add

MARY:
PADRAIC:

MARY:

PADDY:

MARY:

PADDY:

MARY:

PADDY :

MARY :

FADRAIC:

MARY:
PADDY:

MARY:

ACT I (Scene 1)

Wake up Man! Wake up! Get out of bed Paddy!

Wake up, is 1t? The whole world's golng
directly to hell, and I'll not get out of bed
'til it mends its way.

Oh stop speechifying you fat tub of lard and
get up!

Not 'til the world changes its direction.
Be on your way. The University is calling you.

I'll not to the University todaytuary.

WO
When will you stand on your own/good feet that
God gave you and be the man I know--the man you
are?

When the world gets out of the mess it's in.
Til then it's sweet sleep for me and sour living
for then.

Have you not heard Padralc Clancy Muldoon, the
sun 1s shining yet. It's a beautiful day! On
& day like this God must still be in His heaven.

And who out there will believe you lass? Go to
the window and look at them. As for me, I'm
fed up with locking. They appear to be men,
Don't be deceived. It's a likeness only. A
shadow only. Killing, stealing, lying, cheating,
betraying.

Men have always done that Paddy. We must go on,
Men: Don't talk to me of men. Animals only.
Only knowing how to destroy. Polluting the world
with their filth.

And s%till the earth is glorious yet.
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FADDY:

MARY:

PADRAIC:

MARY:

PADDY:

MARY :

PADDY :

MALY:
PADDY :

MARY:
PADDY:

MARY :
PADDY :

And will these foul pestilential greedy little
maggots let her 1live? They'll not be content
1ti1 they kill every living thing, and cover
her with the scum of themselves. Not content
to die in their own stench, they insist on
killing God's good green earth as well.

Tnis will bring no good, Life is for the
living.

Yes, for the living, and not for the dead. Why
then do the dead steal the place of the living?
Tell me that then, 1f you can.

Paddy, come ocut of your ill temper in God's
name and enjoy what's left.

Away with your maudlin sentimentallzing Womani

And an end to your dark philosophizing.

Tt's z. pity people have forgotten

now to live, but we must enjoy the good frult
of the land., We have our children yet, and
in them life is sweet. Come man! Rise upll
Here come cur little ones.

Women, do you take me for a fool? Life 1s a
bad dream. An intelligent man will have none
of it. TI'll to bed. Wake me up when 1t's all
over and it's curtains for the world,

It'1l be too late then. We'll all be dead,

And won't it be a good thing too? The universe
will be rid of its experiment gone astray. And
then we'll all get some peace and gulet, There
must be an awful pounding in God's ears in this
vear of our Lord 1972. Have a heart and give the
Great Man some quiet, and me too, I say.

The universe will only have to try again.

What are you blabbing about now? Try again for
what? What are you talking about?

You told me sO yourself,

Told you what?
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N

MARY :

PADDY:
MARY:

PADDY &

MARY :
PADDY:

MARY:
PADDY:

MARY:
FADRAIC:

L MOLLY
(Age 8):

EAN:
-?ﬁge 10)
MARY:

That Man is a great experiment conducted by
Great Nsture herself, the servant of the soul
of the world,to see if she could produce a

being capable of reaching the stars and finding
God, becoming Divine itself.

Sweet Jesus! I never sald any such thing.

You did Paddy, and there's no denying it. You
swore it was true--as true as you loved me,

There's a changeable love at best, in a very
changeable Universe, I was deluded fantastically.
It was the ecstasy of youth which sent poetry
through my heart upon beholding you.

And yet when you courted me you swore 1t was true.

1t was true and still is, Unfortunately the
experiment has falled, and Man has gone awry.
They've even announced it in the DAILY NEWS:

God is dead! And then only & short leap to Man
is dead. And now they're putting those gorgeous
sentiments intoc practice. I've seen enoughl
It's the end of the world., I'll close ny eyes
on this nightmare and sleep it off--sleep 'til
the end cof time,

(Stretches out on bed) What would you do if I
slept all day?

I'd take advantage of your position, and straddle
you with love,

Oh no, you don't, Patrick Muldoon!

Oh yes, I do, my sweet, my love. Since waen have
you lost the desire to take the full weight of
the man you love?

Daddy's making love to Mom again.

Doesn't he ever get tired?

Paddy! The childreni!
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PADRAIC:

MARY:
PADRAIC:
MOLLY :
PADRAIC:

PADRAIC

(Continuing):

SEAN:

PADRAIC:
MOLLY :

PADRAIC:

SEAN;

PADDY:

SEAN:

FADERAIC:

SEAN:

PADRAIC:

SEAN:

Bring them to bed with us. We'll educate
them early. We'll lie naked as a pair of
pagans and let them romp between--recipients
of the honey of our love. They'll suck up
knowledge like pomegranates from the rind.
Oh Paddy, you're out of your mind,

Ah, if only I were,

Isn't Daddy ever gonna get out of bed?

Get away now, you kids,

(Children begin tickling him.)

Get away you rascals. I'm busy sleeping.

You're not doing anything but laying on your
behind.

It takes a lot of work.

What? To lay on your behind?
Exactly. Anybody can get up and be driven to
work. Do you take me for & mule? It takes

great effort fo resist that and stay in bed.
And great concentration,

What are you doing now?
Concentrating.
On what?

On not getting out of bed,
Like a bunch of busy bees gathering honey for

. the Gods to eat.

Like flies to wanton boys are we to the
Gods, Shakespeare!

Like bees to us are we to the Gods.
Muldoon!

Shakespeare's better,
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PADDY:
SEAN:
MCLLY:
SEAN:
PADDY:
SEAN:
PADRAIC:
SEAN:
PADRAIC:
SEAN:
MOLLY :

PADRAIC:

SEAN:
MARY:
PADDY:

SEAN:
PADRAIC:

PADRAIC:

MARY :
FPADRAIC:

That's not funny.
Who's bef{ter?
Shakespeare. But Daddy's funnier.

You seel

Yes, Honey, honey, honey.

Where are they?

Who?

The Gods.

All around us.

I can't see thenm.

I can.

Oh ho! We'll have to go on our magie trip and
soonn you'll see them for yourself, But first,
promise me you'll never be a success.

Mamme says we have to,.

And that you dol

Don't you want to imitate your father and be a
failure like me?

Then why does Daddy say we don't,

Oh, causing trouble between your Father and
Mother, is 1t rascal?

Youy Father's just telling tales children, You
shouldn't be lying to them that way Paddy. You
should let them know what a grand success you
are and all.

But I'm telling the truth, Will no man here
believe me?

Your Father's a very famous man.

At the end of his tether.
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MOLLY :

PADRAIC:

EN TE®
(LA 14 2%

PADRAIC:
MICHAEL:

FADRAIC:
MICHAEL:
PADRAIC:

MICHAEL:

PADRAIC:
MARY :

MICHAEL:
PADRAIC:

SEAN:
MOLLY :
MICHAEL:

PADRAIC:

0ty

%
v E W

What's "tether"?

Hangman's noccse. For hanging. But first, a
report on the state of the world. Here comes
your elder brother. He'll deliver it., How
goes the world son?

Poorly. Like a poor man crawlinq cn all fours,
having discovered his benefactor's been
murdered.

Murdexred?

Hope, that last to leave Pandora's box a?%ushed
on s summer day. And now mankind's bére

Thare's no benefaction there,
A hopeless deed, indeed.

And now that hope is gone, can faith and charity
be far behind?

Indonesia's in a panlic. Pakistan is in ruins,
India in starvation, China's rumbling; Russia's
barking; America's at civlil war. Vietnam, Laas
and Cambodia are sinking into the sea. And
Ireland is divided, The world's a mess., And
now the Irish heart of the world is broken.

Oh, Ireland.

On, Dublin and Belfast.

And all the world's falr cities.

The cities of men now all in turmoil. And
Switzerland still making cuckoo e¢locks for the
wa Tld .

Cuckeoe . . . cuckoo,

Cluck . + » clueck,

Yes,

Ah, hah! You see! You seel

ACT I, Scene 1




MICHAEL:

PADRAIC:
MICHAEL:

PADRATC:

MICHAZL:
MARY :
PADRAIC:
MARY:

PADRAIC:

GRANDMOTIHER :

PADRAIC:

GRANDMOTHER :
MARY :
PADRAIC:

-!;_.

[_
-

FATHER
MURFHY :

PADRATC:
MICHAEL:

We agree.

Now who's responsible?

You are, greedy old men! You care
for nothing but yourselives,

No, you are, irresponsible young men,
You c¢are for nothing but yourselves.
And who will change 1it?

I will.

Must you worship your Father so?

Like Father, like son.

Why do you encourage him so? This will
lead to no good,
Oh, stop your fussing Mary. Hellol FEere's

my darling daughter Katile.
your old Dad?

*No, She's forsaken you for another., She
plans to liberate the boy next door.

Still true to

My deughter's fallen in
next door.
black man.

love with the boy
And hels turned out to be a

A dark horse 1f ever 1 teen One€.
Just & man, Dad. This is liberal America.
Liberal America’s turned out to be a libertine
whore. Good morning Father. Come to glve me

catechism so early? Better were you to
castigate the nation.

We do our best to keep the flesh on the
bones of the world.
You're out o luck. There's no rellgion here.

Save that for barter.

Grandmother is feeding
ne baby of the famlly,
one-year old Chris.)
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FATHER

FATHER

MICHAEL:
?APB@IC:

MURPHY :
KATIE:

FATHER MURPHY

GREAT

_» KATIE:

PADRAIC:

MARY:

MICHAEL:
KATIE:
MICHAEL:
KATIE:
GRANDFATHER :
PADRAIC:

MARY :

PADRAIC:
KATIE:
MICHAEL:

Michaell
Sorry, Father,

Wnat am I doing in this strange land? How'd
I ever get transposed from my native hearth?
An Irishman lost in America. It's impossible,
Is it a joke the Lord has played upon me?

The Lord doesn't joke. You know that Padraic.
Humorless, isn't he? (Winks at Michael)
Katiell

Sorry Father.

The Devil then.
Who's to blame?

Whisked off in me dreams,

Don't look at me, It was you who brought nme

Lo this savage land. You promised me the

streets were llned with gold, and the inhabitants
made of milk and honey.

They've turned sour since your day Dad,
From belng mllked by their local politicians.
Bilked, _].rﬂu mean.

Milked, bilked, It's all the same,

It's all ane to the local constabulary.

They must think America's the land of Plenty--
a tornucopla-- the way the government is stealinz.

Nany a falr song you sunz to me. Such as the

air would be candy in my mouth.
Did I then? I was terribly misinformed.
More like stealing candy from the mouth of babes.

Or shearing sheep,
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KATIE:
MARY:

MICHAEL:

PADRAIC:

MARY:

PADRAIC:

FATHER

PADRAIC:

MOLLY:

PADRAIC:

PADRAIC:

PADRAIC:
MARY:

Oh, Mum; you were such a babe,

Well children, that's how you landed on these
locel shores,

Well, there's division in the family already.
You're Irish and we're American.

Nonsense, We took out citizenship a long time
ago, Your Mother loved it so.

I loved the energy of her cities., The steam

whistles throbbing in the night.

How did I ever get sent ta this asshole of the
Universe? God must have been daft, I'll
curse him for wasting such a good man aB me on
these savages. What crime have I committed

that he put me here?

Well, et out of bed Man.
for living.

This bed's no good

Why this bed 1s good for everythlng. Eating,
sleeping, loving, conceiving children,
fornicating. Why I ean sit on it, e on it,
bounce on 1t, stand on it., It could be the
observatory of Heaven. Or the forecastle of
a ship. I could be a ploughman at the fields,
Here am I at the wheel plowing through the
heavy seas, All abocard, that's coming aboard,

What is it Daddy?

The ship of state.
clowns.

For lovers, lunaties and

Where are we zoing?

Through the midnight sky. It was a bed, 1It's
now a rocket ship. We're off to find a hole in
the sky. Blast off lieutenant!
Aye, aye, Captain.

Now to Venus, Saturn and Mars.

Will you never stop filling their heads with
imagination?
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PADRAIC:

MOLLY :
SEAN:
PADRAIC:

PADRAIC
(Continuing):

SEAN:
MOLLY:

PADRAIC:

URCLE BILL
and MIKE:

PADRAIC:

Imegination's divine, The Immortal Sovereign
of the World! The inmost faculty of God!l
Who will learn the secret of World Creation?

Me, me.
Me.

I know a magician named Imaginstion. The great
Magician who caste hils spell and we the dreamer
caught, caught, caught in his webs Watch him take
wing. Come on, we'll follow, no matter how far
the journey.

(Both children jump on Paddy's back as
a8 he stands on the bed,)

We'll c¢limd on his back and spirel up, up, up
throughout the seven worlds, Who follows his
sweet reign contains heaven and earth and all
the worlds between. I'll follow him to the end
of time for he's immense. But first, are

you strong, end are you brave? Who rides
Imagination must have & clean, brave mind,

Yes, ves.
Yes,

All right now, up, up, up we goi flying through
the rooftep of the world. Herels the first
world. That's you, you, you, and you. For
each of us is a world entire.

Aye, that's a world. And now for number twe.

Humanity on the earth., If you tire, hold on
tight. for here comes number three. This
ball of Zarth. Oh World within worlds spinning!
Are you dizzy? We've just spun into world
four., the Solar system within the galaxy,

Tkis is a ride yog'll never forget, Can

you count to five Things are getting hot.
We're swimming in the fire of a billion suns
lost amidst the stars of our Galaxy. Here
comes six! Our minds are bursting. We've
reached the infinite Unilverse itself! And

now comes seveni We'll really have to stretch.
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MOLLY :
PADRAIC:
MOLLY =
PADRAIC:
MOTLY:

PADRAIC:

FATHER
MURFPHY :

PADRAIC:

FATHER URPHY :
PADRAIC :

UNCLE MIKE:
PADRAIC:

UNCLE BILL:
PADRAIC:

MARY :

PADRAIC:
MARY:

Will we find God?

Let's call out and see. Oh Lordl

God, God, God.

Drat, he's on vacatlon,

What's that?

He's vacated the universe and left us to our
own devices, Look out]! We're gonna crash.
This world's a prison. That's for sure, If
only I could find the exit,

What's ailing you then Man? Why aren't you
romping in the noonday sun?

I'm in mourning for the nation.
Poor Ireland.

Not Ireland. My country., I'm American now.
The President 1s deadl

It'as full seven years Paddy.

It seems liks only yesterday. And now the
Senator, his brother dead.

Two years now Paddy.

And with him the Priest, the consclence of his
race is dead. Oh God, Will murder never end?
The Great Geast has freed himself from his dark
hole and wends his way toward Calvary again.

And the world cries glory to the beast. The
world cries death, death. And I'm to march for
peace.

The boys expect it. You're thelr spliritual
leader,

Thelr spiritual enema, you mean,
They pin all thelr hopes on you. Your mind has

roused them from thelr slumber. Three days now
they've been walting on the front stoop to see

you, The world is erying "Muldoon, Muldeen." And

you lying in ease the length of the bed,
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PADRAIC:

GREAT- GRANDFATHER:

MICHAFEL:
GREAT=-GRANDFATHER :

PADRAIC:
GREAT-GRANDFATHER:

— GRANDMOTHER:

GREAT-GRANDFATHER:

PADRAIC:

MARY:
GREAT-GRANDFATHER:

GRANDMOTHER:

I'm growing stupider by the moment. Oh, to
unlearn all the uses of this dull world and
slip backward to the womb cof time, and exit,
What's the way out from this world of grief?
Does anyone know? How do people live with
death and decay and corruption in the air?
How can they bear the barbarism of it all?

Something’s terribly wrong with this country.
Where are the fighting men--men who'!l]l take a
gstand and not back down to any man?

They've all been shot down. All our brave
leaders shot down.

Aye, And there's nothing can be done. NO one
who'!ll fight for what's right.

The evil's too strong.

Come on. Get out of hed. We'll go ocut and
fight the world ourselves., We'll face up to
them.

You're teo old father. Your fighting days
are done.

Who says 1'm too old daughter? Never too
old for a good fight, A man who can't fight
any more might just as well be dead.

And I a peace-loving man who wouldn't hurt a
fly. Surrounded by righting men., Violence
on every side,

You peace-loving . . . Huh?

An, and your Father, Paddy. What a proud man
wag he! Why he would stand up te the whole
world and not budge an inch! He was a manl!

Aye, he was that, Every inch a man. He wooed
me and with the same breath off to the war he
went, with barel¥ enough time to conceive you.,
"Where you golng' I says, with my panties half
off, "I'm for the Revolution, he answered, “to
make men free,” "What about me," I cried.
"Ireland shall be free," he answered. That was
your father, He died a hero--betrayed,
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.

GREAT-
GRANDFATHER :

MICHAEL:

PADRAIC :

MARY:
PADRAIC:

SEAN:
PADRAIC:

MARY:

MARY
(Continuing):

PADRAIC:

MARY:
PADRAIC:

FATHER
MURPHY :

GREAT=
GRANDFATHER:

UNCLE BILL:

A5 Ireland was betrayed.

Arn the whole world's betrayed,

50 goes the
betrayed . .
pe fallures.
not success,

world:

betrayed, betrayed,

« Children, promise me you'll

Catch butterfly wings, but
Rub your toes in sand; ride
lizards' backs, but not success.

Paddyl! That's no way to teach the children.

This age Mary-=the triumph of mediocrity,
Would you have me teach them to take part

in thatt

Why not Daddy?

It'll make a monkey out of you. You'll

have bad breath.

good,

You'll stink. The coffee's

Agnes is coming over.

(Padrailc coughs up coffee,)

With Herb and Bernard. She asked me 1f she

could.

(Padrale spits out coffee,)

Oh no! One more tribulation on this hoary

ancient head.

What's the reason?

(Shrugs) The Easter Season.

Gosslp, gossip + .
If that's the case, lei's not stand an
Father, perform the proper

rites of burial,

ceremony.

Buzz, buzz, buzz,

You must be mad Padraic, And me a praper
pillar of the community! Are you asking
the Church to bury you alivet

It wouldn't be the first time.

Or the last.
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FATH=R
MURFHY :

PADRAIC:

FATHER
MURFHY :

UNCLE MIKE:

FATHER
MURPHY :

FADRAIC:

FATHER
MURFHY :

PADRAIC:

FATHER
MURPHY :

AGNES:

FATHER
MURPHY 3

AGNES:
HERB:
BERNARD:
PADRAIC:

I'11 not do 1t., It"s unholy.

I it's a question of life or death . . .
I'11 ease your conscience, I officially
declare myself dead.,

Stop playing the loon. You're as alive as me.

Well, then there's no problem., Is thelr

Father?
How am 1 to take that Mike?
Any way you llke.

Eurryi: Time is against us,
here.

Stop quibbling, Pretend.
They'll soon be

Holy Mother of Godl

Excellent! A wondrous fair beginning. It's
all in fun., I'll resurrect myself bringing
great tidings of joy. Besides, Herb's an
undertaker. Death will warm the cockles of
his heart. Steady, Father, to the end., Here
they come. I'll play the part of a dead man.

(Enter Herb, Aznes and Bernard.

Silence. Everyone standse around

mournful. Paddy hits Father in leg.)

I'm sorry +to announce he's . « « he's « + »
(Paddy keeps hitting Father in leg.) He's , .

He's not.

Yes, I'm afrald so.
Oh my Heavens! Poor FPadraic. We loved him so.
He was a dear man.
My favorite Uncle.
(Rises up suddenly in bed) Yahoo!!!
(They all cry out.)
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AGNES:

AGNES

(Continuing):

PADRAIC:

AGNES:

PADRAIC:
AGNES:

PADRAIC:

AGNES :
PADRAIC:
AGNES:
PADRAIC:

AGNRES :
PADRAIC:
AGNES :
PADRAIC:

Oh, my God! You gave us all such a fright.

(Paddy's hand creeps up her dress.)

Oh, you dirty manl]
Just testing your virtue, Agnes.
That's my wife, Padraic.

Wetre all one big, happy family. Share and
share alike.

Oh.
(Enter Mary)

How can you put up with such a beast? I
hear he sleeps with all his students.

Just some of them Agnes--just some of them.

You dirty, nasty manl How could you do such
a thing?

How could I not? How else could I teach them?
What else is worth learning for a young girl?
Theze hot and eager maidens burning to gein
knowledge of the world.

You're a monster.

Come here Agnes. I'll teach you something.
Stay away from me you pig: You devill

Ave, and what's better than to put the Devil

into Hell? Come here sister, I'll quench your
fire, Arnd you'll soon be rolling your eyes

to heaven,

Don't touch mel

What you need Agnes is a good tumble in the hay.

Oh, you're posgsitively indecent.
Now your high Anglican virtue's showing.
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\',1_ l; \
‘lflaf.

MARY:

PADRAIC:
NURPHY :
PADRAIC:

)
g ¥,

5

AGNES:

PADRAIC:

AGNES :

PADRAIC:

- PADRAIC:

RACHEL:

PADRAIC:

Thet would be incest, Paddy.

Not at all. ©She's your slater.

The law forbids it.

Oh, the atiff formality of the law., It's
enough to make you puke in or out of sesson,
We're all prisoners of the law, And yet

this world's unlawful., Let's break the world
apart and fly to reglons that now we only
dream of,

Menl
men,

You're all alikel There are too many
They should all be sterilized,

Ah, you want to sterilize the nation? Let
America dle of impotence?

You! You'd like all women to breed like
rabbita-~be breeding grounds for you,

It's true. I'd like to populate the nation.
Oh, what a zZrand and glorious occupation!
Cock=a=-doodle dolll

You ecncelted stud!
him, Mary?

How do you live with

It's not easy.

But quiet now, Here comes your betrothed.
The wine of life! Sweet grace. And now
you're drunk on love. Rachel, are you the
passion that's set fire to my son?

I'm sure your son's not right in the head
Professor Muldoon, -

He came forth in a passion. His father was
cursing night and day when he was born. He
tumbled out of my womb looking for a fight.

Me boy wants to save the world. A world savior
he would be. I keep telling him the world
refuses to be saved on absolutely all occasions.
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RACHEL:

PADRAIC:

MICHAEL:

PADRAIC:

PADRAIC:
MICHAEL:
RACHEL:

PADRAIC:
MICHAEL:

RACHEL:

PADRAIC:

KATIE:
PADRAIC:
RACHEL:
MICHAFEL:

Your father's right,
saved.

The world can't be
The truth straight from a rabbi'e daughter.
Jerusalem has spokenl

Lenin exiled in a cellar, with a handful of
men, kept a revolution alive.

Yes, but how did Lenin's father feel about
that?

Oh, he's mad; he's mad' he's msd! What star
shone when I chose you?

He wants to set fire to the world,

The world needs fire.

The world needs love.

That's purification, indeed.

Love's in poverty, running naked 1in the
streets, And no men will have her. The
People are crying for freedom, Whegi can

love do? ;

Here's a tune love can play. You've forgotten
Lysistrate of 0ld. I'11 tell you what my love,
Eattr—amd I will sssemble all the girls in the
world and withhold love 'til the men racked
with paln resign themselves to peace, We won't
say yes to men until they say no to war,

You'll meke a hell of that sweet heaven you
carry between your thighs.

We'll liberate the warld.
AWODO000D! You'll make wolves of all mankind.
Upright men at last.

You'll transform men into dogs, panting on all
fours.
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MICHAEL
and PADRAIC:

MICHAEL:
RACHEL:

MICHAEL:

RACHEL:

MICHAEL:
PADRAIC:

RACHEL:

(Berking) Arf . o « a¥f . , o &8rf & & o
arf « « .

(They all start laughing.)
You gee, it's true, The world's in agony.

My sweet firebrand. My fierce demon. And

you're the one to set it right. People are
enpty shells, whining for attention, out to
strike thelr petty bargain.

There must be something . . .

Or to change the metaphor, they're all asleep.
Hello, Hello! Anyone cut there? Buon Giornol
Guten tag! You see, in any language there's
no one there. An empty life., No one's at

home. I'll try again. By my prophetical
powers, wake upl They're all asleep.

Man 1s here to {transform the earth.

With Messianic fervor he'll usher in the new

age. To the barricades, students of 1548!

Create a new society:! Mon Dieul Repeat

performance. 1971. You can't cure the fever

of the age. Bitstit-tit-titiiationof-the
~times. Revolution's in fashion.

I want to raise man up.

Like Lazarus from the dead.

Let's climb the ladder tc the stars! On every

stalir we'll warble like the nightingele-=-one

note of love . . .‘1!5!Eﬂ§!f:ﬂﬂ::ﬂﬁﬁ—~unt11

we -regeill the top. “ﬂd—;—p&&sﬂa—mﬂ,&e

KATIE:

RACEEL:

We'!ll -olear—=a pathway to-{the stars
and raise numanity-with love.

But people won't follow . . . Want to L1y~
,aleahﬂhe—1tmdﬂxunrtﬁhéhg—wavid—saié—nﬁght
1agale to Pig. —Noj;—sald-—Rlge It e—much
mere-teh-snorting—in-the-mad, Tney'd rather
eat dirt and live beneath the Earth. Let
them! The world wants to bz raped, =zbused,
assaulted. Anything but saved. Love is not
loved in this world, Michael.
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RACHEL:
MICHAEL:
RACHEL:
MICHAEL:
RACHEL:

MICHAEL:

RACHEL:

MICHAEL:

"7 RACHEL:

MICHAEL:

RACHEL:

GRANDMOTIHER

" MICHARL:

Hide.

Hide?

Remember when we found the forest of Paradise?
Qur secret grove.

The sir was honeyed, We lay on the river
bank and knew it was true--all the ancilent
stories. That the Gods lived there. Oh,

g have &ife like that. A fine life by
he sea an

We have no right to ignore the world. It's
our dut:f .

Oh, why are you such a fool? Why can't you
live for yourself?

I've spent too many seasons in hell and seen
too many souls on fire to walk away from my
friends when they need me.

You talk as if your head is full of books.
You keep wanting to tell the world how ugly
it is, And the world keeps hiding in
embarrassment. Oh, sometimes I hate you.

I want to kill you. Don't you want to live?

I can't live when everyone around me is
suffering.

Saint Michael and his legion of angels, slaying
the dragon. Oh, Mrs. Muldoon, are all men such
idiots?

That's what I keep asking myself.

He takes after his father. He was dropped on

his head as a tyke. He's not been the same
since.

Of all the men in the world, why did it have

to be you? Why couldn't you have been somebody
elee? :

So that I could play conformity to the ninth
degree? Not I, I wasn't born to be a cow,
I'l1l be the hammer and not the anvil., I'll

be the spark that sets the world aflame, I'll
strike and not be struck.
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RACHEL:

MICHAEL:

RACHEL:
MICHAEL:

RACHEL:

MICHAEL:

PADRAIC:

MICHAEL:
PADRAIC:

RACHEL:

PADRAIC:

RACHEL:

MICHAEL:

RACHEL:

MICHAEL:

The world will put you out like a firefly
on a summer night.

T'11 go out then in light. And not in
darkness.

Oh, you sweet lunatiel

I was born to be a man and shape the world
to my purpose. L1'll not be bent and broken.

You can't fight the whole world,

Why not? That's what the world's there for.
The world's a woman, waiting for whoever's
strong enough to take her,

More like 2 biteh 1in heat.
your eyes oul.

She'll serateh

The world's immense,

"oare te swim with me?" sald the whale to
the minnow.

"Only if it's in my pail,” quoth she to the
whale.

"Come f£ly with me" sald the eagle to the
WOrn .

"Not on your life. I'm happler in the dirt."

The world's backward and upside down. I'll
not live a castrate in a spiritless world.
That's no life, I'd rather die, It's monsirous.

Michael Muldoon, you're wild. Oh spirit of the
Earth, in the name of my beloved, exorcise his
demon. Oh spirit of the waters, heal him in
love. We'll lay upon the Earth and pluck wild
perries from the trees. And dine on nectar
and ambrosia.

I will not rest from mental fight 'til
Jerusslem is bullt on this green and pleasant
land. 1I'll take a hammer to the world and
shatter it to pleces, and rebuild it closer to
the heart's desire.
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RACHEL:

MICHAEL:

RACHEL:

MICHAEL:

RACHEL:

MICHAEL:

RACHEL:

MICHAEL:

RACHEL:

MICHAEL:

_ RACHEL:

=

BEr"
MICEAEL:

EERNARD:
MICHAEL:

BERNARD:
RACHEL:

BEERNARD:
MICHAEL:

cwr 3 BERNARD :

'MARY :
PADRAIC:

-..--.—I%r.- = (10

Where? On this planet of unfulfilled

desire? This nell of four billion souls
on fire?

Yes, 'til Heaven come with fulfilled desire.
You can't slake the hunger of the world.

T can try or die. If I fall, there will
be others to follow who can and will.

Wry fight other people's battles Ior them

when they're too cowardly to do it for them-
selves? Feopre—are-suck-feersTImey II Play
potf-before-saey-take=0NE crep-for-peace. Who
allows the war to go ont The rape of the earth
+o continue? The people who remein sllent.

NS S RO "-:"-' Bt pep =S a0 . Lhe
people wno see every brutality take place before
their eyes, and pretend they have no eyes to
5€€.

¢ know very well how
to des are- et the world’., The
people who know only one authority: the
authority of fear,

Sometimes you sound just like my father.

I come [rom a wise and ancient race. Listen
to me my lave. Trust me my love .

Portunately, you don't loox like him.

Now don't be talking against your father.
He's qulte wonderful, you Know.

Could you go for -him?

If he were a little younger.' As 1t 1s, I've
had to settle for the son.

Why, you little . . .
Hello, Michael.

Why Bernard . . . hello.

Good luck on the march today.
Are you coming?

oh, no. I'd like to, but I can't.
Why not?

Mother wouldn't like it.

Will you see the lads now?

Show them in.
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