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areful wife,an' the new house.

Why wouldn't i 2 great 0 I that was a penniless
bit of a boy and earned it all by sinse and thrift
I didn't learn it too quick either an' whos

are you seem to have known me when I had no more

than an ass's colt.

I wonder now . . . When you smell the cowslips,doesn't
it bring the good days back ? Money and all,Laurence
Mulligan, do you ever get the joy you had those summer
nights above on the mountsainy roads when the whins were
sweet gold and the cowslips thick in the flelds ?

There was a glrl you knew then =
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Aye! - did you know her too? 1is is startled)

Mary Kilfoyle . .

Poor Mary . . rest her soul.

(softly) J r is 1t poor Mary? 1Is it so bad at

all,never to grow old and blind and deaf with the
world's ways? Is it so bad to die before you're

in heart and soul,as dead as you are now, Laur
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LAURENCE: .Who gave you the rigni to talk Lo me 507

WOMAN ; Didn't I see you the night that you and she were kissing

under the hawthorns at Kilf:rnan with the young moon

laughing over the mountain. Did you think no one saw
you? The two of you thought Heaven was a night in June.
And you wandered off to the Druid Stone that's among the
furze bushes. And you threw up stones to see would they
stay on it because the people say you'll get money if you

land them stones rightly.

LAURENCE (sourly) Didn't I get my money? The stone played me fair

that time.

WOMAN : Poor Laurence Mulligan, you'd no thought of money the
night you lay face down in the grass under the stars
the time they'd laid Mary Kilfoyle in Deansgrange

burying ground.

LAURENCE : How do you know, woman? There wasn't a soul in earshot.

WOMAN : Wasn't there now? I sat near you in the long, dark
hours. You wished you were dead then, Laurence. Money
could buy you nothing you wanted when it couldn't buy

back Mary Kilfoyle.

LAURENCE ; You're right .. You're right. Whoever you are you Know
me well. If I hadn®t hardened my heart how could I have

made the money and made myself what I am?
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Is it worth while?

My God - it is not! I put Mary away from me heart and
soul, thinking there'd be ease in forgetfulness and there's

not.

(The piper out in the street plays
the air of Danny Boy.)

Are you going? Tell me your name for I disremember you.
You should be an old woman and yet you look young some way,
an'! I seem to remember you now.

(The WOMAN throws back her shawl.
She is a girl in looks.)

Whe are you at all?

My name is Joy. .. Here I'm leaving. Keep the cowslips

or you'll think I was all a dream.

(She puts the cowslips down before him
and goes out.)

(The piper goes on playing. LAURENCE
sits with his hands to his eyes. After

a minute the street door is heard being
cpened, there are steps on the stairs
and THERESA comes in.)

Fade out record.

Dear be good to us! You're in the dark! You've been

asleep so? There's a very sweet smell in the room,
It's cowslips.

(Almost shrieking) Cowslips!

(She switches on the electriec light.)
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Cowslips are very swset,

How did you get them at all, Laurence Mulligan?

A flower-woman left them.

God in Heaven! And you didn't run her? An' you bought

all these?

She gave them me.

(anxiousgly) Laurence .. are you sick, man?

I never was hetter.

Was she a young woman?

She was as old as mesgelf, She'd known me from a boy.

Up Glencullen way she lives.

That's a queer story. You don't look yourself, someway.

You aren't natural.

What's the differ?

Youtre gentle somehow .. nmot faulting me when I come in

as you do,most nights.

I had a pleasant dream, maybe it's put me in a good temper.

And do you know, Theresa Mulligan, what's in my mind?

I do not. I think you're strange. You'd best see the

doctor to-morrow. 1I'd say you have a temperature.




LAURENCE : Temperature - how are you? I was going to say that I
thought the two of us might take a holiday somewhere.
Wetve never had one yet. And we've neither chick nor

child to save for. We'll plan it out to-morrow.

THERESA; To-morrow you'll see a doctor .. is it a Mental Home
you're gaing tao - you that never used the word 'heliday'’

yet? What'll I do with the cowslips?

LAURENCE : Put them in water.

THERESA: It's queer about that woman .. I can't make it out at
all .. She must be an old one surely if she knew you as

a boy. What was her name, did you say?

LAURENCE : JOY.

THERESA: I don't remember to have heard the name in these parts.

What was her Christian name - Mary or Kate or what?

LAURENCE ; She told me no more than that. It's a good name enough -

Joy. She said 'My name is Joy.'!
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