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APT acknowledge that we live and create on unceded lands. 

We pay our respects to the First Peoples of Australia, and to their Elders past, 
present and future.
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For Mum. 
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CHARACTER LIST 

DEIRDRE. Northern Irish. 18, then 28. 

NIAMH. Northern Irish. 17, then 28.  

JIMMY. Northern Irish. 18, then 29. 

MARY. Northern Irish. 18, then 29. 

CONOR. Northern Irish. 18, then 28. 

HARRY. English. 30. 

HIM. Australian. 25. (Doubled with JIMMY) 

HER. Northern Irish. 22. (Doubled with DEIRDRE) 

Playwright’s Note 

I encourage the producer to collaborate with artists from diverse backgrounds in the 

realisation and presentation of this work. The cast should reflect the diversity of modern 

Australia and need not be limited to naturalistic casting choices. 
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Part 1: MIDSUMMER 

1977. A border town in County Tyrone, Northern Ireland. 

DEIRDRE, NIAMH, JIMMY, CONOR and MARY sit by the river, around a finished 

picnic. It's the twilight of a long June day. There's a bonfire burning low.  

DEIRDRE Alright, I’ve got one. When I was little, I sometimes used to see people that 

others couldn’t see. Usually I’d just see them briefly, like an old farmer 

walking past the front gate, or a wee girl splashing in puddles as we drive by. 

But there was this one figure I’d see again and again; a woman, standing 

perfectly still by the river, right over there. She'd stand and just... stare, out 

across the way. I'd see her down here every now and then from inside the 

house, you know, through that bay window at the top of the stairs? But the 

weird part is, if ever I came outside to look for her, she’d be gone.  

I told myself she was just one of the mad McGintys or something, playing 

tricks like? I tried pointing her out to mammy once or twice, but I swear, she 

couldn't see her. Honestly you can ask. Said I was making up stories.  

Christ, shut UP, I’m getting there! So then, one day Manus and I are playing 

down by the burn over there, catching tadpoles or something... did I never tell 

you this?  

I fell in. Manus says I lost my footing, but if I know the bastard, he pushed 

me. There’d been a storm the day before, so the current was fierce strong- no, 

I’m not exaggerating! I can’t swim anyway so I was like, you know, well 

fucked. The currents pulling me down and I am, swear to God, a hair’s breadth 

from dying, when all of a sudden, I’m being dragged out again. So then I’m 

lying there, waiting for Manus to start laughing at me, but when I look up, he's 

not there. He’d run back to the house for help. Nearly shat his pants 

apparently. Fact is, there was nobody there at all. But you wanna know where 

I was laying? The exact spot where I've been seeing her stand for years. The 

ghost. 

Long pause. 

MARY screams and everyone jumps. CONOR has brushed MARY's neck with a 

feather.  

MARY Conor you absolute bastard. 

CONOR What? Didn't scare you with a wee feather, did I? 

MARY 

If you touch me again I swear to all the  

saints in heaven you will leave this night 

with one hand. 

CONOR   

Ach, it was just a joke, / you mad woman, 

dry your eyes. 

NIAMH (To DEIRDRE) Class story Dee. I’ve got goose bumps. 
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DEIRDRE It’s this place, I always feel strange out here. 

 

JIMMY You know we’re not far from that old druid tomb, the one behind McNamara's 

top field. Maybe that’s / why you- 

 

CONOR You've all gone daft, there's no ghosts in Dunabeg. And if there were, they 

wouldn't be hiding out in oul’ McNamara's second-best field.  

 

MARY Sure, if there were dead druids up there, he'd probably have them dug up by 

now to make way for spuds. 

 

JIMMY I'm telling you. It's well old. Ancient, like. 

 

DEIRDRE  

Right, like there's been druid ruins in town  

our whole lives and this is the first I'm  

hearing about it? 

NIAMH  

Are you sure you're not...? (To CONOR)  

Maybe he's thinking of that wee well  

down in Finn McNamara's backyard there?

 

JIMMY I swear on me nan's grave. 

 

MARY Well what did she look like, the ghost? Did she have clothes from, like, the 

olden days? 

 

DEIRDRE I don't remember. I never saw her again after that. 

 

MARY Do you think she moved on; you know, got her wings? Like in that... ah Jesus, 

what's the name of that Christmas film they play every year? 

 

NIAMH  

Do you reckon that’s what happens; ghosts 

are just people waiting to move on? 

 

JIMMY  

(To NIAMH) I think that’s one  

for Father Finnegan. 

 

 

CONOR  

Frosty the Snowman? 

 

MARY  

(To CONOR) No you daft bastard, not  

Frosty the Snowman 

 

CONOR Alright you don't have to go getting your knickers in a knot. 

 

MARY Don't go bringing my knickers into this, Conor Fogerty. 

 

JIMMY Please, there are delicate ears listening! 

 

He tries to cover DEIRDRE's ears. 

 

DEIRDRE Fuck off would you, I'm only six months younger that you! 

 

JIMMY Aye, but I'm a lifetime wiser. 

 



 5 

NIAMH However much a stallion you are James, I think you'll find Deedle's seen more 

lady's knickers. 

 

DEIRDRE Jesus Niamh, you think I want to be... to be hearing about Jimmy's sex life? 

Some things are best left to the imagination. 

 

MARY Spend a lot of time imagining our Jimmy? 

 

CONOR  

Our thoughts and dreams are the only  

place Jimmy's been seeing any girls’  

knickers. 

DEIRDRE 

Pfft sure, like I care to. 

 

 

JIMMY You’ve been having strange dreams Conor. 

 

CONOR  

Would you hear himself? Sure, like I’d  

waste my night dreaming of some other  

fella getting shagged. 

 

 

MARY  

(To NIAMH) Seems you’ve a bit of  

competition there Niamh. 

 

NIAMH  

Shut your bake, Mary.

 

JIMMY Just wait until I get to Dublin, with this exotic, Northern accent. The ladies 

won't be able to keep their hands off. 

 

DEIRDRE You're definitely leaving? 

 

JIMMY  

Well, I... don't know. Do you- 

 

MARY  

Everybody’s leaving. 

MARY Now Conor, are you not sad about our Niamh leaving / and all?

NIAMH Hey, maybe we’re all trapped here. Like, what if we’re already dead?

MARY (To NIAMH) What are you on about? 

 

NIAMH Like Deirdre’s ghost, you know, stuck in this spot. Can you think how sad? 

Dee? 

 

DEIRDRE Hm? What’s sad?  

 

CONOR You leaving? 

 

MARY Jimmy's sex life? 

 

JIMMY Hey! 

 

NIAMH No, just, ghosts. The dead, stuck here. 

 

Pause. 
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DEIRDRE "His soul swooned slowly as he heard the snow..." 

 

Everyone groans. 

 

DEIRDRE  

(Louder) 

"...falling faintly  

through the  

universe and  

faintly falling," 

NIAMH  

No more Joyce! 

 

 

 

 

MARY  

Not again. 

 

 

 

 

CONOR  

Christ Deirdre. 

 

 

DEIRDRE Shut your holes! This is ART! "…like the descent of their last end, upon all 

the living and the dead." 

 

They all jeer and throw crisps at DEIRDRE. 

 

DEIRDRE Thank you, thank you! 

 

CONOR And now Deedles, let your man Joyce descend to the dead, God rest / his soul. 

 

NIAMH No but imagine you’re dead right, and you’re just watching your mates go on 

without you... and you're like, you want them to be happy without you, but if 

they are, you’re also like, well, fuck youse for not being sad! Right?  

 

JIMMY That's fecking bleak, Niamh. 

 

DEIRDRE You better not have any plans to go dying on us in London. 

 

MARY Oh God don't talk about it or you'll make me cry! It’s is so far away! 

 

NIAMH 

(To MARY) It's not far enough! Wish I was 

going to America, or Australia. 

 

MARY 

(To NIAMH) I can never remember, which 

is the one with the maple syrup? 

 

CONOR 

(To NIAMH) You're definitely coming 

back though? 

 

JIMMY 

(To CONOR) Save your breath she's not 

listening.  Have you any of your Da's 

Bushmills left? 

 

DEIRDRE Hey, EVERYONE! Let's... I'd like to propose a toast. To our dearest Niamh, 

my best friend. 

 

MARY Rude. 

 

DEIRDRE Sorry Mary. To Niamh! Though you venture to strange and distant shores, 

may you always remember us, and never be too long away.  

 

ALL  Cheers! / Sláinte! / ‘ray! 
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CONOR And, though you live alongside them every day, always remember... 

 

ALL  FUCK THE BRITS! 

 

Shouting and laughing. Someone in the distance yells at them to shut up. They yell 

various obscenities back. 

 

DEIRDRE I love you. 

 

NIAMH I love you! 

 

Everyone engages in mad, drunk "I love yous' and kisses on cheeks. JIMMY and 

DEIRDRE kiss on the mouth, accidentally? 

 

JIMMY  

Sorry. 

DEIRDRE  

God, sorry! 

 

NIAMH I love you all! 

 

MARY Then stay! 

 

JIMMY 

Go on, stay! 

CONOR 

Stay Niamh! 

DEIRDRE 

Don’t leave!! 

 

NIAMH Fine! And you can all deal with my mammy in the morning when I miss me 

plane. 

 

Grumbling acquiescence. 

 

CONOR Do youse think we'll ever be together like this again? 

 

MARY Of course we will! 

 

CONOR Ach it'll be different. Coming home for Christmas and that. We'll just be… 

winter friends. 

 

JIMMY Lucky it's winter 11 months of the year. 

 

CONOR I’m being serious! We have to make the most of it while we're all here! 

 

DEIRDRE But it's just tonight. That's terrible. 

 

NIAMH Or is it brilliant? TO TONIGHT! 

 

They cheer and laugh. 

 

NIAMH (To DEIRDRE) What would you do if it was just tonight, if this was all we'd 

ever have? 

 

DEIRDRE Me? Well, I'd... 
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She glances at JIMMY, then she looks back at NIAMH. 

 

DEIRDRE I'd dance with you, you daft bastard! 

 

NIAMH Jimmy what did you do with that fecking fiddle? 

 

CONOR Jesus woman, you're insatiable! 

 

MARY We are such a stereotype right now.

 

JIMMY begins to play. NIAMH pulls DEIRDRE and MARY to standing. They're doing 

a half-baked Irish dancing routine, but they can barely keep it up for laughing. 

CONOR refuses to join in till NIAMH pulls him up. 

 

They're dancing wildly and laughing. CONOR and NIAMH start snogging, which the 

others find hilarious. JIMMY and DEIRDRE lock eyes. She starts to move towards 

him, but MARY pulls her back into a dance with her.  

 

It’s a moment of pure joy, the kind that you remember forever. Then, very suddenly... 

BANG.  

 

There's an explosion in the distance. They all stop and stare off in its direction. 

 

There's a long silence. 

 

NIAMH (Whispered) Not again. 

 

CONOR Fucking hell. 

 

MARY Looks like it’s near the church. 

 

JIMMY Jesus. I should head home. 

 

MARY Every fecking time we try /to-  

 

JIMMY Let’s get going. 

 

MARY Christ, mammy will be worried sick. 

 

CONOR Sure Daddy will be looking for me.  

 

JIMMY Night all. 

 

CONOR Take care, Niamh. 

 

MARY, CONOR and JIMMY exit in various directions.  

 

NIAMH and DEIRDRE stand a moment in silence.  
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