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DONNY. Where did you get this cat?

DAVEY. Ah, just off somebody.

DONNY. It does have a tag. What's its name, now...?

DAVEY. Sir Roger.

MONNY. Sir Roger. That's a funny name for cat.

DNYVEY. It is. It was probably some mental dase named thar cat.
DONINY. Wil I take his name tag off, Day¢y? Else thatd give the
game \way straight off. \\

DAVENX Take it off; aye, else Padraicd be reading it and know
straight ¢ by the name it wasn't dqmmﬁ; homas. That was intelli-
gent thinkfie S
UOZZN

Donny. £
cnow well it was. 1 dén't need your opinion on my
intelligencient]
board left.)

RQUSnESs. (Donny \m?..ﬁ the name tag on 1o & cup-
X, M
DAVEY. (Pause e couldctell him Wee Thomas has a disease

%

DAVEY. And smell ofhoe polish.
DONNY. Do you atd work, Davey?

DAVEY. No. & %.
DONNY. Whatdid you fecking say it for, so?
DAVEY. Just §8r the sake of i Donny. (Donny tuts.) Was that

true, Donny, 2 yout you trampling, on your mam, now?

DONNY. %@s&i&. ) 1 was exaggerating a biteen.
was thinking. A

¢ 1 did kick her once bur thatyvas all 1 did.

¥. 1 was thinking. Your mamd Have to have done some-

thing/awful wrong for you to go trampling ker. I love my mam.

Lovg her more than anything. Love her Thore than anything.

(Donny is almost running out of shoe polish. ux\,.wyn.& is less than half |

mmw«é&. looking completely ridiculous.) Mm. 1 doWike the smell of
shoe polish, I do.

DONNY. The same as that, I do. (The two of them s
bands deeply,) It does make you want to eat it.
DAVEY. It does. Have you ever tried it?

DONNY. When I was young.

DAVEY. The same as that. Isnt it coarse?
DONNY. It is. And they know what you've been doing be the

their black
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And then they laugh at you.

Aye. (Pause. y There we go, now ... (He fnishes polish-
G holds him up high in the air for Dg#fy 1o see.) What
do you think, Mgvey? Will we get away with

Jor a few moments. .

DAVEY. Hell put a%y

brains we have.

//SCENE FIVE

Roadglde. Night. Christy, Brendan and Joey, who sits h.wﬁm_s

Jrofft the other two. Christy eats beans from a can. All have
Yorthern Irish accents.

Stav

CHRISTY. Come over and eat some beans, you.

JOEY. I don’tcat beans with fellas the likes of ye.
BRENDAN. The babby’s going crying now.

JOEY. I'm not going crying either.

CHRISTY. Don't start arguing again, you two.

BRENDAN. Shitting his knickers at the job he has in hand.

JOEY. Shitting me knickers? D i
see if they're mrmmnn " s? Do you want to see me knickers to

BRENDAN. Idon!

JOEY. No shit is there at all in my knickers. 've the balls to take
on any feck. No matter how big or grand. But whar I don’t have
H.&ODH w.x:\n to go out of me way to pick on wee fellas 'm gnuﬂv“
times bigger than and who are unarmed, and who never will be
armed because they have no arms. Just paws.

Ommam,ﬁﬁ We none of us enjoyed today’s business, Joey-o, but
hasn't the plan worked? And like the fella said, “Don’t the ends jus-
tify the means?” Wasn't it Marx said that, now? I think it émm.v

BRENDAN. It wasn't Marx, no.




CHRISTY. Who was it then?
BRENDAN. I don’t know, now. It wasn't Marx is all I'm saying.
CHRISTY. Oh, Brendan, you're always cutting people down and
saying who didn't say things. A fool can say who.didn’t say things.
It takes intelligence to put your neck on the line and say who did
say things. ‘
BRENDAN. I suppose it does, but it wasnt Marx, is all ’'m saying.
CHRISTY. So who was it then?
BRENDAN. I dont know!
CHRISTY. It was some feck to do with Russia!
BRENDAN. It may have been, and it probably was. It sounds like
something them fecks would say. What I'm saying, Christy, it wasn'
fecking Marx, now!
CHRISTY. There’s no talking to this fella. -
BRENDAN. Not on the subject of quotes, no.
JOEY. (Pause.) Ye've changed the subject on me.
CHRISTY. What was the subject?
JOEY. Battering in the head of an innocent cat was the subject! I
don’t remember agreeing to batter cats when I joined the INLA.
BRENDAN. What cat did you batter? Me and Christy battered
that cat without a lick o’ help from you.
JOEY. Being associated with cat battering, 'm saying.
BRENDAN., Well, don't claim credit for battering a cat you never
lifted a finger to batter.
JOEY. I won't claim credit for battering 2 cat, because there is no
credit in battering a cat. Barttering a cat is easy. There’s no guts
involved in cat bartering. That sounds like something the fecking
British'd do. Round up some poor Irish cats and give them a blast
in the back as the poor devils were trying to get away, like on

Bloody Sunday.
BRENDAN. They never shot cats on Bloody Sunday, did they,
Christy?

JOEY. It's the same principle 'm saying, ya thick.

BRENDAN. Oh, the same principle. -

JOEY. I'd’ve never joined the INLA in the first place if I'd known
the battering of cats was to be on the agenda. The INLA has gone
down in my estimation today. Same as when we blew up Airey
Neave. You can’t blow up a fella just because he has a funny name.
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It wasn't his fault.
CHRISTY. Why don’t you form a splinter group, so, like oul Mad
Padraic?
BRENDAN. Aye. The Irish National Being Nice To Cats Army.
JOEY. 1would. Only I know you two'd Eocmc me away for it, u.mﬂwn
probably killing me goldfish first!
BRENDAN. Sure, you've no goldfish, Joey.
JOEY. 1 was making a fecking comparison!
HOIEm.HK Q.thQ /MM none of us enjoyed killing that cat, Joey-o.
was near crying meself, even as I brought me gun swinging down
the fourth and fifth times, and the Eoom%m?mﬁm%m out om rm.: But
hasn'’t it worked? Haven't we lured the Madman of Aran home to
where never once will he be looking behind him for that bolt from
the blue he knows is some day coming? It won't be so quick then
he'll be to go forming splinter groups, and knocking down fellas like
poor Skank Toby, fellas who only do the community a service, and
do they force anybody to buy their drugs? No. And don'’t they pay
us a pound on every bag they push to go frecing Ireland for them?
Isnt it for everybody we're out freeing Ireland? That’s what Padraic
doesnt understand, is it isn't only for the school kids and the oul fel-
Fm and the babes unborn we're out freeing Ireland. No. It’s for the
junkies, the thieves and the drug pushers too!

_ JOEY.  Aye. And for the cat batterers on top of it! (Brendan and

poin
CHRIS o ined it!
W BRI . you ruined it}

#"at each other. Sure, we're all

friends here. ,. ‘
CHRISTY. I thought w&gere friends, aye, but th 1 k

ﬁ &nmmmmbm, dead cats § the eqgtion. v P e o e
%.WMWH m sorpaChristy. | have a¥gpndness for cats is all. I'm sorry.

TY#Tou want to get your prigties right, boy. Is ith

cats org®1t an Ireland free we're after? Wy B boy B RRY
JOEY. Its an Ireland free, Christy. Although%g like a combination
of the two. ﬁm&nﬁq cocks his gun.) Its an IreMnd free, Christy.
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