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  The Wake

Act 1, Scene 1.

Friday, March 15th. 

A fish and chipper, Bosco’s, in Sandymount, Dublin.  The date is sometime in the future. Two women are behind the counter preparing for the lunchtime customers. One is large, with a friendly face, about 55 years old and the proprietress of Bosco’s.  Her name is Maureen McElhinney and she is the second wife of Dinty McElhinney  who owns the corner pub. The other is Deirdre O’Donnell, well proportioned, darkhaired, naïve in some ways but shrewd and alert in others. She is a widow with an eye for the men. She has worked for Maureen for many years and they are good friends.

Deirdre (astounded): A gun carriage, did you say?

Maureen (nodding) That’s what himself wants, no less. A gun carriage with great horses.

Deirdre: Go on outa that. And I suppose he'll be wantin' a hundred and one gun salute as well.

Maureen: He said twenty one would be enough.

Deirdre: Good Gawd, the racket will be somethin' fierce.

Maureen: I'm only jokin'. Michael and the lads are cobblin' up a cart, a box and some drapes and Josser has managed to get an oul' nag that was on its way to the knackers.

Deirdre: That nag will probably be older than him. It'll never make it from the Church to the club.
Maureen: It will when we fire off the guns. The lads have got their hands on some heavy duty fireworks.

Deirdre: Jaysus, they’ll want to be careful with them things. Set ‘em off too close to the horse and Dinty’s orderly procession will turn into the Irish Derby.

Maureen: It'd certainly set a lively pace to those of us marchin' behind.

Deirdre: And where did himself get the idea of the gun carriage?
Maureen: Dinty says he remembers his grandfather tellin' him about a great funeral over a hundred years ago for a fella named Michael Collins.

Deirdre: Michael who?

Maureen: Michael Collins. He was one of those oul’ Irish heroes. Got shot in the bollocks by some  culties in County Cork. In them days they were always shootin’ wan another in the name of Ireland.

Deirdre: I  remember now. They made a picture.

Maureen: That’s right. Liam what’s his name, the oul’ geezer that plays the doddering granddad in Fair City. He was in it.

Deirdre: And this Michael Collins fella was dead at the time?

Deirdre, not quite sure of her history, looks at Maureen with a questioning expression
Wasn’t he?

Maureen: Oh yes, he was dead all right. The Irish loved dead heroes. Himself says there was over a half  million linin’ the route to Glasnevin cemetery.

Deirdre: I can see Dinty lovin’ that. And this Collins fella, he was laid out on the gun carriage? Like in a coffin on top of it?

Maureen nods: All them heroes and famous people  got to have carriages in  them days. And a bunch of alecadoes marchin’ along behind tryin’ to look dignified sidesteppin’ all o’ the horseshit. The Duke of Wellington, Collins, Churchill, Lady Di.

Deirdre (eyes lighting up at a name she recognises):
Oh, she was a lovely creature, she was. So romantic. And persecuted by the Royal Family. Shockin’ it was. Shockin’. And that husband of hers …. Well.

Maureen: Always chasin’ the back of a horse.

Deirdre: Exactly. And that’s just what the wan he ran off with looked like. I tell you, Maureen, Alzheimers was too good for a sod like him.

Maureen: Well, at least it got him off the throne.

Deirdre: ‘Cos he bloody well fell off it.

They both have a laugh. Then Deirdre gets a puzzled look.

Deirdre: But he won’t be dead,  will he?
Maureen: Who won’t be dead?

Deirdre: Dinty.

Maureen: O’ course not. This is a live wake.

Deirdre: He won’t be in the coffin either, then?

Maureen: No. He won’t be in the coffin. They’d probably turn the oul’ box upside down so  that he can be layin’ on top of it or sittin’ up wavin’ to all of us marchin’ behind.

Deirdre: He’ll have to hang on for dear life if the feckin’ fireworks spook the oul’ nag.

Maureen: I’m sure Michael and the lads will be careful. My Johnny says that it’ll be a day of dignity, decorum with a little decadence thrown in just for good measure.

Deirdre: Things have changed. In the oul’ days the corpse couldn’t look anythin’ but dignified ‘cos it was dead at the time.

Maureen: That was them days. Now things is different, more humane like. Four score years, a good send off and then a nice sleepin’ pill. Simple, straightforward.

She sighs, resigned to Dinty’s fate. Says more to herself than to Deirdre.

Maureen: Much better now. Not like the oul’ days when you ended up changin’  their nappies and wipin’ their arses, spoon feedin’ them and mopping the drool off their faces. Listenin’ to their moanin’.

No, we’re put on this earth for a finite time, all determined by statistics.

Deirdre: Statistics? I thought they were the things for measuring tits and hips.

Maureen: Them’s your vitals. Statistics are ways of figurin’ out how long  you should live.

Deirdre: And these days, it’s eighty.

Maureen: Eighty for the men, eighty five for us women.

Deirdre: Gawd. I’ll look a sight when I’m eighty five. For the sake of all women, they should reverse it. Oul’ geezers are much better preserved than oul’ hags.

Maureen: Speak for yourself. With the amount of flesh on you, you’ll look all right,  come
eighty five. In any event, when your time is up, it’s up. You get to have your day and then it’s over.
Deirdre: In the oul’ days, they just didn’t know when it was over.

She laughs. 


Till they bloody well keeled over. Just like it is in Australia nowadays.

Maureen (a little sarcastically): The government is always tellin’ us that the Australians are uncivilised savages. 
Deirdre: Looking at the old films of their rugby teams, I’d have to believe they’re right. But they can’t all be like that. Sheila and Tom are there and they’re not uncivilised.

At the mention of Sheila’s name, Maureen pauses, looks wistful.

Maureen: Sheila. Lovely Sheila. No finer a daughter a man could have. It’s killin’ Dinty that she can’t get back. We got the permission an’ all. But her Tom’s blood cancer took a turn for the worse last week.

Deirdre: You know what I think.

Maureen I know what you think and you’re goin’ to tell me anyway.

Deirdre: The pill should be given to them that’s already dyin’. Not to people like Dinty. He’s got another ten years in him.

Maureen: Don’t I just know. And ten lively years at that.  You know Gloria told me that he was tryin’ to stick his hand up her skirt the other night.

Deirdre (nodding): Doesn’t surprise me one bit. The oul’ devil. Sure he tried the same with me last week.
Looks over at Maureen.

O’ course I told him where to get off.

Maureen: Knowin’ you, you probably told him where to get on.

Deirdre giggles: It must be that Viagra stuff. It’s makin’ all the oul’ fellas think they’re Casanovas.

Maureen: Nothin’ wrong with that. Dinty swears the phisor riser is the invention of the century.

Deirdre giggles again: Dandy Mandy says it’s just like kickin’ in the afterburners.
Maureen: You and your Randy Dandy. Mister Mandelieu de Burgh.

She snorts.


Descended from the Earls of Ormond, my fat arse:
Deirdre: He’s got lovely manners.

Maureen: Ye mean he takes off his hat before his trousers.

Deirdre (defensive): He prays with Bishop Charlie McMahon.

Maureen: Another of the musketeers. Bishop me arse. He’s a defrocked Christian Brother from Kilkee. I know what the two of them are prayin’ for. I’ve seen the way McMahon looks at you.
Deirdre: Isn’t he just a lovely man .But Charlie ain’t  the only  connection Mandy has with the church. He’s also like  this with Archbishop Hardisty.

She crosses her index and middle fingers.

Maureen: G’wan.The Archbishop? Mind you, he’s no saint either. I’ve seen him give you a glance as well.

Deirdre laughs: He says I give him inspiration. 
She flashes her eyes and pirouettes.

And that I remind him of the Madonna.

Maureen: Gawd, Deirdre, ye’ll single-handedly bring the  whole church  to its knees.
She laughs.


And it won’t be for the purpose of prayin’ neither.

Deirdre: Ah, Maureen, don’t be so hard on the poor sods. They’re only men. Sure isn’t it an awful strain on the Archbishop tryin’ his best to keep himself celibate. And don’t we both know that Charlie and Mandy are lonely oul’ gits who like to make themselves feel important? C’mon now, admit it. They’re lovely fellas and they’re great for a laugh.
Maureen (not convinced): The aristocrat and the bishop. The start of a good pub alphabet.

Deirdre looks puzzled.

Maureen: A, B ……..   ah, never mind.

Then mellowing.

Maureen: But I’ll say this for the two o’ them, and Josser as well.  They surely helped Dinty a lot after Sheila left.

She sighs.

Deirdre: I only wish she could be here with him now.

Deirdre’s face suddenly turns serious.

Deirdre: Well, why can’t they postpone it?

Maureen: What?
Deirdre: The wake and …. you know ….. afterwards.

At least until Sheila gets home.

Maureen (bitterly): I’m blue in the face talking with that robot in the Office for Wakes. It’s like dealin’ with a ventriloquist’s dummy.

She mimics: 

No, Mrs McElhinney, no extensions, no postponements. Once the date is set, the date is set.

I get more intelligent answers outa one of them feckin’ automatic message machines.

Deirdre: Maybe, …. Maybe Tom’ll die. God forgive me for sayin’ this, but he’s on his last legs, isn’t he?

Maureen: I think Dinty has that in the back of his mind. But he’s too dacent a man to let the notion up front.
Deirdre: Poor Tom.  He was a lot older than Sheila, wasn’t he?

Maureen: He was. Ah, but there was a lovely playful spirit about the man. Didn’t take himself too seriously even when he was arguin’ some heresy or other. And funny. Oh my Lord, he would have us in stitches. Full of brains too. He helped my Johnny get his first job at the University. And Sheila, Sheila was swept off her feet.

Deirdre: She was going out with Michael at the time.

Maureen: Poor oul’ ploddin’ Michael. Never had a real chance with her.

Deirdre: And your Johnny was keen on her too if I remember.

Maureen: Aye, he was. He met her just after Norah died and a few months before I went steppin’ out with Dinty. But Johnny was a little too serious for her. Tom would lighten up to make an argument; Johnny’d get more angry.

Deirdre: Always liked the brainy ones, Sheila did. Just like Norah she was. 
Maureen: She’s a lot like her mother.

Deirdre: And she fell for Tom.

Maureen: She did. I remember the night. Sheila was there with Michael but couldn’t keep her eyes off o’ Tom. He was having a go at the government wake rules. Sayin’ how ridiculous and unnecessary they were. He was funny. And he was waxin’ lyrical. Quotin’ some oul’ Welsh poet about ragin’ against the dyin’ o’ the light.
Deirdre: From the sound o’ things, poor Tom’s fightin’ that good fight himself these days.

But didn’t  he lose his Professor’s job because of them ideas?

Maureen (nods): Some cowardly bastard reported him to the Office for Wakes. Next thing he knows he  gets a letter from the University tellin’ him his contract wouldn’t be renewed.  

Deirdre: Shockin’. But I  thought Professors couldn’t be fired once they were …. were manured.

Maureen: In the oul’ days, they couldn’t. Nowadays the authorities seem to be able to do what they like.

Deirdre: So  that’s when he upped and went to Australia.

Maureen: And took young Sheila with him. Dinty was happy because she was happy but gutted at losin’ her. He misses her somethin’ awful.

Deirdre:And your Johnny got Tom’s job.

Maureen: Only good thing to came out of it. But I wish, for Dinty’s sake, that they’d stayed.
Deirdre (soft): You’d do anything for your Dinty. 
Maureen: I’m happy when he is.

Deirdre: You’re a generous woman, Maureen McElhinney, far too generous for your own good.

Deirdre pauses. A thought strikes her which changes her mood. 
I ‘ve  a terrible feelin’ that when all o’ this is over,  it’s you who’ll end up bein’ the most hurt.

Maureen: Of course I’ll be hurtin’ …..

Her voice catches

But it’s Dinty  who’ll be doin’ the dyin’.

Suddenly there is a knock on the door.

Maureen: Now who can that be. They know we’re not open for another half an hour.

Deirdre (peaking through window): It’s two suits. Don’t look to be the types to be after a wrap of chips and vinegar. Will I let them in?

Maureen: They’ll just keep on knockin’ if you don’t.

Deirdre opens the door. Two well dressed men enter The older one (about thirty five) is prim and pompous and is clearly disapproving of the strong smell of vinegar and grease as he sniffs the air.
First man (to Deirdre): Mrs. McElhinney?

Maureen steps forward from behind the counter wiping her hands on a towel stuck in her waistband.

Maureen:I’m Maureen McElhinney. What can I do for you? 
First man:  Clive Underthorpe, Mrs McElhinney, Ministry for Wakes. I’m the one you have spoken to on the telephone.

He hands her his  card. Motions to second man.

Underthorpe: And this is my colleague, Harry Tilden.

Maureen (becoming slightly  less antagonistic): Aren’t you the brother of Davy who plays with Michael Brady for Sandymount Rugby?

Harry smiles. The smile is friendly.

Harry Tilden: The same. But Davy got most of the muscles. I was just left with enough to play tennis.

His tone becomes more serious.

Harry Tilden: Mrs McElhinney. I’ve persuaded Mr. Underthorpe that we’d be best  coming here rather than the house. About next week?
Maureen: You mean Dinty’s wake?

Underthorpe: Well not exactly about the wake itself, Mrs McElhinney. About the arrangements, for afterwards.

Maureen: But I thought, …. Michael Brady …

She quickly adds

He’ll be in for lunch in a few minutes if you need him.

Underthorpe: Yes. Well we’ve heard Mr. Brady is in charge of the festivities but we’ve come to talk about the arrangements for afterwards. I take it Mr. McElhinney will be coming home.

Maureen nods slowly: He’ll be coming home.

But she is already thinking about how she’ll make the argument for a postponement. She knows it may be her last chance.

Underthorpe: And we’ve assigned a very good doctor, Dr. Moriarty from Ennistymon. As you know, he can’t be a local man.

Maureen is only half listening. She has chosen her line of argument. She rushes in.
Maureen: Mr. Underthorpe, I’m  throwin’ myself at your mercy. Please listen to me. Suppose, just supposin’  it was your mother  who was havin’ her wake next Friday, …..
and you couldn’t get home for it. Wouldn’t she be miserable? Wouldn’t you want a postponement? That’s the way it is for Dinty. His only daughter is nursin’ a dyin’ husband in Australia. It doesn’t look he’ll last more than the week. So it’s all  I’m askin’.  Just a week, maybe two at  the most.
Underthorpe holds up his hand.

Underthorpe: Mrs McElhinney, in the case of my own mother I’d be looking for an advancement not a postponement. She wouldn’t miss me at all. She went nutty as a fruit cake a few years back and I had her committed last year. She’d be better off dying. No Mrs McElhinney, as I told you on the telephone no exceptions, no postponements. Once the date is set, the date is set.

It is clear that Maureeen’s earlier mimicry has been on the mark.

Maureen: But Dinty’s situation is different. He misses his Sheila somethin’ terrible.

Underthorpe: Wherever would the schedule be if we were to grant postponements. Everybody would be wanting one. Did you know wakes are scheduled and planned two years in advance? There can’t be any changes. Even when someone dies ahead of schedule, we find it most inconvenient.

Maureen looks desperately towards Harry Tilden. He looks sympathetic but not ready to try to change his senior colleague’s mind. Disappointment turns to frustration turns to anger in Maureen’s face.

Underthorpe: So what time, Mrs McElhinney?
Maureen stares at him. She doesn’t answer. He repeats the question.
Underthorpe: What time should Dr. Moriarty come round to your home after the wake?

Maureen (explodes): You and your Dr. Moriarty can all feckin’ wait till my Dinty’s  had his day in full. We’ll be back home when we’re good and ready and not a bleedin’ minute before. Now piss off, piss off outa here, the two o’ yous, before I throw yous out.

She advances on Clive Underthorpe with a rolling pin in her hand. He backs away nervously towards the door. He stumbles and Harry Tilden has to catch him. The two make an ungainly and undignified exit. As he goes out the door, Clive Underthorpe calls back.
Underthorpe: Eight o’clock then. We shall write you in for eight o’clock.

Maureen: Get on outa here, you git.

The two men retreat. Maureen returns to the counter. Deirdre stares at her in awe.

Deirdre (expelling air): Jesus, Mary and Joseph, Maureen, you were powerful back there. For a minute I thought you was goin’ to whack the pompous little prick in the bollocks.

Maureen (anger dissolving): I was more thinkin’ of whackin’ the bollocks in his little prick. So much for their feckin’ humanity. Those two eejits might as well be bloody parrots.
Deirdre: And as for the doctor, Eamonn Moriarty from Ennistymon. I met him on holliers last year in County Clare. A boozy oul’ lech. Kept wantin’ to check out me boobs.

Maureen (worried): Jesus, he doesn’t sound the sort of doctor we want with Dinty at his last.

Deirdre: I shouldn’t o’ said anything. But I wouldn’t worry, ‘cos they seemed to like him in the town. It’s just he was a boozy oul’ lech as well. He liked his extra curriculars.

Maureen(somewhat relieved): So that’s what you call your tits these days. How come you never told me of your high jinks in County Clare?

Deirdre (giggles): Now Maureen McElhinney. I can’t be tellin’ you all I get up to on me hollyiers.

Sure, you’d  begin to think I’m a terrible woman.

Maureen: Begin to think, begin to think? Sure don’t I know it already.

Maureen begins to shovel out the first batch of fish, chips and curries onto the hot plate under the radiant heat lamps. Deirdre takes the first Pizzas out of the oven. It is exactly noon. The door opens and in walks Michael Brady, a big, awkward and bashful giant.
Deirdre: Well, if it isn’t young Lancelot himself in for his feed. He’ll need a big one if he is to keep up with that young Gloria.

Michael: Now Mrs. O’Donnell. Sure I hardly know her.

Deirdre: Then I suppose it wasn’t yerself givin’ her mouth to mouth resuscitation in the car park the other night.

Michael blushes. Moves over to the counter.

Maureen: Don’t mind that Deirdre O’Donnell. Sure isn’t she just jealous ‘cos she has eyes for you herself. Gloria’s a good girl, Michael. You hang on to her.

Michael gets even more embarrassed. He mumbles.

Michael: I just wanted to tell you that everything is set up for Friday next. And if you get a postponement, we can do it again the next week.

Maureen: Thanks, Michael. I don’t know what we’d have done without you.

Michael: I take it …. Like afterwards, you’ll be goin’ back to the house. Do you need any help at all then?

Maureen: No Michael, no. Don’t you worry about afterwards. We’ll be goin’ home.

Michael is clearly struggling to say something else. Eventually, he blurts out.

Michael: Mrs. McElhinney, I know it’s not my place to say anything but I want you to know this wake policy is too clinical for me. I’ve heard the arguments and I know that for many they make sense. But for me, it’s like puttin’ down an oul’ horse.

He is immediately contrite: 
But I’m away out of  turn, Mrs. McElhinney. Away outa turn.

Maureen: You’re not out of turn at all, Michael. But that’s the way life ends these days. It’s probably good for most, maybe not good for all.

She shakes her head sadly.

Death is never easy. No matter when or how it comes.

She wipes away a sudden tear.

And sure isn’t my Dinty a fine horse, anyway. A real stallion in his time he was.
Deirdre (affirms): And still is.
Michael: The lads would do anythin’ for Dinty. Run through a wall, anythin’.

Deirdre: Don’t they do that at most rugby parties anyway?

They all laugh. Then a thought strikes Maureen.

Maureen: Michael,  talkin’ about the club. Davy Tilden, is he a regular at Dinty’s?

Michael: Sure, Davy’s a regular.

Maureen: And that brother of his, Harry?

Michael: He comes in from time to time. Not as often. He’s a tennis man.

Maureen: Well, do me a favour Michael. Till next Friday’s over, steer clear of them Tildens. I don’t like the line of work the brother’s in. It may have been them as reported our Tom.

Michael (shakes his head): I doubt that Mrs. McElhinney. But if makes you feel easy, I’ll do as you ask.

He picks up his packet of fish and chips, nods to Maureen and Deirdre, and leaves.
End of Act 1, Scene 1

                                                Act 1, Scene 2

Saturday, March 16th. Early evening. The scene is McElhinney’s pub. A  throng of young rugby players, some still in their gear and covered with mud, have been enjoying a few pints after their match. The mood is jocular. They are getting ready to leave despite the best efforts of Mandelieu de Burgh, in corduroys and colourful waistcoat, to keep the party going.

Mandelieu: $ When I was young and in my teens


         I met a girl from New Orleans … $

But his efforts are drowned out by a combination of cheers and jeers.

As the players leave, it is clear how well Dinty is liked. Most players either shake his hand or put their hands on his shoulder. Those not near enough to touch him yell a greeting. A lot of shouts that “Friday will be a powerful day” are heard. They also give Josser and the Bishop, Charlie McMahon, friendly claps on the shoulder as they leave.

Johnny Bates, Maureen’s son and Aisling Nolan, a young lecturer at the university are sitting at a table in front of the horseshoe shaped bar. They motion Michael Brady to join them, which he does. Mandelieu de Burgh and the Biship leave with the players, muttering something about getting a bite to eat. Dinty McElhinney and his young helper Gloria Ryan, are behind the bar. Josser Reilly sits at his usual place at the bar. As the rugby players exit, Conor Whelan, hail fellow well met, successful insurance salesman and a man who loves to be the centre of things, enters with his attractive wife Nuala who is a solicitor.

Conor: Dinty, you oul’ bastard. Ready for the big day?

Dinty: Conor, you oul’ windbag. Are you askin’ if I’m ready to face a couple of hundred rowdies at the club on Friday or the heavenly court of enquiry the day after?

There’s general laughter from the departing rugby players. One of them yells out

He’ll be a winner both days.

as they exit.

Dinty acknowledges and nods in agreement: The answer to your question, Conor, is that I’m good and ready for either. Fifty push ups and fifty hail Mary’s a day for the past two years should see me through both days.

Conor (taken aback by Dinty’s directness): Sorry, Dinty, I didn’t mean ….

Nuala: Now Conor, you’ve said enough. Leave my big handsome fellow alone.

She goes up to the bar, leans across the counter and gives Dinty a kiss on the cheek. Dinty grins.
Dinty: Will ye stop that, Nuala me dear. Can’t you at least wait till yer man’s in the toilet? 

Motions  towards Conor.

Nuala chuckles: And with his bladder, we’ll get lots of chances.

Conor tries to retrieve his earlier blunders. Also a little peeved.

Conor: What I meant Nuala, and you and Dinty know this only too well, what I was referring to was of course the big day on Friday. And it’s going to be powerful, powerful. Biggest in the Diocese for many a year.

Nuala ( making amends by giving her husband a squeeze):

We were just teasing you Conor. It will be a great day not least because you yourself are going to be master of ceremonies.

Conor beams. Dinty rolls his eyes. Gloria chimes in.

Gloria: Father Brennan says there’ll be at least a hundred at the communion ……

Michael: There’ll be twice that many at the rugby club ….. 

Johnny: Gallons of free beer will trump a thimbleful of sour wine and a dry biscuit any day of the week ……
Nuala (turning to Dinty): Maureen tells me you’ll be on a gun carriage. I like that. Very heroic.
Gloria (surprised): A gun carriage? You mean a horse and cart with a coffin on top.
Nuala nods: Only more grand.

Josser croaks proudly: An’ I got the horse . From McDuffs.

Gloria: The knackers?

Josser: He give it to me for the same price as the profit he’d ‘a made on the glue.

Gloria: You’ve a real nose when it comes to a bargain, Josser Reilly.

Her brow furrows. She turns to Dinty.

Gloria: Will you be sittin’ up on the gun carriage, Dinty, or layin’ down?

Dinty (with much gravity): Gloria me darlin’ 

Gives her a friendly tap on the backside

I have it all worked out. At the start, near the church, I’ll be lyin’ down nice and quiet and dignified. To show respect for Father Brennan and the good Lord who’ll be 
lookin’ down to see what his next customer’s like. Now later on …..
Josser, filled with emotion and five pints, interrupts.

Josser: Can I be up there with you Dinty?

Dinty (kindly): Ah now Josser. Your turn will come soon enough. It’s only a year or two off.

Gloria (still concerned about the logistics of Dinty’s demeanor on the gun carriage): An’  when do you stop bein’ quiet and dignified, Dinty?

Dinty: I’d say about when we’re passing O’Halloran’s. 

Josser: Will we be stoppin’ in O’Halloran’s for a drink Dinty? If I’m to be marchin’ along behind ye, I’ll be quare and thirsty by then.

Dinty: No, you stupid oul’ geezer. There’ll be no stoppin’ at O’Halloran’s and no drinkin’anything that day that doesn’t come out of McElhinney’s. Ye’ll all just have to hang on.

Gloria: But you’ll be sittin’ up by then?

Dinty: And wavin’ to all of yous and maybe even directin’ the pipers.

A glint comes in his eye.

And I’ll be inviting any comely young lass like yourself up for a ride …

Gloria: Dinty! You dirty oul’ git.
Gives him a playful slap.

Nuala: I can tell you, Dinty, that all the women, including myself, won’t need much of an invitation…

Gloria looks over at Nuala and gives her a wink. She turns to Dinty.

Gloria: And when do we get to dress you?

Diny: Dress me? What are ye talkin’ about? I’ll already be dressed.

Nuala (taking her cue): It’s traditional, Dinty. I was reading the book Conor brought home. The women of the community take the man whose wake it is and wash him, shave him all smooth like and then dress him up in a white shroud. You’ll look very good in a white shroud, Dinty.

Dinty: Don’t gimme that. Them fellas were dead already.

Nuala: Then it wasn’t much fun for the women, now, was it?

Gloria: This way it’ll be much better. As soon as we get to the rugby club, we’ll take you directly into the showers …..

Josser cackles with glee: Can I be in there with you Dinty? You and me, without a stitch on an’ all them women. It’ll be like the oul’ times.

Dinty: I’m not goin’ into any showers with a bunch o’ women …….

He pauses. Then grins mischieviously: 
Well, maybe one or two at a time would be all right. What do you think, Josser?

Conor has become miffed both at his wife’s flirtation and with the focus on frivolity rather than serious organization.

Conor: Enough of all that codology.
He turns to Michael.


Conor: Everything set with the arrangements at the club, Michael?

But Michael has become distracted. Gloria has come around behind him and put her arms 
around his head (from the back).

Conor: Michael?

Michael: Oh, sorry. All is ready, Conor. The fireworks will go off when we’re passin’ O’Halloran’s. Phil Smith will be doin’ them. The club is all organised. Music, games, food. The lot.
Gloria (ruffling Michael’s hair): Hey Michael, maybe I can get you in the showers as well.

Nuala: Yes, Michael, Dinty and Josser will need a rest from time to time.
Michael (blushing profusely): Will you stop it about the showers. There’ll be no goings on in showers. We’re just going to be givin’ a good send off to that king o’ a man there. Lots of dancin’ and music.

Aisling: And who’s the music?

Michael (quietly but proudly): None other than the Rollickin’ Rockers.

Gloria (squeals; tightens her grip around Michael’s neck; he half chokes):
They’re just back from America. O my Gawd, will Toby Tuttle be with them?

Michael (coming up for air after Gloria releases him): The one and only.

Gloria: Oh, Michael, you’ll introduce me. Please say you’ll introduce me.

She squeals in anticipation.

Aisling (remonstrates): Calm down, Gloria, calm down. Remember this is an occasion to honor 
Dinty. It’s not just a knees up for us young things.

Gloria (embarrassed): Sorry Dinty. Got a little carried away. But Toby Tuttle …

Dinty: That’s all right by me, Gloria me  darlin’. Sure, don’t I want this to be a day for all to remember.

Aisling: To remember you, Dinty, not Toby Tuttle and the Rollickin’ Rockers.
Dinty: But sure if they remember the band,  they’ll remember me as well.

Johnny: I must salute your cool, Dinty. You are sanguine about the whole thing. One might say cheerfully resigned.

Dinty (sighs): What can I do? I’m lookin’ forward to the day and I’ll accept what follows. It’s the way things are. The good Lord knows I’ve had a grand run.

Michael (emotional): Amen to that, Dinty, amen to that.

He raises his glass to Dinty. They all do and then finish off what remains. Gloria takes the glasses back for refills. Josser is the first to be refilled.

Josser: I’m ready to go with you Dinty. Just say the word.
Dinty: Josser, yer a grand man. But you and I both know the ministry wouldn’t allow it. And even if they would, I wouldn’t.

Nuala: Come on now Josser. You’ve still got a couple of good years.

Josser: With my Annie gone, there’s no such thing as a good day much less a good year. Stinkin’ ointment for the oul’ arthritis, stupid telly, a pint or two.I miss Annie somethin’ awful. Dinty, Mandy and the Bishop. That’s all I have. And now that Dinty’s goin’ ….. I’m ready to die, I tell ya.
Conor: C’mon. Stop that mopin’, Josser. This is to be Dinty’s day, not yours.

Johnny: What you need, Josser, is a good woman to rub in the ointment….

Aisling: And you’ll still have us here at the pub.

Johnny: Strange irony that they won’t let one man die if he wants to and yet they condemn another who really doesn’t……….
Aisling: Sshh. Johnny.


Josser: I’ll sure miss you Dinty.

Michael: We all will.

Dinty: I’ll be missin’ myself but we can’t change things that can’t be changed.

Conor: Enough of that kind of talk. We should be talkin’ about the special day, not the one after.

Nuala: Conor’s right. And isn’t it right and isn’t it grand that a man gets to hear when he’s alive  what all his friends and neighbours think of him?

Johnny (laughs): So that he can give them a thrashing when they tell the  truth about him.

Nuala: Now, you know I don’t mean that, Professor smart arse Johnny Bates. So that he can hear first hand what a grand man he was. What would be the point of a wake, and all the people saying good things about you,  if you were already dead?
Gloria: You know, Nuala, I’ve often wondered about that. But in the oul’ days, that’s exactly what they did. Kept saying nice things to a dead man. Why?

She looks at Johnny.

You’re the professor. Why?

Johnny: Apart from pleasing the family left behind, you mean?

Gloria: Yes.

Johnny: It was a kind of insurance policy. Let the man’s soul see he’s getting a good send off so it’ll go on its way cheerfully and not stay around to haunt the place.

Gloria (nervously): You’ll not be stayin’ around to haunt us, will you Dinty?

Dinty (with a glint in his eyes): Gloria, I’ll be with you in all your most intimate moments. There’ll be you lyin’ on yer back, lookin’ up over Michael’s shoulder and I’ll be that fly you see up there on the ceiling.

Michael splutters into his beer.
Gloria (blushing): Dinty, you oul’ devil.

Nuala: I’ll wager he’ll see nothin’ he hasn’t done himself.

She gives Dinty a wink.

Even Conor gets into the spirit.

Conor: Michael, it looks like you and Gloria’ll have to be doin’ it with your clothes on for the next while.

 Michael (very red): Will you stop all this talk.
Aisling: I agree. Go easy on poor Michael.
She turns to Conor.

Aisling: Father Brennan will be taking the service?

Conor (proudly announcing): Father Brennan and Archbishop Hardisty.
Michael: Archbishop Hardisty? That’s grand. I hadn’t heard. He’s coming all the way from Rome?

Conor: From Brussels actually. Since that outbreak of Asian bird flu at the Vatican, they’ve moved all their operations to Brussels.

Johnny: You have to hand it to the Church. They know where the centre of power is and they certainly know how to gravitate to it. It’s called powertaxis.  Moving towards the centre of power.

Dinty: If I didn’t know ye better, young Johnny, I’d have to say that ye were becomin’ an oul’ cynic.

Johnny: You know me well, Dinty and I am one already. But you don’t have to be too much of a cynic to see that being in Brussels makes it easier on the church’s conscience. Here is an outfit that not so long ago was promoting life, and now is willing to punch tickets for early exits.

Aisling (cannot hold herself back): There he goes, our Johnny. Always lookin’ for a platform to be noticed. You don’t really care about the wake policy. You just like to parrot views that make you the centre of attention. Not like Tom, he really believed what he was saying.

Johnny gets very red and very angry. He is about to respond but, at the mention of Tom’s name, Dinty, who has  been disinterested and deliberately not listening to the last exchange, perks up his ears.

Dinty: Tom. Did you mention Tom? Is there more news?
Michael knowing how anxious Dinty is, is quick to respond.

Michael: Nothing new, Dinty, that we’ve heard. He’s very poorly, that we all know, but news travels slow from Australia because of the censors.

Nuala (picking up the theme and what’s on Dinty’s mind): And you can be sure, Dinty, that if he does die in the next few days, Sheila will be here.
Dinty: Much as I’d love that, I’ll still not wish for that good man’s death.

Josser: Why can’t we just wait for her, Dinty? We can have the wake after Tom’s dead.

Dinty shakes his head.

Dinty: Short of shootin’ the lot of them in the Ministry for Wakes, Maureen’s done all she could. They say things can’t be changed.

Johnny: You could bugger off to Australia, Dinty.
Aisling (derisively): Or go on safari in Africa, the dead continent. For Chrissake, be sensible Johnny.

As she is saying this, she gets up and heads for the toilet. Michael follows her.
Dinty: Aisling’s right. And you know well  they take your passport for yer last two years. And anyway, why would I want to go? I’d miss all me good friends tellin’ flatterin’ lies about me. No, I’ll have me day in dignity and be happy for it. Then I’ll go where I’m meant to go. In peace.

Lights focus to  right stage where Michael has caught up with Aisling.
Michael: Aisling, hang on a minute. I have a favour to ask you.
Aisling: A favour?
Michael nods: Your Da.

Aisling: Ah, if I’d had to guess. I thought it might have something to do with him.

Michael: He’s the TD for North Dublin and has a lot of influence in the government.

Aisling: And you want me to ask him to use that influence.

Michael nods: On the Ministry for Wakes. A postponement, just till Sheila can get here, for Dinty’s sake.
Aisling: You know we barely talk, my Da and I.

Michael: I wondered why you hardly ever mentioned him.

Aisling: He jokes that I’ve shamed the family by moving over to the Southside. But that’s just a cover. It was much deeper than that.

Michael: You’re still his daughter. He’ll listen.

Aisling: And you want to have me persuade him to use his influence to get the Ministry for Wakes to grant a postponement.

Her brow furrows. 

Somehow for all his standing with the government, I somehow don’t think it will fly. This live wake policy seems to have developed a life of its own. One of the untouchables.

Michael: But you’ll  try? Think how happy that’d make Dinty if Sheila was here.
Aisling looks at him.

Aisling: All right, I’ll try. But you’re sure it’s for Dinty’s sake that you’re asking me to do this, Michael, and not your own?

Michael doesn’t answer. His face suggests he is not quite sure of the answer himself.

End of Act 1, Scene 2.

Act 1, Scene 3. Monday, March 18th.
A quiet Monday evening at Dinty’s pub. Present are Mandelieu de Burgh and ‘Bishop’ Charlie McMahon sitting at the table. Maureen and Deidre are at the bar, Maureen behind, Deirdre sitting in front, sipping a gin and tonic. At the scene opens they are talking together.

Mandelieu (exasperated): I mean why can’t something be done about it? It’s all too bloody vindictive letting Dinty go down without his one and only daughter being here.

He looks around for corroboration.  Maureen just sighs. Deirdre shrugs her shoulders.

Mandelieu: Well, I’m damn well going to do something.

Charlie: You can’t fight the bureaucrats, Mandy. The policy gets into the system and it’s like wrestling jelly to get it out.  You push one way and out pops the policy in another. They always have a reason for not changin’.

He gets up from the chair. Nods to Maureen and Deirdre.

Charlie: You’ll excuse me,  ladies. I’ve a phone call to make to a poor sufferin’ soul. Perhaps when I’m away, Mandy …..

He leaves the suggestion trailing as he heads for the telephone.

Mandy rouses himself.

Mandy: Another round of drinks for the Bishop and myself, Maureen, if you please.  And one for yourselves as well.

Maureen: Thanks, Mandy. I s’pose Deirdre’s right. Yer a real gent.

Then nodding after the Bishop.


Does himself ever buy his own drinks?

Mandelieu: Hmmm, now, let me see.  How long have I known the Bishop? Nigh on  ten years if I recall.

He shakes his head.

Mandelieu: No, I can’t ever remember him buying. Remarkable record, don’t you think?

He laughs.


No point in breaking a ten year habit, now, is there?

Maureen: Jaysus, the right chancer. And you let him get away with it. Goes round claimin’ he’s a retired Bishop when we all know he’s a defrocked Christian Brother excommunicated for fornicating with the school cook. And in the middle of lunch break.

Deirdre (laughing): The cook was a lady?

Maureen (snorts): She was trainin’ to be a nun.
Mandelieu: But of the female gender.

Maureen: I suppose that makes it right.

Mandelieu: At least it doesn’t make it as wrong as it could have been. Only things admitted can be condemned.
Deirdre (sarcastically): If it had o’ been another priest, it’d been all hushed up.

Mandelieu: As it has been, my dear. Many a time.

Maureen plonks two pints down on the table.

Mandy calls over to Charlie just off the phone.

Mandelieu: Charlie, c’mon back. We have just been talking about you.

Charlie: Can’t have been good. Me ears aren’t burning.

He sits down, takes a swig of his pint. 

Mandelieu (laughs): Since when, your eminence, have you been so sensitive to a little praise?
Charlie: It’s not that I’m sensitive. It’s just that it’s such a rare event that, when it happens, me natural radar picks up on it.

Mandelieu: You are far too modest, my friend. Haven’t you just spent two weeks prostrating yourself in prayer with that grieving widow from Delgany?

Maureen: I’d like to know what they were prayin’ for.

Deirdre: Ah, don’t be so hard on him, Maureen. 
She comes over to the table and puts her arms around the Bishop’s neck.


I  think he’s a grand man. He’s just a slave to his natural instincts.

Charlie grins.

Maureen: Predator. That’s what he is.

Mandelieu: Now,  Maureen, don’t impugn the motives of our dear friend. He left the lady from Delgany greatly comforted. So we forgive him weaknesses such as his parsimony and an occasional peccadillo. 

He waves his finger at her.


At least he is not a hypocrite like many others who wear the same cloth.

He nods to himself. A brief look of anger crosses his face.
Deirdre is suddenly all ears.

Deirdre: Yer not goin’ to leave us hangin’ on that one, Mandy. C’mon now. Be a good lad and  tell.

Mandelieu lowers his voice: Not being one to spread the gossip, but you’ld be very surprised by some of my clientele who come by from time to time to buy a happy pill or  two.

Maureen looks horrified.

Maureen: You sell drugs? Oh, my Gawd.

Mandelieu: Don’t look so horrified my dear. Nothing dangerous or addictive. Just old men’s pills, to save the embarrassment of going to the chemist’s. A few aids for sleep, sex and indigestion.

Deirdre (agog): And who in the cloth, besides the Bishop here, buys these things from you?
Mandelieu: Oh, heaven forbid. His eminence here has excellent digestion and other functioning parts. He has no need of my wares whatsoever. No, it’s somebody else, somebody you all know rather well.

Dierdre gives Charlie an appreciative look .Then both she and Maureen  explode with curiosity.

Maureen and Deirdre (in unison): For Chrissake, who?

Mandelieu draws his finger up and down the side of his nose. He winks at them.

Mandelieu: This will go no further?

Maureen and Deirdre shake their heads in unison.

Mandelieu: Would you believe a certain Archbishop  very well know in these parts whom I believe will be taking a prominent role in  the ceremonies for dear Dinty on Friday.

Deirdre: Archbishop Hardisty? You can’t be serious.

Mandelieu: Oh, but I can my dear. Archbishop Hardisty of Dundrum, currently serving in Brussels. And if I may say, perhaps as a warning, that he’s had his eye on yourself for quite some time.

Maureen: And like a good boy scout he wants to be prepared?

Deirdre blushes. Charlie McMahon looks suddenly uncomfortable.

Mandelieu: And talking about boy scouts ………

He suddenly stops and a glazed and angry look continues comes across his face. Then, a gleam of satisfaction.
Mandelieu (to himself):  That’s how I’ll persuade him, the old hypocrite.
Maureen, facing the door to the bar, suddenly hisses.

Maureen: Well, ye’ll now get yer chance. Look who just walked in the door.
She strides over to greet the newcomer, Archbishop Hardisty , who is looking about a bit furtively. 

Maureen: Come in,  your eminence. Come in. Ye are most welcome.

Archbishop Hardisty: Thank you, ‘er Maureen. I just came by to see  … er .. , to see Dinty.

 Maureen: Yes.
Archbishop: But I  take it he’s not here.

Maureen: He’s with Josser Reilly. Josser’s a bit under the weather tonight. Too much Patrick’s day celebration.

Archbishop: Ah, yes, yes. Well then ….

He looks over at Mandy and Charlie.

Archbishop: Perhaps instead I can have a quiet word with Mandelieu here. I believe he has some .. er .. material for me.

There is a sudden snigger from Deirdre.

Archbishop: Pardon, my dear. Oh hello Deirdre, how absolutely delightful to see you.

Deirdre waves her fingers at him flirtatiously.

Charlie McMahon glowers. Mandelieu gets up out of his chair and holds another out for the Archbishop.

Mandelieu: Here. Please sit down, your eminence.


Have a drink. Your arrival is quite fortuitious. Yes, indeed it is.  I have some things for you. One to give, one to ask.

He signals Maureen and Deirdre away out of earshot. The three men sit down at the table. Maureen brings two pints and a glass of brandy for the Archbishop. She returns to the bar where she and Deirdre pretend to talk.

Mandelieu passes the Archbishop an envelope which is hastily shoved into a pocket.

Archbishop: Thank you, Mandelieu. I know I can trust you that our little …er … transactions are completely confidential.

Mandy spreads his hands.

Mandelieu (protesting): Your eminence. As my colleague here will tell you. I am the very soul of discretion.

Archbishop Hardisty looks over at Charlie.

Archbishop: And your colleague, Mister McMahon?
The emphasis is on the mister.

Charlie pulls two fingers across his mouth as if zipping it up. The Archbishop still looks a little apprehensive.

Mandelieu: And now, your eminence, I’ve a small favour to ask of you in return.  Nothing major. Just a helping hand.

Archbishop (suddenly suspicious): Yes?

Mandelieu: You are, I believe, an acquaintance of our dear Minister for Wakes. What I’d like you to ask him is if he’d grant a postponement for Dinty McElhinney in the event that Dinty’s daughter cannot make it in time from Australia. She is nursing a seriously ill husband. The whole family would be so grateful.
Archbishop (in a slightly dismissive tone): I’ll of course try to do what I can.But I fear that my influence may not be enough.
Mandelieu: Then I shall have to ask you to try a little harder, your eminence.

A sudden chill comes over the group.

Archbishop ( responding a little angrily): I hear the hint of an obligatory quid pro quo in your demand, de Burgh. I am certainly not in the habit of submitting to blackmail. If you think that 
I will succumb to the threat of a minor embarrassment….I’m not all  that embarrassed buying a few  … er … sleeping pills so as to accede to such a request ….  No sir. 

He nods, takes a sip of his brandy and continues.


Remember, I also know many things about both of you gentlemen.

Mandelieu: Oh, your eminence, I wouldn’t use a minor embarrassment as a tool of blackmail. Oh, no, heaven forbid, heaven forbid.

He takes a swig of his pint. His lips smack. 

Mandelieu: No sir, if I am going to apply a little blackmail, I will use a major embarrassment.
Archbishop: A major embarrassment? What are you talking about de Burgh?

Mandelieu: You will recall a certain Father Gerrity from your Dundrum parish?

Archbishop (a little pale): I do recall Father Gerrity. He moved on. To Kilkenny, I believe.

Mandelieu: And you will remember why you transferred him to Kilkenny?

Archbishop (nervously): I don’t exactly recall the circumstances.

Mandelieu: I think you do, sir. Suffice to say that the reason I bring this up is  that I had a young nephew in Kilkenny.

Archbishop (blustering): What has this to do with me?

Mandy’s voice hardens.

Mandelieu: Your Father Gerrity molested Patrick Burke, your eminence.

There is complete silence. Archbishop Hardisty has gone very white with anger and fear. It is the latter emotion which decides his response.

He pushes back his chair, stands up and glowers down at Mandy.

Archbishop: I will do as you ask, de Burgh. I will try harder. But I cannot promise any results.

Mandelieu: Thank you, your eminence.

The Archbishop nods curtly to both men and then briefly to the ladies at the bar. He strides towards the door and exits noisily.

Charlie: You think that was wise, Mandy? He could make a lot of trouble for us.

Mandy nods.

Mandelieu: Oh yes, Charlie, it was wise.

Charlie: But sure you don’t know if he’ll even try.

Mandelieu: Oh. I think he will try. He may not succeed. But I’m thinking, Charlie, thinking ahead. We may have occasion to use his eminence again. And next time, I may not have the opportunity to explain all the circumstances and the consequences. No, tonight was a fortuitous meeting.

Charlie: You mean, he now knows his balls are in a vice.

Mandelieu: Oh Charlie, your metaphors are so visual. But yes, precisely. He knows that his balls are in a vice.

End of Act 1, Scene 3.



Act 1, Scene 4.
Late evening at Dinty’s pub. Dinty is away with Father Brennan. Gloria is serving Josser in his usual place. Conor, Nuala, Aisling, Johnny, Maureen and Deirdre are going over final plans for Friday. Conor has a big tick sheet in front of him.

Conor: Now let’s go over the schedule one more time.  Three o’clock. Church service begins.

Nuala: With Father Brennan and Archbishop Hardisty saying ‘ we celebrate the life of Dinty McElhinney…..

Conor: Father Brennan’s choreographed the service. A few of Dinty’s favourite hymns.

Maureen: An’ don’t forget the Battle Hymn of the Republic. Dinty  wanted that special.  

Conor: That’s in there.

Michael: I hope the lads don’t get carried away and sing the rugby version of it.

Nuala: Lyrics a bit salty, are they?

Maureen: It’s the version Dinty himself often sings.

Conor: The choir will drown the lads out.

Michael: I wouldn’t count on it.

Conor: Anyway, it’s Dinty’s day. It doesn’t have to be all solemn.

Johnny: Conor’s right. I’d say a seventy -thirty ratio of decorum to decadence would be about right.
Conor: Four o’clock. End of service. Everybody outside, for photographs.

Maureen: Will every one know where to stand?

Nuala: Yes, Conor, that’s important. You don’t want pictures to be a rugby scrum with Dinty and Maureen buried in the middle.

Conor draws out yet another list from under his tick list.

Conor: Conor thinks of everything. 

He beams.

Maureen looks at the placements. She nods.

Maureen: You seem to have everybody there, and in the right order. Well done, Conor.

Conor: At about four thirty, the procession begins.  Dinty on the gun carriage. The rest of us walking behind. Then …….

Deirdre puts up her hand.

Deirdre: How does he get up on the gun carriage?

Conor, slightly nonplussed, slightly irritated by being interrupted by a silly question.

Conor: What do you mean? ‘How does he get up on the gun carriage’ . He gets up on it.

Nuala: I think I see what Deirdre is thinking, Conor. You can’t have a man supposedly on his last legs leapin’ up on the carriage like a centre three quarter.  We need a dignified way to get him up on the platform.

Conor: Hadn’t thought of that. I suppose we could have a little ladder handy.

Aisling: That’d look ridiculous.

Conor: How about a hoist then? They have those forklift machines for gardens ….

Johnny: Oh yeh, I can just see that now. ‘Do ye’s all mind movin’ over while the heavy machinery is brought in ……..  ‘
Josser: I could give Dinty a hoist, Conor. That’d be just right. His oldest friend givin’ him a hand up.

Gloria: That’d be even worse. He’ll be half ways up. Yer bleedin’ arthritic legs will give way and the next thing you’ll know, you and Dinty’ll be rolling around in the mud in front of the church. I’d call that real dignified.

Michael: The lads could give him a hoist, Conor. Real gentle like. Like we’re liftin’ our pints. We wouldn’t even disturb the flowers.

Conor beams. Puts his thumbs up to Michael.

Conor: Splendid idea, Michael, that’s what we will do. Then, the procession should take half an hour ……..

Deirdre: As long as one o’ the fireworks doesn’t go up the arse of the horse.

Conor: We’ll arrive at the rugby club about five.

He looks at Deirdre. She raises her eyebrows.
Conor: I know, you’re going to ask how we get him down.

Nuala: Yes, he can’t dismount like a jockey hopping off his winner in the Derby.

Conor: Michael and the lads will give him a lift down.

Michael: The pipers will pipe him into club.

Deirdre: And then the knees up begins.

Conor: Well, first there’ll be photographs, then the speeches, then the music and dancing and a few traditional wake games.

Michael: And lots of food and drink.

Nuala: Conor, I’m still concerned that there may not be all that much interest in your traditional games. I can’t see the likes of Phil Smith and Bill Casey hoppin’ around on one leg in and out of circles. And that live cock game. I don’t think that’ll fly at all.

Johnny: The cock or the game?

Nuala: You know what I mean. What do you think, Michael?

Michael (scratching his head; looks less doubtful).
Michael: I dunno. The same pair got up to some pretty strange goings on at most of the rugby parties. Give  them a few pints and I’d say they’d be game for almost anything.

Conor beams, vindicated: Thank you, Michael. 
Turns to Nuala 

Conor: There now, you see. You’ve been on at me ever since I got the idea that it would be appropriate to have some of the spirit of the traditional Irish wake.
He gets rather smug. 

Culture, Nuala, culture.

Nuala: I still don’t see sixteen stone men leapin’ after a live cock as being  a high point of Irish culture.

Aisling: I think what Michael is saying is that the lads are happy to make asses of themselves equally well in any circumstances, from dancing to the Rollickin’ Rockers to playing Conor’s traditional games.  And, after all, isn’t that the main purpose of the Irish wake. To give the soul

 a cheerful send off.

She turns to Maureen: What do you say Maureen?

Maureen: Look, as long as whatever goes on makes Dinty happy, then it’s grand with me.

Aisling: But don’t try to overorganise, Conor. Let things happen.

Johnny: My guess it that there’ll be precious little interest in games once the Rockers and Tony Tumbleweed get going.

Gloria: Toby Tuttle, you ignoramus.

Aisling: He is, isn’t he Gloria? Only good for pontificatin’ these days.

Maureen: Now Aisling, that’s my Johnny you’re talkin’ about.
After a pause:
 Mind you, he can get a little serious at times.

Sighs: 
But some things are a little serious.

Nuala: This isn’t an easy time for you Maureen.

Maureen: I’m sorta resigned now. I’ve accepted what’s goin’ to happen. And more important, Dinty has too.

Nuala: What’ll he be like? You know, after the wake and …………

Maureen: You mean when we get back home.

Nuala nods. 

Maureen: He’ll be scared o’ course. But he’s played it out in his mind. He’ll want to appear brave. So he’ll put a gruff, ‘ divil I care’ face on him. I wouldn’t doubt he’ll even get ….

Nuala: Macabre like.

Maureen: Yeh. Makin’ jokes tryin’ to make death seem no big deal.

Deirdre: He’s a brave man, our Dinty.

Maureen: He’ll be brave all right but he’d be a lot happier if Sheila could be with him.

Michael: Aisling and I weren’t going to bring this up but
He looks at Aisling who nods. 

Michael: A curious thing,  that’s all.

Conor: Well, out with it man.

Michael:  Aisling asked her Da, the TD Charlie Nolan, if he might try to get a postponement.

Deirdre: Jaysus, I never knew, Aisling, that I was in the presence of political royalty.

Aisling: I don’t advertise the connection. My Da and I don’t get along all that well.

Michael: But with all his pull, he couldn’t get anywhere.

Conor: Jesus. Charlie  Nolan. I’d no idea.

Nuala (with strong emphasis on the him): Curious that they’d turn him down.
Aisling: They said that they might have considered it if it had of been almost any other case. But not this one.

Maureen: And what makes Dinty McElhinney so special? Not that he isn’t, o’course.

Aisling: Da wasn’t  meant to tell me this but they got some kind of tip-off.

Maureen: What kind of tip-off?

Aisling: Some kind of informer. Suggested that Dinty was … was goin’ to try avoidin’ things.

Maureen: Oh my gawd, it was probably ‘cos I threatened the little bollocks Underthorpe.

Michael: No, Maureen, it wasn’t that I think. Aisling said her Da felt it was an informer. He reminded them that Sheila was Tom McGuire’s wife.

Maureen: And they still have it in for poor oul’ Tom. Vindictive hooers.

But the mention of an informer has suddenly cast a chill over the whole gathering. They each look around and then guiltily turn away when  they catch the eyes of a neighbour.

Conor whistles: An informer. You mean somebody who knows Dinty well. But surely not. Surely not.

He turns to Aisling. 

Conor: Your Dad didn’t give any indication …. ?

Aisling shakes her head.

Johnny (the only one who seems to remain unperturbed): The very word raises the hairs on every Irishman’s neck.

He slowly breathes out the word


Informer ….. so many connotations.

There is a moments silence. Then Nuala and Maureen together break it.

Maureen: Never heard of anything so stupid. Informer, me arse.

Nuala: I agree Maureen. It’s just the Ministry’s way of making an excuse.

Maureen: Yer right, Nuala.. They just don’t want to give a postponement because of Sheila’s Tom. As I said, they’re a crowd of vindictive hooers.

Nuala: And the irony of it it is that Dinty is resigned already and would be even more so if Sheila were to be back.  What harm would it do them to grant a postponement.?
Maureen: Isn’t that the truth? Dinty even supported the government’s voluntary euthasia programme.

Conor (correcting her): Euthanasia. But it’s still curious.

Maureen: What?

Conor: That they’d turn Charlie Nolan down. He has a lot of pull.
Michael: The voluntary euthanasia program seems to have developed a life of its own.

Johnny: Dangerous, isn’t it. To have something completely immune to the powerful combination of undue influence and corruption.

Gloria: Johnny, you’re so good with them big words. What’s the word for two words together that contradict one another?

Johnny: You mean oxymoron.

Gloria: Yeh, that’s the word what I was lookin’ for. The government’s the ox and we’re the morons. Voluntary my arse!

Johnny gives her a little clap.

Conor: The state would argue that it was voluntary in the sense that it was a collective decision taken by all of us in a referendum, and intended for the collective good of all.
Nuala: Twenty years ago, Europe was drownin’ in old people. Old people are expensive. Take medicine for example. Modern medicine was a blessing for the individual but a curse for the public purse.
Conor: And the pool of younger people supporting the old people was decreasing. The cost of pensions plus medical care was prohibitive. Something had to be done.

Aisling: Some might argue that, in the light of what we know now, the situation wasn’t as bad as it looked. 

Johnny: A parallel of the argument on global warming. There all the indicators suggested a century long rise in average temperature and ocean level.

Nuala: They were even advocating buying waterfront property in Tipperary. Conor invested.
Conor (with regret in his voice): It never came to happen.

Michael: Ireland was meant to become a Mediterranean garden of Eden.

Gloria: But  we haven’t even seen the sun all year!
Deirdre: Weathermen. They’ ll tell you the sun is shinin’ when its lashin’ rain outside.

Conor: But in the case of the old people explosion, Europe did act.

Johnny (sarcastic): The easy decision in both cases. Curtailing lives saved money, curtailing greenhouse gas emissions would have cost a lot of it.

Nuala: And the sixty five year olds at the time weren’t having any of the argument that they postpone their retirement.
Deirdre: I remember seeing a picture of a sea of naked old French guys demonstratin’ on the Champs Elysees. It were a terrible sight.

Johnny: Little did they think at the time they were signing their own death warrants.

Conor: But the policy wasn’t unreasonable. Eighty good years.

Michael: It sanctioned killing people.

Conor: People bought it. Over seventy percent voted in favour.

Michael shakes his head: When my brain hears the arguments they sound right. But then my gut gets hold of them and they don’t seem right at all.
Johnny: I congratulate you, Michael. A rare show of eloquence from a prop forward.

Michael makes a fist at him.

Aisling: But in human history, individuals have had precious few rights. In most societies, collective needs always trumped individual rights. And Euthanasia is not all that new.

It was practised by many for thousands of years.

Deirdre: I didn’t know that.

Aisling: Take the Eskimos. Old Eskimos, when they felt their time had come, would simply take a long walk out into the snow.

Deirdre: And what? Feckin’ freeze.

Aisling: Just freeze. It wasn’t so awful. Freezing temperatures induce shivering, hypothermia,  then a kind of euphoria, then sleep. Much like the pill and injection do today.

Nuala: Some tribes in Japanese society practised the same. 

Conor: And the live wake isn’t new either. The nineteenth century Irish would hold wakes for emigrants  the day before they took off for America and Australia because, to their families, it was like them dyin’. They’d never see them again.

Deirdre laughs.

Deirdre: My old granny used to say that when she got old, we were to put her in a canoe with a couple o’ bottles of Paddy and let her float out to sea.

Gloria: Did you really do it?
Deirdre: Yeh, but she kept floatin’ back in with the next tide.

Maureen: And the bottles were empty.

Deirdre: We had to keep fillin’ them up again. So we gave up.

Gloria: Took her back in, you mean.

Deirdre: No, Gawd no. Put a feckin’ thirty horsepower outboard motor on the canoe. When last seen, granny was steamin’ by the Kish lighthouse.

Gloria: Did you really? Go on outa that.

Deirdre: No, y’eejit. I was only jokin’. She lived another feckin’ ten years. A real pain she was. She was useless to herself and certainly no joy to the rest of us.

Nuala: So the new rules made sense.

Deirdre: They made sense for me granny.

She turns to Michael and Johnny.

Deirdre: It’s wan thing to think about their deaths and about the morals of givin’ them the pill but there’s quite another when you really think about the kind of lives  they live after a certain stage. 
Nuala (nodding): Left alone for hours in smelly old armchairs in filthy nursing homes. No one to wash them, feed them, give them the right medication, talk to them.

Aisling: Given the choice of minding parents or kids, most people will choose their kids.

Johnny: So just because we couldn’t figure out how to take care of our old folk, because we were unwilling to share family space with them so that the only option was derelict nursing homes, we decided, in the name of humanity, to draw a line under every life. Nobody past eighty welcome in the new Europe.
He continues in a more pompous tone

Johnny: Societies which draw arbitrary lines under people’s lives are contravening natural law.

Aisling: Natural law, bullshit! Natural law is that only the fit survive. Predator eats prey …..

Nuala (laughs) …. Aisling has Johnny again for lunch.

Johnny ( trying to turn anger to humour): Young lecturers have no respect for their professors these days.

Aisling: Before civilisation came along and instituted a few collective rules, people living under what you would call natural law were copping it before the age of forty.

Maureen throws up her hands.

Maureen: Enough, enough you  two. We’ve heard the arguments already. There’s nothing we can do about them. Most people are resigned to  the new rules. They welcome their final day in the sun and a peaceful, pain free goodbye.

Josser, from his spot at the bar, has been following the discussion intently.

Josser: Yer right Maureen, yer absolutely right. With my Annie gone, with Dinty gone. I’m ready to go. Give me the pill right now and I’d take it in a minute.

Gloria goes round the bar and puts her arms around him.

Gloria: Josser, I’d miss you something awful if you were to go as well as Dinty. I tell you what. Forget the pill and I’ll top up your glass.
Maureen (through tears): Oh God, Josser, I’m goin’ to miss the oul’ eejit too.

Nuala: C’mon Conor, I think it’s time to go home.

Gloria: Nuala’s right. C’mon Michael. I need to be walked home tonight.

There is general movement. As they all gather their things and prepare to leave, Dinty comes in. They give him a warm welcome as they exit.

Maureen and Dinty are left alone. She fetches him a brandy and pours one for herself as well. They sit down.

Maureen: Did you have a good chat with Father Brennan?

Dinty: We talked a bit.

Maureen: About the wake?

Dinty: About the wake, about Sheila, about Tom. About dyin’. About having no grandchildren.

Maureen lays her hand over his.

Maureen: There’s time yet. Sheila’ll remarry.

Dinty (tired): Oh God, Maureen. I wish she could be here. That’s the only thing about this whole wake I can’t accept. That she’s not here.

Maureen (sighs): I know Dinty darlin’. I know. She’ll come as soon as she can.

Dinty (mournful): There’s not much time left.

There is a knock on the door.

Maureen: Who can it be at this hour?

Dinty: It’s probably Gloria. She’s always forgettin’ wan thing or another.

Maureen: Stay there, I’ll go.

She goes to the door. Opens it. She gasps.

Maureen: Jesus, Mary and Joseph. Oh my God, Dinty, come here. Come here quick. It’s Sheila.
End of Act 1.

                                                                INTERMISSION
Act 2, Scene 1   Wednesday morning.

The scene is the McElhinney’ home. Dinty and Sheila sit a the table. Maureen is at the stove preparing breakfast. Dintyl can’t get over his good fortune at having Sheila home.

Maureen (nodding): That Tom of yours is a good man.

Dinty: Amen to that. Amen to that.

Sheila: It was Tom that made me come. Much as I wanted to Da, I couldn’t have come if he hadn’t insisted.

Maureen: And how is he?

Sheila: He was really bad last week but he seemed to rally on Saturday.

Maureen: I’ll pray for him night and day …..

Dinty: I might even fall on me own knees.

Maureen: That he’ll be even better when you get back.

Dinty: Tom’s a fighter.

Maureen: But tell us Sheila. We want to hear all about you and life in Australia. Before Tom got sick.

 Sheila: We were so happy. Life there is absolutely wonderful. Open, free. Both the people and the country have big hearts.
Maureen: And your house, where you live?

Sheila: It’s in a  town called Eden Bay. Right on the Coast. Near the University where Tom teaches. It’s not a big house but when you live much of your life outdoors the house seems so much bigger. The ocean is nearby. Mighty and green it is, with great waves rolling in to the beach.

Dinty: And the kangaroos. Do they really come in the garden?

Sheila: They will if you let them. They’re so tame. Tom, when he plays golf, he can hit the ball right into them and they hardly bother to get out of the way.

Maureen: And the sun. It must be brilliant to have the sun.

Dinty (proudly): Just look at the tan, Maureen, on my girl.

Sheila: And there’s such a great feeling of freedom. Not so many rules as you have in Europe. Let people get on with their lives. Don’t interfere. That seems to be the government motto.

Dinty: Is it true they’re all naked on the beaches?

Sheila: Oh Da, you haven’t changed a bit. Gawd, Maureen, how this man used to embarrass us.
Maureen (tongue in cheek): Now I could never believe that.

She laughs.

Sheila: Do you remember the time at Seapoint, Da? You forgot your togs.

Dinty: But the sea looked so invitin’.

Sheila: He stripped right off, Maureen, in front of Ma and me and half the population of Dun Laoghaire. We were mortified.

Dinty: It was only April, but it was lovely, Maureen. Blue, blue, the sea was. 

Sheila: It was not that at all. Snot green it was.

She laughs.
And scrotum  tightening. I saw you when you got out.

Dinty: You were pretending not to look.

Sheila: I gave you my jersey to dry yourself.

Maureen (tongue in cheek): And to cover what must have been a thoroughly frightenin’ sight to all ladies present.

Sheila (beginning to giggle uncontrollably): And remember the Garda. He came up to you.

Dinty: I do indeed. Joe Kinneally was one of the finest on the force.

Shaila: An’ he says,… he says to Da …. Who’s standing there dripping and just holding the jersey … ‘Mr. McElhinney, you should be ashamed of yourself sportin’ your body like that’ And you says to him ….
Dinty (starting to laugh): I says to him ‘Garda Kinnealy, and of which part of me body should I be ashamed’.

Sheila: And the poor oul’ Garda goes puce in the face and just says ‘wrap that jersey around you’

Dinty: So I put it on where a jersey should be put on.

Sheila: To great cheers from all the women…. You always liked them cheering for you, Da.

Maureen: He still does.

Sheila pauses. Goes on, a little more subdued.

Sheila: On Friday, they’ll be cheering you too.

Dinty: And me own darlin’ daughter will be there to cheer me with them… 

God bless that Tom of yours.

Sheila is about to say something, hesitiates, then blurts out.

Sheila: He also had something else in mind.

Dinty: Somethin’ else. Besides you comin’ to see off your oul’ Da.

Sheila: Well, that was the main thing.

She chokes back a few tears.

Sheila: He said ….. he said that we’d had our chance to say our goodbyes and that you deserved the chance too.

She  takes Dinty’s hand in her own.

Sheila: If that’s what you really want?
Dinty: But sure it’s not what I want any more that counts, darlin’ Sheila. It’s what I must accept.

Sheila draws a deep breath.

Sheila: Da, Tom and I want you and Maureen to come back to Australia with me.

Dinty, Maureen (together): What?

Maureen: What are you sayin’ child?

Dinty (shaking his head): It’s not possible, lass. Even if I did want it. They took 

me passport two years ago and no port in Europe will let you travel these days without wan.

Sheila (earnestly): Listen to me. Please listen. Oh I know it’s sudden like for me to bring all this up. But there’s so little time.

She goes on.
Tom says  there are ways.

Maureen: What ways? What are you talkin’ about?

Sheila: Tom knows somebody in the Office for Wakes. He’s got people back their passports before.

Dinty: They never give a passport back. Not after they take it.

Sheila: Not legally, they don’t. But this source of Tom can get his hands on the passports which have been taken. Then he changes the birthdate by a few years.
She looks at Maureen:
 And you still have your passport Maureen.

Maureen (too dumbfounded to speak, merely nods).

Dinty: Jesus, Mary and Joseph. Don’t be sayin’ all them things. Yer givin’ your Da fierce heart palpitations just thinkin’ about it.

Sheila: You’d love Australia, Da. You too Maureen. And there’s a little pub in the village. It’s just come up for sale. It’d be perfect for you.

She pauses: Except one thing.

Maureen: And what’s that? 
Sheila (smiling): Dinty would have to learn a bit about wine. Aussies drink a lot of wine as well as beer. There are grape vines  all over the hill slopes.
But the thought of all that wine hasn’t excited Dinty.

Dinty (grumpily): I’d be too old to be makin’ such changes.

Sheila: Too old, Da? Too old? You’ve got ten good years in you, isn’t that so, Maureen?

Maureen nods: And then there’s ….

Dinty: Then there’s what?
Sheila hesitates.

Sheila: Nothing. I was just going to say that you’re not like most people who reach eighty. They’re ready to die, you’re not.

Dinty: My oul’ body may be tickin’ over good, Sheila darlin’, but me mind, me mind is resigned to goin’.

Sheila: Tell him, Maureen, tell him that’s just because of all the brainwashing. You tell somebody often enough that dying is the right thing to do, that it’s good for them, and they start believing it.

Dinty: But I couldn’t let down the lads. They’re giving me a powerful send off.

Sheila: Tom said you should go ahead with the wake anyway.

Maureen: But what about afterwards when the Doctor comes around to the house.

Sheila: Tom says that you could switch the pills. Give Dinty a sleepin’ pill instead.

Maureen: My Gawd, Dinty, what is the girl sayin’? Could we really do it? Could we even think of it?
Dinty: How could I leave all the lads, Josser, Michael, Mandy, the Bishop, even that windbag  Conor?

Sheila: Da, you’ll be leaving them either way.

Dinty: But it don’t seem honourable. To have the wake and then run off after.
Sheila: Living isn’t dishonourable. Rolling over and dying is dishonourable….

Sheila suddenly realises that she has gone too far.
I’m sorry, Da. I didn’t mean….

But Dinty has become angry.

Dinty: I hope you’ve not come back to insult your oul’ Da, Sheila. I was ready to die, had resigned myself to it. I was going to go with dignity with all me friends and family around me. I can’t back out now so don’t be getting’ me all upset about eejity plans ….

They are saved from further recriminations by a knock on the door.

Maureen: That’ll be Father Brennan. He takes Dinty for a walk every day at this time.
She looks at Sheila then at Dinty.

Maureen: Best you go with him, Dinty. But for Gawd’s sake don’t say a word about what we’ve been saying. And don’t be angry with Sheila. Isn’t it only because she loves you so much that she’s tryin’ to get you to go back with her.

Dinty’s eyes water a bit. He nods gruffly.

Dinty: I’ll be back in an hour

He struggles into his coat and leaves through the front door.

Maureen and Sheila are silent for a minute. Sheila is upset.
Maureen: Don’t be upset, Sheila me luv. Sure Dinty knows you love him and want the best for him. It’s just…

Sheila: I know, I know, … it’s so difficult for him to start questioning again after he has managed to accept going.

Maureen: I need a drink.

She goes over to the drinks cabinet Maureen. Pours herself a stiff brandy. She pours Sheila one as well. Carries them back to the breakfast table.

Maureen: Here, drink that. It’ll settle you.

Sheila (unthinking, shakes her head): I can’t.

Maureen: You can’t? Sure you used to like a little nip now and again.

Sheila looks at her.

Maureen: Unless. Oh my sweet Jesus. You’re pregnant, Sheila. You’re pregnant.
Sheila’s big grin tells her she has guessed correctly.

Maureen gets up, gives Sheila a hug and does a little jig.

Maureen: That’s beautiful, beautiful. Sheila. Dinty will be so pleased.

And then she suddenly stops herself. She looks at Sheila.

Sheila (uncertainly): I was going to tell him, Maureen. But I’m not sure now if it’s the right thing. It might be more cruel to tell him he’s going to have a grandson he’ll never see.

Maureen slowly nods. Mutters something to herself.

Maureen: That changes everything. Everything. To hell with dyin’.

She throws back her brandy in one gulp: To hell with dyin’.

Sheila: Maureen, What are you saying?
Maureen: It’ll need a little planning, Sheila. We’ll have to get that doctor flutered. And maybe, Mandy … But I have an idea … you just get that passport.

She walks over to the telephone. Dials. 

Maureen: Deirdre, is that yerself?

She listens.

Maureen: It’s been grand havin’ her … yes, …. yes. But look Deirdre, I’ll tell ye all about Sheila when I come over. But I’ve got somethin’ else I want to talk to you about. You know how you’re always bangin’ on about doin’ some actin’ ….
She listen, then, answers.

Maureen: Yer damned right it sounds important. It is important. I’ll be right over. 

As soon as the phone is down, she lifts it up again, looks in the phone book and then dials another number.

Maureen: Is that yourself, Mandelieu?

She listens, then

Maureen: I haven’t time for the niceties, Mandy. Can you get yourself over to Deirdre’s? I need your help. …. How?  I heard you talkin’ to the Archbishop the other night. I s’pose I should have warned you that I have very good hearing.  …. Yes, every word.  Yes, we are going to have to squeeze the vice. … I’ll tell you at Deirdre’s.

End of Act 2, Scene 1.
Act 2, Scene 2.   Friday. March 22nd.

The wake. The stage is divided into two halves. On the left, there is the entrance to an area where people mingle in front of a well stocked bar. On the right, separated by a partition with door is the dance floor and podium. The action takes place in both halves with flood lights lighting that half where present action takes place and dim background lights the other.
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Mingling area

door
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Floods right/left

The action begins with the whole entourage tumbling in the entrance. The mood is jocular with lots of whoops and hollers and yells. They quickly pick up pints from the bar and turn to welcome Dinty who has just come through the door borne aloft by Michael Brady, Phil Smith and Bill Casey. Present are Conor, Nuala, Aisling, Johnny, Josser, Mandy, Charlie, Maureen, Deirdre, Gloria, Michael, Phil, Bill, Davy Tilden and his brother Harry plus girl friends plus others. Father Brennan and Archbishop Hardisty enter with Maureen and Deirdre behind Dinty. They’re all singing ‘For he’s a jolly good fellow’ ….

Chorus:   $ For he’s a jolly good fellow



For he’s a jolly good fellow



For he’s a jolly good fellow

And so say all of us

 And so say all of us


And so say all of us 

For he’s a jolly good fellow

And so say all of us
$



 A great cheer. A few lone voices belt out the sequel.
Lone voices: $ Why was he born so beautiful



Why was he born at all



He’s no bloody good to anyone



He’s no bloody good at all $
This is met with a mixture of yells, cheers.  And boos. Then the whole crowd cheers again.

Michael: Let’s hear it for Dinty. Hip, hip, hooray.

Chorus: Hip, hip, hooray.  (three times).

Conor (yells above general bedlam): C’mon. Everybody over to the dance floor. For the speeches. C’mon on. There’ a seat for you Dinty.

Conor then takes Dinty’s arm. Several pints are slopped.

Davy Tilden: It’s more like a feckin’ throne. 

Michael: But isn’t it for a king of a man? 

Lights switch left to right stage onto which the crowd enters from the left. Conor seats Dinty down and takes the microphone on the raised podium. Father Brennan &  Archbishop Hardisty are seated beside Dinty.

Conor (yells): We all know why we’re here.

Chorus: To drink Dinty dry!

General laugh.

Chorus: Not to listen to you, you oul’ windbag. 

More whoops.

Chorus: Hasn’t he said enough already?
Nuala stands up on the podium. She is wearing a stunning red dress. Lots of cat calls.

Nuala (holds up her hands): Boys, boys. Please. Give Conor a chance to say something.

More whistles, then a mock groan. The group quietens.

Conor: It’s been a powerful day, lads. And it’s all been up to you, Dinty.

Dinty beams. Crowd cheers. Conor encouraged.
Conor: Now I don’t want to be getting too serious ….

Groans

But there hasn’t been a send off like this in the diocese for years. There must have been two hundred following the gun carriage. And didn’t your man here (pointing to Dinty) look magnificent?
Cheers. Conor takes another swig from his pint. He  feels the crowd and begins to get carried away.

Conor: I want to say to you, Dinty, that when my own time comes, I’ll only hope to have half that number and that I’ll be able to be as cheerful and dignified as yourself has been. Now there’ll be a lot of carry on, today …
General cheer and a few whoops

Conor: Traditional Irish wake games ….

Muted cheers and boos

Conor: Dancin’
Loud cheers
Conor: To Tony Tuttle and the Rollickin’ Rockers.

Even louder cheers

Conor (sweating profusely): But we also have to remember ……..

Groans in anticipation of Conor going on too long .

That there is a spiritual side to the day.

Conor nods to Father Brennan and Archbishop Hardisty who beam anticipating some mention of their role. They are disappointed.
Conor (becoming more excited): What I was just sayin’ to you, Dinty. About your demeanour. God you’re a powerful man. Accepting things with such good grace.

Silence. Audience not quite sure where Conor is going.
Conor: An’ I don’t think it’s blasphemous. But the Archbishop will correct me if it is, I am sure. But Dinty, I must say to you, that, that, ….. you remind me of the Good Lord himself in the garden of Gethsemane……..

Phil Smith (standing in front and also gets carried away) The man’s a bloody saint.

Conor: And if I had my way, Dinty, I’d be sending your name into Rome ………

He looks down at Father Brennan and Archbishop Hardisty 

Or would Brussels be the right address these days, your eminence?
Lights move down to Archbishop Hardisty who sits stone faced. Not at all happy.

Father Brennan is looking apoplectic.

Conor: Anyway, I want all of you to raise your glasses to one helluva man, Dinty McElhinney. May his journey  tonight take him exactly where he wants to go. 

He stops. Looks out over the audience who are momentarily a little stunned. Then Michael lets out a cheer.

Michael: Glasses. For Dinty.

Glasses are raised. The audience suddenly erupts in cheers. 

Lights shift to left stage.

Maureen and Deirdre enter from dance floor ostensibly to collect drinks but in reality to confer.

Deirdre: Jaysus, Maureen. That was quite a speech. I thought the Archbishop was goin’ feckin’ apoplectic when Conor was comparing our Dinty to the Good Lord himself.

Maureen: Conor gets wound up Deirdre. To be honest, he makes me cringe when he talks like that. Outa sheer embarrassment.

Deirdre: But you know what, Maureen. Dinty didn’t mind at all. He sat there between two glowerin’ priests grinnin’ as if he deserved every bit of the comparison.

Maureen: But comparin’ him to the Good  Lord …..


Oh Gawd.

Deirdre: What?

Maureen: When he might be meetin’ him later tonight ……

Deirdre: But he won’t now, will he?

Maureen: Jesus, I don’t know. I’m shakin’ with the nerves.

Deirdre: You can’t be. You arranged it all.

Maureen: It’s one thing arrangin’ and quite another doin’. Aren’t you just a little bit nervous?

Deirdre: Are you kiddin’, Maureen? I was made for the role I’ll be playin’ tonight. Eamonn Moriarty will be putty in me hands. And the Archbishop too, if that’s what it takes.
Maureen: I wish I was half as confident as yerself.

She draws a deep breath.

Now you know what to do.

Deirdre: I’ll be there at eight o’clock to meet the good doctor. Tell him there’s been a delay. Invite him to have a little drink ……..

Maureen: Gawd, I hope he doesn’t attack you.

Deirdre: And give him  a little squint down me boobs.

Maureen: You’re terrible.

Deirdre: An’ then another drink. An’ another.

Maureen ( accusing): Yer enjoyin’ this Deirdre O’Donnell. Here I am quiverin’ like jelly an’ you’re feckin’ enjoying it.

Deirdre: I can’t wait to get the little sod flutered.

Maureen: But ye have to persuade him to show you the pill and that I should be the wan givin’ it to Dinty.

Deirdre: When ye’s all get back, Maureen, he’ll be eatin’ out o’ me hand.

Maureen: I hope yer hand’s as far as he’ll have got.

Deirdre: Stop worrying, Maureen. Everythin’ ll be grand.

Maureen nods: Well, the die is cast. Mandy will make sure the Archbishop plays his role. No turnin’ back now. Better get Dinty his drink …….

Deirdre: And we’d better get a couple for  the two holy men before they call on the Good Lord for a lightnin’ strike….

Lights fade left stage. Return to right. Michael has just climbed onto the podium. He is clearly nervous but determined to say his piece.

Michael: I don’t often make speeches …..

Chorus: Noo ……o … ooo.  A general cheer

Bill Casey: Thank God for a quiet man.

Phil Smith: I’m glad yer fly is up.

Gloria: Shut up you pair or else I know in which up I’ll be stickin’ the toe of my boot.

Michael: But today, I have to say something.

Phil Smith: Another miracle.

Michael: I hear Conor sayin’ that Dinty is a saint. Now I never been around a saint but I know for sure Dinty ain’t a saint. He swears too much for one. He’s a divil with the ladies for another. Bur there isn’t an ounce o’ harm in that man’s heart. He’s as kind a man as I’ve ever met. So that’s what I have to say to you, Dinty. You’re a dacent man.
He leaves the microphone before anyone realises the speech is over. But his simplicity has moved them. After a moment’s silence, they burst out into a huge cheer. Dinty gets out of his chair and grasps Michael by the hand.

Dinty: There’ll not be many things said today that’ll please me as much as what you just said.

Michael grins. A huge grin which relieves all  the tension that had been building up in him before the speech.

Gloria puts her arms around him and gives him a big hug. The lads all cheer.

Father Brennan and Archbishop Hardisty look a lot more relaxed.

Conor rebounds onto the stage.

Conor: An’ now, for the last speech of the night. 

Groans, cheers.


Let us welcome one of the three musketeers, Mister Mandelieu de Burgh. 

Mandy climbs up on the podium. He is wearing his usual corduroy jacket and trousers and is sporting an even more colourful waistcoat than usual. This is the kind of moment he relishes. The lads give him a big cheer. He puts out his hands to quieten  them.

Mandelieu: Unaccustomed as I am to public speaking …. 
This is greeted with derisive hoots and hollers. Someone yells


G’wan y’oul thespian. Yer lovin’ it.

Mandy beams. Then he turns towards Dinty.

Mandelieu: It is a great honour, sir, to be able to record a few modest accolades to the avalanche of eloquent words of praise which have poured over your head this good night …

He pauses. At first for effect. But as he tries to go on, he finds he can’t. He begins to choke and his voice takes on an audible tremble.

Mandelieu: I, … I, … Dinty. You, you … are the … most …

Maureen (whispers to Deirdre beside her): I can’t believe it. I can’t believe it. He’s overcome.

Deirdre: Jaysus, I hope he doesn’t blow it for us.

Suddenly tears of genuine sorrow start rolling down Mandy’s cheeks.

The crowd is suddenly hushed. They have never seen Mandelieu de Burgh at a loss for words. Charlie McManus sees his friend in trouble, and, quick to react, pushes his way to the front and up onto the little podium. He puts his arms around Mandy who buries his face in Charlie’s shoulder. Charlie turns to the microphone.

Charlie, still holding Mandy’s head to his shoulder,  turns to Dinty.

Charlie: There can be no finer a tribute to you Dinty than having the emotions of this special day render Mandelieu de Burgh speechless. Some might even say it is a bloody miracle.
The crowd laughs. Relieved. Charlie goes on

Charlie: There is no chance that I will be able to match the eloquence of Mandy when it comes to exposin’ the powerful emotions that swell in our throats when we think of what Dinty has meant to us.

He grins ruefully.


We’re sometimes referred to as the three musketeers, Mandy, me and Josser. It was Dinty who gave us the name.  But he didn’t only give us a name. He gave us our dignity when we had none and a home when we didn’t have that either. Take Josser. Now he goes back a long way with Dinty. But after he lost his Annie, he was a wreck. Without Dinty, he would ‘a been lost altogether.  Mandy, well I don’t think Mr. Mandelieu de Burgh would mind one bit in my telling you that Maurice Burke’s connections with the official aristocracy of Ireland or any other country for that matter are tenuous at best. A few years ago he had what those of us who have played losing hands euphemistically call business reverses. But Dinty treated Mandy like the gent he always wanted to be. He made him feel he was the Earl of Ormond. For myself. Well, most of you know my story. An excess of ..ahem…physical exuberance left me stranded as an excommunicated middle aged Christian Brother.

So the truth of the matter is that we could be just three lonely oul’ men. But, because of Dinty, we are a lot more than that. We are the three musketeers.
There is a huge roar from the crowd who had been silent throughout Charlie’s soliliquoy. 

Phil Smith yells out.


Three cheers for the three musketeers.

Bill Casey follows


And three hundred for Dinty McElhinney.

There is thunderous and prolonged applause. Dinty beams happily.

Deirdre finds Charlie and gives him a huge hug. Charlie looks startled but very pleased.

Conor leaps back onto the podium.

Conor: An’ now let the dancin’ begin.

Lights fade. Shift to left stage.

The area is empty except for Harry Tilden who is leaning on the bar with his pint. Even the barman has disappeared. Sheila enters from right looking about her.

Harry: And how’s the wild colonial girl?

Sheila, startled, replies a little hesitantly.

Sheila: She’s doin’ fine. Tom Duggan is hanging on as well.

Then

You’re not who I expected.

Harry: Whom did you expect?

Sheila: I’m not quite sure. You’re Harry Tilden are’nt you, Davy’s brother? The one who works …

Harry: And an old friend of Tom’s. We didn’t see each other much once I went into the office for Wakes.
Sheila: He said you were a good man.

Harry: Not really. It was just a job to me. It was your Tom who persuaded me that maybe there was some people who shouldn’t die at the stroke of a clock.

Sheila: I thought it might have been you who reported him, betrayed him.

She suddenly looks frightened. Says more loudly 


Oh God, is this a set up?

Harry: Shhh, Sheila. Quiet. No, this isn’t a set up. I’m the genuine traitor all right but working for your side. I’ve got what you’re looking for.

He produces a passport. She takes it quickly and stuffs it in her bag,

Sheila: I can’t thank you enough, Harry.

Harry: You don’t have to. Helping Tom is reward enough.

Sheila (tentatively): Do you know ….

Harry: Who informed on Tom? Not at the time I didn’t but I do now. I learned just a couple of days ago.

Sheila: Who? Who…?

Harry: Sshh. Not now. Not another word.

He calls over her shoulder to Michael and Johnny who have just entered.

Harry: Michael, Johnny. Come and join us. The drink’s on Dinty.

Michael ambles over. Johnny follows.

Michael: Thanks Harry.

But his eyes are all for Sheila. Not so obviously, so are Johnny’s.

Sheila: It was a good speech, Michael. Dinty loved it. He meant every word he said to you.

Michael: It’s grand to see you, Sheila..
I’ve missed you.

Sheila: Go on outta that, you big lug. I’d hardly gone a week and you were already steppin’ out with Gloria. Gloria’s a lovely girl. And Dinty is a lucky man having Gloria to attract you around on a regular basis.

Michael: Dinty’s been a good friend to me, Sheila even after ….

Sheila: After what Michael?

Johnny (sneers): After the love of his life buggered off to Australia.

Michael blushes. He is embarrassed.

Harry: Now Johnny boy. That’s neither kind nor called for. Maybe you should give your mouth a rest for a while.

Johnny: I’ll not be told what to do by some gofer from the Ministry for Wakes.

Michael puts his big hand on Johnny’s shoulder. As both a restraint and a gentle warning.

Michael: Johnny. You’ve had enough to drink. You listen to Harry here. You were out of line.

Johnny (belligerently):  What’s the little fart doing here anyway? He’s no friend of Dinty’s.

Michael’s face flushed. He puts his big face close to Johnny’s.

Michael: Now, look it here, Professor, you just shut …..

Sheila jumps in.

Sheila: C’mon you two. This is Dinty’s day, remember. They’re just clearin’ the podium for the Rollickin’ Rockers. Gloria swore she was going to be the one to give Dinty his first whirl. I don’t want to miss this.

Harry laughs.

Harry: Me neither. Let’s not miss this. 
He puts his arm around Sheila and guides her back  towards the dance floor. As they leave, Johnny shakes his finger at  Michael. 
I tell you. They’re up to something, those two. Did you not see her look guilty just as we came in?
Michael: Shut it Johnny. I’m tired of your bitter little mind. I’m going in to watch Gloria and Dinty.

Johnny is left glowering to himself at the bar. 

Lights fade left. Lights right stage.

The Rollickin’ Rockers have taken centre stage and are beating our rhythmic dancing music. Gloria has taken Dinty onto the floor and is doing some fetching swirls about him as Dinty stands and taps his foot, claps his hands and occasionally takes Gloria’s hand to give her  a swirl. The lads and their girl friends  gather round, clapping in time. Dinty is grinning devilishly and loving the attention.  The dance goes on for a couple of minutes. Then, Gloria, feigning exhaustion, stops and gives Dinty a big kiss in the middle of the floor.

Bar


:

______________

:
ring of watchers
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Low lights
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Rollickin’  Rockers






Gloria Dinty
Gloria: Dinty, you’re exhaustin’ me, you oul’ lecher. I need a drink.

She wheels him off the floor which is then immediately occupied by Phil Smith, Bill Casey, Davy Tilden and girl friends dancing in a group.

Aisling grabs Josser’s arm and they join in. Mandelieu stands beaming at the edge of the circle. Charlie McMahon grabs Deirdre and Nuala persuades  Conor to join in. They swirl in a polka rhythm.

There is much whoopin’ and hollerin’.
Then the band breaks into a medley of recognisable tunes, USA, The Walls of Limerick and finally the Gay Gordons.

The group all gather in a circle, arms around neighbour’s backs, and start to whirl.

Maureen grabs Dinty and they join in. There is a mad swing and when the music stops, they all collapse on the floor in a heap.

The music starts up again. More diddly-diddly. Father Brennan and Archbishop Hardisty get up and, arms crooked, do a few whirls. Gloria and Deirdre break in, Gloria takes Father Brennan, Deirdre takes Archbishop Hardisty and, arms linked, they swirl in pairs. Aisling gets Josser up and they swirl too. Partners are changed. There are loud whoops. Bedlam reigns. Someone lets a live cock loose on the floor. Pandemonium reigns but the music continues on.

Lights fade from the dancers who are left in low light on right stage with muted sound. Lights rise on left stage.

Maureen enters with Sheila. Johnny has disappeared.
Maureen (gasping): God help us. Whooo!
Sheila (laughing): I can’t believe it.

Maureen: You can’t believe what?

Sheila: That we’re dancin’ and havin’ fun when …..

Maureen (sobering up) When we’re about to  become criminals.

They laugh nervously.

Sheila: I have it here. The passport.

Maureen: Give it to me. Quick. Before anyone sees you.

Sheila: Hssh. Relax Maureen. No one suspects.

Maureen: I’m a quiver of jelly. I can’t help thinkin’ they all suspect.

Sheila: When will Deirdre go back?

Maureen: Soon. It’s gettin’ to be past seven.

Deirdre enters. She comes up to them. They hold hands.

Sheila: We’re like the three witches.

Maureen: Bubble, Toil and Trouble.

Deirdre (giggles): I suppose you think Sheila’s Bubble, your Toil and I’m …..

Maureen: Jesus, Deirdre, if that feckin’ doctor’s not putty in yer hands by the time we get back, you will be trouble all right. In big trouble.

Deirdre: I’m off now. Have to change.

Deirdre, giving them a wave, leaves by entrance left.

Maureen: She’s lovin’ it. Every minute. Here am I, shakin’ like blancmange, and there she is, cool as cucumber.

Sheila: She’s great.

She looks back towards the dance floor.

Sheila: Promised Dinty a dance. Better get in before you claim the last one. You comin’?
Maureen: In a minute. I need a minute to get my breathin’ down and me nerves calmed.

Sheila: You need a drink, you mean.

Maureen (laughs): I need a drink.

She goes over to the bar as Sheila reenters dance floor. Barman gives her a brandy. She wanders back towards front stage.

Harry Tilden enters. Looking agitated. Spotting her, he comes over.

Harry: Maureen, Mrs. McElhinney, have you seen Sheila?

Maureen: Don’t Maureen me, you, you ……

The nerve of you, the nerve of you turning up at Dinty’s wake.

Harry: I must talk to Sheila.

Maureen: She’s in there.

Motioning towards the dance floor


Dancing what may be will the last dance she ever has with her Dad.


Thanks to you bastards!

Harry: Maureen. Listen to me. I have no time. There’s something you have to know and you have to tell Sheila. I’m Tom’s friend. I’m the one who got the passport.

Maureen  gasps: You, you …. But …

Harry: I know, I know I wasn’t much help to you the other day at Bosco’s. But I knew nothing would change Underthorpe’s mind. But now, I’ve just had a call. From Underthorpe. The informer has been on to him. They know something is up. They’re not sure what, but they know something. He’s called me back to the office.

Maureen: Good Gawd!

Harry: He plans to arrive at the house. Later. To make sure that … well that Mr. McElhinney has passed on. He wants me with him.

Maureen: This is goin’ to ruin everything.

Harry: I don’t know what you are up to but I’ll try to delay him as much as I can It’s the best I can do.

Maureen (whispers): Gawd. I don’t know what we’re goin’ to do.

Then fiercely.


But I’ll think of something!

Harry turns to go.

Maureen: Harry. I’m sorry. Thank you.

Harry: That’s OK, Maureen, OK.

He turns to go again.

Maureen: Harry, who is it? 

Harry: Who is what?

Maureen: You know very well what I mean? Who is the informer?

Harry: You don’t want to know.

Maureen: I do.

Harry hesitates. Looks very uncertain. Then he suddenly makes up his mind.

Harry: Maybe, maybe you’d better. Just in case. But you won’t like it.
He is about to tell her when there is a clang of music from the dance floor drowning out what he says.

Harry: It was… clang …

Maureen goes white. She staggers a bit. 

Maureen: No, no. That can’t be.

Harry tries to console her. She shakes free. 

Maureen: Go, Harry. Go.

Harry leaves left. Mandy enters right.

Maureen: Thank God you’re here.

Mandelieu (with emphasis on are): You are in a state my dear.

Maureen: They know, Mandy. They know somethin’s up. Underthorpe is coming over to the house. To check. To make sure. Oh, Mandy, what are we goin’ to do?

Mandy stares into the distance. Then he looks at Maureen again. He smiles.
Mandelieu: I think, I  think it’s time for the vice to close, my dear. The Archbishop is our trump card. Let Dinty take the sleeping pill, lay him down and I’ll get the Archbishop in for the last rites. He’ll declare it’s all over. Underthorpe will not have the nerve to question him.
Maureen: But the doctor, Mandy, what about the doctor?

Mandelieu: If Deirdre has done her job, he won’t be a factor either. But I must be catch his eminence before he downs too many brandies.

He disappears back to right stage.

As he leaves Michael enters right.

Michael: It’s time Maureen. Time for your dance. And the prayers.

Maureen: I’ll be in in a minute, Michael.

Michael: It’s still all right if the wake goes on after …

Maureen (distracted): Of course it is, Michael. That’s the way Dinty wanted it. We’ll leave a little earlier than planned.

Michael: The lads won’t want to be dancin’ too much. More likely we’ll be sittin’ around tellin’ Dinty stories.

Maureen: You’d be well stayin’ with them Michael. Conor and Nuala and the three muskateers will be coming back to the house along with Sheila and me.

Michael: I’ll say me goodbyes to Dinty, then.

He starts to go back. Then changes his mind. He turns, and goes over to Maureen

Puts his arms around her and weeps.
Lights fade, return to right stage.
The party and the dancing are going full swing. There is general bedlam.

Michael reenters from left. Links arms with Gloria and they do a high stepping whirl.

Lights move across dancers and the band and focus on right corner where Mandelieu de Burgh and the Archbishop are seen in an urgent and one sided conversation.

End Act 2, Scene 2
Act 2, Scene 3. Friday evening.
McElhinney home. The living room. Entrance is to left. Kitchen is through door at back and bedroom through door on right. The living room has a large sofa/couch with a table beside it at one end. On the table sits two glasses, empty, and a half empty bottle of Paddy.  The scene opens with a rather drunk Dr. Moriarty clutching Deirdre as the two of them dance.
The dance consists of a lurching Moriarty who bays ‘Volare’ which is the tune playing on the CD. Deirdre slaps his hand every time it happens to slip down to her behind. 
As is standard custom at all Irish wakes,  the clocks in the room are all stopped and all mirrors are turned to the wall.
Moriarty (sings): $$ Volare,  Volare, de, de, da, de.


Oh my sweet Deirdre. You bring out the best in me …….. $$
He paws her backside again. Deirdre picks his hand off, twirls once out of his grasp and leads him by the hand back to the sofa.

Deirdre: Now Tiger, you just swallow another bit of the good stuff and calm that beast o’ yours down. 
She refills his glass as they sit down. He takes a sip, swills it around with genuine pleasure and sighs as he lets it slip down his throat.
Moriarty:  A tonic, a tonic that stuff is. ‘S no more a tonic o’course, then the sight of yourself was openin’ the door. It brought a warm feelin’ to this lonely old heart.

He is beginning to slur his words and become emotional which he expresses by occasionally breaking into song.

Moriarty:   $$   She came, she saw

                     She captured my heart ….  $$
He tries to focus his eyes on Deirdre’s face but they keep dropping down to her décolletage.

Moriarty:   $$ The most lovely pair I ever saw … an’ I let them …  fly … fly away. $$

He leans close to her.

Moriarty: Deirdre Deirdre, my sunshine. The skies of County Clare have been grey from the day you left …

Deirdre snorts: Go on outa that, you randy oul’ lion. You had forgotten me before the bus  reached the outskirts of Ennistymon.

Moriarty’s eyebrows shoot up:

Moriarty: Forget … forget the beautiful shwan who flew into my pond, captured my heart and left it shattered on the limestone rocks of the Burren!
He has managed to get through a whole speech. He beams. Takes another sip of his whiskey. Deirdre tops off his glass again.
Deirdre: That was a day all right, Eamonn Moriarty. And it wasn’t just to show me the wildflowers that you brought me out to that wilderness now was it?

Moriarty smirks and shakes his head.
Deirdre: An’ you a doctor as well as all your other talents. The state doctor, no less.

Moriarty: Thath’s me …

Deirdre: So tell me, Dr. Moriarty, Eamon, just what have you got in your bag there for tonight?
She picks up the bag, puts it in her lap, and snaps open the top.

Deirdre: C’mon Mr. State Doctor, show Deirdre your tricks.

Moriarty: Tell you what, my dear. I’ll  … hic … show my tricks if … hic … you’ll show me …

He leers

            some of yours.

Deirdre: It’s a deal, Dr. Eamonn.

Moriarty reaches into his bag. Despite his being so drunk, he is surprisingly dexterous when handling his professional gear.

He takes out a syringe and a phial full of a clear liquid.

Moriarty: If the patient’s asleep, already, hic, this here … one squirt does the trick.

Deirdre: An’ what if he’s awake?

Moriarty: Then we use either this pill …

He rummages till he brings out a white pill 

           And put him off to bye byes and then inject him … or …
He rummages again,  this time bringing out a purple pill


Thish one.

He holds up the purple pill 


Which puts him to sleep and stops hish heart in lesh, lesh than a minute.

Deirdre: Good God,  Eamonn. You wouldn’t want to be feckin’ colour blind.

Moriarty: You can even dissholve the purple pill in a drink if you like …

He starts to giggle and drops  the purple pill into his whiskey glass. 


Like thissh.


But my little Deirdre won’t let me drink out of that any more, will she?

               We’ll both have to drink out of yours.

Deirdre, wide eyed, hands him her glass and carefully takes the deadly glass from him. She reaches out to the table to the right of the couch to put it there.

Deirdre: Oh my Gawd, we’d better get rid of this.

But as she does, Moriarty tries to put his arms around her.

Moriarty: Your turn, my beautiful schwan.



Deirdre: This may be the very couch where Dinty’ll be lyin’. It’d be like desecrating holy ground …

But Moriarty is not to be dissuaded.  He moves closer, puts his hand on Deirdre’s knee.

Deirdre: Eamonn, Eamonn Moriarty, will ye stop it. What’ll  they think if they were to come back now and see us …

Moriarty takes a final swig from Deirdre’s glass and then launches himself on top of her. Arms and legs flailing, Deirdre tries to fight him off. They roll off the sofa onto the floor with Deirdre on top and a giggling Moriarty underneath.

At that moment, the front door (left part of stage) opens and in comes Nuala supporting a very inebriated Conor. They don’t see Deirdre and Moriarty who are now hidden by the sofa.

Nuala: Conor Whelan, I told you shouldn’t play those stupid drinking games. You never get it right the first time and you always end up getting plastered. Look at the state you’re in. You’ll disgrace us. Now go lie down there and I’ll look for something to sober you up.

She leaves him hanging onto the back of the couch for support and goes into the kitchen (rear door on stage).

Conor starts to sing:

$$            I’ve been a wild rover

                for many a year 

                and I’ve spent all my money
                on whiskey and beer…. $$

Through unfocused eyes, he suddenly spots the two figures on the floor.Deirdre is trying to untangle herself from Moriarity’s grasp.
Conor: Don’t mind me, you pair. Carry on … hic … If you don’t mind … I’ll just lie down a minute.

He flops onto the sofa. Nuala reenters with a fizzing glass of water. She stops as she sees the dissheveled  Deirdre scrambling up from Moriarty who has fallen fast asleep.
Nuala (raising her eyebrows): Why Deirdre. We didn’t see you when we came in. Just having a bit of  a horizontal, were you?

She peers down at Moriarty. 

Nuala: And who’s the hero?

Deirdre, smoothing out the dishevel.
Deirdre: He’s not the hero. He’s the doctor.

 Nuala: Doctor?
Deirdre: You know, the wan who …

Nuala (incredulous): The one who is meant to be caring for Dinty … to give him the pill, injection, whatever.

Deirdre grins: The very wan.

Nuala: But he’s a disgrace. We can’t have a man in that state looking after Dinty. I’d better telephone the Ministry and tell them to send someone else.

She walks over to the phone. Deirdre runs after her. She has forgotten Moriarty’s whisky glass with its deadly contents.
Deirdre: Nuala, don’t!  … Put down that phone.

Deirdre’s request is not a plea. It is a command.

Nuala slowly lowers the phone.

Nuala: But …

Deirdre: Look Nuala, yer goin’ to have to know anyway.

Nuala: Know what?

Nuala is now very curious. But Deirdre is reluctant to tell her the complete truth. She hesitates.

Deirdre: That Maureen, that Dinty, … Dinty wanted Maureen to be the one to give him the pill.

Nuala (astounded): And Maureen agreed?
She pushes Conor’s legs aside on the couch and sits down on the edge, still holding the alkaselzer drink.

Deirdre: Dinty just wanted family and friends to be present when … He didn’t want no doctors.

Nuala: So that’s why you got the doctor drunk?

Deirdre nods. Just then there is a commotion outside. The family have arrived. Maureen comes in with her arm around a staggering Dinty, followed by Sheila, Mandy, Charlie and a weeping, red eyed but mostly sober Josser. Dinty is singing to himself.
Dinty: It’s time to say   … good bye…. It’s all right. All right. I don’t need support.

He sees Nuala as he pushes Maureen away.

Dinty: What you’re lookin’ at here, Nuala, is a dead man walkin’ …

Nuala: Dinty, don’t say that. It’s not true.
Dinty raises an eye as if to say how could she deny the truth of it.

Josser: I won’t let you go alone, Dinty. I’ll just lie down there on the bed with you and take another pill …

Dinty (gruffly): Don’t be an eejit, Josser. I ain’t been in a bed with a man in me life and I don’t plan to ruin me reputation at this stage.

But he has been moved by Josser’s offer and goes over and puts his arm around him. 

Lights dim in the room except for one spot light throwing an ‘ethereal’ spot light on Dinty and Josser. Everybody else is now very much background.

Josser (croaks): Are you scared, Dinty?

Dinty (nods): O’course, I’m scared, Josser.  I’m ready, but I’m scared. The oul’ windbag Conor had it right.

Josser: You mean that yer a saint like Jasus, Dinty?

Dinty: I mean that I know how scared he must’ve been. And he was good and ready too. Knew what was comin’.

Josser: I’ll stay with you, Dinty. Till the end.

Dinty: Josser, me oul’ friend, I know that. None of the musketeers will be found wantin’ when the cock crows.

He looks over to Conor. Completely out on the couch.

         Unlike that bucko over there who has fallen asleep on me. But you, Mandy, Charlie and my girls …

He stumbles over to Maureen and Sheila. 

Spotlight off. Stage lights back on.

Dinty: You’se  wont let me down.
Sheila and Maureen kiss him.

His eyes  tear up but he gruffly wipes them away with the back of his hand.

Dinty: Now, for Chrissakes, give me the tranquilities. It’s time, time to move on.

Sheila hands him a white pill and a glass. He swallows the pill with a draught of water.

Maureen: Josser, take Dinty into the bedroom. Lie him down and we’ll be in in a minute.
Josser and Dinty exit right stage into bedroom. Maureen looks around. She has a take charge look on her face. She looks at Moriarty on the floor and Conor on the couch.

Maureen: Deirdre O’Donnell, you’re a wonder. I ask you to get a man drunk and ye have two o’ them down.

Deirdre: Conor’s an extra.

Nuala: Sorry, Maureen. But Conor  got caught up in a silly drinking game …

With a start, Deirdre suddenly remembers the deadly glass of whiskey.She picks it up,gingerly, looks around for somewhere to dump it, but finding nowhere convenient, sticks it in Mandy’s hand.

Deirdre: Hang onto this Mandy, and whatever you do, don’t drink it. It’s lethal.
Maureen: An’ this is the good doctor?

Pointing to Moriarty on his back on the floor.

Deirdre: It is. The pills are in his bag. He says he either uses a strong sleeping pill and then an injection or one of the purple pills.
Sheila: The purple pill does the whole job?

Deirdre: He says that’s the best. But if the patient, as he calls him, is already too drunk to take the pill, he uses the injection.

Maureen: Right, Sheila. You take one of them purple pills into the bedroom. Leave the wrapper by the bed.

Sheila: And we persuade Moriarty that Dinty took the purple pill.

Maureen: And that he’s dead.

Deirdre: He’s so flutered that if you do enough keenin’ and wailin’, I can get him to sign the certificate.

She adds: 
        An’ just to make sure he’s good an’ distracted, I arrange for me boobs to be fallin’ out of me dress.

Mandelieu: The Archbishop will play his role as well. 

He sighs.


Somewhat reluctantly, I fear, but he will do it.

Sheila is looking guilty.


Should we have told Da what we’re doing?
Maureen shakes her head: We don’t have enough time  for an argument and now that things may not work  out anyway …  
She leaves the sentence unfinished before going on

But we must hurry.

Deirdre: What’s the hurry. Casanova here isn’t goin’ anywhere soon.

She motions to Moriarty still out on his back.

Maureen: It’s not him I’m worried about. It’s Underthorpe.
Deirdre: The little prick from the Office for Wakes?

Maureen nods: He’s been tipped off.

Sheila: And he’s comin’ to check that the good doctor’s done his job.

Sheila: So we need that certificate signed before he comes.

Maureen: And Dinty outa here. Where the hell is the Archbishop?
Mandelieu: Don’t worry. He will be here momentarily.

Nuala has been listening with slowly increasing horror.

Nuala: My God. You mean … you can’t … you’re going to …

She suddenly clasps her hand to her head and shrieks.

Nuala: And I’m involved. A solicitor. I’ll be disbarred. Oh sweet God Almighty!

Maureen (unsympathetic): Then you’d better make sure we succeed Nuala.. Othewise you’ll be in the dock yourself when you’re defending us.

She turns and walks to the bedroom. Sheila and Deirdre follow.

Nuala wails: An’ what am I meant to do? Stay here till the Ministry for Wakes man arrives?

Maureen: You’re right. Better come with us. We don’t want you goin’ all wobbly if Underthorpe turns up early.

They all go into the bedroom.

As they enter the bedroom, Maureen dims the lights. A minute goes by. Then Moriarty

begins to stir. He looks about him, shakes himself and slowly stumbles to his feet. He sees the prostrate Conor lying on the couch. Remembers what he is there for. Goes over to him. Takes his pulse. Looks at his watch.

Moriarty (to himself): So you’re my man. Couldn’t be more peaceful! I’ll have you on your way now in a minute. I’ll just get the syringe.
He begins to hum to himself as he stumbles over to his bag. Opens it, takes out his syringe. Roots around and brings out a bottle. He puts the syringe into the bottle and draws out a vial of clear liquid. Goes over to Conor. Makes the sign of the cross. Takes his arm to inject him. Just as he squirts a small bit of the liquid out to clear the air, Deirdre and Nuala reenter the living room.

Deirdre: C’mon Eamonn, wake up … 

She stops. She and Nuala suddenly see Moriarty bending over Conor about to deliver a lethal injection.

Nuala screams.

Maureen and Sheila come running back into the room. Mandy and Charlie follow. Mandy is still holding the deadly glass. Maureen flicks on the lights.
Nuala (to Moriarty): You can’t. You can’t. Stop. Stop.

Moriarty is taken aback. His reactions are still slow. Then he smiles, resigned. He totters a bit.

Moriarty: Calm yourself dear. Calm yourself. He won’t feel a thing. Just slip away.

He says to the other horrified women

         Often get this reaction from the distraught wife. Take care of her, will you?

He turns back to Conor.

Deirdre shrieks: Eamonn, you oul’ eejet. That’s not Dinty McElhinney. Stop, stop this minute.

Moriarty sways on his feet.

Moriarty: Ah la belle Deirdre. A soft heart along with all your other qualities … wonderful. Be with you in just a minute.

He leans down and draws back Conor’s sleeve. Nuala hurls herself at him. They collapse on the floor. The other ladies rush to help.  They are all rolling around on the floor  trying to 

remove the deadly syringe from Moriarty without getting themselves stabbed  with it.

Josser comes to the door of the bedroom and peers into the living room to see what all the commotion is about. 
At that moment, there is a loud hammering on the front door.

There is a strangled roar from among the group wrestling on the floor and Moriarty begins to go limp. The women peel themselves off him and pull themselves to their knees. They are horrified by what they see.
Moriarty is lying flat on his stomach on the floor with a great syringe sticking out of his right buttock. He gives a final twitch and then lies still. 

Collectively, they gasp: 


Oh, my Gawd.

They all struggle to their feet. The hammering on the door gets louder. They hear Underthorpe’s voice.

Underthorpe: Open up, Mrs. McElhinney. In the name of the States of Europe and Ireland, I command you to open this door.

Maureen, Sheila and Deirdre are absolutely crestfallen. Nuala is terrified. Maureen

slowly goes over to the door. Opens it. Underthorpe rushes in. Harry Tilden walks in behind him. He glances at Maureen with a small shrug of apology as if  to say he tried to delay Underthorpe as long as he could.

Underthorpe: Where is he, Mrs. McElhinney? Where is he?

Then he notices Moriarty in his dishevelled state lying on the floor. He does not seem to notice the syringe sticking out of his bum but rather looks at him with a mixture of disgust and scorn.
Underthorpe (to no one in particular): Mr.McElhinney has taken his pill? 

Before anyone can answer, there is another hammering at the door.  In strides Archbishop Hardisty. As he does, Josser quietly disappears back into the bedroom.

Deirdre suddenly seizes the moment.

Deirdre: There you are, your eminence. Your timing couldn’t be better. You’re just in time to administer last rites.

She moves over to Hardisty, taking him by the hand and pulls him towards the bedroom.  She yells over her shoulder at Underthorpe.

Deirdre: Now if you’ve any sense of dignity, Mr. Underthorpe, you’ll let the Archbishop do his  business in private.
Small gleams of hope appear in the eyes of Maureen and Sheila. But they are quickly dashed.
Underthorpe: Wait. If you don’t mind, Mrs. O’Donnell, Mr. Tilden and I will go in with you and the Archbishop.
Harry: Sir, you don’t think a little privacy …

Underthorpe: Privacy, these people do not deserve any considerations. I have had information that they are deliberately attempting to contravene the law of the state …

Maureen loses it. She suddenly picks up Nuala’s handbag that has been lying on the floor beside the sofa and whacks Underthorpe
Maureen: Don’t talk to me and my family like that you little bureaucratic bastard …

Underthorpe, afraid, stumbles back but then slowly realises that he has gained the upper hand.

Underthorpe (sneers): And, Tilden, if anything proves I’m right, it is the reactions of Mrs. McElhinney here. In fact, before we check on Mr. McElhinney, I’ll take the precaution of asking you, Mrs. McElhinney, for your passport.

Maureen, utterly defeated, shoulders dropped, slowly  walks over to the desk by the kitchen door, takes out her passport and hands it to Harry Tilden.

Underthorpe smirks: Thank you, Mrs. McElhinney. You may apply to my office in due course for its return.

And now Tilden, Archbishop, let us check on Mr. McElhinney. He took the purple pill, what, about ten minutes ago. He should have nearly passed on by now.

Deirdre: You cruel little prick. Not lettin’ Maureen in with him …

Underthorpe merely smiles again. Walks into bedroom, followed by  and Tilden.

The Archbishop had been just about to follow them when he spies the drink in Mandy’s hand.

Archbishop (glowering, hisses at Mandy): I’m not sure what you’ve got me into you phony little aristocrat, but, whatever it is, I’m going to need this more than you. With that he snatches the drink from Mandy’s hand and downs it in one gulp.

Mandelieu (genuinely horrified):  … Don’t … 

Archbishop (making a face): Ychh!  I was expecting brandy. Might o’ known the likes of you would be drinking cheap whiskey.

He turns on his heel and strides into the bedroom.

Mandy, speechless for the second time that day, just stands and stares after him.
Maureen, Sheila and Deirdre look at each other, utterly defeated and dejected. Tears quietly flow down their cheeks. Deirdre puts her arms around Maureen. She tries to whisper some encouragement. She has not noticed  that the Archbishop has drunk the lethal mixture.
Deirdre: Maybe the Archbishop will do something. Maybe he’ll feed the pulse and tell Underthorpe  he’s already dead.

Sheila: And if Underthorpe finds out he’s still breathin’?
Maureen (sobs): They’ll inject him. They’ll come out and get  Moriarty and inject him.
They look at the motionless form of Moriarty on the floor.
Deirdre: I don’t think Eamonn Moriarty will be injectin’ anyone in this life again.

Conor begins to stir on the couch. He sits up. He sees Nuala.

Conor: God, Nuala, I had the most terrible dream.

Nuala puts her arms around him.

Conor: The grim reaper came for Dinty and took me instead.

He shakes his head. Then he notices the looks on the other’s faces.

Conor: Jesus, what’s the matter? What’s going on?

Nuala: Sshh, Conor. The wake is over. They’re just checkin’ Dinty.

Conor: For what? Who?

Deirdre: To see if he’s dead, you moron. Now, shut up.

The bedroom door opens. Underthorpe walks out, followed by Harry Tilden. Harry is looking at Maureen. Underthorpe is looking very pleased with himself.

Underthorpe: I’m pleased to report all went well. Another successful passing. Unfortunately, however, the Archbishop seems to have fallen asleep on us. He’s had a long day, I suppose.
Maureen (sobs): Did Dinty say anything?

Harry: They often mutter some things. But it doesn’t mean much.

Underthorpe (triumphant: wanting to stick the sword in further): But Mr.  Tilden, he was very clear. And we should certainly tell Mrs. McElhinney. Maureen is your name, is it not?

Maureen nods.

Underthorpe: He didn’t say that name. He just kept calling for Annie. In fact he kept saying ‘Annie, Annie, I’m coming’. His first wife, perhaps.
He looks around the faces of the women, first Deirdre, then Sheila, then Maureen.

Surprise, shock registers on all of them.

Then a dawning  of understanding. They try to control the blaze of hope in their eyes.

Nuala interrupts: But isn’t Annie, …… Ouch!

Deirdre has delivered a swift kick in Nuala’s shins. To cover Nuala’s yelp she immediately starts to wail and keen. Maureen and Sheila take their cues and also wail loudly. Mandy is still speechless but Brother Charles McMahon breaks into a loud recitation of the Lord’s prayer.
Underthorpe smirks, pleased with himself. He motions to Harry Tilden that they should leave. As soon as the front door closes after them the women all rush to the bedroom.

End of Act 2, Scene 3
Act 2, Scene 4.    Monday, March 25th.

Bosco’s. Maureen and Deirdre are preparing for the lunchtime rush. The radio is on.
Announcer: This is the twelve o’clock news.


In the aftermath of the tragic deaths of Archbishop Hardisty and the State’s doctor from County Clare, Dr. Eamonn Moriarty, the government has decided the revisit the implementation of its voluntary euthanasia policy. Today in the Dail, it is believed that the Minister for Wakes … …

Maureen: Will ye turn that feckin’ thing off, Deirdre. I don’t think I can bear any more of this. My heart’s still palpitatin’.

Deirdre: It’s been quite a few days.

Maureen: I’ll love that man forever.

Deirdre: Poor oul’ Josser.

Maureen: Gave his life for his friend, Josser did.

Deirdre: But if ever I saw a dead man smile, it was Josser. He was with his Annie.

Maureen: Looked a lot more at peace than Dinty did. … 

Deirdre: Shoved under the bed.

Maureen: I never knew Josser had it in him. To think so quick.

Deirdre: He was listen’ at the door when we were going over the plan … 
Maureen: Then, when Underthorpe came in, he realised it wasn’t goin’ to work …

Deirdre: So he took the purple pill I had taken out of the package …

Maureen: Dumped Dinty off the bed and pushed him under it …

Deirdre: An’ then lay down on the bed himself. To die.

Maureen  shakes her head in wonder.

Maureen: Amazin’ how you can underestimate a man.

Deirdre: A man who really wants to do something is hard to stop.

Maureen: I can’t help feelin’ a bit sorry for the Doctor and the Archbishop.

Deirdre: Don’t. Eamonn was an executioner and the Archbishop a protector of child molesters. They got what they deserved.

Maureen chortles: An’  did you see the self satisfied smirk on the little prick Underthorpe’s face when he came out.
Deirdre: ‘Specially when he was tellin’ you Josser’s dyin’ words.

Maureen: That Harry Tilden. He knew all along, didn’t he ? 
Deirdre: You coulda’ knocked me down with a fart when you told me he was helpin’ …

Maureen: I heard from Sheila again, this morning. 
Deirdre: They got to Australia? Thanks be to God.
Maureen: An’, thanks be to God, her Tom is still hangin’ on.

Deirdre: Maybe a second miracle.

Maureen (wistfully): Maybe a second miracle. Wouldn’t that be grand?
She is quiet for a brief moment. Then her face breaks into a grin.

Maureen: Talkin’ of miracles, you know what Dinty said when he woke up on  the plane.

Deirdre: No but he looked a sight getting’ on it. Tranquilised and made up to look younger. He looked like … you know, that fella who was in them silent pictures …

Maureen: Charlie Chaplin?

Deirdre: That’s the one. But what did Dinty say?

Maureen: He wakes  up, thoroughly discombobulated, and the first thing he says was ‘I never knew  Ryanair flew to heaven’.

Deirdre laughs.

Maureen: An Sheila pats his hand and says ‘They fly everywhere, Da’. Now you go back to sleep.’ An’ Dinty shakes his head. ‘Not if  they’re Ryanair, they don’t says he ‘They’ll most likely be touchin’ down in Purgatory an’ we’ll have to get the bus in’.

Maureen laughs as well.

Deirdre: Dinty’s humour was resurfacin’ … but he must have been in shock.

Maureen: He got over it real quick when Sheila told him about his grandson. Over the moon, he was.

Deirdre looks tenderly at Maureen.

Deirdre: You will be able to go? 

Maureen: I’ll give Michael and Gloria a few days help with the pub. They’re goin’ to be takin’ it over. Probably next week.
Deirdre: Next week? But you don’t have a passport.

Maureen (smiling to herself): Oh, but I do.

Deirdre: I thought the little shite took it.

Maureen: He took the one given to me by Harry at the wake.

Deirdre (thoroughly confused): I thought the wan he gave you was for Dinty.

Maureen: He did. But he made up another wan for me when he heard Underthorpe was comin’ round to the house. He knew  the little shite would take me passport.
Deirdre: But how did he have time to get a photograph an’ all.

Maureen: He didn’t. He just made up the details and stuck in a photograph he had of an oul’ wan that he said looked  like me. He figured Underthorpe wouldn’t examine it too close.

Deirdre: Well, Jasus. That was quick thinkin’. Was it anyone we know? In the photograph.

Maureen (mischieviously): None other than the wife of that awful king.

Deirdre (animated): You don’t mean … 

Maureen: No,  the other wan. Probably more like me, wouldn’t you think?

Deirdre starts to laugh.

Deirdre: So Underthorpe now has three dead bodies in the morgue and a forged passport  locked up in his safe.

Maureen (sarcastic): A good week’s work. He’ll probably get a promotion.

Deirdre: From what the man on the radio said, he’ll probably  get a right good  bollockin’.

There is a brief silence. 

Deirdre: There must o’ been an informer.

Maureen (tears suddenly gathering in her eyes): There was.

Deirdre: You know? Who?

Maureen (bursts into tears): It were my Johnny. How could he? How could he? Me own darlin’ son. An informer.
Deirdre’s eyes  widen. But she says nothing. 
Maureen: He was always that bit jealous of Tom.

She continues to weep silently. Then she stops, gathers herself. 

Maureen: Well nothin’  ever ends up perfect.

She sniffs.

There is a loud hammering on the door. Deirdre looks out. She grins back at Maureen.

Deirdre: It’s Dandy and Charlie. 
She runs to the door and opens the lock. Mandy and Charlie enter with big grins on their faces. 
Charlie picks Deirdre up and gives her a whirl. Deirdre squeals with delight.
Mandelieu gives his moustache a twist. He beams.
Mandelieu: Good morning, my wonderful fellow conspirators. A truly great day even if we are in mourning for our fallen comrade. A true hero,  Josser Reilly.  A true hero.  Dumas would have been proud.

In unison, Maureen, Deirdre and Charlie say Amen to that.

Deirdre and Charlie still have their arms around each other.

Maureen looks over at Mandy.

Maureen: Would you look at that pair?  As unlikely a coupling as yer likely to see.

Mandelieu: It looks to me, Maureen, that our friends are about to take an almighty leap back to the land of the monogamous. Yet another miracle, wouldn’t you say?

They all laugh.
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