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Characters

JACK, fifties
BRENDAN, thirties
JIM, forties
FINBAR, late forties

VALERIE, thirties

The play is set in a rural part of Ireland, Northwest Leitrim

or Sligo. Present day. Stage setting: a small rural bar.

A counter, left, with three bar taps. The spirits are not
mounted, simply left on the shelf. There are three stools at the
counlter.

There is a fireplace, right. There is a stove built into it. Near
this is a low table with some small stools and a bigger, more
comfortable chair, nearest the fire. There is another small
table, front, with a stool or two.

On the wall, back, are some old black and white photographs:
a ruined abbey; people posing near a newly erected ESB weir;

a town in a cove with mountains around it.

An old television is mounted up in a corner. There is a small
radio on a shelf behind the bar.

A door, right, is the main entrance to the bar. A door, back,
leads to the toilets and a yard.

This bar is part of a house and the house is part of a farm.

The door; right, opens. JACK comes in. He wears a suit which
looks a bit big for him, and a white shirt open at the collar:
Over this is a dirty anorak. He takes the anorak off and hangs
it up. He wipes his boots aggressively on a mat.

He goes behind the counter. He selects a glass and goes to
pour himself a pint of stout. Nothing comes out of the tap. He
vainly tries it again and looks underneath the counter. He turns
and takes a bottle from the shelf, awkwardly prising off the top.
He pours it and leaves it on the bar to settle. He turns to the
till which he opens with practised, if uncertain, ease. He takes
a list of prices from beside the till and holds a pair of
spectacles up to his face while he examines it. He puts money
in the till and takes his change.

As he finishes this, the door at back opens. BRENDAN comes

in. He wears a sweater, heavy cord pants and a pair of slip-on
shoes. He carries a bucket with peat briquettes. He goes to the

ireplace, barely acknowledging JACK, just his voice.
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BRENDAN. Jack.

JACK. Brendan. (Lifting glass.) What’s with the Guinness?

BR[N[).’\N (/)!l’”i‘ff“\" if’c_‘(:’ﬁ' in the stove), [ don't know. It’s the
power in the tap. It’s a new barrel and everything.

JACK. Is the Harp one okay?
BRENDAN. Yeah.

JACK. Well, would you not switch them around and let a man
have a pint of stout, no?

BRENDAN. What about the Harp drinkers?
JACK (derision). ‘The Harp drinkers.’

BRENDAN. Your man’s coming in to do it in the morning.
Have a bottle.

JACK. I'm having a bottle. (Pause.) I'm not happy about it,
now mind, right? But, like.

They laugh.
BRENDAN. Go on out of that.

JACK (drinks). What the hell. Good for the worms.
BRENDAN. I'd say you have a right couple of worms, alright.
They laugh. Pause. BRENDAN stands wiping his hands.

That’s some wind, isn’t it?
BRENDAN. Must have been against you, was it?
JACK comes out from behind the counter.
JACK. It was. It was against me "til I came around the Knock.
It was a bit of shelter then.
BRENDAN goes in behind the counter. He tidies up, dries
glasses.
BRENDAN. Yeah it’s a funny one. It’s coming from the North.
JACK. Mm. Ah, it’s mild enough though.

BRENDAN. Ah yeah. It’s balmy enough. (Pause.) It's balmy
enough.

JACK. Were you in Carrick today?
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BRENDAN. I wasn’t, no. I had the sisters over doing their
rounds. Checking up on me.

JACK. Checking their investments.

BRENDAN. Oh yeah. 'Course, they don’t have a fucking clue
what they’re looking for, d’you know? They’re just vaguely

. you know

JACK. Keeping the pressure on you.

BRENDAN. This is it. (Pause.) At me to sell the top field.

JACK. You don’t use it much.

BRENDAN. No. No I don’t. Too much trouble driving a herd
up. But I know they’re looking at it, all they see is new cars
for the hubbies, you know?

JACK. Mm. You're not just trying to spite them? Get them
vexed, ha?

BRENDAN., Not at all. I'm, just. It’s a grand spot up there. Ah,
I don’t know. Just . ..

Short pause.

JACK. They over the whole day?

BRENDAN. They got here about two. They’d gone for lunch
in the Arms. Got their story straight. Ah they were gone and
all about half four.

JACK. They've no attachment to the place, no?

BRENDAN. No they don’t. They look around, and it’s . . . "Ah
yeah ... " you know?

They laugh a little.
It’s gas.

JACK. Mm

BRENDAN. Were you in Carrick yourself?

JACK. I was. Flew in about eleven, threw on a fast bet. Jimmy
was there, we went for a quick one in the Pot.

BRENDAN. How is he? And the ma?

JACK. Ah. Jimmy. Be in tonight. He put me on to a nice one.
We got her at eleven to four.
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BRENDAN. You're learning to listen, ha?

JACK. Ah. Fuck that sure. I know, but I've been having the
worst run of shit you wouldn’t believe. I was that desperate,
I'd listen to anybody.

BRENDAN. Go on out of that.

JACK. Ah no. No no. Fair dues. I'll say it. He got us a right
one. And it’s good, you know. Break a streak like that.

BRENDAN. You're a user.

JACK (laughs). There’s worse.

BRENDAN. Yeah. There might be.

JACK. But, ah, he was telling me. Did you know about Maura
Nealon’s house?

BRENDAN. No.

JACK. Well. Jim says he met Finbar Mack down in the Spar.
Finally, either sold or’s renting the, the thing, after how
many years it’s sat there?

BRENDAN. Jays, four or five in anyway.

JACK. Jim says five this month. And Finbar’s going bananas
with the great fella that he is. Patting himself on the back,
goodo, and talking about the new resident. Who, he says, is
a fine girl. Single. Down from Dublin and all this. And
Finbar's nearly leaving the wife just to have a chance with
this one. Only messing, like. But he’s bringing her in here
tonight, the nearest place. To old . . . Maura’s. Bringing her
in for a drink. Introduce her to the natives,

BRENDAN. The dirty bastard. I don’t want him using in here
for that sort of carry on. A married man like him.

JACK. Ah he’s only old shit. He wouldn’t have the nerve. Sure,

how far’d he get anyway? The fucking head on him. He’s
only having a little thrill. Bringing her around. And I'll tell
you what it is as well. He's coming in here with her. And
he’s the one. He’s the one that’s ‘with’ her, in whatever
fucking . . . sense we’re talking about. He’s bringing her in.
And there’s you and me, and the Jimmy fella, the
muggins’s, the single fellas. And he’s the married fella. And
he’s going ‘Look at this! There’s obviously something the
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fuck wrong with yous. Yous are single and you couldn’t get
a woman near this place. And look at me. I'm hitched. I'm
over and done with, and I’'m having to beat them off.

BRENDAN. Yeah. That’s the way cunts always go about their
business. It’s intrusive, it’s bad manners, it’s . .

JACK. Ah, it's a juvenile carry on. You know?
BRENDAN. Mm.
JACK. Let her come in herself.
BRENDAN. Yeah. That'd be better. That'd make more sense,
for fuck’s sake.
JACK. Leave her be. Don’t know if I'll stay actually.
BRENDAN. Mm.
Pause. JACK drains his glass and puts it on the bar.
JACK. Go on.
BRENDAN takes the glass and pours a fresh bottle.

Don’t want to leave Jimmy in the lurch. You know? Trying
to hold his own in the Finbar Mack world of big business.

They laugh a little.

BRENDAN. Fucking . . . Jimmy talking all that crack with
Finbar.

JACK. That’s the thing though. The Jimmy fella’s got more
going on up here (Head.) than popular opinion would give
him credit for.

BRENDAN. Sure, don’t we know too well for God’s sake?

JACK. I know.

BRENDAN. We know only too well.

JACK counts change out on the bar.

JACK. Would you give us ten Silk Cut please, Brendan?

BRENDAN. Red?

JACK. Please.

BRENDAN puts the cigarettes on the bar.

Good man.
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Pause. JACK doesn’t touch them yet. BRENDAN counts the

money off the bar. JACK pauses before drinki

Are we right?
BRENDAN. Close enough. Cheers.
JACK. Good luck.

JACK takes a long drink. Pause.

I know I do be at you. I'll keep at you though
BRENDAN. About what?
JACK. Don’t be messing. Come on.
BRENDAN. Ah.

JACK. A youngtella like you. And this place a right going
concern.

BRENDAN. Ah. The odd time. You know, the odd time I'd
think about it.

JACK. You should though.
BRENDAN. Well then, so should you.
JACK. Would you go on? An auldfella like me!
BRENDAN. Would you listen to him?
JACK. Sure what would I want giving up my freedom?
BRENDAN. Well then me as well!

Pause.

JACK. Tch. Maybe. Maybe there’s something to be said for the

old independence.
BRENDAN. Ah there is.

Pause.
JACK. A lot to be said for it.
BRENDAN. Mm. (Pause.) Mm.
JACK. Cheers.
BRENDAN. Good luck.

JACK rakes a long drink. The main door opens and JIM
enters. He takes off an anorak to reveal a festive-looking
cardigan. JACK pretends not to notice him.
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JACK (winks). Oh yes, Brendan, the luck is changing.

and the Jimmy fella on to a nice one today. That fel
want to listen to me a bit more often, I tell you

JIM. I'm going to have to start charging you for tips, am I?

JACK. Ah James! What’ll you have?

JIM. Teach you some manners. Teach him some manners,
Brendan, ha? Small one please, Jack

BRENDAN. Small one.

JACK. Sure it’d take more than money to put manners on me,
ha Brendan?

BRENDAN. It'd take a bomb under you.

JACK. Now you said it. Bomb is right. That wind still up, Jim?

JIM. Oh it is, yeah. Warm enough though.
JACK. We were just saying.
BRENDAN. For a Northerly.
JIM. Oh that’s from the West now.
BRENDAN. Is it?
JIM. Oh yeah that’s a Westerly.
JACK. Must’ve shifted.
JIM. Mm.
Pause. JIM comes to the bar.

Thanking you.

JACK. Good luck.
JIM. Good luck.

BRENDAN. Good luck.

JACK counts change out on the bar.
JACK. Are we right?

BRENDAN counts and pushes a coin back towards JACK.
BRENDAN (gathering coins). Now we are. Sure it’s hard

enough to come by without giving it away.

JACK. This is it. Oh. (To JIM.) Are you doing anything

tomorrow?
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JIM. What time?

JACK. I have to get out to Conor Boland. His tractor’s packed

up. And I have Father Donal’s jalopy in since Tuesday. Said

I'd change the oil. Haven’t done it yet. Would you ever

come in and do it so I can get over to Boland’s?

JIM. It’d have to be early. I'm dropping the mother out to
Sligo.

JACK. Well, whatever. Is that alright?

JIM. Ah, it should be, yeah. Pint?

JACK. Not for the moment. You go on.

JIM. Pint please, Brendan. You on the bottles?

BRENDAN rakes a glass and pours JIM a pint of lager

from the good tap.
JACK. Ah. Medicinal.
JIM. Ha?
BRENDAN. Ah the tap’s fucked.

JIM. I was wondering, ‘Jaysus what’s your man fucking doing
now’, you know?

BRENDAN. Yeah. He'd be the fella’d have a figary and be
only drinking bottles from now on. He would. (7o JACK.)
You would. Be you to a fucking tee.

JACK sits as though he has to bear the world with great
patience. They laugh. Pause. JACK shakes his head.
JACK. How’s the mammy today?
JIM. Ah, you know?
JACK. Tch. I have to get down and see her. I keep saying it.

JIM (tone of ‘Ne rush. No pressure’). Well whenever,
whenever you want.

BRENDAN. Do you think you’ll do anything?
JIM. About?
BRENDAN. About up there on your own and all that?

JIM. Ah. Sure where would I go? And I was talking to Finbar
Mack. Be lucky to get twenty thousand for the place. Sure

_—
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where would you be going with that? (Short pause.) You
know?

JACK. With the acre?

JIM. Ah yeah, the whole . . . the whole thing.

JACK. Ah you’re grand with the few little jobs around here.

JIM. Ah.

JACK. You'll be cosy enough.
Pause.

BRENDAN. Jack was telling me about Finbar. And the new
eh .

JIM. Mmm, yeah. I was telling him earlier.

JACK. I was telling him

JIM. I've seen her since.

BRENDAN. Oh yeah?

JIM. Yeah, they were in Finbar’s car going up the Head.
JACK and BRENDAN exchange a look.

BRENDAN. Fucking hell.

JACK. Like a courting couple or something.

JIM. He’s showing her the area.

JACK. Jesus. ‘The area.” He’s a terrible fucking thick. What the
fuck, is he, doing? You know?

JIM. Ah. She’s . . . This is the only place near to her.

JACK. She can . . . (Nodding.) find her own way surely, Jim,
come on.

BRENDAN. Well it’s, you know. If it’s courtesy, which is one
thing, and a business . . . act or whatever, you know, you
have to say, well okay and . . . But if it’s all messy, I'm
trapped in here behind this fucking thing. And you wish
he’d stop acting the mess. I have to respect whatever,
they're . . .

JACK. Well this i1s it, we’re here.

JIM. It’s probably not really anything.
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Short pause.

JACK. What age would she be, about, Jim?

JIM. Em. I only saw her for a sec. I'd say, (Beat.) like they
were in the car and all. I'd say about thirties. Very nice
looking.
ause.

JACK. Dublin woman.

JIM. Dublin.

Short pause.

BRENDAN. She’s no one in the area, no?

JIM. No she’s . . . coming down, you know?

JACK. Mm. (Pause.) Yeah.

JIM. Good luck. (Drinks.)

JACK. Cheers. (Drinks.)

BRENDAN. Good luck, boys.

JACK. Another week or two now, you’ll be seeing the first of
the Germans.

BRENDAN. Mm. Stretch in the evening, yeah.

JACK. You still wouldn’t think about clearing one of the fields
for a few caravans.

BRENDAN. Ah.

JACK. The top field.

BRENDAN. Ah there wouldn’t be a lot of shelter up there,
Jack. There’'d be a wind up there that’d cut you.

JIM. D’you know what you could do? The herd’d be grand up
there, and you could, you know, down here.

BRENDAN. Ah. (Short pause.) They do be around anyway.
You know yourself.

JIM. Ah, they do.
JACK. You’re not chasing the extra revenue.
BRENDAN. Or the work!

JIM. They do be around right enough.
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BRENDAN. I'll leave the campsites to Finbar, ha? He’ll sort
them out

JACK. Ah, Finbar’s in real need of a few shekels.
They laugh.

BRENDAN. Ah he’s in dire need of a few bob, the poor fella,
that’s right, that’s right.

JACK. Mm.
Pause.

BRENDAN. Yeah. If you had all . . . the families out there. On
their holliers. And all the kids and all. You'd feel the
evenings turning. When they’d be leaving. And whatever
about how quiet it is now. It'd be fucking shocking quiet
then. (Short pause.) You know?

Pause.
JACK. Mm.
JIM. D’you want a small one, Jack?
JACK. Go on.
JIM. Two small ones please, Brendan.
BRENDAN. The small fellas.

BRENDAN works. JIM counts some change on to the bar.
JACK. Are you having one yourself?
BRENDAN. I'm debating whether to have one.
JACK. Ah have one and don’t be acting the mess.
BRENDAN. Go on then.

BRENDAN pours himself a glass of whiskey.

JACK. Good man. (Counts change on to the bar) A few
shekels, ha? (They smile.) Mm.

JACK rakes out his cigarettes.
Jim?

JIM. Oh cheers Jack.
JIM takes one.

JACK. Brendan?
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BRENDAN. Fags and all, ha?
JACK. Go on. They’re good for you.
BRENDAN (taking one). Go on.
They light up from a match which JACK strikes. They puff
contentedly for a moment.
JIM (lifting glass). Keep the chill out
JACK. This is it. Cheers.
BRENDAN. Cheers men.
JIM. Good luck
They drink.
JACK. Now.
JIM. D’yous hear a car?
Pause.
BRENDAN. No.
JIM. That’s Finbar’s car.
Pause.
He's parked.
JACK. I didn’t see the lights.
JIM. He came around the Knock.
From off they hear FINBAR s voice
FINBAR (off). Ah yeah, sure half the townland used to nearly
live in here.
JACK. There we are now.
The door opens and FINBAR brings VALERIE in.
FINBAR. That’s it now.

FINBAR wears a light cream coloured suit and an open
collar. VALERIE wears jeans and a sweater. She carries a
Jacket.

Men. This is Valerie. She’s just moved into Maura Nealon’s

old house.

JACK. Hello, how are you?

g
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JACK shakes her hand
VALERIE. Hello.

FINBAR. This is Jack Mullen. He has a little garage up around
the Knock.

JACK nods politely.

JACK. Now.

FINBAR. This is Jim Curran. Does a bit of work with Jack.
VALERIE shakes hands with JIM.

VALERIE. Pleased to meet you.

JIM. Pleased to meet you.

FINBAR. And this Brendan. Brendan Byrne

VALERIE. Hello.
They shake hands

BRENDAN. How are you?

FINBAR. This is his bar. And all the land I showed you. All
back down the hill. That’s all his farm.

VALERIE. Oh right. It’s all lovely here.
BRENDAN. Oh yeah. It’s a grand spot all along . . . for going

for a walk or that, all down the cliffs.

FINBAR. Oh it’s lovely all around here. What'll you have?

BRENDAN. Oh, I'll get this, Finbar. No. What, what do you
want?

FINBAR. Oh now, ha ha. Eh, I'll have a pint then, what?, says
you, if it’s going, ha? Eh Harp please Brendan.
JACK looks at FINBAR. FINBAR nods at him.
Jack.

JACK. Finbar.

BRENDAN. What would you like, Valerie?

VALERIE. Em. Could I have . . . Do you have . . . em, a glass
of white wine?

Pause.

BRENDAN (going). Yeah. I'm just going to run in the house.
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JALERIE. Oh no. Don’t. Don’t put yourself to any trouble.

BRENI).\l\ No. No it’s no trouble. I have a bottle.
BRENDAN goes.

FINBAR. He probably has a bottle of the old vino, from feckin
... Christmas, ha?

JACK. It’s not too often the . . . the . . . wine does be flowing
in here

VALERIE. I'm all embarrassed now.

FINBAR. Don’t be silly. Sit up there now, and don’t mind us
Don’t mind these country fellas.

JACK. Jays. You're not long out of it yourself, says the man, ha?

FINBAR (winks). They're only jealous Valerie because I went
the town to seek my fortune. And they all stayed out here on
the bog picking their holes.

JACK. Janey, now, ha? You didn’t have very far to seek. Just a
quick look in Big Finbar’s will, I think is more like it.

FINBAR. Big Finbar’s will! That’s shrewd investment, boy.
That’s an eye for the gap.

JACK. Yeah, he probably fleeced you on Maura Nealon’s
house, did he?

VALERIE. I have to say [ don’t think so.

FINBAR. Good girl.

VALERIE. But it’s very reasonable all around here, isn’t it?

FINBAR. Oh it is, yeah. You know . . .
Short pause.

JACK. Is there much doing up on it?

FINBAR. Ah, hardly any

VALERIE (checking with FINBAR). There’s one or two floor-
boards. Bit of paint.

JACK (indicating JIM). Well, there’s your man. If you're
looking for a good pair of hands.

VALERIE. Is that right?

JIM. I'll have a look for you, if you like. I know that house.

| e
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FINBAR. Don’t be charging her through the nose now.

JIM. Ah ha, now.
BRENDAN returns with a bottle of wine.

FINBAR. You'd want to be giving her a neighbourly . . . rate,
now, is the thing, ha? ) . ‘ -

JIM. Oh yeah.

JACK. Would you listen to him? ‘Neighbourly rates . . .’
Wasn’t by giving neighbourly rates you bought half the
fucking town.

FINBAR. Half the town! (To VALERIE, winking.) I bought the

whole town. Eye for the gap, you see.
JACK. Eye for your gap is right.

FINBAR (ro BRENDAN). How long has that been in there?
Lying in some drawer . . .

BRENDAN (corkscrewing the bottle). Ah, it was a . . . present
or some . . . (Looks at label.) 1990. Now. Vintage, ha?

They laugh.
[ hope it’s alright now.
VALERIE. It’s grand. I won’t know the difference.

They watch BRENDAN open the bottle. He pours a
tumbler-full, then holds it up to the light, then sniffs it.

BRENDAN. I think it’s alright.

FINBAR. Ah would you give the woman the feckin’ thing. The

tongue’s hanging out of her.

Again they watch as VALERIE takes the glass.
VALERIE. Thanks Brendan.

They watch her drink.

That’s gorgeous. I'm not joking now. That’s lovely.
FINBAR. Good.
BRENDAN. I'm putting it in the fridge for you, Valerie, (He

does.)

Pause. FINBAR nods at VALERIE, a reassuring ‘Hello’.
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FINBAR (ro JACK and JIM). How d’yous do today, boys?

JACK. Are you codding me? With this fella? Eleven to four we
oot her at. Came down 1o six to four

FINBAR. Sheer Delight, was it?

JACK. Yeah. Kenny down in the shop, the knacker. Adjusting
everything how this fella’s betting.

BRENDAN. Look who’s talking.

JACK. Yeah right.

JIM. He hardly ever listens to me.

JACK. Well. Now

FINBAR. He’s too proud, Jimmy. Too proud to admit when he
needs a tip off you

JACK (emphatically). I . . . have . .. my policy on this. And I
have my principle. I am the first one to say it about this
fella. See, usually, Valerie, usually, not all the time, Jim’s
not too far off the mark.

FINBAR. “Too far off the mark!” (7o VALERIE.) He’s bang on
the nail.
BRENDAN places a pint on the bar.
Thanks Brendan. (He puts his hand in his pocket.)

JACK. Not every time. Jim.
BRENDAN waves FINBAR away.

FINBAR. Thanks, thanks a million. (7o VALERIE.) He is.

JACK. Bang on the nail is one thing, from judgement . . .
and . . . But, and Jimmy knows I don’t mean anything by
this, and I know because we’ve spoken about this before.
He has a scientific approach. He studies the form. And, no
offence, he has a bit of time to be doing that. He studies it
Valerie, and fair play to him, right? Do you bet on horses?

VALERIE. No.
FINBAR. Good girl.

JACK. Well he, how much, Jim, would you make in a month?
On the horses.

JIM. Ah it evens out Jack. Like 'm noteh ... Idon’t. ..
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JACK. How much was it you got that time? When Cheltenham
was on that time.

JIM. Two hundred and twenty

QR [Two hundred and twenty pounds, Valerie, in like three

days, now. Right?

JIM. Yeah but . . .

JACK. Yeah, I know, that’d be a bigger win. But he was
planning for Cheltenham for weeks, Valerie, and . . .
tinkering with his figures and his . . . you know. He’d be in
here with the paper up on the counter there. Brendan?
Before Cheltenham?

BRENDAN. Yeah.

JACK. Right? Now, but I'm more: Ah, sure, I'll have an old
bet, like. Do you know that way? And that’s what I do, and
to tell you the truth I don’t be too bothered. It's a bit of fun
and that’s what it should be. And so . . . I'm not going to
listen to ‘Do this and do that, and you’ll be right.” Just to get
a few bob. There’s no fun in that and the principle of it, you
know?

FINBAR. Ah, the principle of the thing is to win a few quid
and don’t be giving out.

JACK. Who's giving out? I'm not giving out. All I'm saying is
that the way I go at it, the principle’s not, the science. It’s
the luck, it’s the something that’s not the facts and figures of
i,

FINBAR. Jaysus. And do you and Kenny get down on your
knees and lash a few quick Hail Marys out before he stamps
your docket or something?

JACK. Ah it’s not like that. I'm not talking about that. For
fuck’s sake.

FINBAR. Anyway, what the hell are you talking about? You
took Jimmy’s tip today, and you won so what the hell are
you talking about? (To others.) Ha?

JACK. Ah yeah but . . . now listen because . . .

The others are laughing, going ‘ah’ as though FINBAR has
caught JACK out.
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I’1l tell yous. If you won’t listen . . . Right? I don’t have a

svstem. And I do. I do lose a few bob every now and then.
Richt? So I take a little tip from Jim. And then that’ll
finance having a couple of bets over the next few weeks
They laugh.

And I've been known to have one or two wins myself, as

well yous know and don’t forget. I have one or two
BRENDAN. You do not. Go on out of that you chancer.
JACK. I do.

FINBAR. I'd say the last win you had was fucking Red Rum

or someone.
JACK (aside to VALERIE). We do be only messing like this.
FINBAR. What would anyone like? Jim?
JIM. Eh, small one then, thanks, Finbar.

FINBAR. Jack? Small one? Pint? Bottle, is it? You on the

bottles?

JACK. No the tap is . . . fucking . . .

FINBAR. Oh. Typical.

JACK. Ah, I'll have a small one, go on.

FINBAR. Good man. Valerie?

VALERIE. Oh no, I'm okay for the moment, thanks.

FINBAR. Are you sure? Top that up?

VALERIE. No I'm fine, honestly.

FINBAR. You're sure now?

VALERIE. No really, I'm fine.

FINBAR (hands up). Fair enough. We won't force you. Give
us . . . eh, three small ones, Brendan. Good man. Here, are
you having one?

BRENDAN (working). I'm debating whether to have one.
JACK. Ah, he’ll have one. Go on Brendan. Who knows when
the hell you'll see another drink off the Finbar fella, ha?
Come on! Quick! He’s all annoyed you're having one.

FINBAR (fo VALERIE). Would you listen to him?
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JACK. That fella’d peel a banana in his pocket.

JIM. Is that what it 1s?

They laugh.

FINBAR. First time I've been in here for ages, bringing nice
company in and everything, getting this. Oh you'd have to
watch the Jimmy fella. There’s more going on there than he
lets on. ‘Is that what that is?’

BRENDAN places the drinks on the bar.
And look at this! Me buying the drinks like a feckin egjit.
Ah it’s not right. What do you think Valerie?

VALERIE. Oh it’s terrible.

FINBAR. Oh, it’s desperate. (He hands BRENDAN a twent)
pound note.) There you go, Brendan. I wouldn’t say you see
too many twenties in here. With the boys, wouldn’t be too
often, I'd say. Cheers boys.

JACK (to BRENDAN). Check that. Cheers.

JIM. Good luck.

BRENDAN. Good luck now.

VALERIE. Cheers.

JACK. How did you put up with that fella showing you
around?

VALERIE. Ah, he was a bit quieter today.

JACK. Well. You're seeing the real him now. And I bet you
prefer the other one. We've never seen it. The quiet Finbar.
This one comes out at night, you see.

VALERIE. Oh, well I was getting the history of the place and
everything today.

JACK. ‘The history of the place.” You were probably making it
all up on the spot, were you?

FINBAR. Yeah, [ was, yeah. That’s why all them photographs
are fake. I had them done years ago just to fool Valerie,
tonight.

VALERIE (going to the photographs). Oh right. That’s all
around here, is 1t?
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FINBAR (going to the photographs). That’s the weir. When
was that taken, Brendan?

BRENDAN. Eh, that’s 1951.

FINBAR. 1951. The weir, the river, the weir em 1s to regulate
the water for generating power for the area and for Carrick
as well. (To BRENDAN.) That’s your dad there.

BRENDAN. Yeah. I think your dad’s in it too.

FINBAR. Oh he is! Valerie, look at this. That’s Big Finbar
now. And that’s Brendan’s father, Paddy Byrne. This was
when the ESB opened it. Big thing around here, Brendan.

BRENDAN. Oh yeah.

VALERIE (fo FINBAR). You look like your father. (7o
BRENDAN.) You don't.

FINBAR. He’s like his mother. He's like the Mangans. Now . .
Who would you say that is there. In the shorts.

VALERIE. Is it you?

FINBAR. Would you go on? The big fucking head on that
yoke! Excuse the language. That’s Jack.

VALERIE. Oh my God! How old were you there, Jack?

JACK. Em. Oh I was about seven.

VALERIE. I wouldn’t have said that was you.

FINBAR. You must be joking, you’d spot that big mutton head
anywhere. The photographer nearly had to ask him to go
home, there wasn’t going to be room in the picture. Isn’t
that right Jack?

JACK. That’s right, and your dad nearly climbing into the
camera there.

FINBAR. He was a pillar of the community, Valerie. No one
had anything against him. Except headers like your man
there. (Indicating JACK.)

JACK. That’s right, Finbar. And I'm just going in here to do
something up against the pillar of the community now.

F
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JACK goes out door at back

FINBAR. Jays, he’s a desperate fella, that one.

VALERIE. Where was this taken?

BRENDAN. That’s the view of Carrick from our top field up
there.

VALERIE. It’s an amazing view.

FINBAR. Oh I'd say that’s probably one of the best views all

around here, wouldn’t it be?

BRENDAN. Oh yeah I’d say so.

JIM. Oh yeah, it would be, yeah.

FINBAR. You get all the Germans trekking up here in the
summer, Valerie. Up from the campsite

VALERIE. Right.

FINBAR. They do come up. This’d be the scenic part of all
around here, you know? Em. There’s what’s? There was
stories all, the fairies be up there in that field. Isn’t there a
fort up there?

BRENDAN. There’s a kind of a one.

VALERIE. A fairy fort?

FINBAR. The Germans do love all this.

BRENDAN. Well there’s a . . . ring of trees, you know.

FINBAR. What’s the story about the fairy road that . . . Who
used to tell it?

BRENDAN. Ah, Jack’d tell you all them stories.

FINBAR. There’s all this around here, Valerie, the area’s
steeped in old folklore, and that, you know.

BRENDAN. Jack'd know .
Jim.

. the what the, you'd know a few,

JIM. Ah Jack’d tell you better than me.

FINBAR (at photograph). That’s the abbey now.
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VALERIE. Oh yeah.

FINBAR. You can see more of it there now. What was there,
Brendan? When was that?

BRENDAN. Oh, back in oh, fifteen something, there was a
synod of bishops all came and met there for . . . like . . .

JIM. This townland used to be quite important back a few
hundred years ago, Valerie. This was like the capital of the,

the county, it would have been.
VALERIE. Right.
JACK comes back in.

FINBAR. Oh it’s a very interesting place all, eh, Jack we were
just saying about the, what was the story with the fairy
road?

JACK. The fairy road? I go into the toilet for two minutes.

[ can’t leave yous alone for two minutes . . .
They laugh.

FINBAR. Ah I was telling Valerie about the fort and
everything. What was the story with the fairy road? Where
was it?

Short pause.
JACK. Are you really interested? All the babies.

FINBAR. Ah it’s a bit of fun. Tell her. Where was it?

JACK (to FINBAR). You're going to regret me saying this now,

"cause you know whose house it was?
FINBAR. Whose?
JACK. It was Maura Nealon’s house
FINBAR (self-chastising, remembering). Oh . . . Jesus.
They laugh.
JACK. You see? That’s as much cop as you have now.
FINBAR. I fucking forgot it was Maura.

JACK. These are only old stories, Valerie.
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VALERIE. No. I'd like to hear it.

JACK. It’s only an old cod, like.

FINBAR. You're not going to be scaring the woman.
JACK. Ah it's not scary.

VALERIE. I'm interested in it.

FINBAR. You hear all old shit around here, it doesn’t mean
anything.

BRENDAN. This is a good little story.

JACK. It's only short. It’s just. Maura . . . Nealon used to come
in here in the evening, sit over there at the fire. How old
was she, Jim? When she died?

JIM. Oh Jays, she would have been nearly ninety.

JACK. But she was a grand, you know, spritely kind of a
woman ’til the end. And had all her . . . She was on the ball,
like, you know? And she swore that this happened. When
she was only a girl. She lived in that house all her life. And
she had older brothers and sisters. She was the youngest.
And her mother, eh . . .

JIM. Bridie.

JACK. Bridie. She was a well-known woman in the area. A
widow woman. She was a bit of a character. Bit of a
practical joker and that, you know? And Maura would say
that when she was young, she was, Bridie was, always
doing things on the older kids, hiding their . . . clothes and
all this, you know? And she’d tell them old fibs about what
a certain, prospective boyfriend or girlfriend had said about
them out on the road and this about coming courting or that.
And she was always shouting from upstairs or this ‘There’s
someone at the door.” She was always saying there’s
someone at the back door or there’s someone coming up the
path. You know. This. And there’d never be, anyone there.
And people got used to her. That she liked her joke.

And Maura used to say that one Saturday evening back in
about 1910 or 1911, the older ones were getting ready to go
out for a dance or whatever was happening. And the mother,
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Bridie, came down the stairs and said, ‘Did no one get the
door?”’

And they were all, ‘Oh here we go,” you know? But — Bridie
came down and opened the door, and there was nobody
there. And she didn’t say anything, And she wasn’t making
a big thing out of it, you know? And Maura said, she was
only young, but she knew there was something wrong. She
wasn’t cracking the jokes. And later on, when the others
were all out, it was just her and her mother sitting at the
fire. And her mother was very quiet. Normally she’d send
Maura up to bed, early enough, like. But Maura said she
remembered this night because Bridie didn’t send her up.
She wanted someone with her, you see. And in those days,
Valerie, as you know, there was no electricity out here
And there’s no dark like a winter night in the country. And
there was a wind like this one tonight, howling and
whistling in off the sea. You hear it under the door and it’s
like someone singing. Singing in under the door at you. It
was this type of night now. Am I setting the scene for you?
They laugh.

Finbar’s looking a bit edgy. You want to finish that small
one, I think.

FINBAR. Don’t mind my small one. You're making very heavy

weather of this yarn, Jack.

JACK. Ah now, you have to enjoy it. You have to relish the

details of something like this, ha?
They laugh.

So there they were, sitting there, and Bridie was staring into
the fire, a bit quiet. And smiling now and again at Maura.
But Maura said she could see a bit of wet in her eyes. And
then there was a soft knocking at the door. Someone. At the
front door. And Bridie never moved. And Maura said, ‘Will
[ get the door, Mammy?’ And Bridie said, ‘No, sure, it’s
only someone playing a joke on us, don’t mind them.” So
they sat there, and there was no more knocking for a while.
And, em, in those days, there was no kitchen. Where the
extension is, Valerie, that was the back door and only a little

JACK. Yeah, like a . .
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latch on it, you know? And that’s where the next knocking
was. Very soft, Maura said, and very low down the door.
Not like where you'd expect a grown man or a woman to be
knocking, up here, you know? And again Bridie was saying,
ah. it's only someone having a joke, they’ll go away.

And then it was at the window. Maura couldn’t see anything
out in the night, and her mother wouldn’t let her go over.
And then it stopped. But when it was late and the fire went
down, Bridie wouldn’t get up to get more turf for the fire.
Because it was out in the shed. So they just sat there until
the others came back, well after midnight.

VALERIE. What was it?

JACK. Well Maura said her mother never told the others, and

one day when it was only the two of them there, a priest
came and blessed the doors and the windows. And there
was no more knocking then. And it was only years later that
Maura heard from one of the older people in the area that
the house had been built on what they call a fairy road. Like
it wasn’t a road, but it wasa . . .

JIM. It was like a row of things.

From the fort up in Brendan’s top ficld
there, then the old well, and the abbey further down, and
into the cove where the little pebbly beach is, there. And the
... legend would be that the fairies would come down that
way to bathe, you see. And Maura Nealon’s house was built
on what you'd call . . . that . . . road.

VALERIE. And they wanted to come through.

JACK. Well that’d be the idea. But Maura never heard the

knocking again except on one time in the fifties when the
weir was going up. There was a bit of knocking then she
said. And fierce load of dead birds all in the hedge and all
this, but that was it. That’s the story.

FINBAR. You're not bothered by that, are you Valerie? 'Cause

it’s only old cod, you know? You hear all these around, up
and down the country.

VALERIE. Well. I think there’s probably something in them.
No, I do.
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JACK. Ah, there . . . might be alright. But . . . it doesn’t hurt. A
bit of an old story, like. But I'll tell you what, it'd give you

a thirst, like. You know? What’ll yous have?
They laugh.
Valerie, top that up.
VALERIE. Em . .
JACK. Go on
FINBAR. Ah she will. Brendan.
BRENDAN puts a clean tumbler on the bar.
VALERIE. This glass is fine.
FINBAR. Oh, country ways! Good girl.
They laugh. BRENDAN pours wine.
JACK. Finbar. Pint?
FINBAR. Ah. Pint. Why not, says you, ha?
JACK. Jim?
JIM. Ah.
JACK. Two pints and one of these please, Brendan.
BRENDAN. Two pints.
Pause. BRENDAN works.
FINBAR. Yep. Oh yeah.
JACK. Are you debating to have one yourself?
BRENDAN. I'm debating.
FINBAR. Who's winning?
BRENDAN. Ah, it’s a draw. I'm going to have a glass.
FINBAR. Good man. Have two, ha?
They laugh. JACK produces cigarettes.
JACK. Valerie?
VALERIE. Eh, I will, thanks
FINBAR (pleasantly surprised). Oh! Good girl.
JACK. Finbar?
FINBAR. No I won't thanks Jack. Haven’t had one of them
fellas now, eighteen years this November.
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JACK. Eighteen years, ha?

JACK offers the pack to BRENDAN and JIM who both take
one.

FINBAR. Eighteen years. Not since I made the move. (To
VALERIE.) Down to . . . Carrick.

JACK. I remember this. (Lighting cigarettes.) Jays, you don’t
look any better for it, ha?

They laugh.

FINBAR. Oh yeah? We’ll see who'd look the better after a
round or two of the fisty footwork ha? And you with the
lungs hanging out your back.

JACK. Jaysus. An auldfella like me. Ten or more years
between us and you wanting to give me a few digs.
Business . . . killer instinct, is it?

FINBAR (winks at VALERIE). That’s an eye for the gap.
Exploit the weakness.

JACK. The weakness, yeah? Because talking of the fairy road.
Didn’t you have a little run in with the fairies or who was it,
that time before you went?

FINBAR. Ah, now . . . Jaysus.

JACK. Because you were very brave that time, weren’t you?

FINBAR. Ah Jack, for fuck’s sake.

JACK. Ah come on now. You were great that time.

FINBAR. You're a bollocks.

JACK. Well, you. You know, talking of the fairies, now you
know?

FINBAR. It wasn’t the fairies. It was the . . . Walsh young one
having us all on. It was only a cod, sure.

JIM. She’s in America now. Niamh Walsh.

BRENDAN. It was Niamh that time, yeah?

FINBAR. Ah she was a header. Looking for attention.

'ALERIE. What happened’

VALERIE. What happened?
ACK. This was the brave fella.

JACK. Th the brave fell
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FINBAR. Ah stop. It was nothing. and a youngfella who was married back near Longford there.
So the . . . daughters were with him and the missus. And [
knew them a little bit because that was the year Big Finbar

JACK. This was a family lived up beside Big Finbar’s place.
The Walshes. ;
) died, God rest him, and they arrived about the time of the
FINBAR. Ah they were only blow-ins, he was a guard. funeral so . . . you know, I met them, then. And I was living
VALERIE. Blow-ins like me? on my own because me and Big Finbar were the only two in
FINBAR. Ah no. You know what I . . . what I mean. it at that time. So I was the bachelor boy, and a gaggle of
young ones after moving in next door. Yo ho! You know?
JACK. Jays, you'll be losing business with them kind of : - b
remarks, ha? Valerie will agree with me there now. They laugh.
They laugh. And around that time I would have been wondering what to

. do, Valerie, do you know? Whether to sell it on or farm it
FINBAR. Ah she knows what I mean. Valerie's very welcome.

. or, you know. I was twenty-two, twenty-three, you know?
She knows that, don’t you?

And it was, it would have been around eleven or twelve

JACK. Ah leave her alone, you're embarrassing everybody o’clock this night and there was a knock at the door and it
now. Jaysus. was Mrs Walsh. And she was all upset and asking me if I
Y I £
They lineh could come in, she didn’t know what to do. The husband

was at work, out on a call, and she didn’t know anyone in

Tell her the story 8 G =
el her the story. the area, and there was a bit of trouble. So ‘What kind ol

FINBAR. Ah Janey. Sure you have her in a haunted house trouble?’ I says. And she says she was after getting a phone
already! She won’t be able to sleep. call from the young one, Niamh, and she was after doing
VALERIE. No. I'd like to hear it the Luigi board, or what do you call it?

VALERIE. Ouija board.
FINBAR. Ouija board.

FINBAR. It’s not even a real one.
JACK. Ah, she wantis to hear one, don’t be moaning and tell
her, come on. JACK. ‘Luigi board!” She was down there in the chipper in

T N . " e Tarrick Wi she he -
FINBAR. Tch. Just a crowd of headbangers is all it was. There Carrick, was she, Finbar?

was a house out near where we were on the other side of the FINBAR. Ah fuck off. I meant the Ouija board. You know
Knock there. It would have been the nearest place to us, what I meant. She was after being down in . . .

I ’I--'\i-’ a quarter ile W e road. / > () 8 e v .

Valerie, about a quarter mile down the road. And the old lad JACK. “The Luigi board.

Finnerty, lived on his own down there, and his family got

him into a nursing home out by them down in Westport. FINBAR. She was after, come on now, she was after being

) = g down in a frie " here’ | 5 AT 15, A o rere after
And the people who moved in were the Walshes, and your down in a friend of hers’ house or this. And they were after

man was a sergeant in the guards, stationed in Carrick. And, doing the . . . Ouija hi}'lrli\il- f’\”_‘l she phoned E'FC" '“‘”h“' to
like he was fifty-odd and still only a sergeant, so, like, he come and collect her. They said they were after getting a

was no Sherlock Holmes. You know? spirit or this, you know, and she was scared, saying it was
after her.
They laugh.

And I obviously just thought, this was a load of bollocks,
He wasn’t ‘Walsh of the Yard’ or anything like that. And . N

_ you know? If you'll . . . excuse the language, Valerie. But
they moved in. He had three daughters who were teenagers,

here was the mother saying she’d gone and picked her up.
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I mean, like, sorry, but I thought it was all a bit mad. But on nice fella. And I got through to him, and he was on his way,

the way back they’d seen something, like the mother had and the Niamh one was shouting at me to close the living-
) g 2 g

seen it as well. Like a dog on the road, running with the car om door. Because I was out in the hall where the phone

I
and running after it. Like there’s dogs all around here, was, and she could see the woman looking at her over the

Valerie, you know? The farmers have them. There was a big bannister. Like she was that bad, now. So Mrs Walsh

dog up there, Jack, that Willie McDermott had that time. phi\ncd Father Donal, got him out ofbed. And fair dies.

JACK. Oh Jaysus, yeah, it was like a, if you saw it from the like, he came down and sort of blessed the place a little bit.
distance, you’d think 1t was a little horse. It was huge Like he'd be more Vatican two. There wouldn’t be much of
i > de or arry- ith him

- all the demons or that kind of carry-on with him.

JIM. Saxon. é

FINBAR. That it. S JACK. Jaysus, sure, he’d collapse. He’s like that. (Holds up
INBAR. That was it. Saxon. : v

little finger:) Him and a demon . . .
JIM. It was an Irish Wolfhound. He got it off a fella in the - ,

They laugh.
north.

T P 4 s . CINBAR. But Dr Joe gave her a sedative and off she went
FINBAR. Yeah i1t was huge. You’d be used to seeing dogs all K

around the place. All kinds, but they’d be tame, like. Their
bark’d be worse than their bite. So I wasn’t too . . . taken
with this story. But she wanted me to come down to the
house, because when they’d got back to the house, the
young one, Niamh was going hysterical saying there was
something on the stairs. Like, no one else could see it. But
she could. And it was a, a woman, looking at her. And Mrs
Walsh didn't know what to do. They couldn’t contact the
hubbie, and would I come down? I mean, what made her
think there was anything 1 could do, I don’t know. But she
was panicking, you know . . . So I got in the car and we
went down. And Jesus, now, I've never seen the like of it.
The young one was in . .. bits. They had a blanket around
her and she was as white, now as . . . (Points fo JACK s
shirt.) as white as that. Well whiter, because that’s probably
filthy.

JACK. Ha ha.

FINBAR. But I'm not messing. And she wouldn’t come out of

the living room. Because she said there was a woman on the
stairs. And I said, what’s the woman doing? And she said,
‘She’s just looking at me.” She was terrified. Now I didn’t
know whether she was after taking drugs or drink or what
she was after doing. So I says to phone for Dr Joe in
Carrick. This is Joe Dillon, Valerie, you’d see him in the
town, he still has his surgery there beside the Spar. Very

then, you know. And we all had a little drink, and poor Mrs
Walsh was understandably, very, you know, shaken and
everything. But Father Donal told her not to mind the Ouija,
and it was only an old cod. And it was Niamh’s imagination
and all this. And then the phone rang, right? And it was the
youngfella, the brother who was married back in Longford.
And he was all, that his baby was crying and he had it out
of the cot and he was standing at the window and there was
all this commotion next door. Cars in the drive and all. That
an aul one who lived next door who used to mind Niamh
and the other sisters when they were young and all this,
who was bedridden had been found dead at the bottom of
the stairs. She fallen down, and they found her. And alright,
whatever, coincidence. But . . . eh, that night, at home, I
was sitting at the fire having a last fag before the sack, and,
Jack’d know the house, the stairs come down into the, the
main room. And I had my back to it. To the stairs. And it’s
stupid now, but at the time I couldn’t turn around. I couldn’t
get up to go to bed. Because I thought there was something
on the stairs. (Low laugh.)

And I just sat there, looking at an empty fireplace. And I

sat there until it got bright. I was like a boy, you know?

[ wouldn’t move in case something saw me. You know that

way. I wouldn’t even light another fag. Like I was dying for
one, and [ wouldn't . . . mad. But when it was bright then, 1
was grand, you know? Obviously there was nothing there
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and everything, but that was the last fag I ever had. (Short
pause.) They moved away though, then, after that, the
Walshes. (Pause.) Yep.

VALERIE. And that was when you moved. Down to Carrick.

FINBAR. Yeah. (Nods slowly.) Maybe that . . . had something
to do with it. I don’t know.

VALERIE. Mm.
JACK. Moving down into the lights, yeah?

FINBAR. Mmm. Might be. Might be, alright. Didn’t want the
loneliness maybe, you know? (Pause.) Yous all think I'm a
loolah now.

They laugh.

Ha? I'm the header says you, ha? I'm going to powder my
nose I think.

FINBAR goes out door. back.

JACK (calling after him). Sure. we knew you were a
headbanger. Knew that all along.

They laugh. Pause.

Yeah.
VALERIE. I'd imagine though, it can get very quiet.
JACK. Oh it can, yeah. Ah, you get used to it. Brendan.
BRENDAN. Ah yeah you don’t think about it.

JACK. Me and Brendan are the fellas on our own. Jim has the
mammy to look after, but we’re, you know, you can come in
here in the evenings. During the day you’d be working. You
know, there’s company all around. Bit of a community all
spread around the place, like.

JIM. You can put the radio on.

Pause.
JACK. Have you got any plans or that, for . . . here?
VALERIE. Not really, I'm just going to try and have some . . .
JACK. Peace and quiet.
VALERIE. Mm.
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JACK. Jaysus, you're in the right place, so, ha?
They laugh
You're going to have a peace and quiet . . . over. . . load.
Oh yeah.

BRENDAN. Sure, you can always stick the head in here. Or
Jack, or me or whatever, be able to sort you out for
anything.

VALERIE. Thanks. I should be okay.

JACK. You’re only ten minutes up the road. And Jaysus, by the
looks of things you'll have a job keeping Finbar away, ha?

VALERIE. Ah he’s a dote.

JACK. Jays, I've never heard him called that before, ha? Lots
of other things, never that though.

FINBAR comes back.

FINBAR. What have you fecking heard? What are you talking

about this time, Mullen, ha? About how twenty Germans

were poisoned by the drink in here, last summer. (Winks at
BRENDAN.) Ha?

JACK. No, I'd say the Arms is the place where that kind of
carry-on happens. You’d get a pint in there, now, 1 believe,
that’d put you on your back for a fortnight.

FINBAR. Don’t mind them, Valerie, they’re only jealous.
VALERIE. That’s probably what it is, alright.
FINBAR. You see now? At least there’s one person on my side.

JACK. Yeah, right. She’s only sticking up for you to make sure
she gets a lift after you scaring the living daylights out of
her with your insistence on spooky stories.

FINBAR. Go on. It's only headers like me get a fright like that,
ha? Fecking loolahs.

They laugh. JIM counts some money,
JIM. Does eh . . . Is anybody?
JACK. Ah no, Jim, I'm grand, you look after yourself.
JIM. Are you sure? Valerie?
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VALERIE. I'll get you one.

FINBAR. Ah no Valerie, you're . . .

JACK. No, you’re alright.

FINBAR. You're the guest. You're the guest.
JIM. Will you have a small one, Finbar?

FINBAR. Eh no, Jim. Thanks very much, I'm fine for the
moment, finish this pint.

BRENDAN. Small one Iim? (Pouring whiskey.)

JIM. Thanks Brendan. I'll eh, I'll just lash a bit of turf in that,
will 1?7

FINBAR. Good man, Jim.
BRENDAN gives IIM his drink. JIM leaves money on the

bar and goes to the fireplace, leaving his drink on the

mantel.

JACK. Keep the chill out, ha?

FINBAR. This is it.
FINBAR looks at his watch.

VALERIE. Do you want to?

FINBAR. Ah, no, no, no. I'm just watching the time. We've a
wedding tomorrow.

VALERIE. Would you be . . . directly . . . working in the
hotel?

JACK. Saves him paying someone’s wages.

FINBAR. Sure that’s how I have it, boy. (He winks ar
VALERIE.)

JACK.We know.

FINBAR. No there’s certain things I do myself on a big day.
One of the first things I ever learned in the business. The
importance of good stock.

VALERIE. Soup stock?
FINBAR. For the soup. For the gravy, for the sauces, ah, you
use it all over the place. And it’s just a little thing I do. A

little ritual. In the morning, 1 help do the stock. What do we
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have from yesterday and so on. A little mad thing I do, but
there you are.

VALERIE. I think that’s lovely.

FINBAR. Ah, it's a little thing I do. Little superstition. These’l
tell you. I'm famous for it.

JACK. It’s a gimmick.

BRENDAN. Who's geting married, Finbar?

FINBAR. Do you know Nuala Donnelly? ‘Nu’ they call her.
She used to work for me in the Arms. Declan Donnelly’s
girl. Gas young one.

BRENDAN. Oh yeah.

FINBAR. You used to be pals with Declan, Jim.

JIM. Poor Declan. Be dead ten years in July. God rest him.,
Lovely fella.

FINBAR. She’s a gas young one, the daughter. ‘Nu’ they call
her. ‘Call me Nu,’ she says, the first day she was working for
me. Not afraid to speak up for herself or anything. Used to
tell us who was having affairs and all this. She was a chamber-
maid, you see. She knew the couples who were being all
illicit because she’'d go in to do the room in the morning and
the bed would be already made. The woman in the affair
would have done it out of guilt, you see. Cover it all up, for
herself as much as for anyone else. She’s a mad young one.

VALERIE. Would you get many people using the hotel like
that?

FINBAR. Not at all. I wouldn’t say so. But Nuala just, you
know, she’s a gabber and a talker.

JIM (ar stove). Who's she getting married to, Finbar?

FINBAR. Oh Jesus, some fella from out the country. He must
be in his forties. Shame, a young one getting hitched to an
auld fell like that. He must have plenty of money. (To
VALERIE, indicating JACK.) Be like getting married to
that. He’s a nice stash hidden away in that little garage, I'll
tell you. Hoping to trap some little thing with it Isn’t that
right, Jack?

JACK. That’s my plan.
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FINBAR. But you want to be careful of the old lads living on
their own. They’ve a big pot of stew constantly on the heat,
and they just keep throwing a few bits of scraps in it every
couple of days. And they’d survive on that, don’t you Jack?
That’d do you?

JACK. It’s a feast every day.

FINBAR. Aw. Dreadful fellas. And then they manage to get a
oirl and the dust’d be like that on everything. And your
man’d be after living in two rooms all his life, and the poor
voune one would have to get in and clean it all out. Thirty
vears of old newspapers and cheap thrillers, all ly ing there
in the damp since their mammies died and that was the last
bit of cleaning went on in the place. That right Jack?

JACK. That’s us to a tee.

BRENDAN. Jaysus, speak for yourself, ha?

FINBAR. Oh, they’d be desperate men. Changing the sheets in
the bed every Christmas. And there’d be soot all over
everything, and bits of rasher, and egg and pudding on the
floor

VALERIE. The poor girl.

JACK. Poor girl is right. So the least I can do is make sure her
reception, in the Arms, is a little memory for her to have in
the future, in the cold nights. Cheers.

They have all enjoyed this.
You've a terrible warped mind, do you know that?

FINBAR (winks at VALERIE). Sure I'm only telling like it is,
ha?

JIM. Nuala getting married. You don’t feel the time.

FINBAR. No.

JIM. Mmm. I remember, oh, it must have been twenty or more

years ago, doing a job with him. Declan. Talking about what

we were saying earlier. The priest over in Glen was looking
for a couple of lads to do a bit of work. And he was down in

Carrick in the Arms. He’d, come over, from Glen, you

know? Which was an odd thing anyway. Like what was he

doing coming all the way over just to get a couple of young
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fellas? But Declan, Donnelly, got put on to him. There was
a few quid and he knocked up to me and we were to go over
to the church in Glen the following day. And I remember I
was dying with the "flu and I had a terrible high
temperature. The mother was telling me to stay in the leaba.
Burn it off. But like it was a couple of quid on the QT so I
told Declan yeah, I'd do it tomorrow. No problem.

And then the next day it was lashing rain. I'll never forget
it. He called for me in his dad’s car. The smell of sheep in it
like you wouldn’t believe. God it would kill you. He used to
put them in the car, chauffeur them around, you know?

Smiles.

And we drove over to Glen. And the priest took us into the
sacristy, and the job, of all things was to dig a grave in the
yard. That day was the removal of the remains and they
needed the grave for the morning. And fair dues, like,
Declan said it to him. Was there no one else around the
place could have done it? And the priest got a bit cagey and
he was saying something about the local boys being busy
with a game of Gaa, or something. And the rain was pelting
down and he gave us leggings and wellies and the whole bit
they had there and a couple of shovels.

And then he put up his umbrella all annoyed, like, and he
brought us out, over to a grave under a tree. It was a family
one and there were two down in it already, the mother and
the father and this was going to be for the boy. Well he was
a man, like, a middle-aged fella. But there was two in it so
we weren’t going to have to go down for miles, like. So he
went off to do his business and get ready, and me and
Declan got stuck in. And with the rain and all, I was dying
with the "flu. My arms were sore and then my legs got sore.
And then my neck got sore. And I was boiling. But we got
down two, two-and-a-half foot and we took a break. We got
in Declan’s car and he pulled out a bottle of poitin and a
few sambos. I couldn’t eat but I took a good belt of the
bottle, like. Knocked me into some sort of shape. And we

just sat there for a while, listening to the radio, and the rain

coming down, and then we got out and got stuck in again.
Having a little swig every half hour or so, keeping it going.
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And we saw the hearse arrive then. And the mad thing was,
there was only two or three other fellas there for the service,
Of course the removal is only a short thing mostly, but to
have no one there, and for a man who's not an old man, it
was funny, you know? |

And then that was over and the priest came out to us, We
were nearly finished. And he just cleared us for the funeral
in the morning, and then he went off. So me and Declan
were the only two there, then. (Short pause.) And your man
was laid out in the church. And Declan went off to get a
tarp to stretch over . . . the . . . grave, and I put a big lump
of a door over it. And I was just waiting on Declan and
having the last drop, under the tree and thinking we might
stick the head in somewhere for a quick pint on the way

back. You know?

And then I saw this, fella, come out of the church and he
walked straight over to me. He was in a suit so I reckoned
he was paying his respects or whatever. And over he comes,
through the gravestones. And he was looking around him a
bit, like he didn’t know the place. And he stood beside me,
under the tree, looking at the grave. I didn’t know what to
say, you know? And he goes, ‘Is this for so and so?’ I forget
the name. And I go, ‘That’s right, yeah.” And he says,
‘That’s the wrong grave.” And I'm like, ‘No. This is where
the priest said, like.” And he looked at me, breathing hard
through his nose. Like he was holding his temper. And he
goes, ‘Come on, I'll show you.” And he walks off.

And I was all like ‘fuck this” you know? And I was cursing
Declan, waiting for him to come back. And your man turns
around, you know, ‘Come on, it’s over here.’ I just, he was a
loolah, you know? And I was nearly climbimg into the
grave myself, with the tiredness. And I was sick. So |
followed him just to get it over with. And he stopped at a
grave. Like a new enough one. A white one with a picture
of a little girl on it.

And he says, ‘It’s this one here.” And I just went, ‘Okay,
right you are Mister, I'll have it done, no problem. See you
now.” And he . . . sort of touched the gravestone and he went
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off. back into the church. I was breathing a few sighs of
relief I'11 tell you. And Declan came back with the tarp and
I said, ‘Did you see your man?’ And he didn’t know what

[ was talking about. So I told him and all this, and we just
kind of had a bit of a laugh at it. And we just got out of
there. Stopped in the Green Man on the way back for a few
pints and that night my fever broke. But I was knackered.
The mother wouldn’t let me go to the burial. Declan did it
on his own I think. But I was laid up for a couple of days.
And one day the mother brought me in the paper and on the
obituaries, there was a picture of your man whose grave
we'd dug. And you know what I'm going to say. It was the
spit of your man I’d met in the graveyard. So I thought first
it was a brother or a relative or someone, I'd met.

And I forgot about it a bit and didn’t think about it for ages
until one night Declan told me he’d found out why the
priest from Glen was looking for a couple of Carrick fellas,
for the job. The fella who'd died had had a bit of a
reputation for em . . . being a pervert. And Jesus, when
heard that, you know? If it was him. And he wanted to go
down in the grave with the . . . little girl. Even after they
were gone. It didn’t bear . . . thinking about. It came back

when you said about Declan’s girl. Yeah.
Pause.
FINBAR. Jaysus, Jim. That’s a terrible story, to be telling.

JIM. Well, you know. And we’d been having the few little
drinks. From Dick Lenihan’s batch, you know?

JACK. Oh Jesus. Firewater. Sure that’d put a hole in the glass,
let alone give you hallucinations.

A little laugh.
Pause.
'ALERIE. Do you think it was a, an hallucination Jim?

JIM. God, I don’t know. I was flying like, but it was a right
fluke him showing me where he wanted to be buried and me
knowing nothing about him like.

VALERIE. Mm. (Nods.)




52 THE WEIR

FINBAR. Are you alright, Valerie? (Lirtle laugh.) You look a
bit peaky there.
VALERIE. No, I'm fine. Just, actually, is the ladies out this

way?

BRENDAN. Ah. (Short pause.) Jays, I'll tell you what, Valerie,

this is very embarrassing but the ladies is busted. And with
the. ..

JACK laughs. BRENDAN chuckles a little.

['m getting it fixed for the Germans like, but I haven’t done
it yet.

FINBAR. Ah, you're a terrible man, Brendan.
BRENDAN. No, I'll bring you in the house, come on.
VALERIE. Are you sure?

BRENDAN. Aw yeah, yeah, no problem.

JACK. Don’t worry Valerie, if you're not back in ten minutes
we’ll come and get you, okay?

BRENDAN. Jaysus. Give it a rest. Come on Valerie, I'll put
the lights on for you. Out this way.

FINBAR. Bye now.
VALERIE. Bye.
BRENDAN, a little awkwardly, shepherds VALERIE out the
f’fﬁ"f,\'.
Jause.
JACK. Yep.
Short pause.

FINBAR (ro JIM). Jaysus. That’s some fucking story. To be
telling a girl, like. Perverts out in the country. For fuck’s

sake.

Short pause.
JACK. Like your story had nothing in it, ha?
FINBAR. Ah that was only old headers in it.

JACK. But you brought the whole thing up. With the fairies.
The fairies! She’s in that house.
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FINBAR. I forgot it was that house. I forgot it was Maura

Nealon. It was an honest mistake

JACK. Honest mistake.
FINBAR. What?
JACK. Don’t be giving it that old cod now.
FINBAR. What do you mean?
JACK. With bringing her around and all.
FINBAR. What about it?
JACK. Bringing her up the Head and all.
Short pause. FINBAR looks at JIM and back at JACK.
FINBAR.Yeah?
JACK. So don’t be giving it the old cod now.

FINBAR. What cod, Jack? (Pause.) I'm asking you. (Short
pause.) What?

JIM. Ah boys, we have a small one. Come on now.

FINBAR. Hang on a minute, Jim. What?

JACK. Well you get me to tell a story about the house she’s in.

FINBAR. I didn’t know that though. I told you that.

JACK. Whatever. And then you tell the story about the Walsh
girl.

FINBAR. Sure it was you told me to say that.

JACK. What?

FINBAR. Talking about the fags and giving up the fags and all
that. When you offered them that time.

JACK. Would you cop on? ‘Ghosts” and ‘Giving up the fags.’

FINBAR. Okay. I'm sorry. What? I regret the stories, then. I
don’t think we should have any more of them. But that’s
what I'm saying, like.

JIM. I didn’t think. T just said it. With, Declan Donnelly and
that. It just, you know . . .

FINBAR. Ah no no no. Jim. We’re not blaming anybody. I
regret it now. And let’s not have any more of them, and
that’s all.
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JACK. Oh you regret it now”

FINBAR. Yeah.

JACK. It’s not part of the tour.

FINBAR. Ah now, come on.

JACK. Bit of local colour.

FINBAR. No. Jack.

JACK. Just don’t berate Jim for telling a story after you telling
one )‘itlll‘.w('il'.

FINBAR. I apologise, if that’s what I did. Sorry Jim. Now, I'll
say that. But stop with this . . . tour guide thing. That’s not

fair. The woman’s moved out here on her own. For some

reason. There’s something obviously going on . . . in her

life. 'm just trying to make it easier for her. Give her a

welcome, for fuck’s sake. So don’t. . . be implying

anything else. I don’t like it. (Pause.) I've apologised to Jim.

And I'm saying no more stories. (Short pause.) Sure I'm
married! I mean really. Yous are the single boys. (Short
pause. Warm.) Sure I can’t remember the last time I saw a
suit on you.

Pause.

JACK. Oh now it’s me?

JIM. Ah now boys, come on. That’s enough. That’s enough of
that.

JACK. You think I have intentions, is it?

FINBAR. I don’t know. You're entitled.

JACK. I do often wear a suit. Don’t come in here for the first
time in God knows, thinking we’re fucking hicks. "Cause
you're from round here.

Pause.

FINBAR. Nobody’s saying that. You’ve got the wrong idea,

Jack. And it’s not worth falling out over. Now, I'll buy you a

drink. And that’ll be the fucking end of it now. Alright?

JACK. You will not buy me a fucking drink. (Short pause.) I'll
buy you one, and that'll be the end of it.
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JACK extends his hand. They shake.

JIM. That’s more like it, men. That’s more like it, ha?
JACK goes in behind the bar.

JACK. What'll yous have?

FINBAR (offering hand to JIM). Sorry Jim.

JIM. Ah no no no. Stop. (Shaking hands.) It’s forgotten.

JACK. Finbar.

FINBAR. Ah. I think I'll just have a glass, Jack, I think.

JACK. Ah, you’ll have a small one with that.

FINBAR. Jays, you'll fucking kill me now, ha? I think he’s
trying to kill me Jim, is he?

JIM. Oh now.

JACK. Jim?

JIM. Small one, Jack, thanks.

JACK. You'll have a little pint with that I think.

JIM. Go on, ha?

FINBAR. Ah good man. (Pause.) Jays. That was a hot one
there for a minute, ha?

JACK. We'll say no more about it. We might tell a few jokes
when she comes back.
They laugh.

FINBAR. Jays. This is it. How’s the mammy, Jim?

JIM. Ah, do you know what it is? She’s just old. And
everything’s going on her.

FINBAR. Ah Jaysus, ha? I’ll have to get up and see her.

JACK. I was saying that earlier. It'd be the time, you think,
Jim.

JIM. Ah.

FINBAR. She does be alright on her own, with coming out for
an old jar or that.

JIM. Oh don’t mind her. She’s well able to tell you what’s
what. The only thing would be the eyes. But she’s the one.
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I'm always mixing up the tablets. She knows exactly what
she’s supposed to be taking when. So. But we have the telly
in that room. And she’ll listen to that and drop off

FINBAR. Well that’s alright, isn’t it.

JIM. Oh she’s still . . . I'm taking her over to see her sister in
the, in the order.

JACK. That’s a closed order, Jim, yeah?

JIM. Yeah, you know. They don’t talk and all that. But the sister
is six years older than the mammy, now, you know, so . . .

FINBAR. Gas. She’ll be alright for the drive?

JIM. Oh, she’ll be knackered, she’ll be out like a light when

we get back
FINBAR. Ah.
JIM. Ah yeah.
BRENDAN and VALERIE come back.
BRENDAN. So this was all the original. Before the house.
VALERIE. Right.

FINBAR. There you are, we thought we were going to have to

send out a search party.
VALERIE. I was having a good nosy around.
FINBAR. Wasn’t too much of a state, no?
VALERIE. Tidier than I normally am.
JACK. That’s he had the sisters over today. That’s all that is.
FINBAR. I saw them having their lunch in my place today.
BRENDAN. Don’t be talking.
FINBAR (gingerly). Oh . . . back off there. Sensitive area. Eh,

Valerie, darling, T don’t want you to be stranded here with
me now if I'm keeping you.

BRENDAN. Sure we can look after her.
FINBAR. Ah no, I'm grand for a while yet.

VALERIE. I, em. Hearing about. All these . . . you know,
stortes. It's.. . .
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FINBAR. Ah that’s the end of them, now. We’ve had enough of
them old stories, they’re only an old cod. We've just been
joking about it there when you were out. We'll all be, all be

witless, ha? We won't be able to sleep in our beds!

No, see, something happened to me. That just

VALERIE.
hearing you talk about it tonight. It’s important to me. That

I'm not . . . bananas

[ mean, I'm a fairly straight . . . down the line . . . person.
Working. I had a good job at DCU. I had gone back to work
after having my daughter, Niamh. My husband teaches,
engineering, at DCU. We had Niamh in 1988. And I went
back to work when she was five, when she started school.
And we’d leave her with Daniel’s parents, my husband’s
parents. His mother always picked her up from school. And
I’d collect her after work. And last year she, she was dying
to learn how to swim.

And the school had a thing. They’d take the class down to
the CRC in Clontarf on Wednesdays. She was learning very
well. No problem. Loved the water. She couldn’t wait for
Wednesdays and swimming. Daniel used to take her to the

pool on Saturdays and everything.

But for such a brig
. . . She had a problem sleeping at night. She was afraid of

the dark. She never wanted you to leave the room.

ht, outgoing, happy girl she was a big em
2 £ PPY & £

One of us would have to lie there with her until she went
off. and even when she did, she’d often have to come in and

sleep with us.

And I'd say to her, ‘What’s wrong, when you go to bed?’
But in the daytime, you know, she wouldn’t care. Night-
time was a million miles away. And she wouldn’t . . . think
about it. But at night . . . there were people at the window,
there were people in the attic, there was someone coming
up the stairs. There were children knocking, in the wall
And there was always a man standing across the road who
she’d see. Like there was loads of things. The poor . . .

I wanted to bring her to the doctor, but Daniel said she’d
grow out of it. And we should be careful, just, about books
we got her, and what she saw on the telly and all of this.

R ———
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But I mean, she used to even be scared that when she got up
in the morning that Mammy and Daddy would have gone
away and she’d be in the house on her own. That was one
she told Daniel’s mother. And all the furniture and carpets
and everything would be gone. [ mean, you know? So I told
her after that, you know, we’d never, you know, it was
ridiculous. And that if she was worried at all during the day
to ring me, and I'd come and get her, and there was nothing
to worry about. And she knew our number, she was very
good at learning numbers off and everything. She knew ours
and her Nana’s and mine at work. She knew them all.

But then, in March, last year, the school had a, a sponsored
swim, and the kids were going to swim a length of the pool,
And I promised I was going to watch her. But I got . . . I
was late, out of work, and I was only going to be in time to
meet her afterwards, but em, when I got there . . . There was
an ambulance and I thought, like, the pool is in the Central
Remedial Clinic, so I thought like it was just somebody
being dropped there. I didn’t really pay any attention.

But when I got in, [ saw that there was no one in the pool
and one of the teachers was there with a group of kids. And
she was crying and some of the children were crying. And
this woman, another one of the mums came over and said
there’d been an accident. And Niamh had hit her head in the
pool and she’d been in the water and they’d been trying to
resuscitate her. But she said she was going to be alright.

And I didn’t believe it was happening. I thought it must
have been someone else. And I went into, I was brought
into, a room and Niamh was on a table. It was a table for
table-tennis, and an ambulance man was giving her the . . .
kiss of life.

She was in her bathing suit. And the ambulance man said he
didn’t think what he was doing was working. And he didn’t
know if she was alive. And he wrapped her in a towel and

carried her out to the ambulance. And I got in the back with
him. And they radioed on ahead, they were going to put her
on a machine in Beaumont and try to revive her there. But

the ambulance man knew, I think. She wasn’t breathing, and
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he just knew, and he said if I wanted to say goodbye to her
in the ambulance in case I didn’t get a chance at the
|'|0>Pil;ll.

And I gave her a little hug. She was freezing cold. And I
told her Mammy loved her very much. She just looked

asleep but her lips were gone blue and she was dead.

And it had happened so fast. Just a few minutes. And I
don’t think I have to tell you. How hard it was. Between me
and Daniel, as well. It didn’t seem real. At the funeral I just
thought I could go and lift her out of the coffin and would

be the end of all this.

[ think Daniel was. I don't know if he actually, blamed me,
there was nothing I could do. But he became very busy in
his work. Just. Keeping himself . . . em. But I was, you
know, I was more, just I didn't really know what I was
doing. Just walking around, wanting to . . . Sitting in the

house, with Daniel’s mother, fussing around the place.
Just, months of this. Not really talking about it, like.

Pause.

But, and then one morning. I was in bed, Daniel had gone
to work. I usually lay there for a few hours, trying to stay
asleep, really. I suppose. And the phone rang. And I just left
it. I wasn’t going to get it. And it rang for a long time. Em,
eventually it stopped, and I was dropping off again. But
then it started ringing again, for a long time. So I thought it
must have been Daniel trying to get me. Someone who
knew I was there.

So I went down and answered it. And. The line was very
faint. It was like a crossed line. There were voices, but
couldn’t hear what they were saying. And then I heard
Niamh. She said, ‘Mammy?" And I . . . just said, you know,

‘Yes!”
Short pause.

And she said . . . She wanted me to come and collect her.
I mean, I wasn’t sure whether this was a dream or her

1 - e 1 £ Ao Are o>
leaving us had been a dream. I just said, “Where are you’
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And she said she thought she was at Nana’s. In the
bedroom. But Nana wasn’t there. And she was scared, There
were children knocking in the walls and the man was
standing across the road, and he was looking up and he wag
going to cross the road. And would I come and get her?

And I said I would, of course I would. And I dropped the
phone and I ran out to the car in just a teeshirt I slept in,
And I drove to Daniel’s mother’s house. And I could hardly
see, I was crying so much. T mean, T knew she wasn’t £0ing
to be there. I knew she was gone. But to think wherever ghe
was . .. that. .. And there was nothing I could do about jt.
Daniel’s mother got a doctor and 1 . . . slept for a day or
two. But it was . . . Daniel felt that I . . . needed to face up
to Niamh being gone. But I just thought that he should face
up to what happened to me. He was insisting I get some
treatment, and then . . . everything would be okay. But yoy
know, what can help that, if she’s out there? She still . e
she still needs me.
Pause.
JACK. You don’t think it could have been a dream you were
having, no?
Short pause.
VALERIE. I heard her.
Short pause.
FINBAR. Sure, you were after getting a terrible shock, Valerie.
These things can happen. Your . . . brain is trying to deal
with it, you know? (Pause.) Is your husband going to . . .

come down?

VALERIE. I don’t think so.

FINBAR. Ah, it'd be a terrible shame if youdon’t. .. if you
didn’t see . . . him because of something as, as, you know . . .
that you don’t even know what it was.

Short pause.
BRENDAN. She said she knew what it was.
FINBAR. But sure you can’t just accept that, that you, you

know ...Imean ... surely you, you have to look at the
broader thing of it here.
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fucking thing, Jim.
JIM. Just it might have been something else.
X . eRe im’s only trying to talk about
~w Here. oo easy, Brendan, Jim’s only trying
JA(}\ HLI%. £ >85]
the fucking thing.
F[NB‘\R Ah lads
JACK. Just take it easy.

VALERIE. Stop. I don’t want . . 1
h-lppencd And it’s nice just to be here and . . . hear what
2 ¥

. It's something that

you were saying. I know I'm not crazy.

Short pause.

FINBAR. Valerie, love, nobody’s going to think that. B‘ul i
just . . . no one knows about these things, sure, they’re not
real even. You hear all sorts of old cod, ;:HA ;u'f\u:_l‘d. Hm, ‘
there’s usually some kind of explanation for it. 3?u;'c. .l‘illl
said himself he was delirious with the *flu that time. Jim.

JIM. T had a right temperature.

FINBAR. Maura . . . eh . . . Nealon, sure she was in here every
night of the week. Brendan. About how much would she
dr?nkf’ Be honest now.

BRENDAN. How much did she drink?

JACK. Have a bit of respect, Finbar.

FINBAR. I'm trying to make a point, Jack. The woman was a
drinker.

JACK. We're all drinkers.

FINBAR. But, come on. She was an alcoholic, \‘_u!cric. She
used to have a bottle of whiskey put away betore you Il\n-cw
where you were. Sure who wouldn’t be hearing knocking

after that?




62 THE WEIR

JACK. Ah you’re not being fair on her now. The woman'’s

dead. she can’t defend herself

FINBAR. I’'m not casting anything on her. If she came in that
door right now, if she was alive, I'd be buying her drink,
and more power to her, I'd hope she’d enjoy it. I'd be the
first to buy her a drink. But I run a bar myself down in the
Arms. And I know all about what a right few drinks’ll do to
you. She liked her drop is what I'm saying.

BRENDAN. What about you? And the Walshes?

FINBAR. Look. How many times do I have to say it? They
were all a bunch of fucking headbangers!
Pause.
I got the wind put up me that night. Fair enough. But that’s
what these stories do. But I resent that now. What I went
through that night. But I was only young. And that’s over
with, fucking headbangers.
Pause.
And after all that, I'm ignoring the bigger thing. I'm very
sorry about your daughter, Valerie, I'm very sorry indeed.

JACK. Oh we all are. Of course we are. It's terrible.
Long pause.

FINBAR (checks watch). I'm going to have to go, I'm afraid.
don’t want to, but . . .

VALERIE. Okay.

BRENDAN. Ah here, I'll leave her down.

FINBAR. But you might want to come on now, no?

VALERIE. Em.

BRENDAN. Ah, have another drink and relax for a little while.

VALERIE, Yeah, I think I’'m going to hang on for another little
while.

FINBAR. Are you going to go easy on the old stories?
JACK. Ah stop being an old woman. She’ll be grand.
FINBAR. Alright?
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JACK. She’ll be grand,

JIM. Could I get a lift, Finbar?

FINBAR. Of course you can, Jim.

JACK. You’re okay for Father Donal’s car in the morning.

JIM (counting money). No problem. I'll be there about quarter
to nine.

JACK. Grand, just, I've got to get out to Conor Boland.

JIM. Yeah. It’s fine. Brendan, em .

BRENDAN. Naggin?

JIM. Please.

BRENDAN puts a small bottle of whiskey in a plastic bag
and gives it to JIM. JIM attempts to pay for it. BRENDAN
discreetly waves him away.

FINBAR. Yep.

JIM. Well. Valerie.

VALERIE. It was very nice to meet you.

JIM (taking her hand). I'm very sorry about what’s happened
to you. And I'm sure your girl is quite safe and comfortable
wherever she is, and I'm going to say a little prayer for her,
but I'm sure she doesn’t need it. She’s a saint. She’s a little
innocent. And that fella T saw in the churchyard that time
was only the rotten poitin and the fever I had. Finbar’s right.
You enjoy your peace and quiet here now. And we’ll see
you again. You're very nice. Goodnight now.

VALERIE. Goodnight. Thanks Jim.

JIM. That’s alright.

FINBAR. Valerie. (He takes her hand.)

VALERIE. Thanks for everything.

FINBAR. My pleasure, darling. And I'll call up to you now in
the next day or two, and . . . (Nods at her.)

VALERIE. Fine.

FINBAR. And we’ll make sure you're alright and you're
settling in with us. You're very welcome.




64 THE WEIR

He kisses her awkwardly on the cheek.
VALERIE. Thanks for everything, Finbar.
FINBAR. That’s quite alright. Men.
JACK. Finbar.

FINBAR. I'll see you soon, I hope, Jack.

They shake hands.

Alright?

JACK. See you soon.
FINBAR. Brendan.
BRENDAN. Take it easy now, Finbar, Look after yourself,
FINBAR. I won’t leave it so long next time.
BRENDAN. Okay.
JIM. Goodnight.
BRENDAN. Goodnight Jim.
VALERIE. See you soon.
JACK. See you in the morning.
JIM. Quarter to nine.
FINBAR. See yous now.
JIM and FINBAR [eave.
JACK. There you are now.
BRENDAN. Mm.
JACK. I'm sorry for snapping. That time.
BRENDAN. Ah no. Sure. I was . . .
VALERIE. I think it was my fault.

JACK. Would you go on? Of course it wasn’t your fault. You
know . . . It’s all very well, us sitting around, fecking
around with these old stories. But then, for something
personal like that. That’s happened to you. People are going
to deal with it, in different ways. Jim, was, you know . ..

BRENDAN. Yeah . . .

JACK. He didn’t mean anything.
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BRENDAN. He didn’t really mean there was anything wrong
with your phone, I don’t think.

They laugh a little. Pause.

JACK. I'sem ... a terrible thing that happened. Do you ever
SN ) 2 = . . -
get over something like that, I wonder? I don’t mean the

phone . . . call, you know.

VALERIE. I know. (Pause.) I don’t know. (Pause.)

JACK. We're very sorry.

BRENDAN. Come on we sit near the stove. It’s getting cold.
We’ll have a last one.

JACK. Good idea.

BRENDAN. Give us your glass, Valerie. Jack, you'll have a
small one, for the road.

VALERIE. Can I get this?

JACK. Ah no no no.

BRENDAN. It’s on the house now. Bar’s officially closed. Go
on.

JACK and VALERIE move nearer the stove.

JACK. You get yourself in there now. We'll be grand in a
minute.

BRENDAN. I'm going to give you a little brandy, Valerie. This
wine is freezing in the fridge.

JACK. Good man.

VALERIE. Oh lovely. Thanks.

JACK. Good girl. That’s it now. (To BRENDAN.) Jim’ll be in
a bad way, all the same when the mammy goes, what do
you think Brendan?

BRENDAN. Oh definitely. She’s been very sick, Valerie, for
years now. Fading fast, like, for years! She still spoils that
boy rotten, ha? Though.

JACK. Oh definitely. Oh yeah.

BRENDAN brings the drinks over.

VALERIE. That’s an awful lot.
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BRENDAN. Ah it’s not really

JACK. There’s no law says you have to drink it all, ha? Your
man does put it back in the bottle.

BRENDAN. Would you ever fuck off?

JACK. I think we should drink this to you, sweetheart.

BRENDAN. Yes. To Valerie.

JACK. Hope it’s all . . . (Raises glass.) In the end . . .

BRENDAN. Cheers.

VALERIE. Cheers.

They drink. JACK considers BRENDAN for a moment.

JACK. There’s the boy, ha?

They smile.

VALERIE. You've no children, Jack, no?

JACK. No, darling, never married. But I do be telling this fella
to be on the lookout. A youngfella like him. Not to end up
like me.

VALERIE. Do you wish you had married?

JACK. Sure who'd have me? A cantankerous old fucker like
me.

BRENDAN. Too right.

JACK. Yeah . . . It’s a thing, you know? I do say it to Brendan.
I'm down in the garage. And the fucking tin roof on the
thing. On my own on that country road. You see it was
bypassed by the main road into Carrick. And there’s no . . .
like in the summer the heat has the place like an oven, with
the roof, or if it’s not that, it’s the rain pelting down on it
like bricks, the noise of it. And there you'll be, the only car
stopping in be someone that knows the area real well. Ah,
you'd definitely feel it, like. But you know. I get down here
for a pint and that. There’s a lot to be said for the company.
And the . . . you know, the . . . someone there. Oh yeah.

VALERIE. Did you never consider it? When you were young.

JACK. Oh sure. Yeah. Of course I did. Sure what the hell else
does a youngfella be thinking about? You know?
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d Brendan knows. [ had a girl. A lovely girl back then.
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have felt that’s what we should have done. And I don’t
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]\L ow why it was a thing with me that I . .. an irrational
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fear, I suppose, that, kept me here. And I couldn’t

nderstand why she wanted to be running off up to Dublin,
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you know B
'W-l., working up there waiting for me to come.
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» And she did in the end, anyway, like. And she

But with me it was a mad thing, that I thought it was a
thousand fucking miles away. Hated going up.

[ went up a few times like. But . . . I was going up for . ..
you know . . . she had a room. A freezing, damp pl‘icul I
was a terrible fella. It became that that was the nnI:\ thing
[ was going for. I couldn’t stand being away. | L!U!.] L

know why. Ah, Id be all excited about going up for l}?n'
physical . . . the freedom of it. But after a day and a ”-!:J:L
and I'd had my fill, we’d be walking in the park and I'd be
all catty and bored, and moochy.

Pause.

Breaking the poor girl’s heart. Ah, you get older and h:m!\
back on why you did things, you see that a lot of I-TIC time,
there wasn’t a reason. You do a lot of things out of pure
cussedness.

I stopped answering her letters. And I'd fucking dread one
coming to the house. And her in it wondering how I was and
was there something wrong with the post or this.

Pause.

I can’t explain what carry on I was up to. I had just. . . left
her out. Being the big fella, me dad handing over the
business to me. Me swanning around. A man of substance.
And then I had the gall to feel resentful when she wrote and
said she was getting married to a fella.

Pause.

And T was all that it was her fault for going up in the first

place. Tss.
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There was a delegation of people from all around here
going up to the wedding on a bus. And I was just one of the
crowd. Just one of the guests. In my suit, and the shoes
nearly polished off me. And a hangover like you wouldn’t
believe. I'd been up ’til five or more, swilling this stuff,
looking at the fire. And we were all on the bus at nine. And
all the chat all around was why she hadn’t come home to

get married. And me sick as a dog

The smell of Brylcreem off all us culchies. Sitting in the
church in Phibsboro. All her lovely-looking nurse friends
and their guard boyfriends. She was marrying a guard. Huge
fella. Shoulders like a big gorilla. And they were coming
down the aisle after, and I caught her eye. And I gave her
the cheesiest little grin you've ever seen. A little grin that
was saying, ‘Enjoy your big gorilla, "cause the future’s all
ahead of me.’

And she just looked at me like I was only another guest at
the wedding. And that was that. And the future was all
ahead of me. Years and years of it. I could feel it coming.
All those things you’ve got to face on your own. All by
yourself. And you bear it "cause you're showing everybody

that you're a great fella altogether.

But I left the church like a little boy. And I walked away. I
couldn’t go to the reception. I just kept walking. There was
a light rain. I just kept walking. And then I was in town. It
was a dark day. Like there was a roof on the city. And I
found myself in a little labyrinth of streets. With nothing
doing. And I ducked into a pub. Little dark place. Just one
or two others there. A businesslike barman. Like yourself
Brendan, ha?

Businesslike, dutiful. And I put a pint or two away. And a
small one or two. And I sat there, just looking down at the
dirty wooden bar. And the barman asked me if I was alright?
Simple little question. And I said I was. And he said he’d
make me a sandwich. And I said okay. And I nearly started
crying — because, you know, here was someone just . . . and
I watched him.,
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He took two big slices off a fresh loaf and buttered them
carefully, spreading it all around. I'll never forget it. And
then he sliced some cheese and cooked ham and an onion
out of a jar, and put it all on a plate and sliced it down the
middle. And, just someone doing this for me. And putting it
down in front of me. ‘Get that down you now,’ he said. And
then he folded up his newspaper and put on his jacket and
went off on his break. And there was another barman then.

And I took this sandwich up and I could hardly swallow it,
because of the lump in my throat. But [ ate it all down
because someone I didn’t know had done this for me. Such
a small thing. But a huge thing in my condition. It fortified
me, like no meal I ever had in my life. And I went to the
reception. And I was properly ashamed of myself. There
was a humility I’ve tried to find since. But goodness wears

off. And it just gets easier to be a contrary bollocks.

Down in the garage. Spinning small jobs out all day. Taking
hours to fix a puncture. Stops you thinking about what
might have been and what you should have done. It’s like
looking away. Like I did at that reception. You should only
catch someone’s eye for the right reason. And I'll tell you
there’s not one morning [ don’t wake up with her name in

the room. (Pause.)

And I do be at this fella. Don’t 17 (Pause.) Yep. (Pause.) 1
may be on my way now.

BRENDAN. Will you be okay in that wind?

JACK. Jaysus, [ should be used to that road by now, says you,
ha?

BRENDAN. I'll get you the torch.

JACK. Am I a moaner?

BRENDAN (going). There’s well fucking worse, I'll tell you.
He exits.

JACK. Well. That wasn’t a ghostly story. Anyway. At least, ha?

VALERIE. No.
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JACK. We’ve had enough of them. (Pause.) We'll all be ghosts
soon enough, says you, ha?

VALERIE. Mmm.

JACK. We’ll all be sitting here. Sipping whiskey all night with
Maura Nealon. (Pause.) Yeah. (Short pause.) This has been
a strange little evening for me.

VALERIE (a little laugh). For me as well.

JACK. Fuck. We could do worse. It was lovely to meet you.

VALERIE. You too.

JACK. I didn’t mean to go on there.

VALERIE. No, please . . .

JACK. Something about your company. Inspiring, ha? And this
of course. (Glass.)

They smile.
I wonder if being out here in the country is the best place
for you to . . . you know . .

VALERIE. Why?

JACK. Ah. Girl like you. Hiding yourself away. Listening to
old headers like us talking about the fairies. Having all your
worst fears confirmed for you. Tuh. Ghosts and angels and
all this? Fuck them. I won't have it. Because [ won't see
someone like you being upset by it. You've enough to . . .

deal with, for fuck’s sake. I am very, sorry, love, about what
happened.

VALERIE. Thanks.
BRENDAN comes in turning the torch on and off.

BRENDAN. The batteries are a bit weak. Come on, I'll drop
you.
JACK. Are you sure?

BRENDAN. Sure, I'm giving Valerie a lift.
VALERIE. Come with us.
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JACK. Okay, then. Grand.

BRENDAN is clearing glasses, going in behind the bar,
tidying up
VALERIE. Do you want a hand, Brendan?
BRENDAN. Oh no! Stay where you are, I'll be finished in a sec.
JACK takes his anorak, joking.
JACK. Is this yours, Valerie?
VvALERIE. Yeah right.
JACK takes her jacket and holds it for her to put on.
JACK. Come on.
VALERIE. Oh now. Very nice.
JACK. These are the touches, ha, Brendan?
BRENDAN. That’s them.
JACK. Now.
VALERIE. Thanks.
JACK. Mmm. Have a last fag I think.
Taking cigarette packet.
Anyone else?
VALERIE. No, [ won't thanks.
BRENDAN. No, I'm grand thanks, Jack.

JACK. Up early in the morning. Over to Conor Boland. He's
over the other side of Carrick there. Has about fifteen
fucking kids. Dirty bollocks.

BRENDAN and VALERIE laugh.

And vou should see her. Built like a fucking tractor. The

head on her.
BRENDAN. You're a terrible man.

JACK. I've had my moments.
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BRENDAN looks at VALERIE and shakes his head.

VALERIE. Will you be in here again soon?

JACK. Ah I'm always in and out. Got to keep the place afloat
at least, you know?

BRENDAN (working). Don’t mind him now, Valerie. Him and
the Jimmy fella’ll be fierce scarce around here the next few
weeks.

VALERIE. Why?

BRENDAN (sfrops work and lights a cigarette). All the
Germans’ll be coming and they love it in here.

VALERIE (fo JACK). You don’t like that?

JAC( ]\ makes a f'{!('t.

BRENDAN. He thinks they're too noisy.

JACK. See, you don’t know what they do be saying or
anything.

BRENDAN. Him and Jimmy be sitting there at the bar with
big sour pusses on them. Giving out like a couple of old
grannies.

JACK. Ah we're not that bad.

BRENDAN. You're like a pair of bloody auld ones, you should
see them.

VALERIE. Where do you go instead?

JACK. Ah, place down in Carrick, the Pot.

BRENDAN (derision). *“The Pot’. There does be just as many
of them down there don’t be codding yourself.

JACK. Ah no, it doesn’t seem as bad down there, now.

VALERIE. That’s because this is your place.

JACK. Now, You've hit it on the head. You see, Brendan,
Valerie's defending us. It’s out of respect for this place.

BRENDAN. It is in my fucking barney respect! The two of
yous leaving me standing behind that bar with my arms
folded, picking my hole and not knowing what the hell is
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going on. And them playing all old sixties songs on their

guitars. And they don’t even know the words.

And nothing for me to do except pull a few pints and watch
the shadow from the Knock moving along the floor, with
the sun going down. I'm like some fucking mentler, I do be
watching it! Watching it creeping up on the Germans. And
they don’t even notice it. I must be cracking up if that’s my

entertainment of an evening.

JACK. Ah don’t be moaning. I'll tell you what. If Valerie’s
willing to come in and brave the Germans, then I'm sure me
and Jim’ll come in and keep yous company, how's that now?

BRENDAN. Oh you’ll grace us with your ugly mushes, will
you?

JACK. Don’t push it, boy. Ah sure, Jaysus, what am [ talking
about? Sure you'll have Finbar in here sniffing around
Valerie every night anyway.

VALERIE. Ah now stop.

They laugh a little.

JACK. He'll be like a fly on a big pile of shite, so he will.
Jesus. That came out all wrong, didn’t it?

BRENDAN. No Jack. That was perfect. As usual.
JACK. Couldn’t have come out worse. Sorry about that.
VALERIE. Would you relax?

BRENDAN is putting his jacket on.
JACK. Sorry. Will you anyway?
VALERIE. What? Come in . . . with the . . . Germans?
JACK. Yeah.
VALERIE. Doesn’t bother me.

JACK. Ah, T think that’s the right attitude. You should stay with
the company and the bright lights.

BRENDAN (looking around). Do you see my keys?
VALERIE and JACK look around a little bit.

VALERIE. Sure I might even learn some German.
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JACK. Ah, I don’t know. They're eh . . . Are they from
Germany, Brendan?

BRENDAN. What?

JACK. The Germans. (7o VALERIE.) We call them the
Germans.

VALERIE picks keys off the mantelpiece.
VALERIE. Is this them?
BRENDAN. Yeah, thanks. Are we right?
They are moving towards the door.

JACK. Where are they from. Is it Denmark, or Norway? (7o
VALERIE.) It’s somewhere like that.

JACK goes out, followed by VALERIE,
BRENDAN. Ah I don’t know where the fuck they’re from.
BRENDAN turns off the light and leaves

Slow fade.
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