven’t heard before. 
   May I take it down?

LASAIRFHÍONA:  (Sternly) No!

EMMA:   Have I said something wrong? 
   Please, I’m anxious to learn.

LASAIRFHÍONA:  Then learn! Taking it down won’t help.
   That will simply signal to the memory   

  cells that you’ve taken a note somewhere
    ... memory starts to relax ... information 
   cannot be retained and absorbed that way.
   The little I know is up here ... but it’s alive,
   fermenting, growing in me as I grow. Don’t
    you see? Nothing ... nothing is ever written
    down. It is not our way …

EMMA:   My! What a strange girl you are ... 
   Well, let me see if I’ve got it then... 
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   “When the heron is ... upstream by the   
  mountains the weather will be ... dry ... but

   rough; rain when she goes downstream …”

LASAIRFHÍONA:  By George, she’s got it! (They laugh)

EMMA:   Yes but ... I don’t even know when I’ve last
    seen a heron, or if I’m ever likely to again.
    By the way, what’s the Gaelic for heron?

LASAIRFHÍONA:  I can think of seven names in Irish for 
   a heron.

EMMA:    Seven?

LASAIRFHÍONA:  Corr réisc. Corr ghlas. Corr mhóna. 
   Corr iasc. Máire Fhada. 
   Síle na bPortach. Jónaí an Scrogaill.

EMMA:   What can I say? (Pause) 
   Did I catch “Maura” in there?

LASAIRFHÍONA:  Yes, yes, Máire Fhada –  Long Mary. 
   Also the name Sheila – Síle na bPortach 
   – Sheila the Bogs. And Joan 
   –  Jónaí an Scrogaill – Joan of the Long Neck.

EMMA:    Like they were people ... the herons.

LASAIRFHÍONA: The heron-people.

EMMA:    Reminiscent of Native American culture ...

LASAIRFHÍONA:  The Central American tribes that moved
   south, eventually to become the Aztecs,
   they called their ‘Promised Land’ 
   the Land of Herons –  Aztlán.
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EMMA:   You astound me, you do! What age are you?  
  Not going to say, eh? With a retentive brain

   like yours you must really shine at school.

LASAIRFHÍONA:  Don’t go to school, Emma ...

EMMA:    What?

LASAIRFHÍONA:   It is not our way. All I need to know I learn
   from my parents and from ... simply being
   alive. From what’s all around me. 
   (She picks up some moss and fingers 
   it curiously). 

EMMA:   But ... surely ... is it not against the law?
   Isn’t schooling compulsory? 
   You’ll sit for the state examinations ... the
    Matriculation? And qualify ...

LASAIRFHÍONA:  And go on to be a meteorologist? 
   (They laugh)

EMMA:    Let’s have more of this weather-lore then.

LASAIRFHÍONA:  Rain is inevitable if sheep start playing
   rough with one another.

EMMA:   Playing rough?

LASAIRFHÍONA:  The frog is bright yellow for good weather,
   but darker for bad weather.

EMMA:   Really?

LASAIRFHÍONA:  When the hedgehog is late going to sleep 
   – a long cold spring ...
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EMMA:   (Startled) Oh! There’s something in my hair!

LASAIRFHÍONA:  (Takes it gently and removes it)
   Just a daddy-long-legs. It’s a good omen.

EMMA:   Good omen, is it? In what way?

LASAIRFHÍONA:  Ask my Dad ... oh, incidentally ... don’t get
   too fascinated with my Dad, OK?

EMMA:    What do you mean?

LASAIRFHÍONA:  Towards the end of his life the Buddha said: 
   “Do not believe anything just because   

  some authority, even me, has said it. 
   Be a light unto yourself!”

EMMA:   Thank you. 
   (She looks away, slightly put out by being  

  preached at). I’ll bear that in mind. 
   I suppose you have seven names for 
   the daddy long-legs as well.

LASAIRFHÍONA:  Yes, as it happens!

EMMA:     (Turning round again to LASAIRFHÍONA)  
  I was –I was only joking!

LASAIRFHÍONA:  Pay attention!
   Fíodóir. 
   Pilib an Gheataire.
   Ruamann na gCoinnneal.
   Snáthadán cogaidh.
   Snáthaid an Phúca.
   Tuirne Mháire.
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EMMA:    (They stare at one another. After a long   
  pause, Emma speaks as if recovering   
  her voice).

   I’m stunned! I’m really stunned! 
   And we think English is the greatest   

  language in the world.
  
   (Enter COLM)
COLM:   Well, Emma … enjoying yourself?

EMMA:   Colm! I’m … totally flabbergasted. 
   That’s all I can say. You’ve certainly
   imparted a wealth of information to 
   your daughter here!

COLM:   Which was once imparted to me … 
   from someone who got it from someone else
    … and so on back into the mists of Celtic  

  time!
   (They all laugh. But EMMA is curious and
    not at all dismissive. LASAIRFHÍONA
    excuses herself. The light is beginning to
    drain from the sky.)

EMMA:    Exceptionally bright child!

COLM:   Because she can remember and interpret   
  various formulae?

   No, she’s a druid’s apprentice. That’s all.

EMMA:   But – for her age – the extent of 
   her knowledge and references?

COLM:   You have no idea of the extent of 
   her knowledge.
   (EMMA is taken aback)
   What were you talking about?
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EMMA:    Well, it started with attunement …

COLM:     Of course … looking west … fios …
    knowledge; looking north
    … cath … battle; looking east … bláth,
    the flower of plenty … and south, 
   séis … the melody.

EMMA:    Well, I – (too much detail for her)

COLM:   Yes … you simply see them as directions.
   Not having any properties as such. 
   What else did she divulge?

EMMA:    Weather lore … she is extremely well 
   versed in –

COLM:   Child’stuff! She learned all that in less 
   than a week. Try her on versecraft, metrics,  

  semantics, pre-history, topography, legend,  
  the lore of trees, astronomy, astrology,

   Chinese alchemy, geology, Balinese 
   gamelan music, sacred dance, 
   necrophilia in the Tantric tradition …

EMMA:   Stop! Stop it! You’re … you’re frightening  
  me! The child cannot possibly know all of

    these things. Is she –  ? What is she? 
   A prodigy?

COLM:   Nah! Lasairfhíona’s no Wunderkind. 
   I told you. She’s a druid’s apprentice.
   Let’s say she has an open mind and keeps it
    open. Our way is to learn …and never stop  

  learning. Her apprenticeship lasts for   
  seven years. Then she will be initiated into  
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  our order. Don’t forget, we have a very long  
  tradition of learning in Ireland. 

   Mayo, where my mother came from ... in
    ancient times it was known as Maigheo na
    Sacsan, Mayo of the Saxons. 
   Your Saxon kings and chieftains sent their
    sons to us ... to be taught.

 EMMA:   Well I’ll be …  shows how little one knows, 
   doesn’t it? How little I know …  
   (It grows dark)

COLM:   Everything you have learned today you 
   have retained.

EMMA:   Oh, I doubt that very much!
 
COLM:   Let me look into your eyes.  
   (He does) I see a grey bird. 
   Give me the seven names in Irish for a heron.

EMMA:   You must be joking. I couldn’t give you one!

COLM:      The seven names for a heron. Now!

EMMA:    I can’t! I know I can’t!

COLM:   And I know you can.
   (Places his hand on her forehead. 
   Sternly he orders her.) 
   Give me the seven names for a heron. 
   Now! (Pause)

EMMA:   (In a disembodied voice) 
   Corr réisc. Corr ghlas. Corr mhóna. 
   Corr iasc. Máire Fhada. Síle na bPortach.  

  Jónaí an Scrogaill.
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   (Colm kisses her on the forehead.)

   Did I get it right? I didn’t hear myself saying it!

COLM:   (Takes her hand.) Come!
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Act One
Scene 3

 EMMA and COLM alone on camp‑path through the 
pines. They stop.

EMMA: Aren’t the stars just –   (He’s looking at her.)

COLM: Yes …  seeing their light in your eyes 

 (She looks at him and looks away again.)

EMMA: I feel…  I know it sounds clichéd…  I feel I 
know you, somehow …for a long time and it’s only 
been, what ... four days? I’ve never known an Irishman 
before ... not really ... I mean, a real Irishman ... from 
Ireland ... one vaguely comes across Irishmen from 
time to time, in Britain ... but, it’s like they’re not really 
there ... fleetingly ... empty shells ... caricatures of their 
real selves ... Oh, maybe I’ve fallen victim to ... you 
know ... stereotyped images of the Irish? You’re ... a 
very friendly race, really.

 (He puts an arm around her.)
 Very easy to get on with, I mean. I wonder why that is?
 (He draws her close to him.)
 Your wife is ... Bríd is very ... charming ... no Colm ... 

not here ... for Heaven’s sake!

COLM: We’re invisible, Emma. 

EMMA: Invisible? (A strange light surrounds them as he slips 
off her summery blouse.) Why are the pine trees 
swaying so? No, not swaying ... dancing. Dancing! 
(Gently he brings her down to the ground, kisses her 
feet, her calves, her ankles, her breasts. The sound of 
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cicadas, low, as German father and daughter pass by.)

GERMAN: Ja sicher! A squirrel can find a buried nut in the ground 
even when it is covered with snow. The Latin name, 
Sciurus, means a shade-tail. It shades the back and the 
head from the sun by spreading its tail over them. It 
can also use the tail as an umbrella during a shower.

GRETCHEN: Really, papa?

GERMAN: On a cool night, in the open nest, it spreads its tail like 
a warm duvet. Clever, hah?

GRETCHEN: (Stopping where COLM and EMMA are on the 
ground) What’s that?

GERMAN: And of course the plumelike tail slows its descent when 
falling from –  what’s what?

GRETCHEN: (Pointing) That! Looks like a poisonous mushroom, 
Papa!

GERMAN: Um Gotteswillen! I think you are correct, Gretchen. 
I will look it up in my Dudenbuch. If it is a poisonous 
mushroom, as you say, we must report it, first thing 
in the morning or the mad English might start eating 
them. Seven o’clock tomorrow morning, sharp! Come 
Gretchen!

GRETCHEN: Yes, Papa ...

 (As they leave)

GERMAN: Did you know that the northern tree squirrel has more 
nipples – four pairs –  than the tropical forms?

GRETCHEN: Really, Papa?



31

 (Exeunt)

EMMA: Oh my God! My God, Colm! We are invisible!

COLM: Invisible. Inaudible. Inviolable. (The sound of cicadas, 
rising, reaches a crescendo as she abandons herself to 
his embraces. Slow fade of light and sound.)
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Act One
Scene 4

 Tables cleared. All gone inside their respective, 
 dimly‑lit tents. Voices.

KEN: Checked his files, I did!

EMMA:  What do you mean?

KEN:  Shhh! Going for the beer was only a ruse, woman!

EMMA: You broke into the camp office? With two security 
guards hanging around?

KEN:  Child’s play, Emma! Listen to this. Faxed London. 
They fax Dublin. Got the whole profile in a matter of 
minutes. He’s got druid on his friggin’ passport! How’d 
he manage that?

EMMA:  Ken, I don’t think –

KEN:  You don’t think what? I’ve served in Northern 
Ireland, haven’t I? Due back in November, amn’t l? 
Had to check him out, didn’t I? I mean there’s Dutch, 
Germans, Belgians and our own lot here, right? And 
we’ve landed beside a Paddy –and a pretty weird Paddy 
at that. Well, anyway, nothin’…

EMMA:  Nothing? What do you mean noth –

KEN:  London’s never ’eard of him. 
 That makes me more suspicious.
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EMMA: You haven’t … you haven’t brought a gun to bed 
with you, Ken? I told you –

 

KEN: Ha-ha! Never dreamed I’d get a chance to say this – no 
dear just happy to see you! Ha-ha!

EMMA: No, Ken  it’s not on …  not here …  not now …
we’re …  you can hear everything here … listen ... 
what’s that?

 (COLM has emerged from his tent. Stands silent. 
 Lifts arms to tree.)

KEN:  You’re imagining things!

COLM:  Iora rua! Iora rua!
 Bod mór an tsaighdiúra chugat!
 Bod mór an tsaighdiúra chugat!*

 (COLM lowers hands and returns to tent.)
 
 (KEN peeps out.)

KEN:  Nothin’, can’t hear a thing!
 (Goes back to tent.)
 Aw ... shit!

 (*Squirrel! Squirrel!
 Take the soldier’s erection!
 Take the soldier’s erection!)
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EMMA: Gun’s run out of bullets, eh?

KEN: Must ’ave been sumfin’ in that sangria!
 (Light extinguished in their tent)

ALAN: Must talk to them about the fridges tomorrow.

LAURA: (Yawns.) What?

 ALAN: Wouldn’t it be somethin’, eh? Go off on a camping 
holiday come back to the office with the news that all 
the camp-sites in the Vendée –  must be thousands and 
thousands of camps – changing over to Bosch fridges, 
eh? Wouldn’t it be a dream? They’d send us campin’ 
every year. Normandy, Brittany ... all the way down ... 
over to the Riviera ... Imagine pulling off somethin’ like 
that, eh? Be ’mazing, wouldn’t it? Bloody amazing ...

 LAURA: Night, dear …  Bon nuit!

 COLM: Oíche mhaith, a Bhríd*.

[SILENCE]

END ACT ONE

(*Good night, Bríd). 
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Act Two
Scene I

 LAURA on hammock, practising in bad French, from a 
phrase‑book.

LAURA: Je peux –  pooh, is it? (Tries again.) Je peux payer 
avec cette cert? (She repeats quickly, giving ‘cette’ 2 
syllables.) Comment vous appelez-vous? Well I don’t 
need to know his name if I’m asking for some English 
marmalade do I? Really, silly book! What’s this 
one then? S’il vous plait parlez plus lentement. (She 
pronounces ‘plus’ as an English word.) Please speak 
more slowly. Now, that’s more like it. Voici ma femme 
– this is my wife ... Oh, really! (Casts the book aside. 
Looks over.) What’s brewing with the druids I wonder?

 (BRÍD brings out sangria bowl. Ceremoniously lights a 
few candles on ornate Celtic candelabra)

BRÍD: Laura, care to join us?

LAURA: Merci beaucoup!

BRÍD: Ken? Alan? Emma?

LAURA: We got some of those yellow candles with the 
mosquitoes on them. Full of anti-mosquito chemicals 
I’m told. Very effective they are. Shall I bring some 
over?

BRÍD: No thank you, Laura. I don’t think they’re going to 
bother us tonight.
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 (KEN arrives, holding a large pair of boxer shorts with 
the Union Jack on them.)

KEN: Really! Had these on the line today, Emma, didn’t we? 
Courier comes along. Says take ’em down, he did. I say 
are you from Hackney or not? He says some Kraut and 
his daughter took offence. Well I said –   (EMMA takes 
them from him and puts them away. KEN stumped. 
EMMA returns with a cheeseboard.)

EMMA: Got us some lovely goat’s cheese today. Think you’ll 
like it Bríd.

KEN: Little stall in St. Gile’s. 

 COLM: St. Giles  (French pronunciation)

 KEN: Whatever you say mate. Bit of a linguist too, are we?

 (COLM sniffs cheese ... )
 Sumfin’ wrong with the cheese, then?

 EMMA: Relax, Ken …

BRÍD: Colm can tell, you know. 

KEN: What – if the cheese is off?

 BRÍD: What herbs the goat may have eaten, from the goat’s 
milk and cheese.

 
KEN: Very useful to know, I’m sure. 

ALAN: (Arriving with lots and lots of pistachio nuts) Some 
pistachios? 

 (Everybody flummoxed)

COLM: Wonderful. Got a bargain?
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ALAN: Plenty more inside.

COLM: I’m sure we’ve more than enough there. How’s Laura’s 
thigh?

ALAN: Beg your –

LAURA: Oh my thigh! I declare! I forgot to look.

ALAN: So did I. 

LAURA: Mustn’t have been bothering me much. Why! WouId 
you believe it! Voila! (Flashes her upper thigh, craning 
her neck to view)

BRÍD: Gone?

LAURA: Like it never was there. Cor! Amazing! (To BRÍD) Bríd, 
what should I – you know –give? In return.

ALAN: We’ve just given him a load of pistachios, haven’t we?

LAURA: Bags of pistachios isn’t exactly a Mitsubishi is it?

ALAN: It was a bloody mosquito bite!

LAURA: On top of an ant-bite.

BRÍD:  The pistachios are perfectly acceptable: it’s the spirit 
of the thing really, not the actual material worth of the 
gift.  (ALAN relaxes)

KEN: From Iran, I believe. Pistachios.

BRÍD: Really?

ALAN: Been there once. Selling fridges.
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KEN: What else!

LAURA: (to herself) Oh Gawd … 

EMMA: How was it then, Alan?

ALAN: Not too good as a matter of fact. Cut-throat business 
fridges. Someone got in there before me.

KEN: You mean you didn’t know he’d got in there first? Don’t 
you have any intelligence network? Didn’t you do a 
reconnaissance?

ALAN: We’re not the bloody army, mate … sorry, no offence. 
 No, it was the paperwork really ... 

LAURA: Wasn’t that.
 
ALAN: OK, you tell it!

LAURA: Well, it was political wasn’t it? I mean, we were 
involved in some kind of hush-hush business, weren’t 
we? Sorry Bríd ... Colm ... we, meaning the British…

BRÍD: Of course…
  (KEN lights a cigarette. A bit on edge)

ALAN: Anyway, we’re not here to talk about the fridge-war in 
Iran. Anybody got any news? All they’ve got in that TV 
room is MTV all day. Kids glued to it. That and Italian 
football. Like zombies they were. Didn’t dare ask could 
I change over for some news ... headlines even. Haven’t 
heard a bit of news in five days.

LAURA: We shouldn’t allow them watch those videos all 
day. The vicar, you know, at home, he says it’s all 
hedonistic. Gyrating bodies ... Madonna, you know ... 
Bums and Noses ...
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KEN: Guns and Roses? 

LAURA: Whatever …  suggestive lyrics, fills their minds 
with … how did the vicar describe it? New-Age 
Paganism, that’s what he said. His exact words. 
Paganism is on the way back, is what he said. Has 
even infected the Royal Family, the spiritual crucible of 
the nation, is how he put it. Very eloquent man. Trés 
eloqant!

BRÍD: (Monologue)
 Yes, I’m sure he is. A very eloquent man. Eloquence 

and persuasive rhetoric are often applied by deceivers, 
manipulators. I’m sure the vicar is an honest man. The 
odd ecumenical service –as long as it doesn’t frighten 
the horses. So ... the House of Windsor, spiritual 
crucible of the nation, hmm? What is it vicar? What is 
it about paganism which puts you on your guard, that 
you must warn parents, must chastise the young who 
dare explore the universe within and without, that you 
must curb their dance of joy at the realization of their 
very existence, must check  the flow of their sap, must 
not allow them to howl with pain, with pleasure; what 
is it that solders your grey moral certitudes?

EMMA: (Duologue) Our star is out tonight, Colm. The one 
that shone for us. When we were invisible, inaudible 
... inviolable. (Pause) Do you ever wonder is there 
intelligent life up there?

COLM: Ask Laura’s vicar. (End duologue)

LAURA: (Monologue) Well, you can’t imagine my frustration. 
Seeing Fergie splashed on all those French, Dutch and 
German newspapers and not having a clue what was 
going on. Cavorting by a pool –with her financial 
adviser. Topless ... that’s what the lady said at the 
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shop. With a shrug. Do you have the Telegraph, I say. 
The Guardian? Another shrug. I take it you’ve only 
got foreign papers, I say. So frustrating. Got there a 
little earlier this morning. Same story. English papers? 
She shrugs. Why do they shrug all the time? Is it to 
annoy us? Do they shrug at each other all the time? 
(She shrugs) There! I’m getting the habit. Balmoral 
– all over the continental papers. Now what, I ask. 
Queen looking ever so perplexed, out for a morning 
ride. Even the horse looked sad. Someone buys a 
newspaper, a Dutch newspaper I think it was. The 
Queen, I say. He smiles politely. I shrug a bit, trying 
to find out what’s going on. Have they dissolved the 
monarchy? The Queen is to pay taxes, he says – in 
perfect English. What a distressing time for her. What 
was God thinking of when he dealt her a hand like 
that –the Defender of the Faith. Shall have a long talk 
with the vicar when we get back. Thirteen! Thirteen 
she was when she first set eyes on Philip. July I939. 
Royal Family about to set off for the annual tour of 
the Western Isles. Lucky for Princess Elizabeth – as 
she was then –that King George VI popped into the 
Dartmouth Royal Naval College first, wasn’t it? There 
Prince Philip of Greece was asked by his uncle, Lord 
Louis Mountbatten, to entertain the young princess. 
Love at first sight. Unlike Alan and me. But we’re all 
still together ... Philip, Elizabeth, Alan and me.  Yes 
…Always hoped that Alan might ... grow a bit, in 
stature. You know, carry himself tall, like the Duke of 
Edinburgh. But, of course Alan was fully grown when 
we met, as fully grown as he would ever be. Tended 
to slouch a bit, did Alan. My mother suspected he had 
a curvature of the spine. Comes from peering into 
fridges. Why don’t you build them so you don’t have 
to stoop? I’m a salesman, not a designer, he says. Sell, 
sell, I say –  don’t be looking into them all the time. 
Don’t know what he expects to find there. They’re just 
fridges. Empty fridges. I can’t look at a fridge anymore. 
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I – why did it have to be fridges? They’ve made him 
cold. He hasn’t had an erection now for ... donkey’s 
years. He’s shy about those things. Took him so, so 
long to work up the courage to ask me would I ... help. 
Yes, of course Alan. I don’t mind. We were 9 years 
married. Would I do something for him? Yes, yes Alan. 
What is it? Rub his member with ice- cubes. Well ... we 
tried. Left with a puddle of cold water in the middle 
of the bed. Alan moved into the other room. Been 
that way since. I’m sure the Duke of Edinburgh never 
suggested anything as ridiculous as ice-cubes. (End 
monologue)

LAURA: (Standing, raising glass of sangria) The Queen!

KEN: (Very quick on his feet) The Q- (Realizing the 
incongruity, looks around, sits down.)

ALAN: Laura!

BRÍD: Oh – we don’t mind a bit, do we Colm? Heck! (She 
stands) Sláinte na Banríona! (All stand and toast the 
Queen. Sit again. Look at each other. Gentle laughter.)

LAURA: I- I- don’t know what came over me. 0-o-la-la!

KEN: (Ladling bowl, helping himself to some more sangria.) 
Well,  Sláinte!

COLM: Sláinte!

KEN: Did I say it right?

BRÍD: Like a native speaker.

ALAN: Not many of those left, I expect? My great 
grandmother was Manx you know.
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LAURA: I don’t recall you ever – 

ALAN: Could sing in Manx Gaelic she could. Oh yes. Couldn’t 
speak it. But had a few songs, you know. Oh ... what 
was that thing she had ... no, it’s gone ... about sheep ... 
haw na hoorey, something ... sheep under the snow, or 
something ... such a long time ago ... haw na hoorey…. 
Hoorey? something – something ... No … gone …

 COLM: ‘Tá na caoirigh fó shneachta ... ‘the sheep are under 
snow’…  yes, I know it. 

ALAN: You –you actually know it? I thought … I don’t believe 
this! I just don’t believe it …  I thought my great-
grandmother was the only one who knew it! Well, 
that’s what she told me. I’m the only one, she said. And 
that song would die with her ... haw na hoorey 

 ... all I remember of it.

COLM: Tá na caoingh fó shneachta…

 ALAN: Yes! That’s the one! That’s it! I’m – I’m flabbergasted. 
(Blows his nose. Looks at handkerchief) Haw na 
hoorey ... well blow me!

BRÍD: They’ve begun to teach Manx again, you know.

ALAN: Have they really?

BRÍD: About one and a half thousand Manx children will be 
starting off next term. Why don’t you give it a try?

 ALAN: What, Manx? You mean –go to the Isle of Man and 
actually learn Manx?

EMMA: Why not?

KEN: Never too late.
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ALAN: Well … no no…   I mean… how long would it take 
me, eh? Six months, a year?

COLM: Rest of your life!

ALAN: There, see! Naw, not going to help me sell more fridges, 
is it?

LAURA: There’s more to life than bloody’ fridges, Alan. La vie! 
La vie!

 (ALAN into monologue)

ALAN: More to life? Like what? The Royal Family, I suppose. 
What is it? This obsession with the Royals, what’s left 
of them. Tried to figure it out. Really have. Even asked 
the vicar once. He’s just as bad. Spiritual crucible of 
the nation, he said. Should be proud of Laura, he said. 
Is she proud of me? Takes two to tango, I always say. 
Where are you going Laura, I say. Down to Ladbroke’s, 
to do a bet. You don’t bet, I say, it’s not Grand National 
Day, is it? No, Queen has a horse running in Sandown. 
Couldn’t care less if the Queen Mother is running, I 
say. And she looks at me. And I know I’ve hurt her. It’s 
difficult ... to talk about ... wanted to talk to other men 
about it ... was it ... normal behaviour ... ? But I felt it 
would be a betrayal ... of her little secret. Secret? She 
drags the Royals into everything! They’ve followed us 
here. A squirrel looked at me today. I thought it looked 
like Prince Charles. Maybe she’s having the ... change 
of life? Exactly what I need – change of life!

LAURA: You can’t deny it, Alan. They’re very very close. 
You can see it, Alan. I can see it, Alan. I can feel it. 
November I948, Alan. Prince Charles was born. Do 
you know how the Duke described him? He said he 
looked like a plum pudding, Alan. Warmth, that’s 
warmth, man. Royal warmth. Homely, you know? You 
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can see it, the way they examine horse-flesh together –  
at Badminton Horse Trials, Alan, at the races, polo …  
it’s like it’s not four eyes looking at a horse, Alan, but 
two. Do you know what I’m saying, Alan? Écout!

ALAN: (Monologue) And when we go on this, our first ever 
camping holiday together, in France and I see the 
car parked opposite ours and I say to myself “Thank 
heaven it’s not another GB –they’re Irish”. Now she’ll 
shut up about them, for once, but no –she goes off into 
some royal reverie and toasts the Queen!  

LAURA: (Monologue) They call Windsor Castle the weekend 
cottage. Isn’t that, nice, Alan? Hmm? They enjoy a 
spot of supper together, watch a bit of TV ... Alan, 
listen to me, Alan. They were nine years married when 
… we were nine years married, Alan, when you asked 
me to rub your Bosch, as you call it, with ice-cubes. 
They were nine years married, Alan, and the Duke 
was abroad. Listen to this. Listen. He spotted a pair 
of iguanas. They had their arms around each other. 
It was lovely. Instantly he was reminded of Elizabeth. 
He photographed the embrace and sent it to the 
palace with a loving message. Alan! Do you think I’m 
inventing this? This is history Alan ... la histoire!

 (End of monologue)

ALAN: (Monologue) I have this recurring dream, you see. 
Environmentalists ... Why they don’t lock them all 
away in some environmental institution I’ll never know! 
Out to destroy the world. Well, my world. Fridges. 
There’s thousands of them ... environmentalists, just 
like you and me except ... they’re green, see? I mean ... 
their skin and all ... their ears ... tongues ... a horrible 
green. Nobody seems to notice ... I say look, he’s green, 
see? Green! She’s green. Look! Green all over, I say. 
Gangrene! They all look at me, like I’m crazy! And 
I’m demonstrating this new model, you see, at a fair. 
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Plug it in. Starts playing music ... tango or something. 
People gather round. I tell them to go away. Clear off, 
I say. There’s a fault. Malfunction. It’s like I’m not 
there. They start dancing ... Always the same dream 
... always the same dream ... It’s… it’s  the bloody 
environmentalists you see ...

 (End monologue)

KEN: (He has a new set of boules which he takes from the 
box)

 Well, I suppose we should try going native! Anyone for 
boules? Idiot-proof as far as I can see. Alan?

ALAN: Very kind of you, Ken. Don’t mind if I do.

LAURA: Don’t strain your back Alan, dear. (To BRÍD) Tricky 
back he has…  C’est la vie!

BRÍD: Always a first time for everything.

KEN: Oh,  you’ll join us then Bríd?

BRÍD: If I may… 

KEN: Why certainly… 

BRÍD: Laura, Emma, Colm, come along.

LAURA: (Holding two boules, unaware of double‑entendre.) 
Such interesting balls … 

EMMA: Colm and I will keep the insect life from the sangria.

KEN: Good show! Top it up old boy, this is likely to lead to a 
thirst.
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 (Shadows and sounds of boules  in the wings. Silence. 
COLM and EMMA do not communicate for some 
time, at least not verbally.)

EMMA: It was all a dream, wasn’t it? Last night? You and me?

COLM: We must have dreamt the same dream then …

EMMA: I’ve never been …  unfaithful to Ken. He was away 
once for almost six months, training paratroopers or 
something in Germany. Hush-hush operation, secret 
location and all that. Never much as looked at another 
man.

 (Natural sounds from the wood fill the silence, leaden 
thud of boules, laughter and distant voices, words of 
encouragement etc. from wings.)

COLM: (Pointing) See him up there, panting a little but 
otherwise quite still?

EMMA: What? Where?

COLM: That tired-looking squirrel … Gave him Ken’s erection 
last night. He’s serviced half the female squirrels in the 
Vendée since ... haven’t you?

 (Squirrel sounds)

EMMA: (After a longish pause.) Why am I not afraid of you, I 
ask myself. How come I don’t feel spooked?

COLM: Because you know, Emma. You know who I am, and 
what I am.

EMMA: Do I? Not sure that I do! What do you use? Herbs? 
Crystals?
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COLM: Whatever comes to hand. Much of the old wisdom had 
been lost. One learns to rely on intuition.

 
EMMA: To do what – specifically? That is, apart from adultery.
 
COLM: Love-making is our form of initiation, Emma. 

EMMA: You …  you initiated me? Oh, is that it? And may I ask, 
why?

COLM: Once …  a long time ago, you were what we call a 
bean feasa. A wise woman … You … can … you will 
be that again. Emma, don’t look so serious! Healing 
is fun! Alan is going to have his first erection in years, 
tonight.

EMMA (Laughs) What!?

COLM: Laura won’t emerge from that tent until it’s almost 
noon. (Showing with his hands.) A massive erection!

EMMA: When …  when I was a …wise woman …can’t believe 
I’m saying all this …did we know each other then?

 (COLM slowly nods his head.)
 And the future?

COLM: (Jokingly, peering at bowl of sangria.) Ah! Look into 
my crystal bowl … 

EMMA: Red …  blood??? Is Ken going to be alright? Will 
anything – will Ken – ? 

 (KEN arrives back.)

KEN: Will Ken what? Will Ken what then? Win the game of 
boules? Just did! You don’t have to ask your druid here! 
Had to cut it short. Nobody fit.
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COLM: Good on ya, Ken.

 (KEN kisses EMMA gently on cheek.)

KEN: Just put these away.

 (Exits with box of boules.)

EMMA:  (Wistfully, almost to herself)
 Seems gentler all of a sudden. 
 Can’t remember when he last kissed me on the cheek.

 (The others arrive back)

ALAN: Oh, I feel good after that. (Slaps LAURA on the bum.)

LAURA: Alan!

BRÍD: (to LAURA) Who’s frisky then?

LAURA: Oh, my whole body aches! Going for a shower. Then I 
think I’ll make it an early night. Mon Dieu! (Sighs in 
passable French.)

 ALAN: Might do the same myself! All this fresh air … not used 
to it you know.

 (As BRÍD begins to tidy up the table and leaves, ALAN 
and COLM alone on stage.)

 Read this extraordinary article recently, Colm. There’s 
these two lead coffins, you see, in this colonial church 
in Maryland, I think it is. Now they’re there since, I 
don’t know, the I680s or something, see? Well ... there’s 
air in there, see? Trapped inside those lead coffins for, I 
dunno, three hundred years. O.K? Now, if they extract 
the air from the lead coffins they’ll know what the 
atmosphere was like in the pre-industrial age! Actually 
... yes ... (looks around, sees they’re alone) ... it was 
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something else I wanted to say ... hmm ... just after the 
boules, you know? This ... this squirrel …comes down 
the trunk of a pine ... he’s literally only two feet away 
from me ... he’s looking at me ... staring at me ... and 
then he winks ... and goes back up again!

 END ACT 2
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Act 3 
Scene I

 At table once more outside centre tent. BRÍD stirring 
the sangria. COLM lights some dried sage and places 
it in shell. Gently blows it until it gives off its peculiar 
scent. LAURA on plastic setee or hammock, reading 
Patrick Sűskind’s ‘Perfume’. KEN arrives.

KEN: Certainly going to miss that smell back in Belfast.

COLM: Why don’t you take some with you?

KEN: Just might do that … 

BRÍD: (Ladling the sangria) Rich and syrupy tonight.

 (Others arrive)

EMMA: Any boars around here?

KEN: Yeah, plenty, my dear. Belgians are bores. Lots of 
boring Belgians … 

 EMMA: No, I meant the boar …  wild pig?

KEN: Oh, poking around for truffles last night, were they?

 EMMA: Just poking, by the sound of them.
 
 (ALAN splutters in his sangria)
ALAN: Dear me! Mighty good stuff, Bríd. Must get the recipe 

from you.

 BRÍD: Sorry Alan, no chance. Secret formula and all that.
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ALAN: Oh yes, of course, the druid’s potion. My word, we’re 
going to miss you folks, aren’t we, Laura?

LAURA: Not too many characters like you lot in Chingford. 
(She puts book down, sits up, crosses her legs, 
lotus‑style. Monologue.)

 For a minute I thought it was one of the iron bars had 
come loose on the camp-bed, you know? It was Alan. 
Alan’s swollen member. Engorged and throbbing ... I 
don’t know which one of us was more surprised. And 
when I stroked the length of it I just gulped and said 
‘Philip’? I hope that didn’t spoil it for him. Maybe 
he didn’t hear ... He wouldn’t have liked me to have 
brought up the Duke of Edinburgh at a time like that. 
But for one exquisite moment I thought I was being 
ravaged by some other man ... the Duke? Colm? Ken 
maybe? All three ... or that darkie that sits by the pool 
all day, sipping pastis on the rocks, ogling white flesh 
behind dark glasses. Or that bronzed, sinewy youth, 
the ice-cream seller who paraded up and down the 
beach the other day, chanting “Miko, Miko, tra-la-la 
la-lah!” And his penis was like some living thing in 
my hand –  a robin – and with my other hand I felt 
for that mole on his back and then I knew for sure it 
was Alan ... He began tolick around my nipple ... (She 
undoes a button in her blouse and fondles her breasts) 
... licking my nipple and touching it with the tip of his 
tongue until it was erect ... I looked down ... even in 
the darkness of the tent I could see my nipple, budding 
pinkly and he took it in his mouth ... (She strokes her 
nipple with increasing rhythm)  and he sucked and he 
sucked and sucked  ... like a ravenous orphan-child 
snatched from death and given to a wet-nurse ... and he 
sucked, sucked, sucked and then ... (She weeps) Alan! 
Alan! Alan! (She heaves a deep, deep sigh of relief) My 
dear, dear sweet old Alan! Defrosted at last! 

 (She has made herself decent and joins others at table)
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 (Sangria being poured. LASAIRFHÍONA arrives with 
some herbs, neatly tied in a red ribbon. KEN looks up, 
stunned.)

KEN:  Where ‘ave you been hiding yourself then?

 (She ignores him, completely selfpossessed, and says, in 
Irish, to COLM, that she has found the herbs he asked 
for.)

LASAIRFHÍONA:  Fuaireas na luibheanna sin a bhí uait.

 (COLM takes them, waves them to and from his nose, 
as a perfumier might test a prefume on a handkerchief 
and asks LASAIRFHÍONA, in Irish, to prepare them.)

COLM: Ullmhaigh anois iad, a Lasairfhíona.

KEN: All Urdee and Hindu now where we come from.

EMMA: Urdu and Hindi, Ken. Urdu and Hindi.

 KEN: Yeah, whatever you say. I mean it makes some sense, I 
suppose,  this Gaelic thing … well, with you lot, but 
Urdee and Hindu and – what’s that other one?

EMMA: Gujerati.

KEN: (Monologue) Yeah! Shovin’ it down our throat. Can’t 
get a job as a postman if you can’t speak Urdee. Job on 
the buses? Forget it mate! I mean, it’s a bit much, isn’t 
it? I mean  learning nursery rhymes in Urdee – Urdu? 
Ain’t right, is it? I mean our lot! Yeah! Our lot having 
to learn nursery rhymes in Urdee? What’s wrong with 
London Bridge is Falling Down? Nothing wrong with 
it, is there? Old Mother Hubbard, eh? Little Old Lady 
that lived in the Shoe? I mean, it’s good stuff, isn’t it? 
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We were reared on it, weren’t we? Polly Put the Kettle 
on ... (Pause) 

 Night manoeuvres – you know – during training. 
Blacken our faces we would. You didn’t know if the 
other guy was black or white. Follow me? Bump into 
him in the dark. Two black faces. The whites of the 
eyes. Moments like that I’d often feel like saying, as 
a kind of pass-word: “Little Miss Muffet, sat on a 
Tuffet”, or “Old King Cole was a Merry Old Soul”, you 
know? “Hickory Dickery Dock...”, “Little Jack Horner 
...” and if the other guy could say the second line –  “sat 
in the corner” –  it would be alright then; somehow 
we’d know who and what the hell we were fighting for 
... don’t you know what I’m saying, for God’s sake? 
Tradition! Tradition! Our tradition! We – we ourselves! 
Ourselves alone! Sinn Féin! (Becomes confused, half‑
doped, looks around. In a weak, childish voice the last 
lines of a nursery rhyme)

  
 “All the kings horses
  All the kings men, 
 Couldn’t put Humpty
 Together again ...”  (End of internal monologue)

 I wanna get rid of it.

EMMA: What dear?

KEN: The tattoo. (Looks at his arm.) Think you could do 
anything about it Colm? Like you fixed up that bite on 
Laura’s ass?

COLM: Just might do, Ken … 

 (LASAIRFHÍONA re‑enters with powdered herbs, 
holding pestle and mortar. COLM fingers the 
powdered herbs and says to LASAIRFHÍONA, in 
Irish, that she has done well, invoking a blessing from 
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the Celtic god, Crom, on her hand.)

 Tá siad púdraithe go mín agat, bail ó Chrom ar do 
lámh, a Lasairfhíona  dhil.

 (She gracefully retires to tent. KEN stares at her as 
she goes and, entranced, lapses into another internal 
monologue.)

 KEN: God! She’s ravishing … followed her the other day. 
Christ, I know she’s only a child. Couldn’t help myself. 
I was drawn into her, sucked into her field of gravity, 
her swell, her eddy. She was ... like a bomb I had to 
defuse. The pines were swaying ... no, dancing! It 
doesn’t make sense. I’m not making … well, I followed 
her down as far as the old oak. A haze of sunlight ... 
the sun moving in and out of the clouds at a rapid rate 
... then a series of sunbeams, just like laser they were ... 
and she ... she seemed to ... I couldn’t get my bearings 
... she had left no footprints on the forest floor ... not a 
twig disturbed ... Go back! Stop now, I said to myself. 
But ... my feet were as heavy as lead ... dragging me on 
and on and … I saw her… disappear ... walk through 
the oak tree. Suddenly I felt cold – all over –

  horribly, horribly cold. (End internal monologue)

EMMA (Internal Duologue)

 This ... ‘glamour’, as you call it. Is it real? Real magic 
or sleight-of-hand?

COLM:  Glamour. Yes, unusual use of the word.

EMMA:   Shape-shifting ... can you really ... really ... change your 
shape? Become a deer? A hare? A squirrel? Your name, 
Colm, means a dove, does it not? Can you change into 
a bird? Are you dove-like? Are you a man of peace? 
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You tell me the hour of druidism draws nigh. What 
does that mean? Wishful thinking? Are you working 
alone, or are you part of some Messianic, sacrificial 
cult?

 (She stares transfixed at the sangria bowl. Her 
expression alters to one of horror.)

 My God! What’s in that bowl?
 It’s not wine, is it? Is it?

 COLM: You’re learning, as I knew you would.

EMMA: (Whispers) It’s blood …  blood …  
 the blood of squirrels!
 (COLM stares at her.. She begins to speak, slowly, in a 

disembodied voice.)
 How ... many ... squirrels?

COLM: Seven.

EMMA: And last night?

 COLM: Seven. The red squirrel in Irish is iora rua: seven letters, 
seven squirrels.

 (She begins to half‑groan, half‑hum, in her throat and 
the drone slowly rises and pervades the stage with 
its resonance. Slowly she rises, dips a finger in bowl, 
dabs the contents behind her ears as perfume; her 
groan‑humming increasing in tempo and volume, 
she moves and sways in a mesmerized fashion. She 
scoops some more ‘ sangria’ in her cupped hands, 
licks it like a puppy, then quaffs it down, staining her 
neck and blouse. COLM, still seated, moves his body 
rhythmically, in tune with her movements, intoning 
a drone which has a deep bass harmony with hers. 
LASAIRFHÍONA appears, dressed from head to toe 
in squirrel‑fur, complete with bushy tail. We hear 
the didjeridoo‑like sound of the old Celtic horn, in 
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circular breathing. EMMA begins to tear shreds off 
her clothes. LASAIRFHÍONA fills a chalice with the 
squirrel’s blood, sips from it and spits on the parts of 
EMMA’s body that have become exposed. EMMA 
squirms, arching her body in spasms. EMMA reaches 
a frenzy and LASAIRFHÍONA, cool as a breeze, is 
in unison with her movements until EMMA’s now 
naked body is bespattered. Slowly EMMA’s tumult 
dies down. LASAIRFHÍONA refills the chalice, takes a 
swig from it, goes to EMMA and transfers the contents 
to EMMA’s mouth in a kiss. Suddenly, doves coo 
overhead for duration of prolonged kiss.)

 ( Exit EMMA and LASAIRFHÍONA)

ALAN: Really is so peaceful here, isn’t it?

LAURA: You can almost hear yourself think. I’m so glad you 
spotted the butterfly sign on this camp and the word 

 ‘tranquil’.

ALAN: Your French is coming along very well, my dear.

 LAURA: Thank you Alan! Enchanté!

ALAN: That means ‘ pleased to meet you’, doesn’t it?

LAURA: Well, I am pleased to meet you!

 KEN: I say … all the sangria scoffed then? Tell you the truth, 
don’t know if I can take any more of the stuff. Fancy a 
Scotch, Colm?

COLM: Mmm …  don’t mind if I do.

BRÍD: I’ll get the ice.
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KEN: Scotch Emma? Or a gin and tonic? Emma?

COLM: She’s just gone for a quick shower.

KEN: Wha’?  Really? Didn’t notice her slip off, mate. (Goes 
to tent whistling “It’s a long way to Tipperary”.)

 (BRÍD arrives with bowl of ice, placed before 
ALAN. ALAN takes an ice‑cube and muses, internal 
monologue.)

ALAN: Didn’t always want to be a refrigerator salesman. Not 
really. Had much higher ambitions once. Wanted to be 
a crynocist, I did! Even before I knew the word, or the 
concept, existed. Felt I had a feeling for it. From the 
Greek, kryos, meaning very cold. What the crynocist 
does, in fact, is to store human bodies in liquid 
nitrogen, at minus 196 degrees Centigrade. That’s 
about it really. I know, it may sound a bit gruesome –  
fantastic even – but they’re improving their techniques 
yearly. 

 Did you know that the woolly bear caterpillar – 
gynaephora groenlandica –  spends ten months of 
the year frozen solid! As low as minus 50 degrees 
Centigrade. Can you imagine that? Some turtles, too. 
Totally freeze up. (With ice‑cube between fingers.) 
Frozen solid. And still alive. How come a frog can 
survive while half of the water in his body is frozen? 
The blood lies frozen still in the blood vessels. Take a 
blade, cut the largest one – the aorta – and he won’t 
bleed. Honest! (End of internal monologue.)

  (KEN arrives back with bottle of Scotch. Glasses 
being filled with Scotch and ice. BRÍD silently 
notices EMMA returning. She looks different, hair 
immaculately tied back, in a simple bath‑robe, 
barefoot, an air of delectable innocence, peace and 
composure about her.)
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KEN: My, my! Is that my Emma then? My, my, but you 
look … (lost for words, somewhat disconcerted.) You 
alright, luv? Tot of whiskey? (She floats to her chair.) 
Well well, I must say I’ve had an interesting time here. 
Been planning this a long time, Bríd?

BRÍD: What do you mean, Ken?

KEN: What brought you to this particular camp?

BRÍD: (Internal duologue with KEN.) This place was once 
very sacred to the Druids.

KEN: What – the Vendée?

BRÍD: Here! This very spot – you foolish, foolish man!

KEN: I say! Pardon me for living, I’m sure. Pitched our tent 
on sacred ground, have we? My! Laura! What would 
your vicar say to that, eh? Laura? What’s wrong with 
her? Has she gone deaf or somethin? Laura?

BRÍD: Tomorrow we travel north, to Carnac, in Brittany, 
where Lasairfhíona was born, to celebrate the feast of 
Lúnasa.

KEN: Did you say lunacy?

BRÍD: Why are you so impenetrable? We’ve all been 
brought together here for a reason. Can’t you see 
that? Everything has a purpose ... a reason ... your 
orderliness, Ken ... your rationality ... your military 
tactics and manoeuvres ... your common sense ... your 
practicality ... it hasn’t any rhyme or reason ...

KEN: Rhyme and reason? Rhyme and reason? “Little Bo Peep 
has Lost her Sheep?” That kind of rhyme and reason? 
“Jack and Jill Went up the Hill ...” eh?
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BRÍD: (Softly, therapeutically.) Yes, yes, that kind of rhyme 
and reason.

KEN: Know them all, I do. Hundreds. Never forgot them. 
“Georgie, Porgie, Puddin’ and Pie, 

 Kissed the girls and made them cry …” 

BRÍD: Good, good, good Ken.

KEN: “Wee Willie Winkie 
 Running through the town …”

BRÍD: Good boy, Ken. Good, good!

KEN: “Goosie goosie gander 
 Whither shall I wander? 
 Upstairs downstairs Or –” (Pause)

BRÍD: Or?

KEN: “Or in my lady’s chamber!”

BRÍD: You’re gettin’ there, Ken. 

KEN: (Taking BRÍD’s two hands, he rows.)
  “Row row row your boat 
 Gently down the stream, 
 Merrily, merrily, merrily, merrily  
 Life is but a dream!”
  A dream? Is that all it is? Bríd? Bríd? 
 Bríd, help me, help me! Please! Please help me!

 (She fondles his hair in silence. Doves coo. End of 
internal duologue.)

COLM: A thrush! (Sound of thrush.) A starling! (Sound of 
starling.)
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ALAN: I would so like to be able to recognise birds by their 
song.

BRÍD: Around this time of evening, Lasairfhíona usually sings 
the birds to sleep!

EMMA: Does she really? How … divine.

LAURA: (Looking at ALAN) Wish somebody would sing me to 
sleep.

 (LASAIRFHÍONA appears. Stands listening to 
bird‑song.  Goes then to front stage right, sits on a log. 
Sings the bird‑lullaby, ‘Éiníní’.)

LASAIRFHÍONA:  A éiníní, a chroí istigh
    Codailígí faoin droighneach,
   Ní baol daoibh aon díth anocht
    An cat buí ná ‘hál,

   Ní baol, ná an síofra
   Cois leaca ‘na luí amuigh
   Ná ‘n dobharchú thá cíocrach
   Thíos ar an dtráigh.

   Codailaígi éiníní, smóilíní, céirsíní
   Codailaígí ’einíní cois claí ‘amuigh go sámh:
   Codailaígí ‘éiníní, céirsíní, druidíní,
   Codailaígí ’éiníní, codlaígí go lá!*
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 (* Little birds, little darlings, sleep beneath the 
blackthorn. Ye need not fear any harm tonight, 
the ginger cat or its kittens. Ye need not fear the 
water-sprite lying on the flag-stone, or the voracious 
otter down by the strand. Sleep little birds, little 
thrushes, little blackbirds, sleep peacefully by the ditch. 
Sleep little birds, small thrushes and sparrows, sleep 
now till dawn.)

KEN: Birds have stopped singing …
 
ALAN: Cor!

 (KEN breaks silence by rattling ice in glass, toasting 
company.)

KEN: Sláinte!

COLM: Your very good health!

KEN: Never been healthier mate!

LAURA: Well then, Bríd, what do you intend to do when you get 
back? Apart from the house-chores and looking after 
Colm and Lasairfhíona?

BRÍD: Enroll in a class again, maybe.

LAURA: Good for you!  Decided which one?

BRÍD: Verse-speaking.

LAURA: Trés bien!

BRÍD: I’ve never enrolled for anything else … 

ALAN: What? You mean you take the same course every year? 
Verse-speaking? Don’t believe it!
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BRÍD: Same course. Different poet. Last year it was W.B. 
Yeats.

ALAN: Oh, I see, well, I suppose … why not? Might try 
learning a little Manx myself.

BRÍD: Really?

ALAN: (To LAURA) What d’ye think, blossom? Can’t go on 
selling fridges for ever. Might retire –to the Isle of Man. 
Yes ... I’ve given it some thought, mind you. I’m going 
to close the fridge door, for good.

 
 (LAURA blinks at him, holding back tears, a smile 

breaking on her lips.)

KEN: (Out of the blue, stands, throws shapes) Close the 
fridge door for good, eh? Might take a bit of strength 
that. Come on Alan, how ‘bout a bit of arm-wrestling 
then, eh?’

 ALAN: Bit of –? Oh, don’t know Ken! (Nervous laughter). No 
mate, thanks all the same; no, haven’t done that kind of 
thing in a while; not since –

KEN: Come on, Alan. (Threateningly)

ALAN: Push-penny was my game.

KEN: I’m waiting.

ALAN: Huh?

KEN: You a mouse or a man?
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ALAN: Mouse? How –  how –  (desperately thinking of a 
way out of this, his voice becoming almost a nervous 
falsetto). How ... long ... can a mouse ... last, in a 
fridge?

 KEN: How long can a – (repeats slowly) – how long can a – a 
mouse… last, in a fridge?  

 (ALAN gulps) What d’ya mean? Alive or dead?

ALAN: Alive, stupid! (KEN clenches his teeth, face muscles 
quivering; a glazed look)

KEN: Don’t ….

ALAN: Sorry?

KEN: Ever –  ever –  call me stupid.

ALAN: Sorry, Ken. No, of course not. Not like me.

LAURA: (To herself) Not like him at all!

KEN: That was very stupid of you, Alan. (ALAN gulps again 
and nods) Very stupid.

ALAN: Very stupid! (Then, to avoid misunderstanding) Me! 
I – I was very stupid.

KEN: (As though the incident never occurred) So, get your 
ass over here. On the double. Come on, mate. Not 
going to wrench your bloody arm off, am I? 

 (They sit near each other and bare arms. They prepare 
to arm‑ wrestle on table. Candelabra situated so that 
their arms make a shadow‑play on tent).

  Gotta keep your elbow firmly on the table now, Alan 
–on the table. All the time. You ready? (ALAN nods, 
beginning to look unwell). Count to three if you please, 
Laura.
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LAURA:  One – 

KEN: Not yet, hold on. You ready, Alan? (ALAN nods, 
wanting to get it over with).

LAURA:  Now?

KEN:  Yes, now!

LAURA: One… (Slowly KEN and ALAN look at her in turn and 
look at each other). Two –three! Go! I said “Go” (Not 
realizing at first that  they’ve started).

KEN: Shut up, Laura! (Grunts from both men. ALAN getting 
red in the face, stressed).

KEN: (Straining. Asks ALAN inquisitorially:) How –bloody 
long –  does a bloody mouse –last in the bloody fridge 
then?

ALAN: (Groaning, breathless) Don’t know –no research done 
–yet – far as I know –

KEN: Why ask the question then you –you –blitherin’ –ah! 
Gotch ya! (ALAN sinks back, clutching his chest, KEN 
stands, very physically, massaging his arm, loosening 
up his neck and shoulders)

.
LAURA: You alright, Alan? (Panicky) Alan, love? (ALAN mops 

his brow with whatever dignity he can muster.) 

ALAN: Caught me off-guard you did – with that mouse-talk. 
(Slowly recovering his composure).

KEN: Wanna ‘nother go then? Hmmm? Wanna try again, 
Alan?
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ALAN: (Internal monologue)
 Wanna ’umiliate me again? Front of the women? Front 

of our friends here? Why? What did I ever do to you? 
To anybody? What’s your game? Just being a bastard 
– end of story? I suppose your mother loved you once. 
Did she? (Pause) Not a regular soldier, are we? No 
... more of a ... couldn’t help noticing what you were 
so engrossed in the other day, avidly reading through 
it, page after page ... when I got a chance I picked it 
up. All in French. Very strange, Ken. You don’t have 
French. But it had pictures, Ken, didn’t it? Very strange 
... weird I’d say. Never seen the likes of it. All those 
knives and guns and –can you really get all that stuff 
by mail order? Can’t be legal, can it? 

 You’re some kind of mercenary, right? I was thinking 
about it, for hours. Couldn’t get it out of my head. 
Does Emma know about it? Who are you? What are 
you? Why are you the way you are? Why am I a – a 
mouse? Am I a mouse? Who are we? Are we brothers, 
beneath it all? What have we done with our lives? What 
have we contributed to the common good of humanity? 
Is it too late to change? I don’t know. Never much 
thought about it –until now. Been too busy. I’m not a 
violent man. You see that. Maybe there is a violence in 
me – that I haven’t discovered yet. Do you think? Can I 
learn?

 Beat your wife, Ken? Beat up Emma? Sorry – I –
  I shouldn’t have asked that question. None of my 

business really. Then again – maybe it is. What do you 
think? Do you think? 

 All those knives ... those knives ... they’re not just 
pictures in a mail-order catalogue. They’re real. Real 
knives. Real guns, ready to be used, right? I’m looking 
at a killer. What are you, Ken? A killer. That’s right, a 
killer. 

 “Had a nice holiday in France then? Meet some nice 
people?” ‘Yeah, very nice. One was a pathological 
killer and the other was” –oh, forget it ... a –a – an 
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Irishman. Can’t say it. Can’t say the word ... say it! 
It’s too fantastic. A druid! Now, now I’ve said it. 
But –do I believe it? Do you believe it, Ken? Do you 
believe in anything? Violence? What makes someone 
violent, Ken? I’d like to know. I’d really love to know. 
Really, I would. Does it come with the job? Are some 
people more genetically disposed to violence, to think 
violently? The sheep are under snow, Ken. What do you 
think of that? What are we going to do about it? The 
sheep are under snow. (End internal monologue)

  No thanks, Ken. Think I’ll give it a skip...

KEN: Very wise too, I’d say. Colm! How ’bout you then? 
Wanna give it a try? Come on! Winner can have 
Northern Ireland! (Laughs)

COLM: (Nonchalantly, as is his wont) Try Bríd.

KEN: Bríd? (laughs)
 Good one that ... Come to think of it, did arm-wrestle 

a woman once. A Palestinian –Fatima. Not half bad –
  (To EMMA.) As an arm-wrestler I mean. Took me 

about forty seconds it did. Damn sight more muscle 
than you, Alan, I’m afraid. (ALAN reacts silently) Hey, 
what’s she up to then?

 (BRÍD begins alternate nostril breathing)

COLM: A little breathing exercise. I think she’s going to take 
you on, Ken!

KEN: Serious, mate? Well I’ll be –

COLM: (To EMMA who has been watching BRÍD)
 Very simple really. Alternate nostril breathing. Block 

left nostril, breathe in ...
 (She demonstrates, EMMA imitates)
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KEN: All this heavy breathing is beginning to get to me. (He 
is ignored)

COLM: (Calmly, to EMMA)
 Breathe out through right nostril. Block right nostril. 

Breathe in through left nostril.
 Good ... keep your mouth closed, tongue on roof of 

mouth. Good, breathe out through left nostril.

LAURA: What’s it supposed to do then?

COLM: Steadies the nerves, purifies the mind, brings 
concentration to the task at hand.

EMMA: I’m looking at the way she holds her hands. Beautiful. 
Is that part of it?

COLM: Ah! You noticed. That’s a mudra, Emma.

EMMA: Mudra?

COLM: From the Sanskrit – a “sign” or “seal”. There 
are many, many mudras. Watch my hands, my 
fingers. (He demonstrates various mudras, in slow 
succession, gracefully as hand‑shapes appear, eerily, in 
shadow‑play with candelabra and tent. A dove coos. 
Deep silence. Silence is broken when BRÍD intones a 
mantra, reminiscent of deep‑voice Buddhist chant)

BRÍD: “Am gaeth ar muir…”

KEN: Hell’s bells! Wha’ was that?

COLM: A druidic mantra.

KEN: Come again, mate?
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 COLM: Am gaeth ar muir…
 ‘I am the wind on the sea ...’
 I’d say she’s ready for you now, Ken!

 KEN: She is, is she? Taken the wind out of me, has she? 
Mmm we’ll see about that!  

 (KEN and BRÍD prepare to arm‑wrestle)

ALAN: At the count of three then. (To annoy) Ready, Ken?

KEN: Yes-yes-yes –get on with it!

 ALAN: One  two  three!

 (It’s over in a flash: KEN’s arm flattened on table. 
ALAN goes into a mounting fit of giggles which he 
finds difficult to restrain).

KEN: (Flabbergasted) Well I never …
  Just don’t believe it! (Raises arm and looks at it)
  Let me down there, didn’t we? 
 (ALAN, still giggling, has to mop his brow again. 

Suddenly KEN’s flesh begins to creep with horror).
  Where –  where – ? Where the – ? Where’s my fuckin’ 

tatoo?! My fuckin’ tatoo’s gone! My fuckin’ tatoo! 

 (Enter GERMAN and daughter, GRETCHEN, 
strolling through camp‑site)

GERMAN:  (Outraged)
 Close your ears, Gretchen! It’s a lagar lout!

GRETCHEN: Yes, Papa. (They turn on their heels)

GERMAN:  Schnell!

GRETCHEN: Ja Papa! What is a fuckintatoo, Papa?
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GERMAN: Close the ears, mein Kind.

GRETCHEN: (Wearily) Ja, Papa! (Exeunt)

KEN: Look! Look! Gone! But, it can’t just –

COLM: Weren’t you thinking of getting rid of it?

KEN: Where’s it –  how did –? 
 (BRÍD slowly raises her arm from table. The tatoo is 

on her arm. Frozen tableau.) 

LAURA: (As though nothing had happened, or feigning 
normal conversation). What – what about a nice little 
recitation then, Bríd. Yeats did you say?

EMMA: (Distantly) Oh yes, please. (BRÍD closes her eyes)

BRÍD: “To a Squirrel at Kyle-na-no” by W. B. Yeats.

 Come play with me;
 Why should you run
 Through the shaking tree
 As though I’d a gun
 To strike you dead? 
 When all I would do
 Is to scratch your head
 And let you go ...

LAURA: (After a pause) Magnifique!

 Oh look, there’s a squirrel! 
 (All look, except EMMA who stares mutely ahead)

KEN: Where? Oh yeah!  
 Hey, look! There’s another!
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LAURA: And another!

BRÍD: Look, there!

ALAN: Hey, see that! Hopped from one tree to another he did.

BRÍD: And there’s two more!

KEN: Where?

ALAN: See, there!

 KEN: Where ? Oh yes! Look, another! That’s how many? 
Six? 

COLM: Here comes the seventh … 

 (He looks to EMMA as LASAIRFHÍONA emerges, 
sits and sharpens a long knife on a stone, humming an 
old lament. The sharpening increases and then slowly 
subsides. When she stops she looks towards EMMA, 
still staring blankly ahead. EMMA rises, walks 
towards LASAIRFHÍONA, extends her hand for the 
knife.)

EMMA: Excuse me, nature calls. (Exits. Owls hoot, the sound 
of cicadas, frogs. Now the wood is alive with sound. 
Sudden silence. After a while the coo of doves.) 

 CURTAIN 


