
CIHM
Microfiche
Series
(Monographs)

ICI\/IH

Collection de
microfiches
(monographies)

Canadian Inttituta for Hiitorical Micron <productiona / Institut Canadian da microraproductions historiquas

996



Technical and Bibliographic Notes / Notes technique et bibllographiques

The Institute has sittempted to obtain the best onginal

copy available for filming. Features of this copy which

may be bibliographically unique, which may alter any of

the images in the reproduction, or which may
significantly change the usual method of filming are

checl<ed below.

B^

n

n

n

Coloured covers /

Couverture de couleur

I I

Covers damaged /

'—
' Couverture endommag^e

I I

Covers restored and/or laminated /

'—
' Couverture restauree et/ou pelliculee

I

I Cover title missing / Le titre de couverture manque

j
I Coloured maps / Cartes geographi'* jes en couleur

I

/ Coloured Ink {i.e. other than blue or black) /

'—
' Encre de couleur (i.e. autre que bleue ou noire)

I

I

Coloured plates and/or illustrations /

Planches et/ou illustrations en couleur

Bound with o.*her material /

Relie avec d'autres documents

Only edition available /

Seule edition disponible

Tight binding may cause shadows or distortion

along interior margin / La retiure serr^e peut

causer de I'ombre ou de la distorsion le long de
la marge int^rieure.

Blank leaves added during restorations may appear

within the text. Whenever possible, these have

been omitted from Nmtng / II se peut que certaines

pages blanches ajoutees lors d'une restauration

apparaissent dans le texte, mais, brsque cela 6taj\

possible, ces pages n'ont pas^ filmdes.

Addhkmal comments /

Commentaires suppl^mentaires:

L'Institut a microfilm^ le meilleur examplaire qu'il lui a

ete possible de se procurer. Les details de cet exem-
plaire qui sont peut-etre uniques du point de vue bibli-

ographique, qui peuvent modifier une image reproduite,

ou qui peuvent exiger une modifications dans ta m^th-

ode normale de filmage sont Indlqu6s cl-dessous.

I I

Coloured pa^cs / Pages de couleur

I I

Pages damaged / F ^ges endommagees

I I

Pages restored an^Vor laminated /

'—
' Pages restaureer, et/ou petlicul^s

rr^l Pages discok>ured, stained or foxed /

'—
' Pages decolortes, tachetees ou piquees

I I

Pages detached / Pages ddtach^es

PT Showthrough / Transparence

n

n

D

Quality of print varies /

Quality in^gale de I'impression

Includes supplementary material /

Comprend du materiel supplementaire

Pages wholly or partially obscured by errata

slips, tissues, etc., have been refilmed to

ensure the best possible image / Les pages
totalement ou partieliement obscurcies par un

feuillet d'errata, une pelure, etc., ont 6t6 film^es

a nouveau de fa^on a obtenir la meilleure

image possible.

Opposing pages with varying colouration or

discolourations are filmed twice to ensure the

best possible image / Les pages s'opposant

ayant des colorations variables ou des decol-

orations sont film^es deux fois afin d'obtenir la

meilleur image possible.

Ce document nt filme tu uux de reduction indique ci-dessous

10X 14X 18X 22X 26X XX

1 J

1

12X 16X XX 24X 28X 32»



Th« copy fllm«l h«r« hn baan raproducad thank*
to tha ganarosity of:

York Univanity

Toronto

Scott Library

Tha Imagaa appaaring hara ara tha baat quality

poaaibia conaidaring tha condition and laglbllity

of tha original copy and In kaaping with tha
filming contract apaclflcatiana.

Original copiaa in printad papar covara ara fllmad

baglnning with tha front covar and anding on
tha laat paga with a printad or illuatratad Impraa-

lon, or tha back covar whan appropriat*. All

othar original copiaa ara filmad baginning on tha

flrat paga with a printad or Illuatratad Impraa-

alon. and anding on tha laat paga with a printad

or Illuatratad Impraaalon.

Tha laat racordod frama on aach mierofleha

•hall conuin tha lymbol ^^ Imaaning "CON-
TINUED"), or tha lymbol V Imaaning "END"),
whichavar appllaa.

Map*, plataa, chart*, ate, may ba filmad at

diffarant raductlon ratios. Thoaa too larga to ba
antlraly includad in ona axposura ara filmad

baginning In tha uppar laft hand cornar, laft to

right and top to bottom, aa many framaa a*

raqulrad. Tha following diagram* liluatrat* tha

mathod:

L'axamplaira flim4 fut raprodult grica 1 la

gintroaitt da:

York Univanity

Toronto
Scott Library

Laa imagaa aulvantaa ontM raprodulta* avac la

plus grand aoin, compta tanu da la condition at

da la nattatt da I'axampialra film*, at an
conformity avac las conditions du contrat da
filmaga.

Laa axamplalraa origlnaux dont la couvartura an
paplar aat ImprimAa sont fllmto an comman^nt
par la pramiar piat at an tarmlnant *olt par la

darnitra paga qui comporta una ampralnta
d'lmpraaalon ou d'llluatratlon. soit par la saeond
plat, aalon la caa. Tou* laa autraa axamplalraa
origlnaux sont fllmt* *n commandant par la

pramMra paga qui comporta una ampralnta
d'lmpraaalon ou d'llluatratlon at an tarmlnant par

la damlAra paga qui comporta una talla

ampralnta.

Un da* *ymbol** suivant* apparattra aur la

darnlira imaga da chaqua mierofleha. salon la

caa: la symbols —» signifia "A SUIVRE ". la

aymbol* signifia "FIN".

I.aa cartaa, planchas, tablaaux, ate, pauvant ttra

flimte t daa taux da rMuctlon diffirants.

Loraqua la documant aat trop grand pour ttra

raprodult an un saul cllcht, II aat fllmA A partir

da I'angI* suptriaur gaucha. da gauclia i droita,

at da haut an baa, an pranant la nombra
d'Imagaa rrfcasaairp. I.aa diagrammaa suivant*

illu*trant la mtthoda.

1 2 3

1 2 3

4 5 6



MICROCOfY mSOlUTION TEST CHART

(ANSI and ISO TEST CHART No. 2)

A /APPLIED \MA3E. Inc

^K 165J East Main St-eet

^^S Rochester, New York 14609 USA'-^ (716) 482 - 0300 - Phone

^= (716) 288 - 5989 - Fox











THE WELL OF THE SAINTS



CANADIAN EDITION
This itoi- must not bt imported
into th, United States America



THE WELL OF THE
SAINTS. A PLAY
BY JOHN M. SYNGE

MAUNSEL AND COMPANY LTD.
DUBLIN AND LONDON
THE MUSSON BOOK COMPANY,

LIMITED, TORONTO



Copyright.
J. M. Syngr. 1905

All rights reierved





PERSONS IN THE PLAT

Martin Doul, weather-beaten, blind beggar

Mary Doul, his Wife, weather-beaten, ugly

woman, blind aho, nearly fifty

TiMMY, a middle-aged, almost elderly, but vigorous

smith

Molly 'R\Ktii, fine-looking girl with fair hair

Bride, another handsome girl

Mat Simon

The Saint, a wandering Friar

Other Girls and Men

SCENE—Some lonely mountainous district in

the east of Ireland one or more centurie. ago.



THE WELL OF THE SAINTS

ACT I

Roadside with big stents, tic, on the right ; low

loose wall at back with gap near centre ; at left,

ruined aoorway of church with bushes beside it,

Martin Doul and Mary Doul grope in on left and
pass over to stones on right, where they sit,

!

MARY DOUL.

What place are we now, Martin Doul f

MARTIN DOUL.

J Passing the gap.

MARV DOUL, raising her head.

The length of that ! Well, the sun's coming
warm this day if it's late autumn itself.

MARTIN DOUL, putting out his hands in sun.

What way wouldn't it be warm and it getting



The Well ofthc Saints: Act i

high up in the south? You were that l,„„»i,

£"rr:;j?" "t ^°" »•- tS'^irn ng'

M/!Hy DOUL.

It isn't going to the fair, the time thev do b,.driving their cattle and they with a Htf,7J •

njaybe squeahng in their 0^^ th^Xv/u';^thmg at all. (S/,, sits dnvn.) It's wdT v„uknow that, but you must be talking
'^ "

MARTIN DOUL, utting down haide her a,uibigmmng to shrtd rushes she gives him.

If I didn't talk I'd be destroyed in a short whilehstening to the clack vou do be mllin.f
you've a queer cracked voice t^e Lo d\--yon you. if it's fine trd%^n°;tu''rr:

MARY DOUt.

aTtheTear'"'' ^'^ " '""'''''' ^"'"^ -«ing outail the year in the rain falling? It's , bad Nfi.for the voice, Martin Doul, though I've hea.d

"^ ""'^'"S "P°" »' for keeping a white
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beautiful skin—the like of my skin—on your

neck and on your brows, and there isn't any-

thing at all like a fine skin for putting splendour

on a woman.

MARTIN DO-JL, teasittgfy, but with gttd

humour.

I do be thinking odd times we don't know

rightly what way you have your splendour, or

asking myself, maybe, if you have it at all, for

the time I was a young lad, and had fine sight,

it was the ones with sweet voices were the best

in face.

MARY DOUL.

Let you not be making the like of that talk when

you've heard Timmy the smith, and Mat Simon,

and Patch Ruadh, and a power besides saying

fine things of my face, and you know rightly it

was " the beautiful dark woman " they did call

me in Ballinatone.

MARTIN DOUL, OS blfort.

If it was itself I heard Molly Byrne saying at

the fall of night it was little more than a fright

you were.

3



f

The WcH of the Saints: Act i

»«A«v DovL, sharpfy.
,

She wasjealous, God foreive h« h- ^.he smith waslftcr pSg my W^^""""/ i

Jealous I

MARTIN IX)U^ «,/M «,*i ,V„^.

MARV DOUl.

g»nie of them that's dirk ^ »''»'»y» making

« fine thing if 5-1 h^dVh "^.'' """'' ''

we wouldn^ know^ te werJT'^ ^ ^^
at all. ^ *'*'^* » nne-looking

MARTIN lWUl,<,//«/,^/„;„„V,^

grat Singt"wVll' 1"« "'-^^ •'•'i be
hour, or a minute Sf Z °'"^'"". *"" »"«
surely we were the^n I

"^"^ ""^ '^ k""*'

woman of ThcMvL """ »"'' «*« ^n^t

(*'"'rMandthe„th!.V?""'"* °'" "•« ««_

we'dnevi;hi?:th.*?g1h;ft,.'«'' "•«' -<^

4
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MARY DOJL.

If you weren't a big fool you wouldn't heed

them this hour, Martin Doul, for they're a bad

lot those that have their sight, and they do have

great joy, the time they do be seeing a grand

thing, to let on they don't see it at all, and to be

telling fool's lies, the like of what Molly Byrne

was telling to yourself.

MARTIN DOUL.

If it's lies she does be telling she's a sw-cet, beau-

tiful voice you'd never tire to be hearing, if it

was only the pig she'd be calling, or crying out

in the long grass, maybe, after her hens. (Sptak-

ing ptnsivily.) It should be a fine, soft, rounded

woman, I'm thinking, would have a voice the

liice of that.

MARY DOUt, sharply again, uandalizid.

Let you not be minding if it's flat or rounded

she is ; for she's a flighty, foolish woman you'll

hear when you're off a long way, and she making

a great noise and laughing at the well.

MARTIN DOUL.

Isn't laughing a nice thing the time a woman's

young \

t
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MARY Dout, Utttrly,

of that? Ah^hei ,
"'""« '""8'' "-^ ''k*

the men. and vou'II T" ^"' '"*" «""«""«

the time he dc^ .^
"' ^'"""y

'"""'''f

gett.ng'^i'h./Tussy'^./re^, '" "'• ^"'W
ine frnm n '. *"* " f<"ne walk-

breath glfrdl'''"^^ ^•'"*" "-"^ h^'going, and he wrmgmg his hand^

MARTIN D0UL,,A;fA//j,;>/yW.

yourself. ' ' ned be lookmg on

MARY DOUL.

6
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:

I MARTIN DOUL, tadlj.

Act i

It', th. truth, maybe, and yet I'm told if. .

grand thing to see a young g.rl walking the

road.

MARY DOtJL.

You'd be a. bad as the rest of them if you had

]Z%1 and I did well, surely, not to marry

I seeing i^n-it'. scorr. would have had me

and wdcome-for the «eing is a queer lot. and

you'd never know the thmg they d do.

A mmtnt's paute,

MARTIN DOUL, Ittttmng.

There's some one coming on the road.

MARY DOUL.

Let you put the pith away out of their sight, or

They^ll be picking it out with the spymg eye.

they have, and s.aying it's rich we are, and not

sparing us a thing at all.

Thiy bundle away the rushes. Timmy the

smith ernes in on left.

MARTIN DOU^ with a begging voice.

Leave a bit of silver for blind Martin, your

7



honour. L«ive , i,/. „, ...

wpper t«If,,„d we'H H°^
•''''5''. <" • penny

^''l^S2^'^'""''-^roukne..,

behind, but it', few ,Tm« I?^ ""7'*' '»«K'"(J
'"« "P the like of 7hT^ ?/!

''"''' yo" wtlk:
-n'-.ght and you^i'/rth'erd."

'''''«

•--efron, hearing wX7„'t^,T '" «""

""•nk.-ng. this ti^rit's fs'lL"' ""!.? ''"' I'-
rou d be walking ui beVe th T """^ ""«'/K P Before the turn of day, and
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not waiting below to look on them leppinj, or

dancing, or playing »how» on the green of

Clath.

TIMMV, huffid

1 was coming to tell you it'« in this place

there'd be « bigger wonder done in a short

while [fitarm Dttul iUps working) than was ever

done on the green of Clash, or the width of

Leinster itself; but you're thinking, maybe,

you're too cute a little fellow to be minding me

at all.

MARTIN DOUL, amuudy hut intreduhus.

There'll be wonders in this place, is ill

TIMMY.

Here at the crossing of the roads.

MARTIN DOUL.

I never heard tell of anything to happen in tliis

place since the night they killed the old fellow

going home with his gold, the Lord have mercy

on him, and threw down his corpse into the

bog. Let them not be doing the like of that

this night, for it's ourselves iiave a right to the

9



"^^e Well of the- ^ •

.^^•^'-g road, and
^''"''

=
^^t i

S" «'e are
ourselves. ' '°'" « « bonder

If I'd

TIMMV.

eiC—.Ve ..,.,„.
,^,^^^^^^

*« a man L ^"^ ^'d it's a
' ^"^ »' the

10
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TIMMY, more pltasantly.

They're hanging no one this day, Mary Doul,
and yet, with the help of God, you'll see a power
hanged before you die.

MARY DOUL.

Well, you've queer humbugging talk. . . .

What way would I see a power hanged, and I a
dark woman since the seventh year of my age ?

TIMMY.

Did you ever hear tell of a place across a bit of
the sea, where there is an island, and the grave
of the four beautiful saints ?

MARY DOUL.

I've heard people have walked round from the
west and they speaking of that.

I

TIMMY, impressively.

There's a green ferny well, I'm told, behind of
that place, and if you put a drop of the water
out of it on the eyes of a blind man, you'll make
him see as well as any person is walking the
world.

II
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TIMMV, ^r«^j,_

MARy Doui.
Maybe we could <^„A
-;"« water. I coSd'^rr^' '"? *" "-g

It'd h

'ke o;o?rsK/for'rr£^' ^'"^"' ">- the
^'^er does be g«^n/r> ,

""^ ''°''''«=« of the

^ou looking round on \Z t„U '"T"^ '''»"''

'"g a small sup at a st.IJ
' "^^^'^ "' "^""k-

"^ "°"^ -'•^;; -. to be ..,,,
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ourselves, and I'm thinking that's a wonder

will bring small joy to us at all.

TIMMV, turning on him impatiently.

What is it you want with your walking ? It's

as deaf as blind you're growing if you're not

after hearing me say it's in this place the wonder

would be done.

MARTIN DOUL, with a flash of anger.

If it is can't you open the big slobbering mouth

you have and say what way it'll be done, and

not be making blather till the fall of night.

TIMMY, jumping up.

I'll be going on now {Mary Doul rises), and not

wasting time talking civil talk with the like of

you.

MARY DOUL, Standing up, disguising her im-

patience.

Let you come here to 2, Timmy, and not be

minding him at all. {Jimmy stops, and she^ gropes

up to him and takes him by the coat.) You're not

huffy with myself, and let you tell me the whole

story and don't be fooling me more. ... Is it

yourself has brought us the water ?

»3
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It is not, surely.

Then tell us

TIMMy.

MARY DOUl,

TIMMy, relenting.

Al'"^gS;Gtr"""'"''"''S''.»-intofthe

A saint is it?

MARY DOUL, overawed.

TIMMY.

and naked £ forTe^b ofe ttZf^
to make the blind see^JLu ''^'"S' °'

MARTIN DOVl^/ee/injrfir hi: slid.

hl'not!"''''^''^'"-^' ril be walking to

'4
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TIMMY.

Let you stay quiet, Martin. He's straying
around saymg prayers at the churches and high
cro^s, between this place and the hills, and he
with a great crowd going behind—for it's fine

P"yf? •"= "lo" be saying, and fasting with it,
till he s as thin as one of the empty rushes you
have there on your knee; then he'll be coming
after to this place to cure the two ofyou—we're
after telling him the way you are—and to say
his prayers in the church.

"lARTiN DOU^ turning suddenly to Man
Doul.

^

And we'll be seeing ourselves this day. Oh
glory be to God, is it true surely ?

'

MARY DOUl, very pleased, to Timmy.

Maybe I'd have time to walk down and get the
big shawl I have below, for I do look my best,
I ve heard them say, when I'm dressed up with
that thing on my head.

TIMMY.

You'd have time surely.

«5
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MARTIN Dout, ItsUning.

Whisht now r i,„

by the stream.'
*

"

P'°P'* »2»'" coming

TIMMy, looking out left, puz^Ud,

walking as eSfsv^uM
'" '''^'^,'?«"''^. ""d ihey

haveaUTg^h^.'^-.-lE-l""' ^'"'^ ^""'^

MARTIN Dout, listening.

That's Molly Byrne, I'm thinking.

«»</./wi. ' ^"^ ^ol'r-can. Saint', bell,

MOLLV, volubly.

S tt'gr of^Jr;'"/
''"•"'"^ -*« "-.

will have you cured fn K
"""'^ .°^ '''« ^^«

like ourselves^ '^ '*""' *'"'' ''"<' seeing

TIMMV, .r.«« „ ^,/yy^ interrupting her
He's heard that, God help you! But where at

i6
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MOLLY BYRNE.

TIMMv, sti/J astonished.

tw"o'o';;?;riS"^ '5^ ""'y -'- with the'°" ^t s a wonder, surely.

Comts down left a little.

MOLLY BYRNE.

^"0- -t)»«/^«« war ««/.

MARY DOUL, „>, ^^„, /„„^^,.„^ ,^ ^^^^^^
Well, the Saint's a simple fellow, and it's no lie.
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MARTIN OOUL, leaning forward, holding tut

his haidi.

Let you give me the water in my hand, Molly
Byrne, the way I'll know you have it surely.

MOLLY BYRNE, giving it to him.

Wonders is queer things, and maybe it'd cure
you, and you holding it alone.

MARTIN DOUL, looking round.

It docs not, Molly. I'm not seeing at all. {He
shakes the can.) There's a small sup only. Well,
isn't it a great wonder the little trifling thing
would bring seeing to the blind, and be
showing us the big women and the young
girls, and all the fine things is walking the
world.

Hi:foelsfor Mary Doul and gives her the can.

MARY DOUL, shaking it.

Well, glory be to God

MARTIN DOUL, pointing to Bride.

And what is it herself has, making sounds in her
hand?

i8
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BRIDE, crcssing to Martin Dtul.

It's the Saint's bell
, you'll hear him ringing out

the time he'll be going up some place, to be say.
•ng his prayers. '

Martin Doul hold, out hi, hand, ; ,h, give,
it to him.

MARTIN DOUL, ringing it.

It's a sweet beautiful sound.

MARY DOUL.

You'd know, I'm thinking, by the little silvery
voice of It, a fasting holy man was after carry.
ing It a great way at his side.

'

Bride cro„e, a littU right behind Martin Doul,

MOLLV PVRNE, unfolding Saint', cloaK

Let you stand up now, Martin Doul, till I puth.s b,g cloak on you. {Martin Doul ri,e,, dme,

wrir";^'"'-^
The way we'd se;h:;

God.
^°" " """" "'" "'" Almighty

MARTIN DOUL, ttanding up, a little diffidently.

I've heara the priests a power of times making
'9
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great talk and praiiet of the beauty of the winti.

Milly Byrnt ilipi citak rnnd him.

TIMMV, uiuaiily.

You'd have a right to be leaving him alone,
Molly, What would the Saint say if he leen
you making game with his cloak ?

MOLLY BYRNE, rickltlsly.

How would he see us, and he saying prayers in
the w<x)d f [Sh, turnt Martin Doul round.) Isn't
that a fine,holy-Iooking saint, Timmy the smith ?

(LaughmgfioM/y.) There's a grand, handsome
fellow, Mary Doul; and if you seen him now
youd he at proud, I'm thinking, as the arch-
angels below, fell out with the Almighty God.

MARY DOUL, with quiet confidtn.:i going to
Martin Doul and feeling hit cloak.

It's proud we'll be this day, surely,

Martin Doul is still ringing.

MOLLY BYRNE, to Martin Doul.

Would you think well to be all your life walk-
ing round the like of that, Martin Doul, and you
bcll-ringing with the saints of God f

20
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MAKV Doul, turning on htr, fimtly.

How would he be bell-ringmg with the saints of
God and he wedded with myself.

MARTIN DOUL.

It's the truth she's saying, and if bell-ringing is

a fine life, yet I'm thinking, m.iybc, it's better
I am wedded with the beautiful dark woman of
B.illinatone.

MOLLY BVRNB, tcornfully.

You're thinking that, God help you ; but it's
little you know of her at all.

MARTIN DOUL.

It's little surely, and I'm destroyed this day
waiting to look upon her face.

TiMMV, awkwardly.

It's well you know the way she is ; for the like
of you do have great knowledge in the feeling
of your hands.

MARTIN DOUL, Stillfeeling the cloak.

We do, maybe. Yet it's little I know of faces,

21
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or of fine beautiful cloaks, for it't few cloak*
I've had my hand to, and few facei {plainlivtij)

;

for the young girit it mighty ihy, Timmy the
tmith, and it isn't much they heed me, though
they do be saying I'm a handsome man.

MARY DOUL, nuttingfy, with go*d humtur.

Isn't it a queer thing the voice he puts on him,
when you hear him talking of the skinny-looking
girls, and he married with a woman he's heard
called the wonder of the western world f

TIMMV, pityingly.

The two of you will see a great wonder this
day, and it's no lie.

MARTIN DOUl.

I've heard tell her yellow hair. an<» her white
skin, and her big eyes are a wonder, »urely

BRIDE, who hat looktd tut left.

Here's the Saint coming from the selvage of the
wood. . . . Strip the cloak from him, Molly,
or he'll be seeing it now.

MOLLY BYRNE, haitily t» Bride,

Take the bell and put herself by the stones.

22
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{Ti Martin Doul.) Will you hold your head
up till I looien the cloak? {Sht puUt tfftht chak
and thrtuis it tvtr her arm. Thin thi fnishei

Martin Dtul tvir and itandi him itsidt Mary
D*ul.) Sund there now, quiet, and let you not
be laying a word,

Shi and Bride stand a littli on thiir lift,

demurefy, with hell, etc., in their handi.

MARTIN DOUL, nervoutly arranging his

clothes.

Will he mind the way wc are, and not tidied or
washed cleanly at all ?

MOLLY BYRNE.

He'll not see what way you are. . . . He'd
walk by the finest woman in Ireland, I'm
thinking, and not trouble to raise his two eyes
to look upon her face, . . , Whishi I

Thi Saint comes left, with crowd.

SAINT,

Are these the two poor people ?

TIMMY, officiously.

They are, holy father ; they do be always
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sitting here at the crossing of the roads, asking
a bit of copper from them that do pass, or
stripping rushes for lights, and they not
mournful at all, but talking out straight with
a full voice, and making game with them that
likes it.

SAINT, to Martin Lml and Mary Doul.

It's a hard life you've had not seeing sun or
moon, or the holy priests itself praying to the
Lord, but it's the like of you who are brave in
a bad time will make a fine use of the gift of
sight the Almighty God will bring to you
to-day. [He takes his cloak and puts it about
him.) It's on a bare starving rock that there's
the grave of the four beauties of God, the way
it's little wonder, I'm thinking, if it's with bare
starving people the water should be used. {He
takes the water and hell and slings them round his
shoulders.) So it's to the like of yourselves I do
be going, who are wrinkled and poor, a thing
rich men would hardly look at at all, but would
throw a coin to or a crust of bread.

MARTIN DOUl, moving uneasily.

When they look on herself, who is a fine
woman
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TiMMy, shaking him.

Whisht now, and be listening to the Saint.

SAINT, he'.' ai ihrm c moment, continues.

If it's raggy z ul dirty you are itself, I'm saying,

the Almighty Gi..; isn't a. all like the rich men
of Ireland ; and, with the power of the water
I'm after bringing in a little curr^gh into Cashla
Bay, He'll have pity on you, and put sight into

your eyes.

MARTIN DOUL, taking offh-s hat,

I'm ready now, holy father

SAINT, taking him by the hand.

I'll cure you first, and then I'll come for your
wife. We'll go up now into the church, for

I must say a prayer to the Lord. (To Mary
Doul, as he moves off.) And let you be making
your mind still and saying praises in your heart,

for it's a great wonderful thing when the power
of the Lord of the world is brought down upon
your like.

PEOPLE, pressing after him.

Come on till we watch.
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BRIOE.

Come, Timmy.

SAINT, waving them tack.

Stay back where you are, for I'm not wanting
a big crowd making whispers in the church.
Stay back there, I'm saying, and you'd do well
to be thinking on the way sin has brought blind-
ness to the world, and to be saying a prayer
for your own sakes against false prophets and
heathens, and the words of women and smiths,
and all knowledge that would soil the soul or the
body of a man.

Peap/e shrink hack. He goes into church. Mary
Doulgropes half-way towards the door and kneels

near path. People form a group at right.

TIMMY.

Isn't it a fine, beautiful voice he has, and he a
fine, brave man if it wasn't for the fasting ?

BKIDE.

Did you watch him moving his hands ?

MOLLY BYRNE.

It'd be a fine thing if some one in this place

?6
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could pray the like of him, for I'm thinking the
water from our own blessed well would do
rightly if a man knew the way to be saying
prayers, and then there'd be no call to he bring-
ing water from that wild place, where, I'm told,
there are no decent houses, or fine-looking people
at all.

BRIDE, who is looking in at doir from right.

Look at the great trembling Martin has shaking
him, and he on his knees.

TIMMY, anxiously.

God help him. . . . What will he be doing
when he sees his wife this day ? I'm thinking it

was bad work we did when we let on she was
fine-looking, and not a wrinkled, wizened hag
the way she is.

MAT SIMON.

Why would he be vexed, and we after giving
him great joy and pride, the time he was dark ?

MOLLY BYRNE, sitting down in Mary DiuPs
Stat and tidying her hair.

If it's vexed he is itself, he'll have other things
now to think on as well as his wife ; and what
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does any man care for a wife, when it's two
weeks, or three, he is looking on her face?

MAT SIMON.

That's the truth now, Molly, and it's more joy
dark Martin got from the lies we told of that hag
IS kneeling by the path than your own man will
get from you, day or night, and he living at your

MOLLY BYRNE, defiantly.

Let you not be talking. Mat Simon, for it's not
yourself will be my man, though you'd be crow-
mgand singing fire songs if you'd that hope in
you at all.

TIMMY, shocked, to Molly Byrne.

Let you not be raising your voice when the
Saint's above at his prayers.

Whisht,

cured.

BRIDE, crying out.

Whisht. ... I'm thinking he's

MARTIN DOUL, Crying out in the church.

Oh, glory be to God. . . .
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SAINT, solemnly.

Laus patri sit et filio cum spiritu paraclito
Qui suae dono gratiae misertus est Hiberniae. . ,

MARTIN DOUL, ecstatically.

Oh, glory be to God, I see now surely. ... I
see the walls of the church, and the green bits
of ferns in them, and yourself, holy father, and
the great width of the sky.

He runs out half-foolish with Joy, and comes past
Mtiry Doul as she scrambles to her feet, drawing
a little awayfrom her as he goes iy.

TIMMY, to the others.

He doesn't know her at all.

The Saint comes out behind Martin Doul, and
leads Mary Doul into the church. Martin Doul
comes on to the People. The men are between
him and the Girls ; he verifies his position with
his stick.

MARTIN DOUL, Crying out joyfully.

That's Timmy, I know Timmy by the black of
his head. . . . That's Mat Simon, I know Mat
by the length of his legs. . . . That should be
Patch Ruadh, with the gamey eyes in him, and
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the fiery hair. (Ht sm Molly Byrne on Mary
Voui I teat, and his voice changes completely.) Oh
It was no lie they told me, Mary Doul. Oh'
glory to God and the seven saints I didn't die'
and not see you at all. The blessing of God on
the water, and the feet carried it round through
the land. The blessing of God on this day, and
them that brought me the Saint, for it's grand
hair you have {she lowers her head a little confused)
and soft skin, and eyes would make the saints.
If they were dark awhile and seeing again, fall
down out of the sky. {He goes nearer to herS
Hold up your head, Mary, the way I'll see it's
richer I am than the great kings of the east.
Hold up your head, I'm saying, for it's soon
you 11 be seeing me, and I not a bad one at all.

He touches her and she starts up.

MOIXY BYRNE.

Let you keep away from me, and not be soilinemy chin. {People laugh loudly.)

MARTIN DOUL, bewildered.

It's Molly's voice you have.

MOLLY BYRNE.

Why wouldn't I have my own voice f Do you
think I'm a ghost ?

^
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MARTIN DOUL.

Which of you all is herself? {He goes up tt

Bride.) Is it you is Mary Doul ? I'm thinking
you're n.orc the like of what they said {peering

at her). For you've yellow hair, and white skin,

and it's the smell of my own turf is rising from
your sliawl. {He catches her shawl.)

BRIDE, pulling away her shawl.

I'm not your wife, and let you get out of my
way. {The People laugh again.)

MARTIN DOUL, with misgiving, to another girl.

Is it yourself it is ? You're not so fine looking,

but I'm thinking you'd do, with the grand nose

you have, and your nice hands and your feet.

uiRL, scornfully.

I never seen any person that took me for blind,

and a seeing woman, I'm thinking, would never

wed the like of you.

She turns away, and the People laugh once

more, drawing back a little and leaving him on

their left.

PEOPLE, jeeringly.

Try again, Martin, try again, and you'll be find-

ing her yet.
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MARTIN DOUL, paisionattly.

Where is it you have her hidden away ? Isn't
it a black shame for a drove of pitiful beasts the
like of you to be making game of me, and putting
a fool s head on me the grand day of my life ?
Ah, you're thinking you're a fine lot, with your
gigglmg, weeping eyes, a fine lot to be making
game of myself and the woman I've heard called
the great wonder of the west.

During this speech, which he gives with his bad
towards the church, Mary Doul has come out
with her sight cured, and come down towards
the right with a silly simpering smile, till she is a
little behind Martin Doul.

MARY DOUL, when he pauses.

Which of you is Martin Doul ?

MARTIN DOUL, wheeling round.

It's her voice surely.

They stare at each other blankly.

MOLLY BYRNE, to Martin Doul.

Go up now and take her under the chin and be
speaking the way you spoke to myself.
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MARTIN DOUL, in a low voice, with inttniity.

If I speak now, I'll speak hard to the two of
you

VOtiV BYRNE, to Mary Doul.

You re not saying a word, Mary. What is it

you think of himself, with the fat legs on him,
and the little neck like a ram ?

MARY DOUL.

Vm thinking it's a poor thing when the Lord
God gives you sight and puts the like of that
man in your way.

MARTIN DOUt.

It's on your two knees you should be thanking
the Lord God you're not looking on yourself,
for if it was yourself you seen you'd be running
round in a short while like the old screeching
madwoman is running round in the glen.

MARY DOUL, beginning to realize herself.

If I'm not so fine as some of them said, I have
my hair, and big eyes, and my white skin

MARTIN DOUi, breaking out into a passionate cry.

Your hair and your big eyes, is it ? . , . I'm
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telling you there isn't a wisp on any gray mare

on the ridge of the world isn't finer than the dirty

twist on your head. There isn't two eyes in any

starving sow isn't finer than the eyes you were

calling blue like the sea.

MARY DOUL, interrupting him.

It's the devil cured you this day with your

talking of sows ; it's the devil cured you this

day, I'm saying, and drove you crazy with lies.

MARTIN DOUL.

Ton't it yourself is ifter playing lies on me, ten

< . .s, in the day and in the night ; but what is

that to you now the Lord God has given eyes to

me, the way I see you an old, wizendy hag, was

never fit to rear a child to me itself.

Mary DotJL.

I wouldn't rear a crumpled whelp the like of

you. It's many a woman is married with finer

than yourself should be praising God if she's no

child, and isn't loading the earth with things

would make the heavens lonesome above, and

they scaring the larks, and the crows, and the

angels passing in the sky.
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MARTIN OOUL.

Go on now to be seeking a lonesome place where
the earth can hide you away

; go on now, I'm

laying, or you'll be having men and women
with their knees bled, and they screaming to God
for a holy water would darken their sight, for

there's no man but would liefer be blind a

hundred years or a thousand itself, than to be

looking on your like.

MARY DOUL, raising her stick.

Maybe if I hit you a strong blow you'd be

blind again, and having what you want

Tht Saint is sttn in church door with his

head bent in prayer.

MARTIN DOUL, raising his stick and driving

Mary Doul back towards left.

Let you keep oflF from me now if you wouldn't

have me strike out the little handful of brains

you have about on the road.

He is going to strike her, but Timmy catcher

him by the arm.

TlMMY.

Have you no shame to be making a great row,

and the Saint above saying his prayers ?
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MAHTIN DOUL.

What is it I care for the like of him f

(Slruggling to frit himulf.) Let me hit her one

good one, for the love of the Almighty God,

and I'll be quiet after till I die.

TiMMy, ihaking him.

Will you whisht, I'm saying.

SAINT, ceming forward, ctntrt.

Are their minds troubled with joy, or is their

sight uncertain, the way it docs often be the day

a person is restored ?

TIMMY.

It's too certain their sight is, holy father ; and

they're after making a great fight, because

they're a pair of pitiful shows.

SAINT, coming bttwein them.

May the Lord who has given you sight send a

little sense into your heads, the way it won't be

on your two selves you'll be looking—on two

pitiful sinners of the earth—but on the splendour

of the Spirit of God, you'll see an odd time shining

out through the big hills, and steep streams
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falling to the tea. For if it's on the like of that

you do be thinking, you'll not be minding the

facet of men, but you'll be saying prayers and

great praises, till you'll be living the way the

great saints do be living, with little but old

tacks, and skin covering their bones. (Ta Timmy.)

Leave him go now, you're seeing he's quiet

again. {Hi friis Martin Dcul.) And let you

{hi turns to Mary Daul) not be raising your

voice, a bad thing in a woman ; but let the lot

of you, who have seen the power of the Lord,

be thinking on it in the dark night, and be

saying to yourselves it's great pity and love He
has for the poor, starving people of Ireland.

{Hi gathtn his cloak about him.) And now the

Lord send blessing to you all, for I am going oti

to Annagolan, where there is a deaf woman, and

to Laragh, where there are two men without

sense, and to Glenassil, where there are children

blind from their birth ; and then I'm going tu

sleep this night in the bed of the holy Kevin,

and to be praising God, and asking great blessing

on you all. {Hi binds his head.)

CURTAIN.
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Fillage roadside, on left the door of a forge, with

broken wheels, etc., lying about. A well near

centre, with board above it, and room to pass

behind it. Martin Doul is sitting near forge,

cutting sticks.

TiMMV, heard hammering inside forge, then

calls.

Let you make haste out there. . . . I'll be

putting up new fires at the turn of day, and
you haven't the half of them cut yet.

MARTIN DOUL, gloomily.

It's destroyed I'll be whacking your old thorns

till the turn of day, and I with no food in my
stomach would keep the life in a pig. {He turns

towards the door.) Let you come out here and
cut them yourself if you want them cut, for

there's an hour every day when a man has a

right to his rest.

TiMMY, coming out with a hammer,

impatiently.

Do you want me to be driving you off again
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to be walking the roads? There you are now,

and I giving you youi food, and a corner to

sleep, and money with it ; and, to hear the talk

of you, you'd think I was after beating you, or

stealing your gold.

MARTIN DOUL.

You'd do it handy, maybe, if I'd gold to steal.

TIMMY, throws down hammer^ picks up some

of the sticks already cut, and throws them into

door.

There's no fear of your having gold—a lazy,

basking fool the like of you.

MARTIN DOUL.

No fear, maybe, and I here with yourself; for its

more I got a while since, and I sitting blinded

in Grianan, than I get in this place, working

hard, and destroying myself, the length of the

day.

TIMMY, stopping with amazement.

Working hard ? {He goes over to him.) I'll teach

you to work hard, Martin Doul. Strip off your

coat now, and put a tuck in your sleeves, and

cut the lot of them, while I'd rake the ashes from
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the forge, or I'll not put up with you another
hour itself.

MARTIN DOUL, horrified.

Would you have me getting my death sitting

out in the black wintry air with no coat on me
at all?

TiMMY, with authority.

Strip it off now, or walk down upon the road.

MARTIN DOUL, bitterly.

Oh, God help me ! {He begins taking off his coat.)

I've heard tell you stripped the sheet from your
wife and you putting her down into the grave,
and that there isn't the like of you for plucking
your living ducks, the short days, and leaving
them running round in their skins, in the

great rains and the cold. {He tucks up his

sleeves.) Ah, I've heard a power of queer
things of yourself, and there isn't one of them
I'll not believe from this day, and be telling to

the boys.

TIMMV, pulling over a big stick.

Let you cut that now, and give me rest from
your talk, for I'm not heeding you at all.
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MARTIN DOUL, taking stick.

That's a hard, terrible stick, Timmy ; and isn't

it a poor thing to be cutting strong timber the

like of that, when it's cold the bark is, and slippy

with tlte frost of the air ?

riMMY, gathering up another armful of sticks.

What way wouldn't it be cold, and it freezing

since the moon was changed ?

He goes into forge.

MARTIN DOUL, querulously, as he cuts slowly.

What way, indeed, Timmy ? For it's a raw,

beastly day we do have each day, till I do be

thinking it's well for the blind don't be seeing

them gray clouds driving on the hill, and don't

be looking on people with their noses red, the

like of your nose, and their eyes weeping and
watering, the like of your eyes, God help you,

Timmy the Smith.

TIMMV, seen blinking in doorway.

Is it turning now you are against your sight ?

MARTIN DOUL, Very miserably.

It's a hard thing for a man to have his sight, and
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he living near to the like of you {he cuts - stick

and throws it away), or wed with a wife {cuts a
stick) ; and I do be thinking it should be a hard
thing for the Almighty God to be looking on the
world, bad days, and on men the like of yourself
walking around on it, and they slipping each way
in the muck.

TiMMY, with pot-hooks which he taps on anvil.

You'd have a right to be minding, Martin Doul,
for it's a power the Saint cured lose their sight
after a while. Mary Doul's dimming again, I've
hi-ird them say : and I'm thinking the Lord, if

He hears you making that talk, will have little

pity left for you at all.

MARTIN DOUl.

There's not a bit of fear of me losing my sight,

and if it's a dark day itself it's too well I see
every wicked wrinkle you have round by your
eye.

TIMMY, looking at him sharply.

The day's not dark since the clouds broke in the
east.

MARTIN DOUL.

Let you not be tormenting yourself trying to
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make me afeard. You told'me a power of bad

lies the time I was blind, and it's right new for

you to stop, and be taking your rest {Mary Doul

comet In unnoticed m right with a sack filled with

green stuffan her arm), for it's little ease or quiet

any person would get if the big fools of Ireland

weren't weary at times. {He looks up and sees

Mary Doul.) Oh, glory be to God, she's com-

ing again.

He begins to work busily with his back to her.

TltAMV, amused, to Mary Doul, as she is going

by without looking at them.

Look on him now, Mary Doul. You'd be a

great one for keeping him steady at his work,

for he's after idling and blathering to this hour

from the dawn of day.

MARV DOUL, stiffy.

Of what is it you're speaking, Timmy the smith ?

TIMMY, laughing.

Of himself, surely. Look on him there, and he

with the shirt on him ripping from his back.
' You'd have a right to come round this night,

j[ I'm thinking, and put a stitch into his clothes,

for it's long enough you are not speaking one to

? I the other.

43



h i'

The Well of the Saints : Act ii

MARY DOUL.

Let the two of you not torment me at all.

Sht goe, out left, with hir head in the air.

MARTIN Doul, Stops Work and looks after her.

Well, isn't it a queer thing she can't keep her-
self two days without looking on my face?

TIMMy, jeeringly.

Looking on your face is it? And she after
gomg by with her head turned the way you'd
see a priest going where there'd be a drunken
iMii m the side ditch talking with a girl.
{Martin Doul gets up and goes to corner offorge,
and Ms out left.) Come back here and don'J
mind her at all. Come back here, I'm saying,
you ve no ca 1 to be spying behind her since she
went off and left you, in place of breaking her
heart, trying to keep you in the decency of
clothes and food.

'

MARTIN DOUL, crying out indignantly.

know
away.

You know rightly, Timmy, it was myself drove
ner ?>""• '

TIMMY.

That's a lie you're telling, yet it's little I
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wbich one of you was driving the other, and
let you walk back here, I'm saying, to your
work.

MARTIN DOUL, turning round.

I'm coming, surely.

He stops and looks out right, going a step or

two towards centre,

TIMMV.

On what is it you're gaping, Martin Doul i

MARTIN DOUL.

There's a person walking above. . . . It'i

Molly Byrne, I'm thinking, coming down with
her can.

TIMMY.

If she is itself let you not be idling this day, or

minding her at all, and let you hurry with them
sticks, for I'll want you in a short while to be
blowing in the forge.

He throws down pot-hooks.

MARTIN DOUL, Crying out.

Is it roasting me now you'd be? [Turns back

and sees pot-hooks i he takes them up.) Pot-hooks?
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Is it over them you've been inside sneezing and
sweating since the dawn of day?

TIMMY, resting himstlf on anvil, with latis-

faction,

I'm making a power of things you do have
when you're settling with a wife, Martin
Doul

; for I heard tell last night the Saint'U be
passing again in a short while, and I'd have
him wed Molly with myself. . . . He'd do it,

I've heard them say, for not a pennj at all.

MARTIN DOUi, lap down hooks and looks at
him steadily.

Molly'll be saying great praises now to the
Almighty God and He giving her a fine, stout,
hardy man the like of you.

TIMMy, uneasily.

And why wouldn't she, if she's a fine woman
Itself?

MARTIN DOUL, looking up right.

Why wouldn't she, indeed, Timmy? ... The
Almighty God's made a fine match in the two
of you, for if you went marrying a woman was
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the like of yourself you'd be having the fear-

fullest little children, I'm thinking, was ever

seen in the world.

TIMMY, serhusly offended,

God forgive you ! if you're an ugly man to be

looking at, I'm thinking your tongue's worse
than your view.

MARTIN DOUL, hurt also.

Isn't it destroyed with the cold I am, and if I'm
ugly itself I never seen anyone the like of you
for dreepiness this day, Tim ny the smith, and
I'm thinking now herself's coming above you'd
have a right to step up into your old shanty,

and give a rub to your face, and not be sitting

there with your bleary eyes, and your big nose,

the like of an old scarecrow stuck down upon
the road.

TIMMY, looking up the road uneasily.

She's no call to mind what way I look, and I

after building a house with four rooms in it

above on the hill. {He stands up.) But it's a
queer thing the way yourself and Mary Doul
are after setting every person in this place, and
up beyond to Rathvanna, ulking of nothing,

and thinking of nothing, but the way they do
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be looking in the face. {Going ttwardi fargt.)
Its the devil'j work you're after doing with
your ulk of fine looks, and I'd do right, maybe,
to step in and wash the blackness from my eyes.

H* got$ into forgt. Martin Doul ruis hit fact
furiivt/y with tht tail of hit coat. Molly
Byrnt comet on right with a water-ean, and
ttgins tofiM it at tht wtll.

MARTIN OOUL.

God save you, Molly Byrne.

MOLLY BYRNE, indifftrtntly.

God save you.

MARTIN DOUL.

That's a dark, gloomy day, and the Lord have
mercy on us all.

Middling dark.

MOLLY BYRNI.

MARTIN DOUL.

i VtTY"'^ •*'"y ^''y^ ^"^ <^"'' mornings, and
shabby-lookmgs fellows {ht mak.t a gt,tu7.\vtr
hit! uldtr) we do have to be looking on when
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we have our tight, God help us, but there'* one
fine thing we have, to be looking on a grand,
white, handsome girl, the like of you . . . and*
every time I set my eyes on you I do be blessing
the saints, and the holy water, and the power of
the Lord Almighty in the heavens above.

MOLLY BYRNE.

I've heard the priest, say it isn't looking on a
young girl would teach many to be saying their
prayers. {Bailing water into her can with a cup.)

MARTIN OOUL.

It isn't many have been the way I was, hearing
your voice speaking, and not seeing you at all.

MOLLY BYRNE.

That should have been a queer time for an old,
wicked, coaxing fool to be sitting there with
your eyes shut, and not seeing a sight of a girl
or woman passing the road.

MARTIN DOUL.

If it was a queer time itself it was great joy and
pride I had the time I'd hear your voice speak-
ing and you passing to Grianan [beginning to speak
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with pla'iHtivt itiUniity), for it't of many a fine

thing your voice would put a poor dark fellow
in mind, and the day I'd hear it it't of little elie

at all I would be thinking.

MOLIY BYRNE.

I'll tell your wife if you talk to me the like of
that. . , . You've heard, maybe, she's below
picking liittles for the widow O'Flinn, who took
great pity on her when she seen the two of you
fighting, and yourself putting shame on her at

the crossing of the roads.

MARTIN DOUL, impatiintly.

Is there no living person can speak a score of
words to me, or say «* God speed you "

itself,

without putting me in mind of the old woman,
or that day either at Grianan ?

MOLLY BYRNE, I. Jicieuify.

I was thinking it should be a fine thing to put
you in mind of the day you called the grand day
of your life.

MARTIN DOUL.

Grand day, is it f (Plaintivtly again, thrtwing
aside his wsri, and leaning towards her.) Or a bad
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black day when I was roused up and found I was
the like of the little children do be listening to

the stories of an old woman, and do be dream ai,

after in the dark night that it's in grand hou^,..

of gold they are, with speckled horses to ride,

and do be waking again, in a short while, and
they destroyed with the cold, and the thatch
dripping, maybe, and the starved ass braying in

the yard i

MOLLV BYRNE, Waking indifftrintly.

You've great romancing this day, Martin Doul.
Was it up at the still you were at the fail of
night.

MARTIN DOUL, Stands up, ccmes towards fiery tut

stands at far right side of well.

It was not, Molly Byrne, but lying down in a
little rickety shed. . . . Lying down across a
sop of straw, and I thinking I was seeing you
walk, and hearing the sound of your step on a dry
road, and hearing you again, and you laughing
and making great talk in a high room with dry
timber lining the roof. For it's a fine sound
your voice has that time, and it's better I am,
I'm thinking, lying down, the way a blind man
does be lying, than to be sitting here in the
gray light taking hard words ofTimmy the smith.

51



The Well of the Saints : Act ii

MOLLY BYRNE, utking at him with intirist.

It's queer talk you have if it's ; , little, old, shabby
stump of a man you are itself.

MARTIN DOUL.

I'm not so old as you do hear them say.

MOLLY BYRNE.

You're old I'm thinking, to be talking that talk

with a girl.

MARTIN DOUI, dtspttidingfy.

It's not a lie you're telling, maybe, for it's long
years I'm after losing from the world, feeling

love and talking love, with the old woman, and
I fooled the whole while with the lies of Timmy
the smith.

MOIXY BYRNE, half invitingly.

It's a fine way your wanting to pay Timmy the
smith. . . . And it's not his lies you're making
love to this day, Martin Doul.

MARTIN DOUL.

It is not, Molly, and th<- Lord forgive us all.

(Ht passes behind her and c»mes near her left.)
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For I've heard tell there are lands beyond in
Cahir Iveraghig and the Reeks of Cork with
warm tun in them, and fine light in the sky.
{Binding towards her.) And light's a grand thing
for a man ever was blind, or a woman, with a
fine neck, and a skin on her the like of you, the
way we'd have a right to go off this day till we'd
have a fine life passing abroad through them
towns of the south, and we telling stories, maybe,
or singing songs at the fairs.

MOLLY BYRNE, turning round half amused,
and looking him over from head to foot.

Well, isn't it a queer thing when your own
wife's after leaving, you because you're a pitiful

show, you'd talk the like of that to me ?

MARTIN DOUL, drawing back a little, hurt,

but indignant.

It's a queer thing, maybe, for all things is queer
in the world. (/« a law voice with peculiar

emphasis.) But there's one thing I'm telling

you, if she walked off away from me, it wasn't
because of seeing me, and I no more than I

am, but because I was looking on her with my
two eyes, and she getting up, and eating her
food, and combing her hair, and lying down for

her sleep.
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MOLLY BYRNE, interested, off her guard.

Wouldn't any married man you'd have be

doing the like of that ?

MARTIN DOUL, seizittg the moment that he

has her attention.

I'm thinking by the mercy of God it's few sees

anything but them is blind for a space (with
excitement.) It's a few sees the old women
rotting for the grave, and it's few sees the like

of yourself. {He bends over her.) Though it's

shining you are, like a high lamp would drag
in the ships out of the sea.

MOIXY BYRNE, shrinking awayfrom him.

Keep o£F from me, Martin Doul.

MARTIN DOUL, quickly, with low, furious

intensity.

It's the truth I'm telling you. (He puts his hand
on her shoulder and shakes her.) And you'd do
right not to marry a man is after looking out a
long while on the bad days of the world; for

what way would the like of him have fit eyes
to look on yourself, when you rise up in the

morning and come out of the little door you
have above in the lane, the time it'd be a fine
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thing if a man would be seeing, and losing his

sight, the way he'd have your two eyes facing

him, and he going the roads, and shining above
him, and he looking in the sky, and springing

up from the earth, the time he'd lower his head,

in place of the muck that seeing men do mee.
all roads spread on the world.

MOLLY BYRNE, whi hos listened half

mesmerized, starting away.

It's the like of that talk you'd hear from a man
would be losing his mind.

MARTIN DOUL, going after her, passing to

her right.

It d be little wonder if a man near the like of

you would be losing his mind. Put down your
can now, and come along with myself, for I'm
seeing you this day, seeing you, maybe, the

way no man has seen you in the world. {He
takes her by the arm and tries to pull her away
softly to the right.) Let you come on now
I'm saying, to the lands of Iveragh and the

Reeks of Cork, where you won't set down
the width of your two feet and not be crush-

ing fine flowers, and making sweet smells in

the air.
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MOIXY BYRNE, laying down can, trying tt

free herself.

Leave me go, Martin Doul ! Leave me go,
I m saying

!

MARTIN DOUl.

Let you not be fooling. Come along now the
little path through tli» trees.

MCLLV BYRNE, crying out towardsforge.

Timmy—Timmy the smith. {Timmy comes out
rffirge, and Martin Doul lets her go. Molly
Byrne, excited and breathless, pointing to Martin
Doul.) Did ever you hear that them that loses
their sight loses their senses along with it,

Timmy the smith

!

TIMMY, suspicious, but uncertain.

He's no sense, surely, and he'll be having him-
self driven off this day from where he's good
sleeping, and feeding, and wages for his work.

MOLLY BYRNE, as before.

He's a bigger fool than that, Timmy. Look on
him now, and tell me if that isn't a grand fellow
to think he's only to open his mouth to have a

56



The Well of the Saints : Act ii

fine woman, the like of me, running along by
his heels.

Martin Daul rtcails towards centre^ with hit

hand to his eyes; Mary Doul is sun on left

comingforward softly.

TiMMY, with blank amaztment.

Oh, the blind is wicked people, and it's no lie.

But he'll walk oflFthis day and not be troubling
us more.

Turns hack left and picks up Martin Doul's
coat and stick; some things fall out of coat pocket,

which he gathers up again.

MARTIN DOUL, turns round, sees Mary Doul,
whispers to Molly Byrne with imploring
agony.

Let you not put shame on me, Molly, before
herself and the smith. Let you not put shame
on me and I after saying fine words to you,
and dreaming . . . dreams ... in the night.
{He hesitates, and looks round the sky.) Is it a
storm of thunder is coming, or the last end of
the world f {He staggers towards Mary Doul,
tripping slightly over tin can.) The heavens is

closmg, I'm thinking, with darkness and great
trouble passing in the sky. (He reaches Mary
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Dtul, and seizes her left arm with both his
hands—with a frantic cry.) Is it the darkness
of thunder is coming, Mary Doulf Do you
see me clearly with your eyes?

MARY DOUi, snatches her arm away, and hits
him with empty sack across the face.

I see you a sight too clearly, and let you keep
oflFfrom me now.

MOLLY BYRNE, clapping her hands.

That's right, Mary. That's the way to treat
the like of him is after standing there at my feet
and asking me to go off with him, till I'd grow
an old wretched road-woman the like ofyourself.

MARY DOUL, defiantly.

When the skin shrinks on your chin, Molly
Byrne, there won't be the like ofyou for a shrunk
hag in the four quarters of Ireland. . . . It's a
fine pair you'd be, surely !

Martin Dtul is standing at back right centre,

with his back to the audience.

TIMMY, coming over to Mary Doul.

Is it no shame you have to let on she'd ever be
the like of you ?
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MARY DOUL.

It's them that's fat and flabby do be wrinkled
young, and that whitish yellowy hair she has
does be soon turning the like of a handful ofthin
grass you'd see rotting, where the wet lies, at the
north of a sty. (Turning to go tut on right.) Ah,
it's a better thing to have a simple, seemly face,

the like of my face, for two score years, or fifty

itself, than to be setting fools mad a short while,
and then to be turning a thing would drive oflF

the little children from your feet.

She goes out ; Martin Doul has comeforward
again, mastering himself, but uncertain.

TIMMY.

Oh, God protect us, Molly, from the words of
the blind. [He throws down Martin Doui's coat
and stick.) There's your old rubbish now,
Martin Doul, and let you take it up, for it's all

you have, and walk off through the world, for if

ever I meet you coming again, if it's seeing or
blind you are itself, I'll bring out the big hammer
and hit you a welt with it will leave you easy till

the judgment day.

MARTIN DOUL, rousing himself with an effort.

What call have you to talk the like of that with
myself?
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TiMMY, pointing u Molly Byrni.

It's well you know what call I have. It'i well
you know a decent girl, I'm thinking to wed, hai
no right to have her heart scalded with hearine
talk—and queer, bad talk, I'm thinking—from a
raggy-looking fool the like of you.

MARTIN DOUL, raising hit vtici.

It's making game of you she is, for what seeing
girl would marry with yourself? Look on hinC
Molly, look on him, I'm saying, for I'm seeingmm still, ad let you raise your voice, for the
time IS come, and bid him go up into his forge,
and be sitting there by himself, sneezing and
sweating, and he beating pot-hooks till the jude-
ment day. (He seize, her arm again.)

MOLLY BYRNE.

Keep him off from me, Timmy !

TiMviy, fushins Martin Doul aside.

Would you have me strike you, Martin Doul?
Go along now after your wife, who's a fit match
for you, and leave Molly with myself.

MARTIN DOUL, despairingly.

Won't you raise your voice, Molly, ai hell's
loiig curse on his tongue f
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MOLLY BYRNE, OH Timmy'i left.

11

I'll be telling him it's destroyed I am with the
sight of you and the sound of your voice. Go
off now after your wife, and if she beats you
again, let you go after the tinker girls is above
running the hills, or down among the sluts of the
town, and you'll learn one day, maybe, the way
a man should speak with a well-reared, civil girl

the like of me. (5A* takti Timmy by the arm.)
Come up now into the forge till he'll be gone
down a bit on the road, for it's near afeard I am of
the wild look he has come in his eyes.

She gees intt the forge. Timmy Hops in the

doorway.

TIMMY.

Let me not find you here again, Martin Doul.
{fie bares his arm.) It's well you know Timmy
the smith has great strength in his arm, and it's

a power of things it has broken a sight harder
than the old bone of your skull.

He goes into the forge and pulls the door after

hi-n.

MARTIN DOVL, stands a moment with his hand
to his eyes.

And that's the last thing I'm to set my sight on in
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the life of the world—the villainy of a woman and
the bloody strength of a man. Oh, God, pity a
poor blind fellow, the way I am this day with
no strength in me to do hurt to them at all. (Ht
t^giii groping abtut for a mtmtnt, then $topt.) Yet
if I've no strength in me I've a voice left for
my prayers, and may God blight them this day,
»nd my own soul the same hour with them, the
way I'll see them after, Molly Byrne and Timmy
the smith, the two of them on a high bed, and
they screeching in hell. . . . It'll be a grand
thing that ti^e to look on the two of them

;

and they twisting and roaring out, and twisting
and roaring again, one day and the next day,
wid each day always and ever. It's not blind
1 11 be that time, and it won't be hell to me, I'm
thinking, but the like of heaven itself; and it's
fine care I'll be uking the Lord Almighty doesn't
know. {He turns ta grope out.)

CURTAIN.
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ACT III

Tht same Seine as in first Act, but gap in centre
has been filled with briars, or branches of some sort.

Mary Doul, blind again, gropes her way in on left,
and sits as before. She has a few rushes with her.
It is an early spring day.

MARV DOUl, mournfully.

Ah, God help me . . , God help me j the
blackness wasn't so black at all the other time
as it is this time, and it's destroyed I'll be now,
ind hard set to get my living working alone,
when it's few are passing and the winds are
cold. {She begins shredding rushes.) I'm think-
ing short days will be long days to me from
this time, and I sitting here, not seeing a blink,
or hearing a word, and no thought in my
mind but long prayers that Martin Doul'll get
his reward in a short while for the villainy of his
heart. It's great jokes the people'll be making
now, I'm thinking, and they pass me by, point-
ing their fingers, maybe, and asking what pla< .•

is himself, the way it's no quiet or decency I'll

have from this day till I'm an old woman with
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long white hair and it twisting Troin my brow,
{Sht/umilts with htr hair, and thtn iiimt tt hear
itmethtHg, ListtHi fir a momtnt.) There's a queer,
douching »tep coming on the raid. . . . God
help me, he's coming surely.

Sht itayi ptrfictly quiit. Martin Lhul
grtpts in m right, blind alio.

MARTIN DOUI, gbomi/y.

The devil mend Mary Doul for putting lies on
me, and letting on she was grand. The devil

mend the old Saint for letting me tee it was lies.

(Ht siti dawn mar htr.) The devil mend Timmy
the smith for killing me with hard work, and
keeping me with an empty, windy stomach in

me, in the day and in the night. Ten thousand
devils mend the soul of Molly Byrne

—

{Mary
Doul nods her head with approval}—-and the bad,

wicked souls is hidden in all the women of the

world. (He rocks himself, with his hand over his

face.) It's lonesome I'll be from this day, and if

living people is a bad lot, yet Mary Doul, her-

self, and she a dirty, wrinkled-looking hag, was
better maybe to be sitting along with than no
one at all. I'll be getting my death now, I'm
thinking, sitting alone in the cold air, hearing
the night coming, and the blackbirds flying

round in the briars crying to themselves, the
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time you'll hear one cart getting off a long way
in the east, and another cart getting off a long
way in the weit, and a dog barking maybe, and
« little wind turning the sticks. (/// Ihum and
light htavily.) I'll be destroyrd sitting alone and
losing my senses this tinn tli^ way I'm after
losing my sight, for it'd rn.ik< .w.y poi:,oti afeard
to be sitting up hearinp thr sound of liis !< c;ith
{ht movit hisfitt tn the <tmi]—4nd tl e noise of
his feet, when it's a pcwi" of qucT thi.i.^s do be
stirring, little sticks breaivinp, and chf ^^rar. mov-
ing—(Afary Dml half s:gh\ an.: he turm on htr
in htrrtr)—till you'd tak.. yew dying oath on
sun and moon a thing was hr<atliing on the
stones. {Ht listtns tnvardt htr for a mtmtnt,
thin starts up ntrvtusly, and gropts aitut for his
stick.) I'll be going now, I'm thinking, but
I m not sure what place my stick's in, and
I'm destroyed with terror and dread, {Hi
ttuchts htrfact as he is groping about and crits tut.)

There's a thing with a cold, living face on
it sitting up at my side. {Hi turns to run
away, tut missis his path and tumhits in against
ihi wall.) My road is lost on me now

!

Oh, merciful God, set my foot on the path
this day, and I'll be saying prayers morning
and night, and not straining my ear after
young girls, or doing any bad thing till

I die
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MARY DOUl, iiutignantly.

I-ct you not be telling lies to the Almighty

God.

MARTIN DOUL.

Mary Doul, is it? [Recovering himself with

immense relief.) Is it Mary Doul, I'm saying?

MARY DOUL.

There's a sweet tone in your voice I've not

heard for a space. You're taking me for Molly

Syrne, I'm thinking.

MARTIN DOUL, coming tauiards her, wiping

sweatfrom his face.

Well, sight's a queer i ig for upsetting a man.

It's a queer thing to uunk I'd live to this day

to be fearing the like of you ; but if it's shaken

I am for a short while, I'll soon be coming to

myself.

MARY DOUL.

You'll be grand then, and it's no lie.

MARTIN DOUL, sitting down shyly, some

way off.

You've no call to be talking, for I've heard tell

you're as blind as myself.
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MARY DOUL.

If I am I'm bearing in mind I'm married to a
little dark stump of a fellow looks the fool of
the world, and I'll be bearing in mind from this

day the great huUabuloo he's after making from
hearing a poor woman breathing quiet in her
place.

MARTIN DOUL.

And you'll be bearing in mind, I'm thinking,
what you seen a while back when you looked
down into a well, or a clear pool, maybe, when
there was no wind stirring and a good light in

the sky.

MARY DOUL.

I'm minding that surely, for if I'm not the way
the liars were saying below I seen a thing in
them pools put joy and blessing in my heart

She puts her hand ti her hair again.

MARTIN DOUL, laughing ironically.

Well, they were saying below I was losing my
senses, but I never went any day the length of
that, . . . God help you, Mary Doul, if you're
not a wonder for looks, you're the maddest
female woman is walking the counties of the
east.

67



The Well of the Saints : Act iii

MARY DOUL, sttmfiilly.

You were saying all times you'd a great ear for

hearing the lies in a word. A great ear, God
help you, and you think you're using it now.

MARTIN DOUL.

If it's not lies you're telling would you have

me think you're not a wrinkled poor woman is

looking like three scores, maybe, or two scores

and a half I

MARY DOUL.

I would not, Martin, {^ht kansforward earnestly.)

For when I seen myself in them pools, I seen

my hair would be gray or white, maybe, in a

short while, and I seen with it that I'd a face

would be a great wonder when it'll have soft

white hair falling around it, the way when I'm
an old woman there won't be the like of me
surely in the seven counties of the east.

MARTIN DOUL, with real admiration.

You're a cute thinking woman, Mary Doul,

and it's no lie.

MARY DOUL, triumphantly.

I am, surely, and I'm telling you a beautiful
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white-haired woman is a grand thing to see, for
I'm told when Kitty Bawn was selhng poteen
below, the young men itself would never tire to
be looking in her face.

MARTIN DOUL, faiing of his hat and feeling
his head, speaking with hesitation.

Did you think to look, Mary Doul, would
there be a whiteness the like of that comin'?
upon mef

°

MARY DOUL, with extreme contempt.

On you, God help you ! . . . In a short while
you'll have a head on you as bald as an old
turnip you'd see rolling round in the muck.
You need never talk again of your fine looks,
Martin Doul, for the day of that talk's gone
for ever.

MARTIN DOUL.

That's a hard word to be saying, for I was
thinking if I'd a bit of comfort, the like of
yourself, it's not far off we'd be from the goo J
days went before, and that'd be a wonder surely.
But I'll never rest easy, thinking you're a gr.iy,

beautiful woman, and myself a pitiful show.

MARY DOUL.

I can't help your looks, Martin Doul. It wasn't
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myself made you with your rat's eyes, and your

big ears, and your griseldy chin.

MARTIN DOUL, rubs his chin ruefully, then

beams with delight.

There's one thing you've forgot, if you're a

cute thinking woman itself.

'^ It
'

MARY DOUL.

Your slouching feet, is it? Or your hooky

neck, or your two knees is black with knocking

one on the other ?

MARTIN DOUL, with delighted scorn.

There's talking for a cute woman. There's

talking, surely 1

MARY DOUL, puxzled at joy of his voice.

If you'd anything but lies to say you'd be

talking yourself.

MARTIN DOUL, bursting with excitement.

I've this to say, Mary Doul. I'll be letting

my beard grow in a short while, a beautiful, long,

white, silken, streamy beard, you wouldn't see

the like of in the eastern world. . . . Ah, a
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white beard's a grand thing on an old man, a
grand thing for making the quahty stop and be

stretching out their hands with good silver or
gold, and a beard's a thing you'll neNcr have, so

you may be holding your tongue.

MARy DOUL, laughing cheerfully.

Well, we're a great pair, surely, and it's great

times we'll have yet, maybe, and great talking

before we die.

MARTIN DOUL.

Great times from this day, with the help of the

Almighty God, for a priest itself would believe

the lies of an old man would have a fine white
beard growing on his chin.

MARY DOUL.

There's the sound of ono of them twittering

y-'Uow birds do be coming in the spring-time

from beyond the sea, and there'll be a fine warmth
now in the sun, and a sweetness in the air, the

way it'll be a grand thing to be sitting here quiet

and easy, smelling the things growing up, and
budding from the earth.

MARTIN DOUL.

I'm smelling the fur/,c a while back sprouting
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on the hill, and if you'd hold your tongue

you'd hear the lambs of Grianan, though it's

near drowned their crying i« with the full river

making noises in the glen.

MARY DOUL, listens.

The lambs is bleating, surely, and there's cocks

and laying hens making a fine stir a mile off on
the face of the hill. {She starts.)

MARTIN DOUL.

What's that is sounding in the west ?

/t faint sound ef a bell is heard.

MARV DOUL.

It's not the churches, for the wind's blowing
from the sea.

m
MARTIN DOUL, with dismay.

It's the old Saint, I'm thinking, ringing his bell.

MARY DOUL.

The Lord protect us from the saints of God !

{They listen.) He's coming this road, surely.
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MARTIN DOUL, tentativtly.

Will we be running off, Mary Doul ?

MARy DOUL.

What place would we run ?

MARTIN DOUL.

There's the little path going up through the
sloughs. ... If we reached the bank above,
where the elders do be growing, no person would
see a sight of us, if it was a hundred yeomen
were passing itself; but I'm afeard after the tinii
we were with our sight we'll not find our way
to it at all.

MARY DOUL, Standing up.

You'd find the way, surely. You're a grand
man the world knows at finding your way winter
or summer, if there was deep snow in it itself,

or thick grass and leaves, maybe, growing from
the earth.

MARTIN Dout, taking her hand.

Come a bit this way ; it's here it begins. {Thiy
grope about gap.) There's a tree pulled into the
gap, or a strange thing happened, since I was
passing it before.
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'If

!1

m
hi

MARY DOUL.

Would we have a right to be crawh'ng in below
under the sticks i

MARTIN DOUL.

Ii"s hard set I am to know what would be
'ight. And isn't it a poor thing to be blind

when you can't run off itself, and you fearing

to see ?

MARY DOUL, tttarfy in tears.

It's a poor thing, God help us, and what good'U
our gray hairs be itself, if we have our sight, the
way we'll see them falling each day, and turning
dirty in the rain i {The bell sounds near by.)

MARTIN DOUL, in dis/mir.

He's coming now, and we won't get off from
him at all.

MARY DOUL.

Could we hide in the bit of a briar is growing
at the west butt of the church ?

MARTIN DOUL.

We'll try that, surely. (He listens a moment.)
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Let you make haste ; I hear them trampling in
the wood. {Thij groin tvtr la church.)

MARY DOUL.

It's the words of the young girls making a great
stir in the trees. {They find the hush.) Here's
the briar on my left, Martin ; I'll go in first,

I'm the big one, and I'm easy to see.

MARTIN ooui, turning his htad anxitusly.

It's easy heard you are ; and will you be holding
your tongue ?

MARY DOUL, partly behind bush.

Come in now beside of me. (They kneel down,
still elearly visible.) Do you think can they see
us now, Martin Doul ?

MARTIN DOUL.

I'm thinking they can't, but I'm hard set to
know ; for the lot of them young girls, the devil
save them, have sharp, terrible eyes, would pick
out a poor man, I'm thinking, and he lying below
hid in his grave.

MARY DOUL.

Let you not be whispering sin, Martin Doul, or
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maybe it'» the finger of God they'd tee pointinit
toourtelvct.

MARTIN DOUU

It'f yourself it speaking madness, Mary Doul

:

haven t you heard the Saint say it's the wicked
do be blind i

MARy DOUL.

If it is you'd have a right to speak a big, terrible
word would make the water not cure us at all.

MARTIN DOUL.

What way would I find a big, terrible word,
and 1 shook with the fear; and if I did itself
who'd know rightly if it's good words or bad
would save us this day from himself?

MARY DOUL.

They're coming. I hear their feet on the
stones.

The Saint nmii in en right, with Timmy and
Molly Byrnt in holiday clothts, thi tthin as
itfori.

TIMMY.

I've heard tell Martin Doul and Mary Doul
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were leen this day about on the road, holy
father, and we were thinking you'd have pity
on them and cure them again.

MINT.

I would, maybe, but where are they at all ? I'll

have little time left when I have the two of
you wed in the church.

MAT SIMON, at ihiir itat.

There are the rushes they do have lying round
on the stones. It's not far off they'll be, surely.

MOLLY BYRNE, pointing with asiinithmtnt.

Look beyond, Timmy.

They all Ink avtr and ut Martin Dtul.

TIMMY.

Well, Martin's a lazy fellow to be lying in
there at the height of the day. {Hi gots avtr
thtuting.) Let you get up out of that. You
were near losing a great chance by your sleepi-
ness this day, Martin Doul. . . . The two of
them's in it, God help us all I
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MARTIN DOUL, scrambling up with Mary
Doul.

^

What is it you want, Timmy, that you can't
leave us in peace ?

TIMMY.

The Saint's come to marry the two of us, and
I'm after speaking a word fcr yourselves, the
way he'll be curing you now ; for if you're a
foolish man itself, I do be pitying you, for I've
a kind heart, when I think of you sitting dark
again, and you after seeing a while, and working
for your bread.

Martin Doul takes Mary Doul's hand and tries
to grope his way off right; he has lost his hat,
and they are both covered with dust and grass
seeds.

PEOPLE.

You're going wrong.
Doul.

It's this way, Martin

They push him over in front of the Saint, near
centre. Martin Doul and Mary Doul stand
with piteous hang-dog dejection.

SAINT.

Let you not be afeard, for there's great pity
with the Lord.
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MARTIN DOUL.

We aren't afeard, holy father.

SAINT.

It's many a time those that are cured with the

well of the four beauties of God lose their sight

when a time is gone, but those I cured a second
time go on seeing till the hour of death. {He
taies the cover from his can.) I've a few drops
only left of the water, but, with the help of
God, it'll be enough for the two of you, and let

you kneel down now upon the road.

Martin Doul wheels round with Mary Doul
and tries to get away,

SAINT.

You can kneel down here, I'm saying, we'll not
trouble this time going to the church.

TlMMY, turning Martin Doul round, angrily.

Are you going mad in your head, Martin Doul ?

It's here you're to kneel. Did you not hear his

reverence, and he speaking to you now f

SAINT.

Kneel down, I'm saying, the ground's dry at

your feet.
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MARTIN DOUL, tVtth d'tStrtSS.

Let you go' on your own way, hoi/ father.

We're not calling you at all.

H<>

''I

I'm not saying a word of penance, or fasting

itself, for I'm thinking the Lord has brought

you great teaching in the blinding of your

eyes ; so you've no call now to be fearing me,

but let you kneel down till I give you your sight.

MARTIN DOUL, mare troubled.

We're not asking our sight, holy father, and

let you walk on your own way, and be fasting,

or praying, or doing anything that you will, but

leave us here in our peace, at the crossing of

the roads, for it's best we are this way, and

we're not asking to see.

SAINT, to the People,

Is his mind gone that he's no wish to be cured

this day, or to be living or working, or looking

on the wonders of the world ?

MARTIN DOUL.

It's wonders enough I seen in a short space for

the life of one man only.
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SAINT, severely

,

I never heard tell of any person wouldn't have
great joy to be looking on the earth, and the
image of the Lord thrown upon men.

MARTIN DOUL, raising his voice.

Them is great sights, holy father. . . , What
was it I seen when I first opened my eyes but
your own bleeding feet, and they cut with the
stones? That was a great sight, maybe, of the
image of God. . . . And what was it I seen my
last day but the villainy of hell looking out from
the eyes ofthe girl you're coming to marry the
Lord forgive you—with Timmy the smith. That
was a great sight, maybe. And wasn't it great
sights I seen on the roads when the north winds
would be driving, and the skies would be harsh,
till you'd see the horses and the asses, and the dogs
iKelf, maybe, with their heads hanging, and thev
closing their eyes

SAINT.

And did you never hear tell of the summer, and
the fine spring, and the places where the holy
men of Ireland have built up churches to the
Lord ? No man isn't a madman, I'm thinking,
would be talking the like of that, and wishing to
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be closed up and seeing no sight of the grand

glittering seas, and the furze that is opening above,

and will soon have the hills shining as if it was

fine creels of gold they were, rising to the sky.

fl

t

ff

i

MARTIN DOUL.

Is it talking now you are of Knock and Balla-

vore ? Ah, it's ourselves had finer sights than the

like of them, I'm telling you, when we were

sitting a while back hearing the birds and bees

humming in every weed of the ditch, or when

we'd be smelling the sweet, beautiful smell does

be rising in the warm nights, when you do hear

the swift flying things ra*.' ig in the air, till we'd

be looking up in our own minds into a grand

sky, and seeing lakes, and big rivers, and fine hills

for taking the plough.

SAINT, to People.

There's little use talking with the like of him.

MOLLY BYRNE.

It's lazy he is, holy father, and not wanting to

work ; for a while before you had him cured he

was always ttlking, and wishing, and longing for

his sight.
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MARTIN DOUL, turning on her.

I was longing, surely, for sight; but I seen my
hll in a short while with the look of my wife,
and the look of yourself, Molly Byrne, when
you d the queer wicked grin in your eyes you do
have the time you're making game with a man.

MOLLY BYRNE.

Let you not mind him, holy father; for it's bad
things he was saying to me a while back—bad
thmgsfor a married man, your reverence—and
you d do r.ght surely to leave him in darkness, if
It s that IS best fitting the villainy of his heart.

TiMMY, to Saint.

Would you cure Mary Doul, your reverence,who IS a quiet poor woman, never did hurt to
any, or said a hard word, saving only when she'd
be vexed with himself, or with young girls would
be making game of her below.

SAINT, to Mary Doul

If you have any sense, Mary, kneel down at
rny^feet, and I'll bring the sight again into your

83



i;^

The Well of the Saints : Act iii

MARTIN DOUL, Hurt defiantly.

You will not, noly father. Would you have her

looking on me, and laying hard words to me, till

the hour of death ?

fl

hi

m

i

SAINT, uvtrefy.

If she's wanting her sight I wouldn't have the

like of you stop her at all. (T» Mary Doul.)

Kneel down, I'm saying.

MARY Dout, dmbtfiilly.

Let us be as we are, holy fether, and then we'll

be known again in a short while as the people is

happy and blind, and be having an easy time,

with no trouble to live, and we getting halfpence

on the road.

MOLLY BYRNE.

Let you not be a raving fool, Mary Doul. Kneel

down now, and let him give you your sight, and

himself can be sitting here if he likes it best, and

Uking halfpence on the road.

l!

TIMMY.

That's the truth, Mary ; and if it's choosing a
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wilful blindnest jrou are, I'm ihinlcing there isn't

anyone in this place will ever be giving you a
hand's turn or a hap'orth of meal, or be doing
the Kttle things you do need to keep you at all

living in the world.

MAT SIMON.

If you had your sight, Mary, you could be walk-
ing up for him and down with him, and be
stitching his clothes, and keeping a watch on
him day and night the way no other woman
would come near him at all.

MARY DOUL, half ptnuttdtd.

That's the truth, ma/be

SAINT.

Kneel down now, I'm saying, for it's in haste

I am to be going on with the marriage and
be walking my own way before the faU of
night.

THE PEOPU.

Kneel down, Mary ! Kneel down when you're
bid by the Saint

!
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MARV DOUL, locking uneatily lowardi Martin
Do;l.

Maybe it's right they are, and I will if you wish
it, holy father.

Shi kneeh dnun. The Saint takes off hit hat

and gives it to some one near him. All the men
take off their hats. He goes forward a step to

take Martin Doul's hand away from Mary
Doul.

lAlNT, to Martin Doul,

Go aside now ; we're not wanting you here.

I
^1 'I

MARTIN DOUL, pushes him away roughly, and
stands with his left hand on Mary Doul's

shoulder.

Keep ofF yourself, holy father, and let you not

be taking my rest from mr in the darkness of

my wife. . . . What '.all has Nie like of you
to be coming between married people—that

you're not understanding at all—and be making
a great mess with the holy water you have, anci

the length of your prayers? Go on now, I'm

saying, and leave us here on the road.

If it was a seeing man I heard talking to me
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the like of that . put a black cune on him
would weigh down his wul till it'c be falling Eo

hell; but you're » poor blind sinnT^ God for-

give you, and I don't mind yor. at all. {Ht
raises his can.) Go aside now till I give the
blessing to your wife, and if you won't go with
your own will, ther- are those sunding by will

irake you, surely.

MARTIN DOUL, pulling Mary Ihul.

Come along now, and don't mind him at all.

SAINT, imperiously, to the People.

Let you take that man and drive him down
upon the road. {Some men seize Martin Doul.)

MARTIN DOUL, Struggling and shouting,

Wake them leave me go, holy father! M.ke
th:m leave me go, I'm saying, and you may
cure her this day, or do anything that you
will.

L;t him be. . , .

come to him at all

SAINT, to People.

Let him de if his sense is
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MARTIN DOUL, ihaiei himuff htit, fiih far
Mary Dtul, tinking hit voice It a phuiihli

tuhint.

You may cure herself, surely, holy father; I

wouldn't stop you at all—and it's great joy
she'll have looking on your face—but let you
cure myself along with her, the way I'll sec

when it's lies she's telling, and be looking out
day and night upon the holy men of God.

He ineeli dmin a little before Mary Doul.

SAINT, Speaking half to the People.

Men who are dark a long while and thinking
over queer thoughts in their heads, aren't the
like of simple men, who do be working every
day, and praying, and living like ourselves; so
if he has fop.nd a right mind at the last minute
itself, I'll cure him, if the Lord will, and not
be thinking of the hard, foolish words he's alter

saying this day to us all.

MARTIN DOUL, listening eagerly,

I'm waiting now, holy father.

SAINT, with can in his hand, close to Martin
Doul.

With tile power of the water from the grave
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of the four beautiet of God, with the power of

this water, I'm saying, that I put upon youi

eyes (/// raiin can.)

MARTIN DOVL, with a suddtH mtvimtni itritn

iht can from tht Saint's hand and stndi it rxkit-

ing atrtit siagt. Ht stands up ; PetpU murmur
kudlj.

If I'm a poor dark sinner I've sharp ears, God
help me, and it's 'veil I heard the little splash

of the water you had there in the can. Go on
now, holy father, for if you're a fine Saint i'«elf,

it's more sense is in a blind man, and ^lore

power maybe than you're thinking at all. Let
you walk on now with your worn fett, and your

welted knees, and yoi ' fasting, holy ways have

left you with a big head on you and a thin

pitiful arm. (The Saint hois at him for a momtnt
severely, then turns away and picks up his can.

He pulls Mary Daul up.) For if it's a right some
of you have to be working and sweating the

like of Timmy the smith, and a right some of

you have to be fasting and praying and talking

holy talk the like of yourself, I'm thinking it's

a good right ourselves have to be sitting blind,

hearing a soft wind turning round the little

leaves of the spring and feeling the sun, and
we not tormenting our souls with the sight 'jf
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the gray days, and the holy men, and the dirty

feet is trampling the world.

Hi grapei towards his stone with Mary
Doul.

ii

MAT SIMON.

It'd be an unlucky fearful thing, I'm thinking,

to have the like of that man living near us at

all in the townland of Grianan. Wouldn't he

bring down a curse upon us, holy father, from

the heavens of God ?

vn SAINT, tying his girdle.

God has great mercy, but great wrath for them
that sin.

THE PEOPLE.

Go on now, Martin Ooul. Go on from this

place. Let you not be bringing great storms

or droughts on us maybe from the power of the

Lord. {Some of them throw things at him.)

MARTIN DOUL, turning round defiantly and
picking up a stone.

Keep offnow, the yelping lot of you, or it's more

than one maybe will get a bloody head on him
with the pitch of my stone. Keep off now, and
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let you not be afeard ; for we're going on the

two of us to the towns of the south, where the

people will have kind voices maybe, and we
won't know their bad looks or their villainy at

all. (He takes Mary Doul's hand again.) Come
along now and we'll be walking to the south,

for we've seen too much of everyone in this

place, and it's small joy we'd have living near

them, or hearing the lies they do be telling from
the gray of dawn till the night.

MARY DOUL, despondingly.

That's the truth, surely ; and we'd have a right

to be gone, if it's a long way itself, as I've heard

them say, where you do have to be walking

with a slough of wet on the one side and a

slough of wet on the other, and you going

a stony path with a north wind blowing
behind.

They go out.

There's a power of deep rivers with floods in

them where you do have to be lepping the stones

and you going to the south, so I'm thinking the

two of them will be drowned together in a

short while, surely.
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I

W:

SAINT.

They have chosen their lot, and the Lord have

mercy on their souls. {He rings his MI.) And
let the two of you come up now into the church,

Molly Byrne and Timmy the smith, till I make
your marriage and put my blessing on you all.

He turns te the church ; procession forms., and
the curtain comes down as they go slowly into

the church.

ii
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The Well of the Saints was first produced at

the Abbey Theatre, in February, 1905, with

the following cast

:

Martin Dodl

Mary Doul

TlHMY

Molly Byrni

Bride

Mat Simon

Thb Saint

W. O. Fay

Emma Vernon

George Roberts

Sara Allgood

ifaire Nic Shhbhlaigh

P. Mac Shiubhlaish

F. J. Fay

V. i



PRESS OPINIONS ON THE COLLECTED
EDITION OF J. M. SYNGE'S WORKS

"J. M. Sjrnje ii, perliapi, the one of the few uthon of thii
leneriiian of whom it m«y be conlidcntljr urged that hit workwm live ) for he ucompliihed in play-writing loniething which
had not been accompliihed for centuriei. In laying thii one doci
not mean that Synge wai i Shakespeare j hit range wai too
narrow, and hii production too amall to entitle him to to high
1 compariion. But be ii in the legitimate iucceuion, and there
• 1 long and weary interral behind him. ... It wai in
.hii Quality of imagination that Synge excelled, and it wai that
which enabled him to give to the little comer of life depicted in
hii peaiant playi a uninnality of lignificance that lifti them
into the ranki of the great literature. . .

."

—Tki Tims Littrary Sitfplmtnt,
«... The Playboy of th$ Weslim World ii a dramatic

•atlre ofthe moit penetrative keenness ; it flashes with lurpriiei
and holds uniuipected exposures waiting for ui to the very close
of iti lait act ... of the place which theie writingi now
lo piously affd m fittingly collected wi.1 take in literature it ii
much too ioon to ipeak of with certainty

j
yet it ii difficult to

see any name among those of our youngest contemporaries
more likely to endure than that of Synge."

—Edmund Gosie in The Morning Post.
" The publication of these volumes is an event of great im-

portance. . . . Synge saw deeper than others not into the
motive!, but into the lignificance of men and thingi ; that, we
think, il the peculiar quality of hii geniui. ... He ii an
epic rather than a lyric poet j he goei beyond the expression of
particular and definite emotions to give a general sense of con-
tinuity and reality. He has to make ui believe in hii vi ion,
and thii he doei by convincing ui that bii emotions are felt for
a world more real than the world that ia known to common
men. ... All that il luperficial and quaint and pretty hai
been bruihed away. Nature he ridi of meretricioui glamour
and sham romance. Man and the univene confront each other
without a single barrier of unreality between them. Only what
IS fundamental remains j and that is neither squalor nor brutality,
but the essential dignity of man and the awfulness of nature.
If Synge is always in touch with the earth, he touches it with
wings

J and surely the earth beneath him is a mountain top. . . .

—1 he Athncuvin.
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PRESS OPINIONS—J. M. SYNGE
" To have iimntcd—or dUcoTered rither—• new fonii of

Enfliih proic of itringe and hauntinf haaty, to have revived
the drama in a realiitic form, yet with full attention to charm
and dramatic truth, to haie outlined a theory of poetic material,
and to have accompliihed a lew thinp that put him indiiput-
ably among the artiitt of thia century—luch it the record of
JohnM. Synge. . . . The writing! of Synge are worthy of
a place of honour on the ahelvea of every atudent of Britiih
literature and every lover of the Engliih languagx. and of the
Iriah geniui. . . . That marvelloui love-acene in the third act of
Thl Playboy of till Wnltm (KorU, a panage uneijualUd, and
we believe unapproached, in poetical beauty and exalted tender-
neia in the whole range of modern Britiih drama."

—Pali Matt GasttU.
" Synge brought auch a wealth of imigciy and idiom to the

old hard-worked Engliih language, at to make it almott a new
tongue. He ceruinly made a new initrument on which no one
has yet learnt to play at well ai he, though many are trying
hard. . . , Jt is hard to think thii play (TA« Playboy) can ever
fail in iu appeal—it ia freah, and humoroui and poetical, whilit
ita condnsioa epitomiies romance. ... hit lait two playi are
the work of a geniui, and that every line he ever wrote, of poetry
or proie, waa inipired by itrong and original imagination—there
are facta that will become recogniied more and more widely
every year."

—A. P. in Tht Evening Standard and St. Jama's Caalte.

"Theie four volumes, handsomely printed in dignified coven,
contain the collected work of the greatest dramatiit thatmodem
Ireland hai produced . . . and in them nothing whatever
to regret—nothing even that can be paued off ai dull or indif-

ferent, nothing that L <i not both a hard baaia of actuality, and
yet an inteciity of imagination that lifti it into the region of
poetry . , , one of the moat singular ijualitiet of Synge is

the extraordinary common sense which branches out to sustain
the gruesomeness of his tragic imagination on the one aide, and
his no less gruesome humour on the other. It holds together
this humour and this grimness so Lippily united in his work.
It is the common sense of the old-fashioned poet, the common
seme which is all pervading in Homer's Odysstf ... in all

there is character, dramatic force, fulness of imagination, and a

fidelity also to that folk-life which he discovered in a manner so
delightfully let forth in Tht Aran Islands and In WicMotn."

—R. A. Scott-lames in Thi Daily Niws.








