SCENE THREE

s b1 ide.down and

lane. Davey has bis bike propped “%.n&m .
MNMM&MM\ .BMM\%&&WN.B its tyres. Distinctive S\\.NN.N:NW shots
from an air rifle begin 10 sound, one of them hitting DE\N
in the cheek, making him dive down behind his bike, the

others bouncing off the bike isself.

DAVEY. A, ya fecker, Mairead! Ya big fecker, you! You got me in
the check there! (The shooting stops, Davey whimpering.)
MAIREAD. (Off) In the cheek, _wc ie? _
ld’ve had me fecking eye out! .
%&oﬂ%““ﬁxw ) That was the object, to have %ow.n manr_wvm
ve fai . (Mairead is a girl of sixteen or so, slim, pretzy,
eye out. I've failed now. (; irl of ixteen o7 ) S 1o
ith close- ed hair, army trousers, white T-shirt, sungia
M\M\PM QMM. m‘“.\a%mw&x& starts kicking Davey’s bicycle into the ditch as he gets
ning bis bloody cheek.) .
WBV@«MQ:&MNMR&BAW maWEzm bike alone, now! Is it not azo:mrm Mﬁw:
hoot me in the face, let alone battering me bicycle on top of it?
WHEEU. No, it’s not enough! It’s not enough at all for your
e i 2! Leave me fecking bike,
Y. What fecking crimes, ya lube?! Leave
W%M;mmmm shoves Mairead away from the bike. h\.\m \MN.NN.Q to the NS&S“
then slowly picks herself up, cocks her gun and aims it as vath \Mmﬂ
Hands raised,) 1 didnt mean to push you Hrm_n hard, Mairead,
i ’ 1 I'll be telling Mam on ya!
ﬁm.\/wa.xmﬁw A”Vrcom& m:a& tell 7@5.5, only you'll have to tell her
with no eyes! v
’s got into your mad head at all? . o
%%%MWMO“ nmw you rammed to skitter this morning is
g i mad head at all. .
W_M/H\meﬂmﬁwaﬂm I rammed no cat at all! How did you hear that
story? .
MAIREAD. The news it was on.
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DAVEY. It was on no news, and when do you ever watch the news
unless there’s been a bomb in England gone off you can laugh o'er?
MAIREAD: A litde bird did tell me, so.
DAVEY. Well, if he told you I did -anything other than ride along
slow and see a dead cat in the road and pick it up gentle and run
it into Donny’s then that little bird is a dirty fecking liar and I'll
say it to that bird’s fecking face. (Pzuse.) That was the entire of it,
Mairead. Sure, I have as much concern for the cars of this world
as you do, only I don’t go around saying it, because if I went
around saying it they'd call me an outright gayboy, and they do
enough of that with me hairstyle. (Muiread lowers the gun and idles
around,) Youd have blinded your brother over a dead cat.
MAIREAD. I would. Without a question.
DAVEY. And then you say you're not mad.
MAIREAD. T'm not at all mad.
DAVEY. 1 could round up ten cows with only one eye would
disagree. .
MAIREAD. Don't keep bringing them cows’ eyes up! Them cows’
eyes was a political protest!
DAVEY. Against cows? Sure, what have cows done?
MAIREAD. Against the fecking meat trade, and you know well!
DAVEY. I cant see how- shooting cows in the eyes is going to do
any damage to the meat trade, now,
MAIREAD. - Of course you can’t, because youre a thick. Don’t
you know that if you take the profit out of the meat trade it'll col-
lapse in on itself entirely, and there’s no profit at all in taking ten
blind cows to market, I'll tell ya. There’s a loss. For who would
want to buy a blind cow?
DAVEY. No one.
MAIREAD. No one is right. So in those circumstances I did see

cows as valid targets, though. my thinking has gone full tilt since
then, and they are valid targets no longer.

“ DAVEY. Apye. It’s only wee lads and their bicycles you see as valid

targets nowadays.

MAIREAD. If they're suspected of doing damage to cats it is, aye.
DAVEY. ‘Well, I was doing no damage to that cat. [ was trying to
help that cat, and help Donny 100, and amn’t I still trying to help
Donny, running arse-faced errands P'm a dead man if | fail in.
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MAIREAD. What errands?
DAVEY. He’s got me roaming the country to mn& a black car
identical to his Wee Thomas, so that ir.nb Padraic roars ronww_n m:
high noon tomorrow it won't be a cat with a half a head we'll be

ing in his arms. .
mEFQWWmWV:G.& Sure, do you think Padraic’s thick? v .
DAVEY. What we're banking on is that Padraic’s as thick as a
mongo fecking halfwit. (Mairead pokes his bloody cheek.) .
E%ﬂmgﬁu Don't be saying mongo halfwit about a brave son o
Erin, now, David! o N

L1 't be, Mairead. . . .

W\HKW/H\MM\/UWOHW&BF& be able to tell the &_.mmnw straight oMm
between a cat that’s his and a car that isn’t. Sure, isn’t he a second-

i he age of twenty-one, sure? . o
_%MMWMMWH MMM wnmv M%n, a second-licutenant. In his own brain if

Ise. .
DEOEWWan..\MUm.n Sure, every cat has its own separate wnan:&_? mcmwv
not to mention its eyes and its miaow. Look at my Sir Wommﬂ. ir
Roger has a different personality to any cat. Any cat I've ever known,

ays ... .
W%K Aye. He's a snooty little W_.Hnﬂ.

MAIREAD. He's no snooty little bitch. .

DAVEY. He’s a snooty bitch and he tore two of me X-mern comics

the other day and on purpose ...

MAIREAD. Good on Sir Roger, so.

DAVEY. So don't be defending him.

MAIREAD. I will do what I ,S.mr.

DAVEY. Is me cheek still bleeding?

MAIREAD. It is. o .
__(Quietly,) Ya feck| (Davey sets up bis bike again and starts
pumping it as before. Mairead idles, swinging her gun around her fin-
gers and singing “The Dying Rebel.”) . i
MAIREAD. (Singing.) “The last I met was .m&:bm rebel ... 7
DAVEY. Ar, don' be singing your fool fecking rebel songs again,

iread! .
D§o€. Wzgmzﬂnvw (Singing.) “Kneeling low I heard him say, God Enmm
my home in dear Cork City, God bless the cause for dr_nr I die. ]
Uwﬂy/\m‘&. (Singing over her last line — Motorbead.) “The ace o
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spades! The ace of spades!” ( Christy, Northern Irish, in a dark suit,

sporting an eye-parch, enters right, walking along the road. He stops
as hes about to pass the two.)

CHRISTY. Howdo?

DAVEY. Howdo?

CHRISTY. That’s a nice wee gun.

MAIREAD. It gets the job done.

CHRISTY. (7o Davey.) I've seen you somewhere before, I'm
thinking.
DAVEY. I don't know if you have or you haven’t.

CHRISTY. Today, eveh, it may've been. I remember your girly
hair. (Davey turs.) Weren't you the fella I saw rode over the cat on
the road this morning?

DAVEY. I rid over no cat! (Muiread backs off, stern-faced, sits on a

rock stage left and stares at Davey throughout. Davey is aware of this,
nervous.)

CHRISTY. Did you not, now? I must be mistaken, so.
DAVEY. I rode up 10 a cat, slow, and when I saw he was in a bad

way I ran him into the fella he belongs to to try and save him, as
fast as me legs could carry me.

CHRISTY. The fella whose he is must've been upset.

DAVEY. He was upset. And the cat isn't even his either, It’s another
fellas.

CHRISTY. Is that fella upser?

DAVEY. He will be tomorrow when he gets home. He thinks it’s
only poorly. It isn’t poorly. It’s buried in his potatoes.

CHRISTY. Uh-huh. What time will this other fella be home?
DAVEY. Uh ... twelve, I think, Aye, twelve. ( Christy nods and
begins to walk off stage lefs.)

CHRISTY. All the best to yous.

DAVEY. Fella? Will you tell me sister you were wrong when you
said I rid over that cat? Isnt it right you only saw me ride up to i,
slow, like, if anything at all you saw?

CHRISTY. (Pause.) 1 was brought up be Jesuits. And the thing
the Jesuits tell you, “It’s a terrible thing to go lying.” Of course, a
fellas eyes can often play tricks on him, especially when he only
has one eye, but as sure as shite I'd swear you aimed for that cat’s
head full-pelt, then near enough reversed on the fecker, I’ll be see-
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