LADY GREGORY

The Rising of the Moont

Persons

SERGEANT
POLICEMAN X
POLICEMAN B
A RAGGED MAN

SCENE. Side of a quay in a seaport town. Some posts and chains. A large
barrel. Enter three policemen. Moonlight.

[SERGEANT, who is n&m» than the others, crosses the stage to right
and looks down steps. The others put down a pastepot and unroll
a bundle of placards.]

POLICEMAN B. [ think this would be a good place to put up a notice.
[He points to barrel |

POLICEMAN X. Better ask him. [Calls to sergEANT.] Will this be a good
place for a placard?

[No answer.]
POLICEMAN B.  Will we put up a notice here on the barrel?
[No answer. |

SERGEANT. There’s a flight of steps here that leads to the water. This is
a place that should be minded well. If he got down here, his friends
might have a boat to meet him; they might send it in here from out-
side. :

POLICEMAN B.  Would the barrel be a good place to put a notice up?

SERGEANT. It might; you can put it there.

[They paste the notice up.|

t From The Collected Plays of Lady Gregory, Coole Edition, published by Oxford University Press and
Colin Smythe Limited.

Tue RisING oF THE MoON 55

SERGEANT |reading it]. Dark hair—dark eyes, smooth face, height five
feet five—there’s not much to take hold of in that—It’s a pity I had
no chance of seeing him before he broke out of gaol. They say he’s a
wonder, that it’s he makes all the plans for the whole organization.
There isn’t another man in Ireland would have broken gaol the way
he did. He must have some friends among the gaolers.

POLICEMAN B. A hundred pounds is little enough for the Government
to offer for him. You may be sure any man in the force that takes him
will get promotion.

SERGEANT.~ 'll-mind this place myself. I wouldn’t wonder at all if he
came this way. He might come slipping along there [points to side of
quay)], and his friends might be waiting for him there [points down
steps], and once he got away it’s little chance we’d have of finding
him; it's maybe under a load of kelp he’d be in a fishing boat, and not
one to help a married man that wants it to the reward.

POLICEMAN X.  And if we get him itself, nothing but abuse on our heads
for it from the people, land maybe from our own relations. ;
SERGEANT. Well, we have to do our duty in the force. Haven't we the
whole country depending on us to keep law and order? It’s those that
are down would be up and those that are up would be down, if it
wasn't for us. Well, hurry on, you have plenty of other places to
placard vet, and come back here then to me. You can take the lan-
tern. Don’t be too long now. It’s very lonesome here with nothing but

the moon.

POLICEMAN B.  It’s a pity we can’t stop with you. The Government should
have brought more police into the town, with him in gaol, and at
assize ! time too. Well, good luck to your watch.

[They go out.]

SERGEANT |[walks up and down once or twice and looks at placard]. A
hundred pounds and promotion sure. There must be a great deal of
spending in a hundred pounds. It's a pity some honest man not to be
better of that.

[A RAGGED MAN appears at left and tries to slip past. SERGEANT
suddenly turns.]

SERGEANT. Where are you going? )

MAN. [I'm a poor ballad-singer, your honor. 1 thought to sell some of
these [holds out bundle of ballads] to the sailors. [He goes on. ]

SERGEANT.  Stop! Didn’t I tell you to stop? You can’t go on there.

MaN.  Oh, very well. It’s a hard thing to be poor. All the world’s against
the poor! ,

SERGEANT. Who are you?

1. Periodical legal proceedings.
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MAN.  You'd be as wise as myself if I told you, but I don’t mind. I'm
one Jimmy Walsh, a ballad-singer.

SERGEANT.  Jimmy Walsh? I don’t know that name.

MAN.  Ah, sure, they know it well enough in Fnnis. Were you ever in
Fnnis, sergeant?

SERGEANT.  What brought you here?

MAN. Sure, it's to the assizes I came, thinking I might make a few
shillings here or there. It’s in the one train with the judges I came.
SERGEANT.  Well, if you came so far, you may as well go farther, for

you'll walk out of this.

ZEM H_ will, T will; 'l just go on where I was going. [Goes toward
steps.

SERGEANT.  Come back from those steps; no one has leave to pass down
them to-night.

MAN.  I'll just sit on the top of the steps till I see will some sailor buy a
ballad off me that would give me my supper. They do be late going
back to the ship. It's often I saw them in Cork carried down the quay
in a hand-cart. .

SERGEANT. Move on, I tell you. I won't have any one lingering about
the quay to-night.

MaN.  Well, T'll go. It's the poor have the hard life! Maybe yourself
might like one, sergeant. Here’s a good sheet now. [Turns one over.|
“Content and a pipe”—that’s not much. “The Peeler and the goat”—
you wouldn’t like that. “Johnny Hart”—that’s a lovely song.

SERGEANT. Move on.

MAN.  Ah, wait till you hear it. [Sings.]

There was a rich farmer’s daughter lived near the town of Ross;
She courted a Highland soldier, his name was Johnny Hart;

Says the mother to her daughter, “I'll go distracted mad

If you marry that Highland soldier dressed up in Highland plaid.”

SERGEANT.  Stop that noise.

[MAN wraps up his ballads and shuffles towards the steps. ]

SERGEANT.  Where are you going?

MAN.  Sure you told me to be going, and I am going.

SERGEANT. ~Don'’t be a fool. I didn't tell you to go that way; I told you
to go back to the town.

MAN. Back to the town, is it?

SERGFANT [taking him by the shoulder and shoving him before him]. Here,
I'll show you the way. Be off with you. What are you stopping for?
MAN [who has been keeping his eye on the notice, points to it]. I think I

know what you're waiting for, sergeant.
SERGEANT. What's that to you?
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MaN.  And I know well the man you're waiting for—I know him well—
I'll be going. [He shuffles on.]

SERGEANT. You know him? Come back here. What sort is he?

MaN. Come back is it, sergeant? Do you want to have me killed?

SERGEANT. Why do you say that?

MAN.  Never mind. I'm going. I wouldn’t be in your shoes if the reward
was ten times as much. [Goes on off stage to left.] Not if it was ten
times as much.

SERGEANT [rushing after him]. Come back here, come back. [Drags
him back.] What sort is he? Where did you see him?

MaN. | saw him in my own place, in the County Clare. I tell you you
wouldn't like to be looking at him. You'd be afraid to be in the one
place with him. There isn’t a weapon he doesn’t know the use of, and
as to strength, his muscles are as hard as that board. [Slaps barrel. |

SERGEANT. Is he as bad as that?

MAN. He is then.

SERGEANT. Do you tell me so?

MaN. There was a poor man in our place, a sergeant from Bally-
vaughan.—It was with a lump of stone he did it.

SERGEANT. [ never heard of that.

MAN. And you wouldn’t, sergeant. It’s not everything that happens gets
into the papers. And there was a policeman in plain clothes, too . .

It is in Limerick he was. . . . It was after the time of the attack on the
police barrack in Kilmallock. . . . Moonlight . . . just like this . .
waterside. . . . Nothing was known for certain.

SERGEANT. Do you say so? It’s a terrible county to belong to.

MaN. That's so, indeed! You might be standing there, looking out that
way, thinking you saw him coming up this side of the quay [points],
and he might be coming up this other side [points], and he’d be on
you before you knew where you were.

SERGEANT. It’s a whole troop of police they ought to put here to stop a
man like that.

MAN. But if you'd like me to stop with you, I could be looking down
this side. I could be sitting up here on this barrel.

SERGEANT. And you know him well, too?

MaN. I'd know him a mile off, sergeant.

SERGEANT. But you wouldn’t want to share the reward?

MAN. Is it a poor man like me, that has to be going the roads and
singing in fairs, to have the name on him that he took a reward? but
you don’t want me. I'll be safer in the town.

SERGEANT. Well, you can stop.

MAN |getting up on barrel]. Al right, sergeant, I wonder, now, you're
tired out, sergeant, walking up and down the way you are.

SERGEANT. If I'm tired I'm used to it.

MaN. You might have hard work before you to-night yet. Take it easy
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while you can. There’s plenty of room up here on the barrel, and you
see farther when you're higher up. )
SERGEANT. Maybe so. [Gets up beside him on barrel, facing right.|

[They sit back to back, looking different ways. |

You made me feel a bit queer with the way you talked.

MAN. Give me a match, sergeant [he gives it and MAN lights pipe]; take
a draw yourself? IY1l quiet you. Wait now till I give you a light, but
you needn’t turn round. Don’t take your eye off the quay for the life
of you.

SERGEANT. Never fear, I won't. [Lights pipe. ]

[They both smoke.

Indeed it’s a hard thing to be in the force, out at night and no thanks
for it, for all the danger we're in. And it’s little we get but abuse from
the people, and no choice but to obey our orders, and never asked
when a man is sent into danger, if you are a married man with a
family.

MAN [sings].

As through the hills I walked to view the hills and shamrock plain,
I stood awhile where nature smiles to view the rocks and streams,
On a matron fair [ fixed my eyes beneath a fertile vale,

And she sang her song it was on the wrong of poor oE‘OSn:mmmw,

SERGEANT.  Stop that; that’s no song to be singing in these times.

MaN. Ah, sergeant, I was only singing to keep my heart up. It sinks
when I think of him. To think of us two sitting here, and he creeping
up the quay, maybe, to get to us.

SERGEANT. Are you keeping a good lookout?

MaN. Iam; and for no reward too. Amn't I the fool man? But when |
saw a man in trouble, I never could help trying to get him out of it.
What's that? Did something hit me? [Rubs his heart.]

SERGEANT |patting him on the shoulder]. You will get your reward in
heaven.

MaN. I know that, I know that, sergeant, but life is precious.

SERGEANT. Well, you can sing if it gives you more courage.

MAN [sings].

Her head was bare, her hands and feet with iron bands were bound,
Her pensive strain and plaintive wail mingles with the evening gale,
And the song she sang with mournful air, I am old Granuaile.

Her lips so sweet that monarchs kissed . . .

SERGEANT. That's not it. . . . “Her gown she wore was stained with
gore.” . . . That’s it—you missed that.
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MAN. You're right, sergeant, so it is; I missed it. [Repeats line.]
think of a-man like you knowing a song like that.

sErRoEANT.There’s-many-a thing a man might know and might not
have any wish for.

MaNA.  Now, I daresay, sergeant, in your youth, you used to be sitting
up on a wall, the way you are sitting up on this barrel now, and the
other lads beside you, and you singing “Granuaile”? . .

SERGEANT. [ did then.

MaN.  And the “Shan Van Vocht™?2 . .

SERGEANT, | did then.

MaN.  And the “Green on the Cape?”

SERGEANT, That was one of them.

MAN.  And maybe the man you are watching for to-night used to be
sitting on the wall, when he was young, and singing those same songs.
... Itsaqueerworld. . . .

SERGEANT. Whisht! . . . I think I see something coming. . . . It’s only
a dog.
MAN. And isn’t it a queer world? . . . Maybe it’'s one of the boys you

used to be singing with that time you will be arresting to-day or to-
morrow, and sending into the dock. . . .

SERGEANT. That’s true indeed.

MaN.  And maybe one night, after you had been singing, if the other
boys had told you some plan they had, some plan to free the country,
you might have joined with them . . . and maybe it is you might be
in trouble now.

SERGEANT. Well, who knows but I might? I had a great spirit in those
days.

MAN. It's a queer world, sergeant, and it’s little any mother knows when
she sees her child creeping on the floor what might happen to it before
it has gone through its life, or who will be who in the end.

SERGEANT. That’s a queer thought now, and a true thought. Wait now
a1l T think it out. . . . If it wasn't for the sense [ have, and for my wife
and family, and for me joining the force the time I did, it might be
myself now would be after breaking gaol and hiding in the dark, and
it might be him that’s hiding in the dark and that got out of gaol would
be sitting up here where I am on this barrel. . . . And it might be
myself would be creeping up trying to make my escape from himself,
and it might be himself would be keeping the law, and myself would -
be breaking it, and myself would be trying to put a bullet in his head,
or to take up a lump of stone the way you said he did . . . no, that
myself did. . . . Oh! [Gasps. After a pause] What's that? [Grasps man’s
arm.]

2. Song of a poor old woman, personification of  cation of Ireland also informs Yeats's Cathleen Ni

Ireland, foretelling the coming of the French to  Houlihan, pp. 311, above.
aid Irish rebellion; the Shan Van Vocht personifi-
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MAN [jumps off barrel and listens, looking out over water].  It's nothing,
sergeant.

SERGEANT. I thought it might be a boat. I had a notion there might be
friends of his coming about the quays with a boat.

MAN. Sergeant, I am thinking it was with the people you were, and not
with the law you were, when you were a young man.

SERGEANT. Well, if I was foolish then, that time’s gone.

MAN. Maybe, sergeant, it comes into your head sometimes, in spite of
your belt and your tunic, that it might have been as well for you to
have followed Granuaile.

SERGEANT. It's no business of yours what I think.

MAN. Maybe, sergeant, you'll be on the side of the country yet.

SERGEANT |gets off barrel]. Don't talk to me like that. T have my duties
and I know them. [Looks round.] That was a boat; I hear the oars.
[Goes to the steps and looks down. ]

MAN [sings]

O, then, tell me, Shawn O'Farrell,
Where the gathering is to be.

In the old spot by the river
Right well known to you and me!

SERGEANT.  Stop that! Stop that, I tell you!
MAN [sings louder].

One word more, for signal token,
Whistle up the marching tune,
With your pike upon your shoulder,

At the Rising of the Moon.

SERGEANT. If you don't stop that, I'll arrest you.
[A whistle from below answers, repeating the air.]

SERGEANT. That’s a signal. [Stands between him and steps.] You must
not pass this way. . . . Step farther back. . . . Who are you? You are
no ballad-singer.

MAN. You needn’t ask who I am; that placard will tell you. [Points to
placard.]

SERGEANT. You are the man I am looking for.

MAN [takes off hat and wig].

[SERGEANT seizes them. ]

I am. There’s a hundred pounds on my head. There is a friend of
mine below in a boat. He knows a safe place to bring me to.

SERGEANT [looking still at hat and wig]. It's a pity! It’s a pity. You
deceived me. You deceived me well.
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MAN. [ am a friend of Granuaile. There is a hundred pounds on my
head.

SERGEANT. It's a pity, it’s a pity!

MAN.  Will you let me pass, or must I make you let me?

SERGEANT. [ am in the force. I will not let you pass.

MaN. [ thought to do it with my tongue. [Puts hand in breast.] What
is that?

Voice of POLICEMAN X outside. Here, this is where we left him.

SERGEANT. It’s my comrades coming.

MAN. You won't betray me . . . the friend of Granuaile. [Slips behind
barrel. ]

Voice of POLICEMAN B.  That was the last of the placards.

POLICEMAN X [as they come in]. If he makes his escape it won't be
unknown he’ll make it.

[SERGEANT puts hat and wig behind his back.]

POLICEMAN B. Did any one come this way?

SERGEANT [after a pause]. No one.

POLICEMAN B.  No one at all?

SERGEANT. No one at all.

POLICEMAN B. We had no orders to go back to the station; we can stop
along with you.

SERGEANT. | don’t want you. There is nothing for you to do here.

POLICEMAN B. You bade us to come back here and keep watch with
you.

SERGEANT. [I'd sooner be alone. Would any man come this way and
you making all that talk? It is better the place to be quiet.

POLICEMAN B.  Well, we'll leave you the lantern anyhow.

[Hands it to him.]

SERGEANT. [ don’t want it. Bring it with you.

POLICEMAN B. You might want it. There are clouds coming up and
you have the darkness of the night before you yet. I'll leave it over
here on the barrel. [Goes to barrel.]

SERGEANT. Bring it with you I tell you. No more talk.

POLICEMAN B. Well, I thought it might be a comfort to you. 1 often
think when I have it in my, hand and can be flashing it about into
every dark corner [doing so] that it’s the same as being beside the fire
at home, and the bits of bogwood blazing up now and again. [Flashes
it about, now on the barrel, now on SERGEANT. |

SERGEANT [furious]. Be off the two of you, yourselves and your lantern!

[They go out. MAN comes from behind barrel. He and SERGEANT
stand looking at one another.]
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SERGEANT. What are you waiting for?
MAN. For my hat, of course, and my wig. You wouldn’t wish me to
get my death of cold?

[SERGEANT gives them. |

MAN |going towards steps]. Well, good-night, comrade, and thank you.
You did me a good turn to-night, and I'm obliged to you. Maybe I'll
be able to do as much for you when the small rise up and the big fall
down . . . when we all change places at the rising [waves his hand
and disappears) of the Moon.

SERGEANT [turning his back to audience and reading placard]. A hundred
pounds reward! A hundred pounds! [turns towards audience.] I won-
der, now, am I as great a fool as I think I am?

J. M. SYNGE

Riders to the SeaT

Persons in the Play

MAURYA, an old woman
BARTLEY, her son
CATHLEEN, her daughter
NORA, @ younger daughter
MEN AND WOMEN

SCENE. An Island off the West of Ireland.

[Cottage kitchen, with nets, oil-skins, spinning wheel, some new
boards standing by the wall, etc. CATHLEEN, a girl of about twenty,
finishes kneading cake, and puts it down in the pot-oven by the
fire; then wipes her hands, and begins to spin at the wheel. NORa,
a young girl, puts her head in at the door.]

NORA [in a low voice]. Where is she?
CATHLEEN. She’s lying down, God help her, and may be sleeping, if
she’s able.

[NORA comes in softly, and takes a bundle from under her shawl.]

CATHLEEN [spinning the wheel rapidly]. What is it you have?
NORA.  The young priest is after bringing them. It’s a shirt and a plain
stocking were got off a drowned man in Donegal.

[CATHLEEN stops her wheel with a sudden movement, and leans
out to listen.]

NORA. We're to find out if it's Michael’s they are, some time herself
will be down looking at the sea.

cATHLEEN. How would they be Michael’s, Nora. How would he go
the length of that way to the far north?

NORA. The young priest says he’s known the like of it. “If it’s Michael’s

t From The Complete Plays of John M. Synge (New York: Random House, 1935), Vintage Books edition.
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they are,” says he, “you can tell herself he’s got a clean burial by the
grace of God, and if they’re not his, let no one say a word about them,
for she’ll be getting her death,” says he, “with crying and lamenting.”

[The door which NORA half closed is blown open by a gust of
wind.]

CATHLEEN |looking out anxiously].  Did you ask him would he stop Bartley
going this day with the horses to the Galway fair?!

NORA.  “I won't stop him,” says he, “but let you not be afraid. Herself
does be saying prayers half through the night, and the Almighty God
won't leave her destitute,” says he, “with no son living.”

CATHLEEN. s the sea bad by the white rocks, Nora?

Nora.  Middling bad, God help us. There’s a great roaring in the west,
and it’s worse it'll be getting when the tide’s turned to the wind. {She
goes over to the table with the bundle.] Shall T open it now?

CATHLEEN. Maybe she’d wake up on us, and come in before we'd done.
[Coming to the table.] It's a long time we'll be, and the two of us
crying.

NORA [goes to the inner door and listens].  She’s moving about on the
bed. She’ll be coming in a minute.

CATHLEEN. Give me the ladder, and I'll put them up in the turf-loft,
the way she won’t know of them at all, and maybe when the tide turns
she’ll be going down to sec would he be floating from the east.

[They put the ladder against the gable of the chimney; CATHLEEN
goes up a few steps and hides the bundle in the turf-loft. MAURYA
comes from the inner room.|

MAURYA [looking up at Cathleen and speaking querulously). Isn’t it turf
enough you have for this day and evening?

CATHLEEN. There’s a cake baking at the fire for a short space [throwing
down the turf] and Bartley will want it when the tide turns if he goes
to Connemara.?

[NORA picks up the turf and puts it round the pot-oven.

MAURYA [sitting down on a stool at the fire]. He won't go this day with
the wind rising from the south and west. He won’t go this day, for the
young priest will stop him surely.

NorRA.  He'll not stop him, mother, and [ heard Famon Simon and
Stephen Pheety and Colum Shawn saying he would go.

MAURYA.  Where is he itself?

NORA.  He went down to sce would there be another boat sailing in the
week, and I'm thinking it won’t be long till he’s here now, for the

2. Nearest mainland point on the route to Gal-
way.

1. Going to the mainland.
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tide’s turning at the green head, and the hooker’s tacking from the
east.

cATHLEEN. I hear some one passing the big stones.

NORA [looking out]. He’s coming now, and he in a hurry.

BARTLEY [comes in and looks round the room. Speaking sadly and qui-
etly]. Where is the bit of new rope, Cathleen, was bought in Conne-
mara?

CATHLEEN [coming down]. Give it to him, Nora; it’s on a nail by the
white boards. T hung it up this morning, for the pig with the black
feet was eating it.

NORA [giving him a rope]. Is that it, Bartley?

MAURYA. You'd do right to leave that rope, Bartley, hanging by the
boards.

[BARTLEY takes the rope. |

It will be wanting in this place, I'm telling you, if Michael is washed
up to-morrow morning, or the next morning, or any morning in the
week, for it’s a deep grave we’ll make him by the grace of God.

BARTLEY |beginning to work with the rope]. I've no halter the way I can
ride down on the mare, and I must go now quickly. This is the one
boat going for two weeks or beyond it, and the fair will be a good fair
for horses I heard them saying below.

MAURYA. [It's a hard thing they'll be saying below if the body is washed
up and there’s no man in it to make the coffin, and 1 after giving a
big price for the finest white boards you'd find in Connemara. [She
looks round at the boards. |

BARTLEY. How would it be washed up, and we after looking cach day
for nine days, and a strong wind blewing a while back from the west
and south?

MAURYA. [If it wasn't found itself, that wind is raising the sea, and there
was a star up against the moon, and it rising in the night. If it was a
hundred horses, or a thousand horses you had itself, what is the price
of a thousand horses against a son where there is one son only?

BARTLEY [working at the halter, to CATHLEEN|. Let you go down each
day, and see the sheep aren’t jumping in on the rye, and if the jobber
comes you can sell the pig with the black feet if there is a good price
going.

MAURYA. How would the like of her get a good price for a pig?

BARTLEY [to CATHLEEN]. If the west wind holds with the last bit of the
moon let you and Nora get up weed enough for another cock for the
kelp. It's hard set we’ll be from this day with no one in it but one man
to work.

MAURYA. It's hard set we'll be surely the day you're drown’d with the
rest. What way will I live and the girls with me, and I an old woman
looking for the grave?
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[BARTLEY lays down the halter, takes off his old coat, and puts
on a newer one of the same flannel.]

BARTLEY [to Nora). Is she coming to the pier?

NORA [looking out|. She’s passing the green head and letting fall her sails.

BARTLEY |getting his purse and tobaccol. I'll have half an hour to go
down, and you'll see me coming again in two days, or in three days,
or maybe in four days if the wind is bad.

MAURYA [turning round to the fire, and putting her shawl over her head).
Isn't it a hard and cruel man won't hear a word from an old woman,
and she holding him from the sea?

cAaTHLEEN. It's the life of a young man to be going on the sea, and who
would listen to an old woman with one thing and she saying it over?

BARTLEY [faking the halter]. I must go now quickly. I'll ride down on the
red mare, and the gray pony Il run behind me. . . . The blessing of
God on you. [He goes out.]

MAURYA [crying out as he is in the door]. He's gone now, God spare us,
and we'll not see him again. He’s gone now, and when the black night
is falling I'll have no son left me in the world.

caTHLEEN. Why wouldn’t you give him your blessing and he looking
round in the door? Isn’t it sorrow enough is on every one in this house
without your sending him out with an unlucky word behind him, and
a hard word in his ear?

[MAURYA takes up the tongs and begins raking the fire aimlessly
without looking round. ]

NORA [turning towards her].  You're taking away the turf from the cake.

CATHLEEN [crying out]. The Son of God forgive us, Nora, we're after
forgetting his bit of bread. [She comes over to the fire.)

NORA. And it's destroyed he'll be going till dark night, and he after
eating nothing since the sun went up.

CATHLEEN |[turning the cake out of the oven]. It's destroyed he'll be,
surely. There’s no sense left on any person in a house where an old
woman will be talking for ever.

[MAURYA sways herself on her stool. ]

CATHLEEN |cutting off some of the bread and rolling it in a cloth; to
Maurya). Let you go down now to the spring well and give him this
and he passing. You'll see him when the dark word will be broken,
and you can say “God speed you,” the way he'll be easy in his mind.

MAURYA [taking the bread). Will I be in it as soon as himself?

caTHLEEN.  If you go now quickly.

MAURYA [standing up unsteadily]. It's hard set I am to walk.

CATHLEEN [looking at her anxiously].  Give her the stick, Nora, or maybe
she'll slip on the big stones.
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NORA.  What stick?
CATHLEEN. The stick Michael brought from Connema
Z>%w<> |faking a stick NORA gives her].  In the big éommw.ro old people
mm. be %Mmsm_m things after WWQE for their sons and children, but in this
ce it is the young men do be leaving things behi ‘
do be old. [She goes out slowly.] § things bebind for them that

[NORA goes over to the ladder.]

CATHLEEN. Wait, Nora, maybe she’'d turn back quickly. She’
td 2 . Wr ﬁ
God help her, you wouldn’t know the thing heddo, o
NORA. s MW:W gone round by the bush?
CATHLEEN [looking out]. She gone now. Throw it d i
the Lord knows when she’ll be out of it again. 1 down quickl, for
NORA F&QM:% the w::&ma\woi the loft]. 'The young priest said he'd be
passing to-morrow, and we might go down and i i
it's Michael’s they are surely. ore nand speak to him below if
CATHLEEN [taking the bundle]. Did he say wh :
[ L . y what way they were f; ?
NORA T.o::.:% down)]. “There were two men,” says rM :w:«m :QMM\ MM,MMW
Hmc:m with poteen’ before the cocks crowed, and the oar of one of
them om:mrﬁ. the body, and they passing the black cliffs of the north.”
oﬁﬁd.rmmz TQN@& to wwﬂ the bundle]. Give me a knife, Nora, the
string’s perished with the salt water, and there’ , i
éoﬁw_m:vm rished with the s 1, and there’s a black knot on it you
NORA [giving her a knife]. T've heard tell it was a lon
‘ ) ] g way to Donegal.
CATHLEEN [cutting the string]. It is surely. There was a MB: in rmmw a
Sww__w.m mm%ll?mr man sold us that knife—and he said if you set off
Wi i ’ i
Uosmwww.mow: the rocks beyond, it would be seven days you'd be in
NORA.  And what time would a man take, and he floating?

[CATHLEEN opens the bundle and tak i i
They okt e e bune nd takes out a bit of a stocking.

CATHLEEN [in a low voice]. The L ti
hard thing to say if it’s _Wm they m:ao Mmﬁm%w.w@ s Norat Ia'tita queer
NORa. Il get his shirt off the hook the way we can put the one flannel
on the other. [She looks through some clothes hanging in the corner.]
It’s not with them, Cathleen, and where will it be? "
CATHLEEN. I'm thinking Bartley put it on him in the morning, for his
own shirt was heavy with the salt in it [pointing to the corner] There’
a bit of a sleeve was of the same stuff. Give me that and it will do i

[NORA brings it to her and they compare the flannel.]

3. Illegal, home-distilled spirits.
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catHLEEN. It's the same stuff, Nora; but if it is itself aren’t there great
rolls of it in the shops of Galway, and isn’t it many another man may
have a shirt of it as well as Michael himself? , ,

NORA [who has taken up the stocking and counted the mzﬁar erying
out]. It's Michael, Cathleen, it's Michael; God spare his soul, and
what will herself say when she hears this story, mnn_ Bartley on the sea?

CATHLEEN [taking the stocking]. It's a plain stocking.

NORA.  It's the second one of the third pair I knitted, and I put up three
score stitches, and I dropped four of them. o .

CATHLEEN [counts the stitches]. It's that number is in it [erying out].
Ah. Nora, isn’t it a bitter thing to think of him floating that way to
the far north, and no one to keen him* but the black hags that do be
flying on the sea? .

NORA [swinging herself round, and throwing out her arms on the
clothes]. And isn't it a pitiful thing when there is nothing left of a
man who was a great rower and fisher, but a bit of an old shirt and a

lain stocking?

o>wmhmmz mem an instant]. Tell me is herself coming, Nora? [ hear
a little sound on the path. V .

NORA [looking out].  She is, Cathleen. She’s coming up to the door. v

cATHLEEN. Put these things away before she'll come in. Zwv\vm‘ it's
casier she'll be after giving her blessing to Bartley, and we won't let
on we've heard anything the time he’s on the sea. .

NORA [helping CATHLEEN to close the bundle]. We'll put them here in

the corner.
[They put them into a hole in the chimney corner. CATHLEEN
goes back to the spinning-wheel. ]

Nora. Wil she see it was crying I was? o
cataLEEN.  Keep your back to the door the way the light'll not be on
you.

[NORa sits down at the chimney corner, with her back to the door.
MAURYA comes in very slowly, without looking at the girls, and
goes over to her stool at the other side of the fire. The cloth with
the bread is still in her hand. The girls look at each other, and
NORA points to the bundle of bread. ]

CATHLEEN [after spinning for a moment]. You didn’t give him his bit
of bread?

[MAURYA begins to keen softly, without turning round.]
catLEEN.  Did you see him riding down?
[MAURYA goes on keening.|

4. To mourn by keening, or moaning and wailing, as at the end of the play.
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CATHLEEN [a little impatiently]. God forgive you; isn't it a better thing
to raise your voice and tell what you seen, than to be making lamen-
tation for a thing that’s done? Did you sce Bartley, I'm saying to you.

MAURYA [with a weak voice]. My heart’s broken from this day.

CATHLEEN [as before]. Did you see Bartley?

MAURYA. [ seen the fearfulest thing.

CATHLEEN [leaves her wheel and looks out]. God forgive you; he’s riding
the mare now over the green head, and the gray pony behind him.
MAURYA [starts, so that her shawl falls back from her head and shows her
m;:.& tossed hair. With a frightened voice]. The gray pony behind

im.

CATHLEEN [coming to the fire]. What is it ails you, at all?

MAURYA [speaking very slowly]. T've seen the fearfulest thing any person
has seen, since the day Bride Dara seen the dead man with the child
in his arms.

CATHLEEN AND NORA.  Uah.

[They crouch down in front of the old woman at the fire.]

NORA. Tell us what it is you seen.

MAURYA. [ went down to the spring well, and I stood there saying a
prayer to myself. Then Bartley came along, and he riding on the red
mare with the gray pony behind him. [She puts up her hands, as if to
hide something from her eyes.] The Son of God spare us, Nora!

CATHLEEN. What is it you seen.

MAURYA. [ seen Michael himself.

CATHLEEN |[speaking softly].  You did not, mother; It wasn’t Michael
you seen, for his body is after being found in the far north, and he’s
got a clean burial by the grace of God.

MAURYA [a little defiantly]. 'm after secing him this day, and he riding
and galloping. Bartley came first on the red mare; and [ tried to say
“God speed you,” but something choked the words in my throat. He
went by quickly; and “the blessing of God on you,” says he, and 1
could say nothing. 1 locked up then, and I crying, at the gray pony,
and there was Michael upon it—with fine clothes on him, and new
shoes on his feet.

CATHLEEN |[begins to keen]. It's destroyed we are from this day. It’s
destroyed, surely.

NORA.  Didn’t the young priest say the Almighty God wouldn’t leave
her destitute with no son living?

MAURYA [in a low voice, but clearly]. 1t’s little the like of him knows of
the sea. . . . Bartley will be lost now, and let you call in Eamon and
make me a good coffin out of the white boards, for I won't live after
them. I've had a husband, and a husband’s father, and six sons in this
house—six fine men, though it was a hard birth I had with every one
of them and they coming to the world—and some of them were found
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and some of them were not found, but they're gone now the lot of
them. . . . There were Stephen, and Shawn, were lost in the great
wind, and found after in the Bay of Gregory of the Golden Mouth,
and carried up the two of them on the one plank, and in by that door.

[She pauses for @ moment, the girls start as if they heard some-
thing through the door that is half open behind them.]

NORA [in a whisper]. Did you hear that, Cathleen? Did you hear a
noise in the north-east?

CATHLEEN |in a whisper]. There’s some one after crying out by the
seashore.

MAURYA [continues without hearing anything]. There was Sheamus and
his father, and his own father again were lost in a dark night, and not
a stick or sign was seen of them when the sun went up. There was
Patch after was drowned out of a curagh® that turned over. I was
sitting here with Bartley, and he a baby, lying on my two knees, and
I seen two women, and three women and four women coming in,
and they crossing themselves, and not saying a word. I looked out
then, and there were men coming after them, and they holding a
thing in the half of a red sail, and water dripping out of it—it was a
dry day, Nora—and leaving a track to the door.

[She pauses again with her hand stretched out towards the door.
It opens softly and old WOMEN begin to come in, crossing them-
selves on the threshold, and kneeling down in front of the stage
with red petticoats over their heads.]

MAURYA [half in a dream, to caTHLEEN]. Is it Patch or Michael, or
what is it at all?

cATHLEEN. Michael is after being found in the far north, and when he
is found there how could he be here in this place?

MAaURYA.  There does be a power of young men floating round in the
sea, and what way would they know if it was Michael they had, or
another man like him, for when a man is nine days in the sea, and
the wind blowing, it's hard set his own mother would be to say what
man was it.

catHLEEN.  It's Michael, God spare him, for they’re after sending us a
bit of his clothes from the far north.

[She reaches out and hands MAURYA the clothes that belonged to
MICHAEL. MAURYA stands up slowly and takes them in her hands.
NORA looks out. ]

NORA. They're carrying a thing among them and there’s water dripping
out of it and leaving a track by the big stones.

5. A frail boat of traditional construction, wood-frame and canvas shell, rowed in the open sea.
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o>wmrwmz lin a whisper to the WOMEN who have come in]. s it Bartley
it is7
ONE OF THE WOMEN. It is surely, God rest his soul.

[Two younger WOMEN come in and pull out the table. Then MEN

carry in Q& body of BARTLEY, laid on a plank, with a bit of a
sail over it, and lay it on the table.]

CATHLEEN [to the women, as they are doing so]. What way was he
drowned?

ONE OF THE WOMEN. The gray pony knocked him into the sea, and he
was washed out where there is a great surf on the white rocks.

[MAURYA has gone over and knelt down at the head of the table.
The WOMEN are keening softly and swaying themselves with a
slow movement. CATHLEEN and NORA kneel at the other end of
the table. The MEN kneel near the door. |

MAURYA [raising her head and speaking as if she did not see the people
around her].  They’re all gone now, and there isn’t anything more
the sea can do to me. . . . I'll have no call now to be up crying and
praying when the wind breaks from the south, and you can hear the
surf is in Wr.w east, and the surf is in the west, making a great stir with
the two noises, and they hitting one on the other. I'll have no call
now to be going down and getting Holy Water in the dark nights after
mmbmﬁm and [ won't care what way the sea is when the other women
will be keening. [To NORA.] Give me the Holy Water, Nora, there’s a
small sup still on the dresser. , V

[NORA gives it to her.]

MAURYA [drops MICHAEL’S clothes across BARTLEY'S feet, and sprinkles the
Holy Water over him]. Itisn’t that I haven’t prayed for you, Bartley
to the xﬁBﬁE% God. It isn’t that I haven't said prayers in the dark
night till you wouldn’t know what I’d be saying; but it’s a great rest I'll
have now, and it’s time surely. It’s a great rest I'll have now, and great
sleeping in the long nights after Samhain, if it's only a bit of wet flour
we do have to eat, and maybe a fish that would be stinking.

[She kneels down again, crossing herself, and sayi
her breath. | & f, and saying prayers E&S,

CATHLEEN [to an old MaN]. Maybe yourself and Eamon would make a
coffin when the sun rises. We have fine white boards herself bought
God help her, thinking Michael would be found, and I have a new
cake you can eat while you'll be working.

THE OLD MAN [looking at the boards|.  Are there nails with them?

6. All Saints’ Day, November 1.
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catHLERN.  There are not, Colum; we didn’t think of the nails.

ANOTHER MAN.  It's a great wonder she wouldn’t think of the nails, and
all the coffins she’s seen made already.

CATHLEEN. It's getting old she is, and broken.

[MAURYA stands up again very slowly and spreads out the pieces
of Michael’s clothes beside the body, sprinkling them with the
last of the Holy Water.]

NORA [in a whisper to CATHLEEN]. ~ She’s quiet now and easy; but the
day Michael was drowned you could hear her crying out from this to
the spring well. It's fonder she was of Michael, and would any one
have thought that?

cATHLEEN [slowly and clearly]. An old woman will be soon tired with
anything she will do, and isn’t it nine days herself is after crying and
keening, and making great sorrow in the house?

MAURYA [puts the empty cup mouth downwards on the table, and lays
her hands together on BARTLEY'S feet]. They're all together this time,
and the end is come. May the Almighty God have mercy on Bartley’s
soul, and on Michael’s soul, and on the souls of Sheamus and Patch,
and Stephen and Shawn [bending her head]; and may He have mercy
on my soul, Nora, and on the soul of every one is left living in the
world.

[She pauses, and the keen rises a little more loudly from the
women, then sinks away. |

MAURYA [continuing]. Michael has a clean burial in the far north, by
the grace of the Almighty God. Bartley will have a fine coffin out of
the white boards, and a deep grave surely. What more can we want
than that? No man at all can be living for ever, and we must be
satisfied.

[She kneels down again and the curtain falls slowly.]

J. M. SYNCE

The wuﬂm%ro% of the Western
World t

Persons in the Play

CHRISTOPHER MAHON
OLD MAHON, his father, a squatter'

_ MICHAEL JAMES FLAHERTY, called MICHAEL JAMES, a publican

MARGARET FLAHERTY, called PEGEEN MIKE, his daughter
WIDOW QUIN, @ woman of about thirty

SHAWN KEOGH, her cousin, a young farmer

PHILLY CULLEN AND JIMMY FARRELL, small farmers

SARA TANSEY, SUSAN BRADY, AND HONOR BLAKE, village girls
A BELLMAN

SOME PEASANTS

The action takes place near a village, on a wild coast of Mayo. The first

%& passes on an evening of autumn, the other two Acts on the following
ay.

Act One

SCENE. Country public-house or shebeen, very rough and untidy. There
is a sort of counter on the right with shelves, holding many bottles and
jugs, just seen above it. Empty barrels stand near the counter. At back

a little to left of counter, there is a door into the open air, then, more to
the left, there is a settle with shelves above it, with more jugs, and a table
beneath a window. At the left there is a large open fire-place, with turf
fire, and a small door into inner room. Pegeen, a wild-looking but fine

ﬁ From The Complete Plays e\?&: M. Synge (New 1. A settler without legal title, which was often
womn Random House, 1935), Vintage Books edi- unavailable in unsurveyed rural districts.
ion.




