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‘Yet the way men live is so far removed from the way they ought to live that anyone who abandons what is for what should be pursues his downfall rather than his preservation; for a man who strives after goodness in all his acts is sure to come to ruin, since there are so many men who are not good.’




The Prince,
Niccolò Machiavelli
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Aiden, thirty-nine
Dee, thirty-seven
Gertie, sixty-four
JP, thirty-nine






 

 

Setting
A modern, bright convenience store somewhere in County Kildare. A hot-food counter, Lotto machine, various grocery items, wine, etc.






 

 


ACT ONE
Empty shop. Morning Ireland on the radio. AIDEN enters.He is preparing the shop for the day ahead. DEE enters from front door in sweatpants, runners, etc. She has just returned from the school run.
DEE. I’m under pressure now.
AIDEN. You’ve plenty of time.
	DEE goes into the back while AIDEN continues about his business.She re-enters barefoot, carrying two different- coloured business suits on hangers.She holds them up.
DEE. Which one?
AIDEN. Whichever.
DEE. Choose, will you.
AIDEN. I can’t.
DEE. The navy?
AIDEN. Absolutely.
DEE. Or the grey?
AIDEN. Either one of them, sure…
DEE. You’re no use to me at all.
	DEE goes back into the back of the shop to change.They continue to talk.
AIDEN. The kids go in okay?
DEE. Lorcan was a bit nervous at the gate but he got over it when he saw all his friends inside.
AIDEN. Good.
DEE. Not too sure about Sean’s new teacher though.
AIDEN. What’s wrong with him?
DEE. It’s a her.And she has a fairly bad reputation round the village.
AIDEN. They’ve little else to be talking about.
DEE. I’ll have to keep an eye out.Make sure he isn’t slipping.
AIDEN. Right so.
DEE. You should have come with me.First day back.All the other fathers were there.
AIDEN. That’s why I didn’t go.
DEE. Not fair on the boys though, Aiden.
AIDEN. Come on now, Dee.
DEE. I’m only saying.It’s not all about us.
AIDEN. I know that.I know.
	DEE re-enters – now dressed in the business suit complete with heels, etc. – looking good.
	Wow.
DEE. What?
AIDEN. I’d forgotten how well you used to look.
DEE. Thanks very much.
AIDEN. You know what I mean.
DEE. I hope I do.Is it okay, yeah?
AIDEN. It’s…
DEE. What?
AIDEN. It’s perfect.You look… perfect.
DEE. Hard to believe it still fits me.
AIDEN. Better than ever.
DEE. Bit dated now though.
AIDEN. Doesn’t look it.
DEE. It’s ten years out of fashion at least.
AIDEN. Things haven’t changed that much, love.
DEE. Are you trying to be funny now?
AIDEN (putting arms around her). I actually think they’ve improved.
DEE (laughing). We’re living in two storerooms out the back of our bankrupt shop – some improvement.
AIDEN (breaking away). That’s not what I was referring to.
DEE. I know it’s not, I’m joking.
	DEE applies her make-up in the reflection of the window.
	You’ve someone begging outside there.
AIDEN. I saw that, yeah.
DEE. You should move her on, love.
AIDEN. No I shouldn’t.
DEE. Aiden.
AIDEN. There but for the grace of God and a matter of months, Dee.
DEE. That’s a big part of your problem, so it is.
AIDEN. Well, I’ll live with that part of it, don’t worry.
DEE (finishes make-up – turns and faces him). Final verdict.
AIDEN. Absolutely gorgeous.Ten out of ten.No joke.
DEE. I could put on a sack on for you in fairness, always could.
	DEE is finishing her hair.
AIDEN. Will you wear that outfit for me later?
DEE. Will I what?	
AIDEN. You know? – With those shoes.Pair of stockings, suspenders.Open up the buttons a bit.I can be the boss.You can drop your pen… 
DEE. Dream on.
AIDEN. You used to love all that.
DEE. I’m not so sure I did, love.
AIDEN. Oh no you did.You did.You were filthy.Downright immoral.Don’t deny me that now – it’s about the only thing I’ve left keeps me going.You used to absolutely love it.
DEE. I used to love a lot of things, Aiden, but we all have to grow up some time.
AIDEN. To become what though?
DEE. Right – That’s the cue to get my arse in gear.
AIDEN. Seriously though – what happens to us now?That we’re grown up and it’s all done and dusted?
DEE. We knuckle down, love.Start out on a long road of getting our heads back above water.
AIDEN. Spend the second half of our lives paying for the first, yeah?
DEE. Otherwise known as – providing for our children as best we can.Now will you get that face off you.
AIDEN. It’s the only one I have left at this stage.
	AIDEN exits out the door, pulling the briquettes behind him.DEE’s mobile phone rings and she answers.
DEE. Howya.(Pause.) Just putting the finishing touches on now. (Pause.) Not half bad if I do say so myself.(Pause.) Give over, you dirty fecker you.(Pause.)Ahhh thanks very much, I’ll need it.(Pause.) We’ll give it a good shot anyway.(Pause.) He’s not the best to be honest.No.(Pause.) Just very down on himself.Can’t get his head around what’s happened, you know.How it ever got to this.(Pause.)Don’t take it too personally, JP – he’s not talking to anyone, sure.His father has the place haunted – ringing day and night to see if he’s alright and he won’t call him back.(Pause.) Just says he’s embarrassed to speak to him with the way things are and he hasn’t the energy to pretend so…
	AIDEN has re-entered.
No – I don’t know what I’m going to do with him either – but if I don’t get this job today…(Sees AIDEN.) I have to run here.I’ll chat to you later.Okay.Thanks. Bye.
AIDEN. Who was that?
DEE. Just JP.
AIDEN. Oh.
DEE. Yeah.
	Pause.
AIDEN. What’s he want?
DEE. Just wishing me luck.
AIDEN. For today?
DEE. Yeah.
AIDEN. I thought you didn’t want anyone knowing about it.
DEE. I know, but sure – it’s different, isn’t it.
AIDEN. Is it?
DEE. Well, it’s not just anyone.It’s JP.It’s– it’s our friend.So.You know what I mean.
AIDEN. Of course, yeah.
	Pause.
DEE. Right – before I go – (Produces a page.) I got these online.I want to go over them.
AIDEN. What are they?
DEE. They are the top-three job interview questions you need to have prepared.
AIDEN. So… 
DEE. So let’s go.
AIDEN. Let’s…?
DEE. Ask me them.
AIDEN. What, now?
DEE. Well, I have the interview in half an hour – when do you think the best time would be?
AIDEN. But sure I’m busy now.
DEE. Busy with what?
AIDEN. Customers.
	DEE looks around the empty shop.
	You know what I mean.
DEE. Honey, if we were busy with customers I wouldn’t be out looking for a job, would I?
AIDEN. You don’t have to go out looking for a job, Dee – I keep telling you… 
DEE. We are not going back over that.I haven’t time now.It’s work I’m going back to – not a prisoner-of-war camp.
AIDEN. Things will pick up round here soon – they have to.
DEE. No they don’t, love.They don’t and they won’t and we will lose the last roof over our heads if we don’t open our eyes. Can’t keep throwing unopened envelopes in the bin, Aiden.Time runs out on that – nothing surer.Ask me the questions – I want to know I can answer them out loud.
	AIDEN starts to role play.
AIDEN. Mrs Farrell.
DEE. Mizzz.
AIDEN. Mrs Farrell.
DEE. Whatever.
AIDEN. Please sum up for us ‘who you are’ in no more than two minutes. (As himself.) Seriously?
DEE. That’s the question, yes – So – I’m thirty-seven years old and…
AIDEN. You don’t have to tell them your age.
DEE. No – no you’re right, probably best not to.
AIDEN. That’s not what I meant.
DEE. It’s okay… So – right – I’m a happily married woman… 
AIDEN. You don’t have to tell them that either.
DEE. Shit – eeeehhhmm – A mother to two young boys.
AIDEN. Or that.
DEE. Jesus.What’s left of me after ten years?
AIDEN. Plenty.
DEE. I’m struggling to see… eeeehhhm – I’m…
AIDEN. A highly educated woman.
DEE. Yes.
AIDEN. With a first-class degree in English and Philosophy.
DEE. That’s right.
AIDEN. A strong track record in business and administration.
DEE. Exactly – thank you.
AIDEN. Who took a planned career break to raise her family.
DEE. Nicely put.
AIDEN. And this company should get down on their hands and knees and thank their lucky stars that you are back out on the job market and considering them as potential employers.
DEE. I wouldn’t go that far.
AIDEN. I would.
DEE. Great – okay – I’m glad we are doing this now.This is good.What’s the next question?
AIDEN. What colour knickers are you wearing?
DEE. Aiden.
AIDEN. What do you know about our company?
DEE. Okay – I’ve done my homework here – so – Your company is a market-leading online gaming organisation with operations in fourteen countries.
AIDEN. Yes it is.
DEE. You are at the cutting edge of the industry – exciting, dynamic and innovative.
AIDEN. We are all those things and more.
DEE. Your motto is – ‘We’ve never heard of impossible’.
AIDEN. We have now.
DEE. You recently established a new office in Kildare town.
AIDEN. Where better?
DEE. And you are on the market for a top-class receptionist.
AIDEN. Present and correct.
DEE. Stroke lunch lady.
AIDEN. Really?
DEE. Stroke office cleaner, gofer and all-round general dogsbody.
AIDEN. Please don’t go, love.
DEE. What’s the last question?
AIDEN. Stay here with me today. 
DEE. Come on.
AIDEN. We’ll lock the doors.Drink some wine.Hide away from it all.
DEE. Ask me the question.
AIDEN. If you were told you only had six months to live, what would you do with the time you had left?
DEE. I would go straight home to my kind and handsome husband.I would lock the doors.Drink some wine.And hide away from it all.
AIDEN. Really?
DEE. Really.
AIDEN. Life gets in the way of all the good stuff, doesn’t it?
DEE. It has a habit of doing that, yes.
	They kiss.
	GERTIE enters. Sharp and forceful. When she says ‘Jesus’ it is always with the deepest disdain.
GERTIE. Jesus.
DEE. Gertie.
GERTIE. What have you two got to be kissing about?
AIDEN. Good morning, Gertie.
GERTIE. Not a whole lot from what I’m hearing around town.
DEE. Well, the best things in life are still free, right?
GERTIE. There’s fuck-all for free in this life – and that’s the one and only thing you learn after living the lot of it.
DEE. Sounds like the title of your autobiography there, Gertie.When are you going to get round to writing it?
GERTIE. There’s plenty round here would be shitting a brick if I did.
DEE. I’d believe that alright.
GERTIE. Including some of your own folk, let me tell you.
DEE. I don’t want to hear it.
GERTIE. Your Uncle Seamus would take up a few fucking chapters all by himself.
DEE. Gertie.
GERTIE. Him and his healing hands.
DEE. Stop it.
GERTIE. And don’t get me started on your cousin Aine.
DEE. Please.
GERTIE. Took ‘the gift of the gab’ to new heights altogether.
DEE. I’m out of here.
GERTIE. All dressed up and somewhere to go now, have ye?
DEE. Yes I do – for the first time in a while – I’ve a job interview this morning, Gertie.
AIDEN. Well, you’ve told the whole world about it now, love.
GERTIE. That’s what telling me is – is it?
DEE. I don’t care any more.There’s nothing wrong with it.
GERTIE. A job interview you say.
DEE. At ten o’clock sharp.
GERTIE. I didn’t think those things existed any more.
DEE. They’re a fairly endangered species alright.
AIDEN. She looks great though, doesn’t she?
GERTIE. For all the good it will do her.
AIDEN. Ahh, come on, Gertie, don’t start that crap now.
GERTIE. What?
DEE. It’s alright – she means well – don’t you?
GERTIE. Always.
DEE. And she’s dead right anyway.How I look is not going to matter a jot.Not with this.I’ll be hired on merit or I won’t be hired at all.
AIDEN. Well, I reckon you’re a shoo-in.
GERTIE. Great to have someone believing in you.
DEE. Yes it is.I better be off so.
AIDEN. Keep in touch, won’t you.
DEE. Wish me luck now.
AIDEN. Good luck.
DEE. Gertie.
GERTIE. Good luck is right.
	DEE kisses AIDEN again.
DEE. Keep your phone near.I’ll call you if it’s good news.Text you if it’s bad.
AIDEN. I’ll be expecting a phone call so.
	They kiss – DEE exits.
GERTIE. You’ve some young one begging outside the shop.
AIDEN. I saw that, yeah.
GERTIE. Did you call the Guards?
AIDEN. No, Gertie, I didn’t.
GERTIE. You need to start getting on top of things around here – you really do.
AIDEN. I’ll try a bit harder from now on.
GERTIE. She’s ruining your business on you out there.
AIDEN. I don’t see how she could be ruining my business, Gertie.
GERTIE. Practically assaulted me on the way in.
AIDEN. Okay.
GERTIE. With her paper cup and her fucking muttering and mumbling. 
AIDEN. I’ll have a word with her later.
GERTIE. Don’t bother your arse – you just keep drifting on as normal.Good man yourself.But I’m telling you now – I won’t be back here again if I’ve to step over her on my way in.
AIDEN. I might ask her to stay so.
GERTIE. Very funny now.Yeah.Very funny altogether.You should get a job as a comedian.
AIDEN. You reckon?
GERTIE. Absolutely.You might have some success at that.
AIDEN. Right.
	GERTIE walks over to the counter.
GERTIE. Where’s the hot food gone?
AIDEN. We’ve stopped doing it.
GERTIE. You’ve what?
AIDEN. Since yesterday.
GERTIE. You’re joking me.
AIDEN. It was losing us too much money.
GERTIE. Ahh, for… 
AIDEN. Most of it ending up in the bin every night.Sinful.
GERTIE. But sure what about the big counter you put in there.
AIDEN. ’Tis mothballed, Gertie.
GERTIE. ’Tis fucking mothballed?
AIDEN. For now.
GERTIE. And all the money you spent on it.
AIDEN. There’s no market any more.It was all builders and trades.None of those boys left to feed these days.
GERTIE. But sure what else have you got in this place?
AIDEN (laughs).Come on now.
GERTIE. What? What are you fucking laughing at?
AIDEN. Pardon?
GERTIE. You clown you.
AIDEN. Well, I’ve the rest of the shop for a start.
GERTIE. Jesus.
AIDEN. I’ve the newspapers there.
GERTIE. I read all of them on the computer now.Everybody does.
AIDEN. I’ve the cigarettes.
GERTIE. Get mine down the market on Sunday.
AIDEN. The confectionery.
GERTIE. Don’t agree with that.Never have.
AIDEN. Sweets, Gertie.
GERTIE. Not for me, thank you very much.
AIDEN. And I’ve my fresh fruit and veg and the groceries
to boot.
GERTIE. You’re far too expensive for all that.
AIDEN. Now that is a total misconception round this town.
GERTIE. With the new Tesco opened.
AIDEN. A total misconception.
GERTIE. On top of the Aldi already there.
AIDEN. I’m actually very competitive.
GERTIE. The hot food was the only thing you had going for you.
AIDEN. Well, I’m sorry that you think that way, Gertie.
GERTIE. And you’ve gone and killed it off.
AIDEN. I’ve just put it on hold is all I’ve done.
GERTIE. Well, I’m not happy about it.
AIDEN. Obviously.
GERTIE. Not one little bit I can tell you.
AIDEN. I’m sorry for your trouble.
GERTIE. I want a sausage roll.
	Pause.
AIDEN. A sausage roll.
GERTIE. That’s what I came in here for.
AIDEN. Okay.
GERTIE. That’s all I came in here for.
AIDEN. Just a sausage roll?
GERTIE. Yes.
AIDEN. One single solitary sausage roll – and that’s it.
GERTIE. That’s the sum total of the situation we’re in whether you like it or not.
AIDEN. Fine, Gertie – that won’t be a problem.
GERTIE. Not for you it fucking won’t.
AIDEN. I will make you a sausage roll.
GERTIE. You’ll what?
AIDEN. That’s no bother.
GERTIE. Right.
AIDEN. No bother at all.
GERTIE. Good man yourself.
	AIDEN sets about making GERTIE a sausage roll.
	What’s happened your house up there?
AIDEN. What’s that?
GERTIE. Your house.Where you live.What’s happened it? 
AIDEN. Nothing’s happened it, Gertie.
GERTIE. There’s someone else in there now.Some rough shower from Dublin by the look of them.Orange heads and tattooed arms.
AIDEN. Right.
GERTIE. So?
AIDEN. We’re, ehh… we’re renting the house out for a while.
GERTIE. Jesus.
AIDEN. And they’re a very nice family, Gertie.Don’t go judging books.Just give them a chance and you’ll see what I mean.
GERTIE. I never trust tenants.
AIDEN. Right.
GERTIE. Nothing invested.
AIDEN. I’ll bear that in mind.
GERTIE. So where are you all living now then?
AIDEN. Well, we’re, eh – we’re… so we’re staying down with Dee’s mam.
GERTIE. Are you?
AIDEN. For the moment, yeah.
GERTIE. Really?
AIDEN. Yeah. Yeah really.She’s not feeling the best, you see. 
GERTIE. I see.
AIDEN. So we decided to move back in with her for a while.
GERTIE. Is that why you did it?
AIDEN. It is.Yeah.
GERTIE. Yeah?
AIDEN. Yeah.
GERTIE. Because she was fit as a fiddle at the Bingo last Monday.
AIDEN. Was she?
GERTIE. Not a fucking bother on her.
AIDEN. Funny that.
GERTIE. I’ll have to pop round and pay her a visit.
AIDEN. Don’t go troubling yourself now, Gertie.
GERTIE. If she’s so sick all of a sudden.
AIDEN. Seriously.
GERTIE. I’ll pop over there straight away.
AIDEN. There’s no need.
GERTIE. I’ll bring her some grapes.
AIDEN. Right so.
GERTIE. I’ll buy them in Tescos.
AIDEN. Okay.
GERTIE. Or maybe in Aldi.
AIDEN. We’re living here.Okay?
GERTIE. Here?
AIDEN. Yeah.Here.Out in the back rooms there.
GERTIE. Jesus.
AIDEN. You happy now?
GERTIE. Thrilled for you.
AIDEN. It’s just for a while – a very short while – until we sort out our – our liquidity situation.
GERTIE. All your money’s gone?
AIDEN. Well, whatever little bit we had to start with, yes.
GERTIE. I’ve no sympathy for you at all.
AIDEN. Thanks for that, Gertie.
GERTIE. I don’t.
AIDEN. Oh, I believe you, don’t worry.
GERTIE. Serves you right.The whole fucking lot of ye.Lost the run of yourselves altogether.Forgot the basic lessons my generation taught you all.
AIDEN. And what lessons were they now, Gertie?
GERTIE. To appreciate the value of money.
AIDEN. Okay.
GERTIE. Your own and others’.
AIDEN. Right.
GERTIE. To be careful with it.To be cautious with it.To treat it with respect.
AIDEN. And that was the wisdom that was handed down in Ireland, was it?From the old to the young?
GERTIE. It was.
AIDEN. Because I have to say – I remember it very differently.
GERTIE. You would.
AIDEN. The way I remember it, yeah – most of the parents round here were screaming at their offspring to get their arses up the property ladder as quick as those one hundred per cent mortgages would take them.My own mother, God rest her – she was like a broken record.(Mimicking.)‘Your cousin David’s just bought his fourth apartment in Mountmellick – why can’t you be more like him?Why don’t you want to get ahead in life?Where did we go wrong with you?’
GERTIE. Your mother didn’t talk like that.
AIDEN. After ten years of listening to it over and over from anyone and everyone that opens their mouth to speak, you actually start to doubt the way you believed the world should work.How can a whole nation of people be wrong about something that feels so right?That doesn’t make sense to anyone with half a brain, does it?So I finally plunge myself in, feet first – Revamp this shop, buy a site for another, borrow, borrow, borrow – debt, debt, debt.
GERTIE. I knew it would all end in tears from the start.
AIDEN. Did you really though, Gertie?Did you really know that?
GERTIE. Of course I did.
AIDEN. Tell me this then – did you let JP Kennedy in on your little secret?When he was buying those twenty acres of land off you for seven million euro.
GERTIE. Don’t you be minding that fucking gobshite and his seven million euro.
AIDEN. Did you tell him though?When he was handing the cash over to you.Did you tell him that it would ruin him for ever?That you’d end up buying those fields back off a liquidator five years later for a tenth of the price he paid you?Did you tell him all or any of that, Gertie?
GERTIE. I told him nothing.
AIDEN. I didn’t think so.
GERTIE. He looked like he knew something I didn’t.
AIDEN. Yeah?
GERTIE. Turned out he knew nothing at all.It was just some stupid fucking look he had.
AIDEN. You’re some woman for one woman.
GERTIE. I’d say he had the same look on him when you stole his wife from under his nose.
	Pause.
AIDEN. I didn’t steal his wife, Gertie.
GERTIE. Sure, isn’t that why you’re always defending the fool?Pure guilt.
AIDEN. She was never his wife, and well you know it too.
GERTIE. She was everything but, Farrell.Dress bought.Killashee booked.Angela Hoare with the fucking flowers ready to go.
AIDEN. None of that had anything to do with me.
GERTIE. And you were supposed to be his best man on the day – weren’t you?
AIDEN. What happened back then was between the two of them and the two of them only.It was a good six months after before Dee and I got together.
GERTIE. Six months, was it?
AIDEN. At least.
GERTIE. Well, I suppose she’d mourned enough at that stage.
AIDEN. Exactly.
GERTIE. And sure he never seemed to care too much, did he? Still hangs around you both like a fly on shite.
AIDEN. Because he knows we did nothing wrong on him, that’s why.
GERTIE. Must be tough on Dee though.
AIDEN. What?
GERTIE. Having to keep the two of you happy.
AIDEN. Here we go now.
GERTIE. The Miltown ménage à trois – that’s what they all call you.
AIDEN. No, Gertie, you’re the only one calls us that and while we’re on the subject – I’d appreciate if you stopped.
	The sausage roll is ready.
	There you go.
GERTIE. Cut it in half for me there.
AIDEN hands over the sausage roll.
AIDEN. You sure I can’t get you anything else.
GERTIE. This is all I’m going to need from you, thanks very much.
	GERTIE proceeds to eat the sausage roll.
AIDEN. Okay?
GERTIE. Fills a gap.Don’t go holding your breath for any Michelin stars.
	GERTIE picks up a paper and starts to leaf through it as
she eats.
AIDEN. So you’re getting all of the news online these days, yeah?
GERTIE. Free and easy.Just like you and your wife, yeah.
AIDEN. Your son Denis set that up for you?
GERTIE. Genius at those computers.
AIDEN. Sure, we all know that – out-and-out little boy wizard.
GERTIE. What’s this now?
AIDEN. Oh nothing.
GERTIE. Spit it out of your head, whatever notion I can hear rattling around by itself up there.
AIDEN. It’s just that I thought – I thought… 
GERTIE. What did you think? Come on.Dazzle me now while I’m eating my sausage.
AIDEN. Wasn’t he barred from having the internet in the house?
GERTIE. Sweet fucking Jesus.
AIDEN. With all the commotion over those pictures he was looking at.
GERTIE. Now you listen here, Aiden Farrell – that was all a load of oul’ bullshite – you understand me?There was nothing remotely wrong with what he was looking at and the judge practically said so.
AIDEN. Is that what the judge said?
GERTIE. In as many words, yes, it’s exactly what the baldy little fucker said.
AIDEN. Because I thought he was convicted though, wasn’t he?
GERTIE. It was a witch hunt.A good old-fashioned witch hunt – nothing more, nothing less.And he plead guilty for administrative reasons.
AIDEN. Okay.
GERTIE. He got a little slap on the wrist and nothing more because the court knew it was all trumped up to the nines from the start.Sure, you’d see worse in a Mothercare catalogue.He has nothing at all to be ashamed of.
AIDEN. Really.
GERTIE. Certainly not to the likes of you anyway.
AIDEN. The likes of me, is it.
GERTIE. Or anyone else round this town as far as that shite goes.
AIDEN. I see.
GERTIE. It’s all done and dusted and a long way behind us now and that’s the way it’s going to stay.
AIDEN. Fair enough.
GERTIE. My son has always been, and will always remain, a person of good standing in this community.
	GERTIE takes a bite of sausage roll.
AIDEN. And here was me thinking he was a pervert.
	GERTIE chokes.
	When all he is some form of photographic art aficionado.
GERTIE (choking). Give me some water, you little bollix.
	AIDEN goes to the fridge and gets a bottle of Ballygowan.
AIDEN. One euro fifty please.
GERTIE (fetching money). Fucking rip-off – what did I tell you?
AIDEN. Careful or I’ll charge you two.
	GERTIE drinks some of the water.Puts it in her bag. Prepares to leave.
	Lovely chatting with you as always, Gertie.
GERTIE. Give me the Lotto before I go.The luck has to turn in this kip some time.
AIDEN. I like your way of thinking – what do you need?
GERTIE. Six-euro Quick Pick – with the plus. (Hands him an old ticket.) And check that one for me while you’re there.
	AIDEN goes to the Lotto machine.Runs a six-euro Quick Pick and hands it to GERTIE.He then scans the ticket GERTIE has handed him.
AIDEN. Nothing on that I’m afraid.
	AIDEN throws the ticket in the bin.
GERTIE. I’ll take it back thanks.
AIDEN. Take what?
GERTIE. The ticket.
AIDEN. I gave you the ticket.
GERTIE. The other ticket.
AIDEN. What are you on about?
GERTIE. The ticket you just threw in the bin.
AIDEN. There’s nothing on that.I just said.
GERTIE. And I heard you saying – now give it back to me.
AIDEN. Jesus Christ – it’s worthless, Gertie.
GERTIE. See that’s your problem right there.
	Stand-off.
AIDEN. Fair enough.
	AIDEN fishes the ticket out of the bin and hands it to GERTIE.GERTIE puts it in her bag.
GERTIE. I collect them all.Just in case.
AIDEN. Just in case of what?
GERTIE. You never know, Farrell.You just never ever know.
AIDEN. Right.
GERTIE. I hope your wife gets that job, though I doubt she will.You certainly need all the help you can get by the looks of it.(To beggar offstage.)Don’t even look sideways at me, you.
	GERTIE leaves.AIDEN on stage alone, he starts to breathe heavily.













 

 



ACT TWO
JP and AIDEN.JP is pacing.AIDEN watching him.
JP. You’re sure it wasn’t twenty-five?
AIDEN. It was two fifty.
JP. All I’m saying – you could’ve easily missed a zero.That’s a stressful situation.
AIDEN. I didn’t miss anything.
JP. But you could have and that would make an awful lot of difference here.
AIDEN. I understand.
JP. As to how we proceed from this point forward.
AIDEN. We proceed on the basis that the ticket is worth two fifty – whatever else we decide won’t alter that fact.
JP. Well, if it’s two fifty, we don’t have much choice.
AIDEN. Well, it is two fifty.
JP. If it’s two fifty, there is really only one way to go.
AIDEN. Well, it is so… 
JP. But see – if it’s only twenty-five then.
AIDEN. Knock it off, JP, will you.I’ve told you ten times at this stage.
JP. We need to entertain the possibility though.
AIDEN. It’s not a possibility.
JP. Twenty-five is still an awful lot of money, granted – but it’s a different ball game to two fifty.
AIDEN. There was no winner of the twenty-five grand in the Lotto this week, okay?
JP. There wasn’t?
AIDEN. No.
	Pause.
JP. Well, that means something.
AIDEN. Good.
JP. That is helpful.
AIDEN. I’m glad you think so.
	Pause.
JP. How do you know that?
AIDEN. What?
JP. That there was no twenty-five-grand winner this week.How do you know that?
AIDEN. Because I checked.
JP. You checked, yeah?
AIDEN. Yeah.
JP. Okay.
	Pause.
	Why’d you check?
	Pause.AIDEN understands.
	You see?
AIDEN. Fine – fine – let’s just leave it alone altogether.
JP. You see what I’m getting at though?
AIDEN. I shouldn’t have opened my mouth.
JP. Because initially here… 
AIDEN. I knew it was a mistake as soon as I hung up the phone to you.
JP. Initially – you were one hundred per cent certain the figure you saw on that screen.
AIDEN. Hundred and ten per cent.
JP. But now you’re telling me you checked.
AIDEN. Yes I did.
JP. Just to make sure.
AIDEN. It’s a lot of money, JP.
JP. Well, two fifty certainly is, yes.
AIDEN. And it is two fifty.
JP. But you still checked.
AIDEN. Of course I checked, I had to check.
JP. Okay.
AIDEN. I mean, what are the odds of it happening?Seriously?
JP. Of a two fifty winning ticket?
AIDEN. What are the odds of that?
JP. They are very high.
AIDEN. Exactly.
JP. A two fifty ticket is matching what?
AIDEN. It’s the jackpot on the Lotto Plus 2.
JP. So it’s matching all six numbers then.
AIDEN. Yes.
JP. It’s matching all six numbers out of forty-two in total.
AIDEN. Same as the main draw.
JP. Well, that’s nigh on a mathematical impossibility.
AIDEN. Practically.
JP. The odds of matching six numbers out of forty-two are astronomical.
AIDEN. They are of that magnitude.
JP. The odds of achieving that are, in fact, so high – that you do not materially improve your chances of winning the prize by actually purchasing a ticket for the draw.
	Pause.
AIDEN. Excuse me?
JP. Statistically speaking.
AIDEN. For Christ’s sake.
JP. Statistically speaking you have as much chance of winning that prize whether you actually buy a Lotto ticket or you don’t.
AIDEN. Unreal.
JP. That’s just a scientific fact – that’s all.
AIDEN. No, JP – here’s the scientific fact, okay – If you do actually buy a ticket – à la Gertie Graham – you just might actually win a prize – à la Gertie Graham.If, however, you do not buy a ticket – à la you and me – because neither of us has an arse in his trousers not to mention a pot to piss in – you have no chance of winning at all.Now how is that the same?
JP. You could find a ticket.
AIDEN. Okay.
JP. You could be gifted a ticket.
AIDEN. I give up.
JP. You could be standing in your shop one day when a greedy, twisted, objectionable excuse for a human being comes in, hands you her ticket to check, you duly oblige, find that it’s a winner – and then tell her it’s not.
	Pause.
	So tell me now – who’s right and who’s wrong?
	Pause.
JP. ’Cause the way I see it – you’re trying to do exactly what you’ve just said is impossible.You’re trying to win on Saturday night’s Lotto when you didn’t even buy a ticket
for it.
AIDEN. No… 
JP. And you know what else is funny?You’re going to succeed.
AIDEN. How am I?
JP. Because all the balls are in our court here.She’s left this shop thinking it’s a loser.
AIDEN. I’m assuming she thinks that.
JP. Why would she think otherwise?You were cool as a cucumber right?
AIDEN. I was cool.
JP. Gave her no cause to doubt.
AIDEN. Surprised myself actually.
JP. So we have the advantage here.The upper hand, so to speak.
AIDEN. Except for one little complication.
JP. Which is?
AIDEN. She took the ticket.
JP. And that was unfortunate, granted.But it just means we’ll have to do some old-fashioned honest legwork for our money – you get nothing for nothing in this life.
AIDEN. But why’d she take it back from me?Why’d she go and do that?
JP. Who knows with that freak?Nothing would surprise me.Probably uses her old Lotto tickets to save money on
toilet roll.
AIDEN. Jaysus
JP (looking out the window).You’ve a girl begging on your
wall outside.
AIDEN. I know, yeah.
JP. Some shithole we’ve been left with all the same?
	Pause.
AIDEN. So??
JP. What?
AIDEN. What do we do now?
JP. We arise now and we go and fetch our ticket to the promised land.
AIDEN. I thought you might say that.
JP. We sign our names – both of our names mind – on the back of it.
AIDEN. Right.
JP. And we go together to claim the money as our own.The JPA syndicate.Been playing it for years.Twice a week.Can’t believe our luck.Life’s a rollercoaster.Blah blah blah and so forth and so on.
	Pause.
AIDEN. Can we do it though?
JP. Do what?
AIDEN. Can we take the ticket?
JP. Course we can – candy from a pensioner.(Outside.) Jesus, she looks fairly miserable out there, God love her.
AIDEN. Forget about her for a minute, will you – listen to me – what I mean is – morally – can we do it?
JP. Morally?
AIDEN. Yes – you know – rightfully… ethically.
JP. I understand the word, Aiden.
AIDEN. Okay.
JP. I’m just not sure if you’re being serious with me now or not.
AIDEN. I am being serious with you.
JP. Because we don’t have an awful lot of time to play with here.The clock started ticking on this as soon as the old troll vacated the premises.
AIDEN. I understand that.
JP. Happy to hear it.
AIDEN. But I need to get it straight first.
JP. You need to… 
AIDEN. In my own head.
JP. Your own head.
AIDEN. Before we do anything.
JP. Alright.
AIDEN. If we do anything.
JP. If we…?You’re pulling the piss out of me now, aren’t you?
AIDEN. I’m not, JP.
JP. You are – you have to be.
AIDEN. This is a huge step we are talking about.Life-changing stuff whatever way it pans out.It deserves some careful consideration.
JP. Jesus Christ.
AIDEN. At the very least.
JP. Well, I have to say – fair play to you, Ade – there is one thing you can never be accused of and that’s inconsistency.
AIDEN. I’m sorry?
JP. Nothing ever changes with you, does it?
AIDEN. Listen to me… 
JP. You dilly-dally and drag your feet over the simplest of decisions no matter how cut-and-dry they might be.How Dee puts up with you I will never understand.
AIDEN. This is not about me, JP.Or Dee while we are at it, okay.And this decision is neither simple, nor ‘cut-and-dry’.
JP. On the contrary, Aiden – it’s a textbook example of both.
AIDEN. We are talking about taking a massive amount of money from a defenceless old woman here.
JP. Which you attempted to do by yourself less than half an hour ago.
AIDEN. No I didn’t.
JP. You didn’t?
AIDEN. No – 
	Pause.
JP. So what did you do exactly?
AIDEN. I got caught up in the moment and I was playing for time.
JP (annoyed). Ah here.
AIDEN. But that doesn’t mean I would have gone through
with it.
JP. What did you ring me for?
AIDEN. For this.
JP. For…?
AIDEN. To talk about it.To tease it out.
JP. Are you on drugs, Aiden?
AIDEN. To see if there is any justification in it at all.
JP. There is total and utter justification.
AIDEN. Beyond you just saying that there is.
JP. Well, I don’t know what more you want from me, I really don’t, but this is very upsetting now I have to tell you.
AIDEN. Look, take it easy, will you.Sit down.
JP. I don’t want to sit down.That’s actually the last thing I want to do.
AIDEN. Just talk it through with me for a minute.Just one minute is all.
	JP sits.
	Thanks.Okay.Basically – this is stealing here – right?
JP (stands). Mother of divine… 
AIDEN. Please, JP – sit down – It’s stealing – isn’t it?
JP. Are we talking in biblical terms now?
AIDEN. Don’t be smart – in legal terms, okay.
JP. In legal terms – Oh, I see – In legal terms – then yes, you could certainly argue that point.
AIDEN. You could more than just argue it.
JP. Well, maybe you could.Maybe not.I don’t know for certain.
AIDEN. Yes you do.
JP. What I do know, Aiden – and I don’t need you telling me what I do and don’t know either – but what I do know is that you’re missing the oversize elephant sitting in the corner of the room here.
AIDEN. Okay – what’s that?
JP. There are other terms in play that override everything else added up together.
AIDEN. And they are?
JP. Economic terms.
AIDEN. Economic terms?
JP. Aka – The law of the land we live in.And in those terms what we’re looking at here is a simple redistribution of wealth.Same thing that went on in this shithole for nigh on ten years straight.Only difference with the situation we are faced with now is that the money is going to flow the proper way this time.Downstream.From the rich to the poor.From the haves to the nots.From the old to the young.From the almost-dead to the lives-left-to-lead.
AIDEN. I don’t know, JP.
JP. What don’t you know?What am I missing here?
AIDEN. I just… 
JP. Are you worried about going to jail?
AIDEN (hadn’t even thought of that).Well, I am now.
JP. That’s not going to happen – we are way too smart for that.Too smart by a country mile – trust me.
AIDEN. Still though.
JP. What?What’s ‘still though’ about it?And please don’t tell me you are in any way concerned about Dirty Gertie Graham in this.
AIDEN. I am actually.
JP. Ahh, Aiden.
AIDEN. She’s not all that bad no matter what.
JP. She’s far worse and well you know it too.
AIDEN. Come on now.
JP. She practically destroyed me and enjoyed herself doing it.
AIDEN. You all played your own part in that madness, in fairness.
JP. Cheers for that, buddy.
AIDEN. You did though.
JP. I’m nothing but a gobshite, right?
AIDEN. Of course you’re not.
JP. Well, that’s what Gertie tells everyone who’ll listen to her.
AIDEN. She did call you a gobshite here earlier come to think of it.
JP. There you go.
AIDEN. She did.
JP. And you think that’s right, do you? You think that’s fair
on me?
AIDEN. I don’t think that, no.And I told her as much too.
JP. Thank you.
AIDEN. You’re welcome.
	Pause.
JP. And the icing on the cake?
AIDEN. What?
JP. Last month she sent me a friend request on Facebook.
AIDEN. Did she?
JP. Followed me on Twitter.
AIDEN. She’s into all that nowadays.
JP. Good for her.
AIDEN. None of any of that necessarily means she deserves this though.
JP. Deserves what but?Ha? What?Think about it, will you.What’s actually going to happen to her?She’s never going to know she won a red cent in the first place.That’s the beauty of this no matter what way you look at it.What you don’t know can never hurt you, can it?Look at me, sure – all those years with you and Dee behind my back – you see what I’m saying?
AIDEN. Look, JP…
JP. I’m only joking with you.
AIDEN. Good, because I’d hate to think you… 
JP. Forget it, will you – Please, Ade – Can we save the little counselling session we have going on here till next week at least – when we’ve two hundred and fifty grand sitting in our bank account and the overall future’s looking a lot more rosy for all of us.We really need to get down to work now if we’ve any chance of getting the work done at all.
	Pause.
AIDEN. So what’s your recommended plan of action?
JP. We’re moving on to phase two, yeah?We are into attack mode now, so to speak?Yeah?
	Pause.
AIDEN. Yeah.
JP. Good man – (On his feet pacing again.)Okay – Can I have a Mars bar here?
AIDEN. Help yourself.
JP. Oh oh oh – Double Decker – can I have one of them instead?
AIDEN. Take what you want.
JP. I thought they’d stopped doing them.
AIDEN. Check the date on it.
	JP takes a Double Decker bar and starts eating.He is obviously very hungry and gets caught up in eating the bar.
	So?
JP. What?
AIDEN. How do we get our hands back on the ticket?
JP. Right, the way I see it, it’s simple enough.
AIDEN. It is?
JP. She put the ticket back in her bag?
AIDEN. She did.
JP. So we’ve two choices then.
AIDEN. Okay.
JP. We find a way to get the ticket back out of the bag.
AIDEN. Yes.
JP. Which, seeing as neither of us is the Artful fucking Dodger, sounds far too much like hard work and high risk for my liking.
AIDEN. So then… 
JP. We just take the whole bag.
AIDEN. Take the whole bag?
JP. I’ll just have a pack of Tayto here as well okay?
AIDEN. Sure.
JP. Cheers.
AIDEN. Where are you thinking we take it from?The house?
JP. Are you mental?No chance.That pervert son of hers is holed up in there round the clock.I do not fancy getting caught, tied up and introduced to the gimp.
AIDEN. Where else then?
JP. We take it out on the street.
AIDEN. We… 
JP. We mug her.
	Pause.
AIDEN. Seriously?
JP. Yeah.
AIDEN. We mug her?
JP. We put on a couple of masks.Hit her a couple of slaps.Make off with the bag like a pair of shitehawks from Finglas.Take the ticket, whatever cash is there, bits, bobs – dump the rest in a field to be found.She’ll report it to the Guards.The Guards will take a statement.Put it on top of the pile marked ‘don’t bother your arse ’cause there’s no point whatsoever’.And that will be as far as that goes.We wait a few days.Claim the prize anonymously.Take it to our graves.(Going to the fridge.)Quick can of Coke here to wash all that down.Then we’ll get ourselves a move-on, okay?
	Pause.
AIDEN. Ahhhh, shite.
JP. What?
AIDEN. I can’t do that, JP.
JP. Course you can.Just takes a bit of focus is all.
AIDEN. No – No – No that’s – that’s not me. That’s not me at all.
JP. It’s not you, is it, no?
AIDEN. No.Not at all.Not in the slightest. No.
JP. Okay.
	Pause – JP drinking Coke.
	(Belches.) So tell me then, because I’m actually intrigued now – what is ‘you’?These days?Huh?I mean – since you’re so sure and certain there of what’s not – fill me in here please – What is ‘you’? Now.As you’re standing there in front of me.
AIDEN. I don’t really know, to tell you the truth.
JP. Well, I’ll let you in on a secret here, Ade – Nobody does.Not any more.That’s why half the country is walking around looking like they just saw a ghost.
AIDEN. Maybe so but… 
JP. What?
AIDEN. I do know – that I have to be… That I’m still… 
JP. What?
AIDEN. I’m a good man, JP.
	Pause.
JP. A good man, yeah?
AIDEN. Yeah.
JP. A good man.Okay. (Stealth-attack mode.) Who thinks that though?Ha?
AIDEN. Thinks…?
JP. That you’re a good man.
AIDEN. Well.
JP. You think the town here thinks that about you? 
AIDEN. I would certainly hope so.
JP. You think your buddies up in the golf club think it?
AIDEN. I’ve never given them reason not to.
JP. What about your wife? – You think she thinks it?
AIDEN. Thinks…?
JP. That you’re a good man.
AIDEN. She knows I am.
JP. Maybe she does.
AIDEN. She absolutely does.
JP. And maybe she also knows exactly where that’s got you and her in your married lives to date.
	Because being a good man’s not a good thing to be.Not by your definition.Not in this country.Never was.Never will be.You want to be a good man?Emigrate.Go somewhere your goodness will be valued.Rewarded.There’s plenty of places and they’re not a million miles away either.But if you want to stay in this place – you play the game by the majority rules.
	(In one breath.) You put yourself first and foremost and fuck what effect it has on anyone else because they couldn’t care less about you and yours and deep down you know that’s true despite all the fairytales of Ireland that are told so stop looking at me like I just made it up for the good of my health because I didn’t.
	JP crumples the can of Coke and puts it in the bin.
AIDEN. I can’t mug a pensioner, JP. 
JP. You think Gertie Graham is going to give you this ticket for the good of her bad heart.
AIDEN. Of course she’s not.
JP. We have to take it from her.Okay.Same as she took from me.All the rest is just details. Fucking window dressing.
AIDEN. Listen.
JP. Don’t go getting bogged down in the mechanics or we’ll get nowhere and I’m telling you now as your partner on this – we need to move quickly.
AIDEN. There has to be a more civilised way, JP.
JP. Civilised?
AIDEN. Respectful.Sophisticated.
JP. Stop doing that to me, alright – I’m not an ignoramus no matter what you think or don’t.
AIDEN. A way to keep this whole thing a bit more ‘white collar’ – 
JP. Right.
AIDEN. If you see what I’m saying.
JP. I see exactly what you’re saying.
AIDEN. So… 
JP. So you think we can somehow keep our hands clean when they’re stuck deep down in shit.
AIDEN. Yes.
JP. That there’s some way we can just trick her out of it.
AIDEN. Exactly.
JP. Like magic, yeah.
AIDEN. More like a ‘con job’, you know.
JP. A fucking con job.This just gets better and better.
AIDEN. That’s what you’re always saying she did to you though, isn’t it? 
JP. Yes it is.Yes it is, Aiden. It’s exactly what she did to me and she did it with some style I have to hand it to her.
AIDEN. Well then.
JP. And you know the one thing I learned out of that whole debacle?
AIDEN. What?
JP. To be clever enough to know when I’m not clever enough.And trust me – if there were ten of us sitting round here we couldn’t come up with a plan to con Gertie Graham out of a single cent – never mind two hundred and fifty grand.
AIDEN. What if –
JP. Stop it now.
AIDEN. What if you called over there?
JP. It’s not happening – I told you.
AIDEN. Listen to me – what if you called over there and told her you were collecting old Lotto tickets.
JP. And why in the name of Jaysus would I be doing that?
AIDEN. I don’t know – that’s what we need to figure out.Come up with some story.Something like… 
JP. That is the most ridiculous thing I’ve ever heard my whole entire life to date.
AIDEN. Okay fine – not that.
JP. ‘Howya, Gertie, you’re looking mighty – Listen,I’m collecting old Lotto tickets for an old Lotto ticket collection I’ve got going – would you mind having a look in your handbag for me there.’
AIDEN. Work with me here, will you – 
JP. We don’t have time for this shite.
AIDEN. What if we both call over there, right.
JP. Aiden.
AIDEN. And… and one of us – one of us was at the front door… 
JP. Aiden.
AIDEN. No – no, say the other went round the back door and we… 
JP. Aiden.
AIDEN. And we…
JP. We are not calling over there.End of story.
AIDEN. Listen.
JP. There is nothing surer we would mess it up, tip her off
and blow our one and only chance.That’s not on the agenda for today.
AIDEN. But… 
JP. But nothing.We are mugging her.That’s that.She has it coming.I don’t give a shit.Have you got anything here we can use as masks?
AIDEN. I can’t do it that way, JP.I just can’t.
	Pause.
JP. Fair enough so, shag this for a game of soldiers. (Rises to leave.)
AIDEN. What?That’s it?
JP. If you can’t do it, you can’t do it.No point in us falling out over it.I’ll see you tomorrow, yeah.
AIDEN. You’re leaving?
JP. I’ve a lot on today.
AIDEN. What have you on today?
JP. I just told you.A lot.
AIDEN. Come off it, will you.
JP. What’s that supposed to mean, you dickhead?
AIDEN. It means you’re the first and only person I rang with this because I knew you’d just be sitting around twiddling yourself.
JP. Oh really?
AIDEN. Yeah really.
JP. And here was me thinking it was because we were friends.
	Pause.
AIDEN. There was that too.
JP. Because you valued my opinion on how to handle the situation.
AIDEN. And I do. 
JP. No you don’t.Not in the slightest.
AIDEN. I’ve just been sat here listening to it for the last hour, haven’t I?
JP. Yeah and you’d be sitting there listening to it for the next ten if you were let.
AIDEN. Come on.
JP. Well, I can’t waste any more precious time hanging around here nattering.
AIDEN. Hold on a minute.
JP. What?
	Pause.
AIDEN. You’re not thinking of doing this yourself.
JP. It looks like I might have to – doesn’t it?
AIDEN. That’s not on, JP.
JP. Why isn’t it?
AIDEN. No no no – we’re in this together.
JP. Not according to you we’re not.
AIDEN. I am disagreeing with your methods.That’s all.This thing is still mine.I found it.I put it in play.And I need that money.I need it more than you do.
JP. No one needs it more than I do.
AIDEN. We agreed… 
JP. I agreed nothing, Aiden.
AIDEN. We agreed… 
JP. I came over and listened as called on and asked to.I went and got my hopes up that you’d finally gone and grown a pair of bollocks.That just for once it was going to be worth something to know you in this life.But quick as a flash you revert to type and chicken right out.Exact same as you did with the Fairyhill development back in 2006.
AIDEN. What are you talking about?
JP. With all your risk profiling and due diligence.
AIDEN. I called that right, JP.You all lost your shirts on that.
JP. Maybe I wouldn’t have lost so bad if you and Dee had been in it with me.
AIDEN. It wouldn’t have made a blind bit of difference whether we were in it with you or not, it was doomed from the start.Same as Riverview Park.Same as Gertie Graham’s fields.
JP. Well, you’ve your own view.I have mine.This is a brand-new opportunity for some serious wealth creation right here, right now.You want to let it pass by like all the others I served up to you on a silver platter – you go right ahead.I’ll do what I’ve always done.I’ll play the game out to the finish.
AIDEN. But it’s my game to play, JP.
JP. And I’ve just told you the only way to win it.You’re not up to the challenge – I’m like the guy in the Persil ad.I’ll fucking do it myself.
AIDEN. Then I’ll tell on you.I will.
JP. Would you stop! – Who are you going to tell on me? The headmaster?The parish priest?Who?
AIDEN. You make any move without me and I’ll tell the Guards straight away.
JP. No you won’t.You’d have to let them how you knew about it – and then you might get yourself into some trouble.Perish the thought.
AIDEN. Don’t make fun of me, JP.
JP. You’ve no cards to play here because you haven’t the bottle to play them.As per usual.
AIDEN. Sit yourself back down.
JP. Get out of the way.
AIDEN. We are not finished talking.
JP. Yes we are – long ago – and every minute I waste dawdling in here is a minute that money is at risk out there – do you understand that at all?
AIDEN. There has to be some other way.JP – There has to be.
JP. Well, you go make yourself a nice cappuccino and figure it out.Call me when you do.I’ll be en route to the Lotto HQ at that stage and I’d probably appreciate the chinwag on the way.
AIDEN. I am not letting you leave until this is sorted.
JP. I’m serious now, Aiden.I’ve backed down from you twice in my life when I shouldn’t have – but make no mistake – I’ll go through you on this.
AIDEN (takes a truncheon he keeps behind the the counter). That’s what you’ll have to do so.
JP. Are you for real?
AIDEN. I suppose there could be a first time for everything.
JP. Get out my road, you fool you.
	JP goes for the door.AIDEN points the truncheon in is chest.JP swipes it away.They struggle.Real handbags stuff, neither willing to hurt the other.Finally AIDEN takes JP in a headlock.Sound of door being unlocked.DEE enters.
DEE. What in the name of…?
AIDEN. Howya.
DEE. Aiden!
JP (from the headlock position).How’d you get on?
DEE. Not good.
AIDEN. Really?
DEE. What in the name of God is going on here?
Interval.











 

 



ACT THREE
AIDEN. You are one evil little bag of shite.
JP. This is her place too.She has a right to know.
AIDEN. This has got nothing to do with her rights and you know it.
JP. We’ll let her be the judge of that.
AIDEN. This is about what you want.
JP. Okay.
AIDEN. And how you think you’re going to get it.
JP. Whatever you say.
AIDEN. But you’re getting nothing.Not from her.Not from me – You hear me now?
JP. How come the horse that you’re sitting on is always that little bit higher than everyone else’s, Aiden?
AIDEN (to DEE). I’m sorry, love – I am – I don’t know what way I was thinking earlier.
JP. You were thinking straight for the first time in years.
AIDEN. But I wasn’t going to go through with anything.
JP. It’s pathetic.There’s no other word for it.
AIDEN. And I need you to understand that because it’s important.That’s why, you see, that’s why we were having the row when you came through the door.Because I wasn’t prepared to hurt anyone.
JP. To hurt anyone… 
AIDEN. No matter what.
JP. Do you ever stop and listen to yourself?
AIDEN. And that’s… 
JP. The way you go on.
AIDEN. That’s just… 
JP. It’s worse than dealing with a five-year-old.
AIDEN. Will you please shut up, I can’t hear myself think.
JP. Fantastic – might put a stop to you trying.
AIDEN. Dee, listen – 
JP. No, Dee – listen to me now for a minute now.Because the clock’s ticking overtime on this situation.You need to do whatever it is you normally do to get this man here on board with the plan.
AIDEN. It’s over, JP.Alright.It should never have started in the first place.
JP. Dee.
AIDEN. But it certainly finished for good and all the split second you involved her in it. (Pause.)So.
JP. Dee – please.
	Pause.Silence from DEE.
	This is a joke.An absolute piss-take.Of epic proportions.The two of you are the single most frustrating pair of individuals God ever put a breath of air into, you know that?I don’t know what to do with either one of you, I really don’t.You both deserve each other, that’s for sure.(Sits.)
	Pause.
DEE. It’s an awful pity though.
AIDEN. What is?
DEE. That she took the ticket back.
	Pause.
JP. Okay now.
AIDEN. Don’t.
DEE. Because if she could have just…
JP. What?If she could have just what?
DEE. If she could have just walked out without it.
JP. Yes.
DEE. All our troubles would be over now, wouldn’t they?
JP. What’d I tell you?
AIDEN. But she did walk out with it, love.
DEE. Yeah I know.I know she did.
AIDEN. And I should have just left it at that.
	Pause.
	Dee?I should have just left it at that.Right?
	Pause.
DEE. I don’t know.
AIDEN. Dee.
JP. Good girl yourself.
AIDEN. You back off now.
JP. Go fuck yourself.
AIDEN. Dee?
DEE. I just… I really don’t know.
JP. Yes you do.You know full well and fair play to you for knowing it too.Now listen to me, Dee, because we don’t have any time left to play with here.
AIDEN. JP.
JP. I need your opinion now on what our next move should be here – alright?
AIDEN. Leave her alone.
DEE. You need my opinion?
JP. I realise that might seem strange to you, seeing as you’re not used to being asked for it by your husband too often.
AIDEN. Excuse me?
JP. But I’ve always thought that that was wrong and it’s something that needs to change with immediate effect.
AIDEN. Who do you think you’re… 
JP. As a point of principle it needs to change today.
AIDEN. You can give it up, JP.My wife’s not a fool.She knows what you’re at.
JP. Does she really?
AIDEN. We’re not teenagers in the fields any more.You’ll have to get up a lot earlier in the morning to catch her out with your childish bullshit.
JP. Tell me something, Dee, as a matter of interest.
AIDEN. Just ignore him.
JP. What level of input did you have in the new hot-food counter that was put in there?
AIDEN. That’s enough now.
JP. The one you’ve had to close down now for lack of trade?Did you think that was a good idea at the time?
AIDEN. I said… 
JP. Did you, Dee?Did you?
	Pause.
DEE. No.
JP. What’s that?
DEE. No I didn’t.
	Pause.
AIDEN. What do you mean, you didn’t?
DEE. What part of that statement is vague?
JP (touchdown). Ooohhh.
AIDEN (hurt). I see.
DEE. Look, love.
AIDEN. Because you never said anything is all… 
JP. And you know why she didn’t, Aiden?
AIDEN. What?
JP. It’s not a mystery.I’ll name that tune in one.Tell him, Dee.Go on.You never said anything because…?Because…?
DEE. I was never asked.
JP. Bingo.
AIDEN. Yes you were.
DEE. No, love.No I wasn’t.It’s not important… 
JP. Yes it is.
AIDEN. It obviously is.
JP. It’s fucking fundamental.
	Pause.
DEE. You went over and talked to your dad.
AIDEN. And.
DEE. And he told you it was a great idea.
AIDEN. He did, yeah.
DEE. Because he thinks everything you do is a great idea – regardless of whether it actually is or not.
AIDEN. Ahhh.
JP. Thinks you walk on water.
AIDEN. Come on now.
JP. And you can’t even swim.
DEE. Look.
AIDEN. So I mentioned it to my father – big deal.
DEE. It’s not a big deal.
AIDEN. Thank you.
DEE. But it didn’t stop with him though, did it?You went down and talked to Bill McCallister in Kilcock.
AIDEN. I… 
DEE. You spoke to Jane from the cash and carry.
AIDEN. But.
DEE. You went through it with the Durkin brothers in the village.The new butcher’s down beside Tescos.I even think you ran it by Gertie Graham one morning she was in.
AIDEN. That was just for small talk.
DEE. But I didn’t even get so much as that, Aiden.That’s the point.It was presented to me as a fait accompli.Pretty much the same story as everything else that ever goes on around here. 
AIDEN (on the back foot). Well.
JP. Take a few breaths there now, Aiden.
AIDEN. Piss off.
DEE. I’m not getting at you, alright.
AIDEN. You could have fooled me.
DEE. If I had a problem with it I should have piped up the day they arrived to install it.
AIDEN. Yes you should have.
DEE. I’m a grown woman after all.
AIDEN. Exactly.
DEE. And it was a really stupid move to be making at the time.
AIDEN. It was… 
DEE. The country was in a nosedive – plain for all to see, and suddenly we were trying everything to get bigger and bolder when we should have been working on getting smaller and surviving.
JP. And look how it all worked out for you in the end.
AIDEN. Well, I have to say, lads – fair play to you now – it’s wonderful to witness this twenty-twenty vision you both have the God-given gift of.
DEE. I know.
AIDEN. Bestowed upon you by the almighty power of hindsight.
DEE. You’re right, love, of course you are.
JP. Doesn’t change the fact though.
AIDEN. You’re the last man to be lecturing anyone about facts, JP.
JP. She should have been much more involved at all times in the decision-making process round here.You wouldn’t be in half the shite you’re in now if she was.
AIDEN. You don’t know anything about us or any of the shite we’re in, JP.
JP. Oh, I know enough about it, Aiden, don’t you worry.
AIDEN. What’s that supposed to mean?
DEE. What difference does it make now anyway?
JP. All the difference in the world, Dee.You’re in the thick of this with us now.And I’m blue in the face telling you both – tick fucking tock.So what do you think we should do?
AIDEN. Don’t even answer him.
JP. Stop letting him control you like that.
AIDEN. Okay, that’s it.That’s the straw that breaks it there.
JP. You have your own mind to speak and you’re well able to speak it.
AIDEN. Go home.
JP. No one knows that more than I do.
AIDEN. I mean it.
JP. Come on, Dee – this is your chance here.
AIDEN. Now.
JP. What do you think we should do?
AIDEN. Now, JP.
JP. What do you think we should do?
DEE. Everything in our power to get that ticket back.
	Pause.
JP. You little beauty.
AIDEN. Dee?
DEE. Whatever it takes.We should.We should.
AIDEN. Are you being serious here now?
DEE. Yes.Yes I am.
AIDEN. Because this is no joke.This is very real.
DEE. I know it is.
	Pause.
AIDEN. Wow.
DEE. What do you mean, ‘wow’?What’s so wow about it?
AIDEN. I just… 
DEE. What?
AIDEN. I just never would have thought that… 
DEE. What?
AIDEN. I never would have thought that you’d get involved in something like this
DEE. Why wouldn’t I?
AIDEN. I would have thought you were – above it.Somehow. 
JP. You see the kind of amazing things you can find out about people when you just have the common courtesy to ask?
AIDEN. I suppose I thought I knew you a bit better.
DEE. Makes two of us, Aiden.
AIDEN. What?
DEE. I would have thought I knew myself.Through and through without a doubt.Thought I’d have no bother whatsoever handling those two teenagers who were grilling me for fun this morning.Water off a duck’s back I would have reckoned.Hit me with your best and I’ll laugh at it.I wasn’t sure of my own name by the time they were finished with me and that was all of ten minutes max.
AIDEN. I bet you did very well there, love.
DEE. Don’t.
AIDEN. I do.It’s impossible to judge these things when you’re in the middle of them.
JP. He’s right with that in fairness, Dee.
AIDEN. You need to take a step back and you’ll realise you
did fine.
JP. You did better than fine, I’d say.
DEE. They looked at me like I had just landed from another planet.And not one populated by beings of a higher intelligence, if you see what I’m saying.
AIDEN. It’s okay.
DEE. They spoke to me like I’d never mattered.To anyone or anything. 
JP. You know that’s not true.
DEE. Like I’d no right to be sitting in front of them in the first place.
AIDEN. Come on, hun.
DEE. And then they wrapped the whole thing off by telling me they were going to treat me with the respect I deserved and not waste any more of my time talking to me.They wished me luck – as in ‘good luck’ you know – and they practically shoved me out the door.I wasn’t even out of the car park before the girl from the recruitment agency called to commiserate.She said we were probably setting our sights too high.Imagine.I didn’t think I could possibly look any lower.How wrong can you be about who you really are in the world as it stands?
AIDEN. They don’t know what they’re missing out on.
JP. No they don’t.
DEE. They know exactly.They know it better than I do.And that makes you stop.It does.It makes you think.
JP. And as soon as you start – you’re never the same again – trust me on this.
DEE. It’s all bullshit, Aiden.
JP. Precisely.
DEE. The whole set-up.It’s all a pretence.
JP. All of it.
DEE. Nobody knows anything.
JP. Not one fucking thing.
DEE. The whole lot of it is down to chance.
JP. Down to taking your chance.
DEE. Because no one else is going to give us anything.
JP. Not the steam off their piss.
DEE. And this – this might be fate working for us here. 
JP. That’s exactly what it is.Fate and providence.
DEE. So… 
JP. Karma too into the bargain with that rancid old hag.
AIDEN. Hold on.
JP. No – you can piss off with yourself now – What more do you want from us here – blood?It is time to roll.
AIDEN. Wait.Just wait a second.
JP. Aiden.
AIDEN. You’re sure about this?
JP. I have never been surer of anything my entire life.
AIDEN. I’m not talking to you.Dee?You’re sure?
DEE. As sure as I can be about anything any more.
JP. And that’s sure enough for me.We’re on.Yeah?We’re on?
	Pause.
AIDEN. In theory.
JP. Shove your theory.It’s time for practice now.
AIDEN. But.
JP. But what?Seriously, Aiden – what?
AIDEN. I am not mugging her, JP.
DEE. Mugging her?
AIDEN. Nothing’s changed as far as that’s concerned.
JP. No no no no – on the contrary, my friend.Everything’s changed.
AIDEN. Listen to me.
JP. Everything’s changed because the three of us are in on this now.And that bestows one benefit if nothing else – democracy rules.
AIDEN. No.
JP. So let’s us all open up the oul’ ballot box here on how to proceed. (To DEE.) Your choices, my dear, seeing as we are all committed now to doing the deed, your choices on how to actually get it done are – On the one hand – the sensible hand – my hand – we find her somewhere on the street and we ‘mug’ her – for want of a better way of putting it.
AIDEN. There’s no other way of putting it – it’s mugging her – long and short of it – that’s the problem.
JP. It is by far and away the path of least resistance.Which is always best in these situations.
AIDEN. What do you know about ‘these situations’ anyway?
JP. We simply snatch the bag out of her grasping little hands and we keep on running.So what do you reckon?
DEE. It could work alright.
AIDEN. Ahh, Dee.
JP (to AIDEN). Apology accepted.
AIDEN. Why are you encouraging him?It’s bad enough lowering yourself and getting involved in this in the first place.
DEE. Oh please.
AIDEN. Now you’re going to stoop down to his level.
DEE. I’m just saying it’s a viable option.
JP. It’s failsafe, is what it is.
AIDEN. Well, I think it’s wrong.
JP. ‘Wrong’… 
AIDEN. In every way conceivable.
JP. Such a ridiculous word in the times we’re living in.
AIDEN. And nothing either of you can say will make me change my mind.
DEE. What do you want to do then?
JP. He wants to go over to the house.
DEE. No way.
JP (overjoyed). Well, fair fucking play to you, Dee.We were sinking fast till you came on board.
AIDEN. Hang on a minute.
DEE. That would be a stupid move.
AIDEN. What did you just say?
JP (to DEE). Jesus, I love you.(To AIDEN.) I told you.I did.What did I tell you?
DEE. I’m sorry, love – but – not with that weirdo Denis sat over there.We couldn’t.
JP. Let’s get the gear on, lads and lasses.
AIDEN. Are you feeling alright, Dee? 
JP. Have you got any Red Bull?
AIDEN. Seriously?
JP. Give us some wings for the flight.
DEE. I might have a better way though.
JP. What’s this now?
DEE. I might have a better way.
	Pause.
AIDEN. What is it?
DEE. We could get her to come back here.
AIDEN. Back here?
JP. Ah, for fuck’s sake.
DEE. Hear me out.
JP. Just when I think someone’s starting to talk some sense in this shithole.
DEE. We call her up, alright.
AIDEN. And…?
DEE. And we tell her she’s left something behind here.Something from earlier. 
AIDEN. Something like what?
DEE. Money.Would be best.A fifty-euro note.Fell out of
her bag.
JP. Come off it.
DEE. She’d come back for that.Trust me.
JP. No she wouldn’t.Because she’d know she didn’t drop it.She’d know it wasn’t hers.That woman knows how much she’s left of her communion money and believe me – it’s most of it.
DEE. She wouldn’t care though.She’d think we’d made a mistake.
AIDEN (realising).And she’d come back for it anyway.
DEE. Exactly.
AIDEN. You’re right, you know.She would.She’d say it was hers anyway.
JP. Okay – okay – Fine – let’s assume – and it’s a stretch… There’s still the burning issue of what we actually do when she gets here?
DEE. We put the plan into action – I take her bag off her soon as she comes in the door – to check it for holes for her so it won’t happen again.
JP. Will you stop.
DEE. She’d go along with it.To get her hands on the fifty.She’d go along with it.
AIDEN. She’s right.She would.
DEE. I spill the contents of the bag on the floor.
AIDEN. Old Butterfingers.
DEE. Precisely.She can’t bend over too good these days.
JP. Not like she used to.
AIDEN (wincing at the thought). Don’t, please.
DEE. So Aiden plays the Good Samaritan.
AIDEN. I can manage that.
DEE. While I distract her with some small talk.Offer to show her where we’re living out back – she won’t be able to resist seeing that.You find the ticket.Switch it for an old one.Hand her back the bag like the true gentleman you are.
AIDEN. Thanks very much.
DEE. I mean it.I do.
AIDEN. I know.
	Pause.
JP. It has some potential, I’ll grant you.
DEE. Aiden?
AIDEN. It could work alright.It really could.
DEE. Yeah?
JP. One proviso though.And this is non-negotiable.
DEE. What?
JP. If it doesn’t work.
DEE. It will work.
JP. If it doesn’t work.For whatever reason.If she manages to get back out that door with the ticket still in tow – we immediately move back to my Plan A.No discussions.No procrastinations.A-mugging we all go – agreed?
DEE. Agreed.
JP. Aiden?
AIDEN. Let’s just make sure it doesn’t get to that, alright.
DEE. Alright – 
JP. Alright – Let’s do this.
DEE. What – Now?
JP. What do you mean…?Yes, now – Of course now… for fuck’s sake – is there a hearing problem in this place?
DEE. Okay okay.Jesus – will you – I need a drink here, boys.
JP. What’s new?
DEE. Shut up. (Opens a bottle of wine.)
JP. Hurry up.
DEE. Okay. Okay – Get me the number.
	AIDEN looks through the Yellow Pages butJP has the number in his phone.
JP. That’s her house.
DEE. Here goes nothing.(Dials – throughout the following speech she is reacting silently with AIDEN – mostly mouthing at him to be quiet and to back off.Near the end, JP practically has to restrain him.)
Hi.Hiya, Denis.(Mouths ‘shit’.)It’s Deirdre Farrell here.That’s right.I’m doing great thanks.And how’s about yourself?Really?I see.That sounds very rewarding for you, Denis, well done.Absolutely.Tell me – Is your mam there?She’s not.Right.Are you expecting her home soon?Good.I know exactly what she’s like.No keeping her down.Will you give her a message from me?Good man. (Pause.) And what one condition would that be? (Pause.) Ah, stop it, will you.(Pause.)You’re embarrassing me now, Denis. (Pause.) No there’s no one here – that’s not the… (Pause.) Denis.(Pause.)Just a normal skirt and blouse, okay?(Pause.) Okay… (Pause.)Denis.(Pause.)No it’s – it’s just above the knee, alright – now will you please. (Pause.) I’m not wearing tights.(Pause.)It’s red. (Pause.) Pretty tight.(Pause.) Black shoes. (Pause.)White.(Pause.)They’re white too.(Pause.) They are a matching set, yes.(Pause.) That’s right.(Pause.)That’s right.(Pause.) Yes I am.(Pause.)Yes I am.(Pause.) You all finished there now, Denis?Fair play – Will you tell your mother she dropped a fifty-euro note when she was in here this morning.(Pause.) Yes.(Pause.) What do you mean, I can…?(Pause.) No, Denis – I don’t – I don’t want to keep it.(Pause.) You don’t need to pay me for anything.No no no – I didn’t mind.I didn’t mind at all.(Pause.)Of course we can, look – Just – please – Just make sure you pass on that message for me, won’t you.Won’t you? Thank you.Okay. You too.Bye.
	She hangs up and takes a huge gulp of wine – swirling it around her mouth like mouthwash to clean it.
AIDEN. What in the name of God just happened there?
DEE. Don’t go making a big deal out of it, alright.
JP. There’s no big deal to make.Well done, Dee.You did what you had to do.
AIDEN. That’ll be all over the village before the weekend comes.
DEE. I’m glad that’s all you’re worried about.
AIDEN. Of course it’s not.
JP. Denis won’t be opening his mouth to anyone.Don’t stress yourself.He’ll be hoping there’s more to come.If you catch my drift.
AIDEN. I am not going any further with this now.No way. No way.
JP. Can you please knock it on the head with the Lanigan’s Ball.You’re making me dizzy over here.
AIDEN. You go and do what you want to do, JP.We won’t stand in your way.We won’t say a word to a sinner.But this is not – this is not turning me and my wife into a pair of thieves and whores.
DEE. Speak for yourself there, Aiden.
JP. Well said, Dee.
AIDEN. Honey.
DEE. We are seeing this through now, love.
AIDEN. Dee.
DEE. To the bittersweet end – I don’t give a shite and I don’t want to speak about it any more either.
JP. The die is cast.All bets are on.
AIDEN. No – listen to me – please – We have done nothing wrong up to this point.It’s just been a lot of talk so far.
JP. And you were very good at the old ‘talk’ there, Dee. If you don’t mind me saying.
AIDEN. Stop speaking to her like that.
JP. Grow up.
AIDEN. I mean it.
JP. I’m only trying to make her feel a bit better about the whole situation.You should take a leaf here, buddy.
AIDEN. We can jump off now, Dee.We can cut our losses.
DEE. Are you not sick to your hind teeth of doing that though, Aiden?
AIDEN. Of… 
DEE. Cutting our losses.One after the other.Hit after hit.Knock after knock.
JP. Now you’re talking.
DEE. Until what?We’re back being twelve-year-olds?Sniffing around for pocket money off my mother and your father.For being the best little kids to come out of the kiddery.
AIDEN. It’s not… 
DEE. You didn’t see their faces this morning, Aiden.They thought I was more to be pitied than laughed at and the little shits still laughed at me.
JP. They’re all laughing at us, sure.Every last one of them.
AIDEN. It was one interview, Dee – don’t go reading the world into it.
DEE. I have never felt fear before today.I thought I had, I thought I must have had.But I hadn’t.Not really.And all they had to do was stare at me.Stare straight through me.With their spiked-up hair and their big white teeth.I won’t go through that again.
AIDEN. You won’t have to, love.
DEE. Yes I will.
AIDEN. I promise you.
DEE. Over and over and over.
AIDEN. You won’t.
DEE. Because of this.(Holds up a fifty-euro note from the till.)And the absolute power it wields in our world.
AIDEN. Go easy with that – it’s the last one we’ve left.
DEE. That’s QED so.
AIDEN. No no no – listen – we can manage.
DEE. But we shouldn’t have to, Aiden.
JP. No we shouldn’t.
DEE. Just manage. 
JP. It’s absolutely shocking.
DEE. Where we sleep.What we eat.How we live and breathe.
JP. Appalling.
DEE. The clothes on our backs, the shoes on our feet.We shouldn’t have to just manage until we’re too old to give a shit or be given a shit about. (Crying.)
AIDEN. It’s okay.Hey.It’s okay.
DEE. This is another way for us now.To make a go of it again.To be a success again.
AIDEN. It’s okay.Shhh… 
DEE. Because everything we have is based on that, Aiden.I see that clear as day now.We’ve nothing without it.
AIDEN. Of course we have, love.We have everything we’ll ever need.We have each other.
JP. That’s very touching.
AIDEN. I’m going to slap you in a minute.
DEE. We don’t even have that much though, do we?
AIDEN. I’m sorry?
DEE. Can’t you see?Not without the life we spent all our lives building. We’ve never known each other without it.We’ve never really known anyone without it.
AIDEN. Come on now.
DEE. Did you call your dad today?
AIDEN. I… 
DEE. After he called this morning.Did you call him back?
AIDEN. I didn’t get a chance, sure – with all this shit.
DEE. It’s got nothing to do with that.You didn’t call him because you have no clue how to talk to him any more.And he’s your father, for God’s sake.
AIDEN. Listen.
DEE. All of the great friends we used to have.
JP. You’ll always have me.
AIDEN. Will you stay out of this please.
DEE. Dean and Amy.Tom and Fiona.Conor and Mags.You see what I’m saying?Where’s everyone gone?We haven’t spoken to each other in over a year and we used to meet up once a week minimum.
AIDEN. And we shouldn’t have let that happen.No argument there.We shouldn’t have all stopped talking to each other just because we didn’t like the subject matter any more.We shouldn’t have all withdrawn just because we felt like worse versions of who we used to be.We’re not.We’re good people.
JP. You’re like a broken record with that so you are.
AIDEN. We should all make the effort to get to know each other again.
JP. Well, you can count me out of your little class reunion.I never liked any of those shitheads when they had a few bob.I am certainly not putting up with them when they’ve shag all to offer me.
AIDEN. I don’t think you need to worry there, JP.You were never the first name on any of their Christmas-card lists.
DEE. I’m pregnant, Aiden.
	Pause.
AIDEN. What?
DEE. I’m pregnant.
AIDEN. But… How are you?
JP. Don’t look at me.
AIDEN. We haven’t … we haven’t.
DEE. In weeks.I know.Seven to be precise.
JP. I’m sorry for your troubles.
DEE. And now you know why.
	Pause.
AIDEN. Jesus Christ, Dee.
DEE. And now you know what’s at stake.
AIDEN. What’s at stake?What are you…?
DEE. I’m out looking for a job, Aiden.You think I’d be out doing that with a baby coming.
AIDEN. But I thought you just said… 
DEE. I’m going over to London to visit Joanne next Saturday. 
AIDEN. Yeah?
DEE. I have an appointment made. 
	Pause.
	So.
AIDEN. You’ve… 
DEE. What choice have I?Look around you.Tell me?
AIDEN. Ahh, Dee.
DEE. Not one.Not a fucking one.Not until now that is.
AIDEN. When were you going tell me about this?
DEE. I wasn’t.
JP. Jesus.
AIDEN. Are you for real?
DEE. There was no point telling you, Aiden.I knew there’s nothing you could do to change our circumstances and I wasn’t about to go and make you feel even worse about
that fact.
AIDEN. What has our circumstances got to do with this?
DEE. Where do you think we’re living, Aiden?Where babies rear themselves?Out in the jungle?Down in the desert?Where?We are living in Ireland.
AIDEN. I know where we are living.
DEE. We are living in Ireland in the year 2014 – These kind of luxuries of life are a thing of the past.
AIDEN. Jesus.
DEE. Unless the gods happen to smile down from above.Unless lady luck happens to show up at our door out of the blue.
	GERTIE enters quickly.
GERTIE. Well, here’s the gleesome threesome now.Yis all look lovely together.
JP. Gertie.
GERTIE. Are yis having a board meeting?
JP. We were talking about business alright.
GERTIE. I’d say Michael O’Leary is shitting himself.
JP. I’d say he is, yeah.And how are you today, Gertie?
GERTIE. How I am is the least of your worries, Kennedy.(To AIDEN.)What’s wrong with you?Where’s the fucking ghost you just saw?
DEE. Did you get my message, Gertie?
GERTIE. I did.Denis texted me.
DEE. Fair play to him.
GERTIE. You’ve some money I lost.
JP. You lost some money, did you, Gertie?
GERTIE. It would appear so.
JP. Not like you at all.
GERTIE. There’s a first time for everything – you might find that out for yourself one day.
DEE. Let me have a look at your bag there, Gertie – you must have a tear in it somewhere.
GERTIE. There’s no fucking tear in it – what are you on about, woman?
DEE. Well, it must have fallen out somehow – look, I can see one there – (Reaches and grabs the bag.)
GERTIE. Would you give over – (Holds onto the bag.)
	They struggle over the bag.The bag and contents spill on
the floor.
	For fuck’s sake – (Starts to reach down to pick up the contents but freezes.) Oh my fucking back!
JP. Allow me.
	JP and DEE start to clear up the mess – all the while looking for the ticket.
GERTIE. I’ve my eye on you two there – I have a full count of every item.
They continue to look.
	And while they’re rooting around down there – you can make yourself halfway useful and check this again for me.
	She produces the Lotto ticket from her pocket and hands it to AIDEN.
	Because unless I am very much mistaken – the National Lottery website is telling me I have some numbers on it.
	DEE and JP stop dead in their tracks.
JP. You checked up the old website, did you, Gertie?
GERTIE. I’m well able to.
JP. No doubt about that.
GERTIE (to AIDEN). Well?
	Pause – AIDEN goes and checks.
AIDEN. Oh.
GERTIE. What?
AIDEN. Would you look at that now?
GERTIE. What is it?
AIDEN. It’s… 
GERTIE. What?
AIDEN. Congratulations, Gertie – 
GERTIE. Yeah?
AIDEN. It’s a winner alright.
GERTIE. How much?
	Pause.AIDEN looks at DEE and JP.
	How much?
AIDEN. Two hundred and fifty thousand euro.
	Hands GERTIE the ticket back.
JP (big). My God.
GERTIE. That’s what the website said too.I thought I was imagining things.Well, that will do nicely now, so it will.
AIDEN. Are you sure that’s the same ticket you gave me earlier, Gertie?
GERTIE. I don’t know how you manage at all, I really don’t – you’ve your head stuck so far up your arse it’s coming back out your mouth.I’d say she has to double-check everything you do.I certainly would anyway.
AIDEN. It must have been the machine.
GERTIE. A bad workman always blames his tools.
AIDEN. I’ll have to get it looked at.
GERTIE. Yeah – you do that.Get yourself looked at while you’re at it.It would be money well spent, believe me.I’ll be off so.
JP. Wait a second now – hey – hey – Sure have a drink with us here, Gertie.
GERTIE. For what?
JP. To celebrate – your win.
GERTIE. I’m not paying for it.
JP. Of course you’re not.It’s on the house.Aiden – grab a few glasses there.
AIDEN. No – I’m sure Gertie just wants to get going now, JP.
GERTIE. Always the miser, isn’t he?
JP. Absolutely – Is that what passes for customer service round this place?You’ve just sold a winning Lotto ticket, man – sure you might get a prize for that yourself.
GERTIE. He’ll get fuck-all – I bought that one in Tescos.All he did was check it.
AIDEN. Wonderful.
JP. Get the glasses, will you?
AIDEN. No, JP – No – Now let’s just… 
DEE. I’ll get them.
AIDEN (a warning). Dee.
DEE. Back in a flash.
JP. Good girl yourself.
	DEE goes into the back.JP opens a screw-top bottle of wine.
The windfalls just keep on coming for you, don’t they, Gertie.
GERTIE. Grand bit of luck alright.
JP. You must have done something good in a previous life.
GERTIE. I must have.
JP. ’Cause God knows you did fuck-all good in this one.
GERTIE. Give over your oul’ bleating now, Kennedy – ’tis getting embarrassing.
JP. Don’t worry, Gertie – I plan on stopping real soon.
	DEE back.
DEE. There we go.
JP pours for everyone.
JP. A toast.To Gertie and her good fortune.
	Glasses raised. DEE hands GERTIE back her bag.
	Show us that ticket for a second there, Gertie, would you?
GERTIE. There’s nothing to see on it but a bunch of random numbers.
AIDEN. That’s right.
GERTIE. Nearly as random as what you and your boys were paying per acre back in the high times. 
AIDEN. Put it safe in your bag there, Gertie.
JP (harsh). Good man, Aiden.Good man yourself.
	They drink a bit.
GERTIE (to DEE). Did you get that job you were going for today?
DEE. No, Gertie – no I didn’t.
GERTIE. I’d a feeling you wouldn’t.
AIDEN. There’s no need for that now.
JP. And what other feelings have you, Gertie?Just out of interest.About what will or won’t happen to all of us?
GERTIE. Pretty piss-poor ones about you anyway.
JP. Fair play to you.
GERTIE. And by the sound of the way things are going round this place you need to find yourself some sort of work quickly, Dee.
DEE. Well, if you hear of anything going, Gertie.
GERTIE. Sure, where would I hear about that kind of shite?
DEE. I don’t know, I just… 
GERTIE. Get Mr Kennedy there to keep his ear to the ground for you.He’s the expert at getting the jobs, isn’t he?If only he was half as good at holding on to them now.
JP. If only is right.
GERTIE. But sure as soon as he finds out they actually want him to do some real work in return for the money they’re going to pay him.
JP. This is it.
GERTIE. He can’t be putting up with that kind of nonsense now, can he?
JP. You know what I’m going to tell you, Gertie… 
GERTIE. Not when there’s pots of gold sitting out on the streets just waiting for a genius like him to scoop up and waltz off into the sunset with.Because that’s how life is supposed to play out – isn’t it, Kennedy?Everything you want for no effort whatsoever.Same as your father and his before him.
JP. You can go and take a… 
DEE (interrupting). Sure, maybe we’ll land a windfall like yourself, Gertie.
GERTIE. Stranger things have happened.
DEE. Yes they have.
GERTIE. To better people I might add.
JP. Yip.
DEE. It would sort out all of our problems, so it would.
GERTIE. Well, I’ve no problems to be sorted, thank God.
DEE. Lucky you, Gertie.Lucky you.
JP. That’s right.
AIDEN. I’d better be closing up now.
GERTIE. The rush hour over, is it?
AIDEN. It’s just – it’s six o’ clock so.
GERTIE. So you’ve places to be.
AIDEN. No I don’t actually. 
DEE. Your Denis will been thrilled for you.
GERTIE. He will indeed.He will indeed.
DEE. You haven’t told him yet so?
GERTIE (finishes her drink).Not yet no – 
DEE. After you checked up the website, I mean.
GERTIE. I’ll head back over now and give him the news.
DEE. Have you told anyone else about it, Gertie?
GERTIE. I haven’t now – ’Tis no one else’s business but mine.And I would appreciate it if you three kept it to yourselves too.
JP. Don’t you worry about that, Gertie.
GERTIE. I don’t need this being fed to the wrong type of people.
JP. You’re right to be concerned.
GERTIE. Goodnight, all.
JP. Hold your horses there, Gertie.
GERTIE. What?
JP. Have one for the road with us.
GERTIE. I’ve had enough now, thank you very much.
JP. What are you rushing off for? 
GERTIE. I’ve a few plans to put together.
JP. No, no, no.No.Come on.(Blocks her way – still jovial.)
GERTIE. Get out of my way, you gobshite.
JP. Sure, we are not finished here yet, Gertie.
AIDEN. Yes, JP, yes we are.
JP. Not by a long shot.
GERTIE. What are you fucking playing at?
AIDEN (false smile). Time to let it go now, JP, okay?
JP. We’ve come this far – we’re seeing this through.
AIDEN (false laugh). ‘Seeing this through’, do you hear him!Jaysus, JP, you’re a gas man altogether.
GERTIE. What’s going on?
AIDEN. Nothing.Nothing at all.The drink’s just gone straight to his head.
GERTIE. Well, my fucking left boot will be going straight to his head if he doesn’t get out of my way pronto.
DEE (interjecting). I never showed you out the back, Gertie, did I?
GERTIE. What’s that?
DEE. Our new home now – I never got a chance to give you the grand tour earlier.
GERTIE (can’t resist). Well, be quick about it.I haven’t time to be wallowing around this place. 
	GERTIE and DEE exit, with DEE giving the lads a stare on her way out.
AIDEN. That’s it now.It’s done.Alright – We’ve no more moves to make.
JP. I am getting that ticket, Aiden.
AIDEN. Playtime’s over, JP.Just let it go.
JP. I’m not letting anything go and you better believe that.
I’m finished letting things go and that’s the end of it.If I
let another thing go there’ll be nothing left of me but skin and bone.
AIDEN. You need to learn when to cut your losses, bud.
JP. Same as you need to learn when to seize your opportunities.
AIDEN. It’s lost.No harm done. Chalk it up.Walk away.
JP. You got me involved in this, Aiden.
AIDEN. And I’m sorry about that.
JP. You got me involved and now I’m involved and this is two hundred and fifty grand we’re talking about here.
AIDEN. Which isn’t ours and never was to begin with, so… 
JP. But it could be.It could be.All we have to do is take it.And then think up some way to keep her quiet.Now that’s the one and only thing standing between us and a life worth living.And we can crack that nut, you and me.We can, Aiden.You and me working together here like we used to – we can pull this off.
AIDEN. How can we?
JP. We get some leverage.We find something we can lean on her.
AIDEN. Come on now.
JP. Something that compels her to hand over the ticket and keep her mouth shut because it won’t be worth two hundred and fifty grand for her to open it.
AIDEN. The woman has no shame, JP.That’s her greatest gift.There’s no hold we can put on her because she couldn’t care less what anyone thinks.
JP. No no – there has to be something.With her fucking family, there has to be.
AIDEN. Cupboard’s bare, buddy.It’s over now.
JP. What about Dee?What about this place?What about your new baby?
AIDEN. You don’t need to worry yourself about us.Not any more.Not from today.Time for you to hit the road, JP.
JP. Are you… 
AIDEN. Before she comes back.Best if you’re not here.For everyone’s sake including your own.
JP. I am going nowhere, pal.
AIDEN. Yeah you are.You have to now.
JP. I’m going nowhere because I’ve nowhere to go.
AIDEN. Come on.
JP. I don’t.Brian doesn’t want me in the house when he’s not there because I cost him too much on the heating.So he won’t give me a key to the front door.He’s out working shift this week – lucky for some – so he’s not back till ten.Muggins here gets to roam the highways and the byways like a fucking shadow until five past.
AIDEN. You’re living with your brother?
JP. No, Aiden.I’m not living with anyone.I’m not living at all any more.And it stops today, one way or the other.
	GERTIE and DEE re-enter.
DEE. Alright, men.
GERTIE. Not as bad as I thought it’d be.
AIDEN. Nothing ever is.
GERTIE. Well, goodnight to all and sundry.
JP. Where’re you heading to now, Gertie?
GERTIE. I’ve to pop down to Tescos.Pick up the Evening Herald.
AIDEN. I’m the exact same price for that, Gertie.Everyone is.
GERTIE. I get the points on my Clubcard there though.
AIDEN. Sweet Jesus.
JP. Off to Tescos and then straight back home, yeah?
GERTIE. Well, I might pop into Kavanagh’s for a hot toddy or two – have a proper celebration for myself.
JP. Good.Good.Fair play to you.So you’ll be out and about town for a while then.
GERTIE. I should be.
JP. Excellent.
GERTIE. After I pop back home first, of course.
JP. After you…?
GERTIE. Give Denis the news and put my ticket somewhere safe.You just never know, do you?
JP. No.No you don’t.
GERTIE. Be good, the three of you.Don’t be getting up any of your old mischief.You’ll have that poor woman there worn out with your shenanigans.
	GERTIE leaves.JP starts to pace frantically.
JP. Fuck.Fuck.Fuck.Right – back to Plan A.Like we should have from the start.Why do I always have to listen to everyone else?Why can’t I ever just do what I know in my heart of hearts is the right thing to do?Give me a mask.
AIDEN. What?
JP. Give me a mask.A cover.A balaclava.
AIDEN. A fucking balaclava?
JP. Something.
AIDEN. Cop on to yourself, man.
JP. We have about two minutes before she gets to her front door.Three max.And then it’s gone.It’s gone for ever.
AIDEN. It’s gone already.
JP. No no no – fuck you – you’ve already robbed me of everything worth having.
AIDEN. No I didn’t so don’t even… 
JP. And what good did it do you?What good did it do either of you?Well, you’re not taking this from me too.No way.Now you give me a – give me a fucking… something… 
	Pause.
DEE. What about a pair of tights?
AIDEN. Dee.
JP. That’s perfect.Yes – yes – and – a hat – or like – a cap – or –
DEE. A scarf.
JP. Yes, exactly – a scarf – excellent.
AIDEN. Dee.
	DEE runs to get these things from the back.
	You’re really going to go through with this now?
JP. Yes – I really am.
AIDEN. Well, I have to say, buddy.
JP. What?What do you have to say to me now that I have to stand here and listen to?
AIDEN. I’m impressed.I really am.
	DEE is back in with tights and a scarf.JP puts them on quickly.
JP. How do I look?
AIDEN. Ridiculous.
JP. Would you know it was me?
DEE. Not the face, no – but the shirt – she might recognise that.
	JP takes his shirt off – he is bare-chested with the tights on his head and the scarf round his neck.
JP. Okay?Incognito?
DEE. I don’t know – I mean, I’d still know you.
AIDEN. With his shirt off, of course.
DEE. It’s fifty-fifty at best, JP.
JP. Well, that’ll have to do.
AIDEN. She’ll be nearly home now.
JP. I know she will.
AIDEN. Another ten seconds and Usain Bolt won’t catch her.
JP. I’m going.
AIDEN. Best of luck now.
DEE. Be careful, JP.
AIDEN. Oh – Just one thing while I think of it.
JP. I haven’t time.
AIDEN. There’s absolutely no point in doing what you’re doing.
JP. What?
AIDEN. Absolutely no point whatsoever.
JP (angry). Aiden.
AIDEN. She knows the ticket’s a winner now.And that changes everything.Even if you do manage to snatch the bag it will be no good to you because you’ll never be able
to claim the money.
	Pause.
DEE. He’s right.
AIDEN. You’d have to kill her to keep it.
	Pause.
	JP runs to the counter and gets the truncheon.
	Seriously?
JP. I’ve no choice. (Walks to the door – stops in the door frame – stands – starts to cry.)
AIDEN. Come on now – It’s okay.It’s okay.
	JP walks back into the room.
JP. Why is it always…?Why can’t I ever…?
	DEE walks over and holds him.AIDEN walks over and puts his hand on his back.
AIDEN. Easy now.Easy.
	GERTIE appears at the door – she watches for a moment.Scene is a shirtless JP with a stocking on his head holding a truncheon in between AIDEN and DEE.
GERTIE. And you call my poor Denis weird.
	Pause – they all turn sheepishly and look at her.
AIDEN. What is it, Gertie?
GERTIE. I forgot what I came in here for in the first place.
AIDEN. What was that?
GERTIE. The fifty-euro note I dropped here this morning.If you could go fetch it for me now like a good man so I can get the fuck out of here and leave you all to your devices.
	AIDEN takes the truncheon from JP and stands with it in his hand.He starts to breathe heavily.
	Lights fade.
End.
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