A MINUTE'S WATT .

Scene: The platform of DunPaill station. In the
centre, back, is a razilwav seat, above which is name~
board painted white with * Dunfaill" in large black
letters on it. Behind, for the langth of the platform
within view, extends a wookén raling, painted white,
by whire R. @. is a tall iron lamp, also painted white
with the name of the station on the lantern glasse.
Beyound the lamp R., are some packinge cases and
hampers . here is a railway barrow, L., beside which
are a barrel and a pile of 1uggage - including a very sk
battered truck - and some splintersd and yellow-staindd
deal boxes conspicously marked "Egzshe

( The srainm audience are supposed to view the plate
form from the trainj.

he curtain rising #s disgovers the zlbtfwrm crowded
as—the evening train is about to depart. ~he Porter,
a grizzled old man, slow in action and manner, comes on
L., ringing a Yhand=bell. ]

Porter. (querulously) Take yer sates, plase} « sates

plased o sates, plase} We're starting every minute

and we're not off yete ( He crosses right , to where

a gentleman and ladies are standing) This way, tir,??& .

this way. We're in a mortal hurry, so we are. Ha

takes the gentleman's valise ,and leads the way off
Arefts)

( ¥rs Falsey, a co1ely mlddln-aged womar., dressed
“with & bonnet and cape, and Mary Anne M'Mahon, a gresh
lookimgg young girl, come on hurriedly, R., Carrying
several large parcels « They go to the seat and stand
irresolutely there, looking about them anxiously, as
the Porter again comes one -Ia ) Ly,

- Mrs. Palsey. (calls). Portert
Porter. (going towards her). Yes ma' am - yes, Ma'am.
Mrs. faleseye. Have you got that carriage open yet%




Porter. No, ma'am « I haven't then.

Mrs, Palsey (vexedly) I told you I would't go into
them crammed carriages = and I won'te. , 'Tis a crying
shame for ye, nothing less, not to havd\éﬂmugh carriages
for everybody on a market daye : \

Porter. Begor, but you '11 find plenty of reom in that
carriage when you get into it. _

Mrs Falsey. Musha, let us get into %% nowj like é good
mane :

foorter. Sure, ma'am I would, with a heart and a half, if
I could open, ite./But I lent mv key to a..pan the fair
<day, to stop hig pipe with, and the b%&*gﬁ&ra put jit in
his pocket and wamt off with it. ‘

Krse Falseys (in alarm). "Twill be a nice sdate Of?ﬁsc::h{

things if the train goes without me now = {2#

\Porter (soothingly). It wonlt, matam, I'11l get that

7 'carriage open for you. X But whisht now§ = don@t let
them all hear us talking about it. For 'tis a grand
Clean carriage, with a dab of new varnish on ity and
they'd be crowding into it. So 8it there quiet and aisy,
till I shove them into the places that's good enough

/~fgfvthe likes of 2225, And then I'11 come back to yvou.
/  Mrs. Falsey and Mary Anne ssat(thmmste) themselves

piling wp the pareels beside them, The Porter goes

bout platform, pushing off passengers,R and L., and

then goes off L. Barney Domigan comzs on Ley, with

an air of leisurely haste, followed by his son Christy.

Domigan is an elderly, cleaneshaven man, with the

appearance of a comfortable small farmer. Christy, about

twenty-five, is tall ang awkward, with & simplee looking

facee §

alaowidls L . C getnn
Domigan(starring about him). Where in the wide world
is Andy Rourke?
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Guard (looking Le.,) (sharply)e. Are you right there?®

(He puts whisple to his lips.) Jasadian
3 Hocps OPr ST s S/ u

Domigan. Sstepping forward and waving his hand R.,
to engine Easy now! (To Guard, snatching whistle
which he has already began to blow, from his lips).

- Before you go, tell me this. Have you Tom Murnane's
goat safe and sound on the train?

Guard(lowering flag)s. Tom Murnane's goat? (He loéﬁg
L., and shouts). Have yew ye a goat in here?

ol oncr ; Ootf om cur hy S
Porter fPappearingl.). What goat are ye talking about?
Sure, I didn't hear tale or tddings of any goat.

(The Stationmaster, Andy Rourke, comes fussily
on Re with some @papers in his hand. 'He is a tall
man of about simty, spectatled, with a self-important
air, and, at the moment, a worried and somewhat
bewildered expression on his bearded face. He wears
an imposing new uniform with many brass buttons.)

Stationmaster (fussiby). ﬁﬁuw’are you waiting for
now? Get offt Get off}

Porter. We're hurrying our best} What more do you
want?

Stationmaster(irritably) I'd have you hurry enough

to get the train of in time. (To Guamd, angerily)s
'Tis the third time this week you have the train out
late. I'p inclinsed to think tis done on purpose, A hot: S0
the way the Ballyscran and Dunfaill line would be S/oad

made the laughing=stock of the whole unlverse‘ (e

Guard(lndignanﬁly). Sure, 'tis one thing or another
keeps me late - when it's not yourself. And now, when
I'm just starting, they're asking me about a goat .
(Raising his flage) But I'yp off now, and no more
about ite.

Domigan (steping forward and clutéhing ihe Stationmaster




by the arm). *Twas myself was(aking) asking that.
Have you Tom Murname's puckawn on the train, that
he'll be expecting in Drumdoman to-nighte.

Stationmaster( to Guard)(flurriedly)s Stopé Stopt
Hold ont It will ne only a minute's wait to put &n
that goat, that I was near clean forgetting.

A i
( The guard séam lowers his flag and stands sullenlye.)

Domigane 'Twas well I came in time to remind you ofit
Tomg¢ Murname is not the mand to stand that goat being 4
‘left behinde. If you did that on him, faith yvou'd

hear more about it, with his own cousin, a directore.

Stationmaster(taking off his cap and scratéhing his
head) . 'Twas queer of me now to forget it = but

look at all I have to think about and the responsibility
there's on me. (To Porter) Hurry up, Pat, and get
that goatl Mr Domigan and myself locked it into the
first-class waiting=room a couple of hours ago = mhen
yourself of course, was nowhere to be seens

Porter. If I was itself, I would't be putting that goat
there.

Stationmaster. #nd why not Pat Morrissey? What safer
place could I get then thatroor to put the goat into,
and not a first-class passenger this blessed day?

Do you think , now, I'd be leaving it apen for all
comers to be making a county e¢lub of? :

Porter(slowly). ®ure, that wasn't in my mind at all,
at allye I was only thinking of the parcel of aebwbd

cabbage piants for Lord Ballycash I locked into that

room myself this morgning. #£nd begor, they may “We

as well go on by this train as by anothere.

Stationmaster ( shouts). Thunder and turff{ (To Porter)
. Get that goat out at once, you omadhaun yout
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(48 the Stationmaster hurries of L., to the waitinge
rocm, followed by the Porter and Guard and a consider-
sbleferm) portion of the crowd, Mrs, Falsey and Mary
Anne come on L.,) ;

Mrs. #lasey. (laughingly). There '11 be ‘another
minute's wait now - but what hutry is on us? And
sure, I'd sooner be sitting out here in the air than in
that carriage, where the smell of paint is enoggh to
kill youe (She and Mary Anne sit on geat, leaving
parcels on the grounds)

Domigan { seatin mself beside Nrs Falsey and taking
out his pipe) 'Tis all the plty in the world i'm not
traveling with you, for there's nothlng like tobacco for
smothering the smell of painge.

‘Mrs. Falsey. We'll be able to have ¥pw little chat
now = 50 'tis d4n ill wind that blows nobody good.

Domigan. Sure we will ( He 1ights‘hisbpipe) /ggfe

Mrs. Falsey. Here's Christy I haven't said a word
to yet. He wasonly a garsoon, you might say, when
I saw him last, and now look what a fine man he'swgygb

grown? (To Christy) How are you,Chrlsty’

Domigan. Ch, he's big enocugh and strong enough, if
it comes to that.

(Christy, disturbed in staring in the direction of
the waiting=-room, goes and shakes hands with Mrs.
Falsey. He then stands at the end of the seat near
Mary Anne, who is eating bananas. She makes room
for him on the seat, and gives him a banana.)

Mrs Falsey. (admiringly) (Smaii-evedit-to-him-y-foi
You've filled out wonderful, Christy avlck, that promised
“to be such a beanstalk})

Domigan (diacontendedly). - Small credlﬁ to him, for
jt isn't too much work of any kind he does be doing
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their carriage zgaine Christy who has risen fror the
packing case, looks after them and then walks about.) .
Porter(sighing wearily). Ekggiggbégi's yprik we had,

God help us} = 211 on account of that ammed puckawnl

Wishal %but I fe2l sore in every tore my body as if
W handled and\excursjon crowd fsll—of—bad-wniskey.

rPusit CAP

Stationmaster. Well, *'tis over and done with now,and vl
I won't say anything more out of respsct for Mr Tom
Murname. But I'1l never keep the train waiting again
for all the goats in the county. (He looks at his
w-teh and starts.) — Heavens aboved = thirty-five
minutes behind timm! (to Guamd irascibly) What are
you doing there, Jim O'Briant Do you sver mean to

start all alt Get on, now = geton = get oné
Guard{looking cooly at stationmaster). Sure is
it my fault we're not up to time? I was ready to
take the train out jus% thirty-five minutes ago_=

but fa2ith you weres note. (To Porter bustiingiy) Axe 4.4
you right there, Pat? {He raises his gresn flag.) ey g

Porter. I'm hoping I'11l be in a minute or twes
Papdt Stife you can sees with your ewn eyes that the
passengers is all over the platform againe (He looks
around him, and then walks backwards and forwards
shoving the passengers ¢ff, R. and L., to thair
carriages, assisted by the Guard, as he shouts. )

- Take yer sates, plasel = gates plasel = sates,plasel
Get in ~« get in = ye had time enough and to spare to
say goocd=bye. Ocht stay behind if ye like, but the
train is off nowdl =
( As the rassengeres reYenter the train, Tos Kinsella
and—pM-wife hurrifSon from R. laden with fish baskats.
Kinsells is & rough man in fishing g3rb, and ¥rs
Kinsella ig a{sseutly) sburdy middle-aged woman drsssed
ind=rk cl§§(es and(wast¥ng) wearing a check apron
and & dark shawl over hsr lLead and ¢rossed ‘o th
back where it is krotted. They dump down baskets
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twant to put their eyes on sticks to keep a watch on
some of tha likes of yel v :
Ao

¥rs. Kinsox&a (aggres: 1valy) Badwagas tc some people
that thinks themselves = mlrml& by —reason of & few =
brass buttons on their coat (5he cutchas at & omesunrfy
button of the Staticnmaster coat) (fo—ker-husband]

In- u&&%&nw{;ﬁr&y T»omf $ilt-—F-get-the-other from
the.. the Stationmaster ). $hfﬁﬁ'?2uk ets
here for the market, And one2in. the ca rt[fer _the
menages.of-the-Loyilion-Hotelyno leash Will that

9
p.t.&se your ( i 2— Ay -2170

Stationmaster. Four mr four hundred = *'tis all the
.. same to me. 'Tis for.ate now 49 consign anything
50 take yOAI‘ fish a%a y 'i.emiiu ?B& Kinsslla.

Rinsella. Don't try aﬁy of your dominesring over
me, Mr. Roarke = I won"t stand for it. Besexl if
it-was only baskets here you'ld refuse to tzke, you'd
hear about it, with theh e&pecteu for sure in Bally-
scran market at COCAahout in the morning, and it a
Friday tool 3

Stationmaster. I don't  care if‘it was 2 weak of
Fridays all in onet £Tc Guard). Jir O'Brien,
what are you waiting for now%

gaoing to tell you -@hen you JRMPhd dOﬁn my thraat
Begor, if you don*t tuke thatnoro it gitl have=to
g0-by—meter—ear ard—the—compray—pay-L£or it Isbit
that—whet-all-fthe-husry—res—aboubie Don't you
know the Direators have 2 meeting in Ballyscran?

Statlonma&tq;. Tne directors' mesting is no business
of yours, Tem Kinsella and it dossn't take place

till foemorrowe. If they want a pick of fish for
*uek ‘lunch then, it will be early ernough for them

by t‘e morning train. 5

i
{

l‘q .
Kinsella. A pick of fish for lunch, beger, = how
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Mrs. Falsey. (with = deprecatory gesture)s I won't
Ssay another word. I never believad repeating neigh®
bours' talk = a shut mcuth catches no flies.

to know allabout [& and. Kotds\matches, to
judge what I'd best be doing myself. For you see new =
ey

" Mrs. Falsey.(with good-hurmoused vexation). Arrah,
don't make me say ancther word, iiXe a gpood mary
when' I don't wamt to . Why would I be interfering with
that mateh of youres and making enemias? Won'tg
I be in need of the 800d word for my own chiivren by and
by?  Sure, here's thig Fittle girl I must see to geti=
ing settled as soom as I cane.

Domigan.(persistentiy). But 22 would be well fg&agg 2l

)

Domigan. (glancing at Mery Anes). Faith, I'd nsver
dream yourself had a &irl so groun as that.

Mrs. Falseye(indignantiy). Musha, now, do vou

want to make me into an o0id woran al at onced Don't
you krnow that my eldest girl was only fourteen this
gpring? But I d n't wonder Yary Anne Here emy
brother Pat®s child - is a stranger to you, for you
didA't see her for years. s

Domigan{indifferentiy) So that's Pat ¥*Wahon's
child, is she?®? Whethen, but I wouldn't know hker nowe.

Mrs. Falsey.(proudly). Yes she indeed, she's a fine
big girl now, God bless har, And Mike and myself

are beginning to think it full time to rarry herd off
and we'd be glad to see her sattled when a zocd mar e
offers, though dear inows j+ would break my hesart

to lose her. % ;

Domigan(somewhat souriy), 'Tisn't easy Lo settle
girls those time unless they have somei’iing to
their nzme.

Mrs. Falsey(laughinz). It is not, then. there's
Bo many hunting for the money. YSve Ty @ el pe

o 2 uarunle %““z [2m¢uL
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Domigane Poor Pat M'Mahont _‘*fween't much good |,
he did for himself by going 6ff to Ameyicae. -

cut
<nv*n“ ne

o

Mary hLnna)e
;nnei tc stretch
her hars or

hfz*(he-ﬂﬁre%eh

Yoy o
YLV

s "glyo adamiringly ‘
l I She worth twenty of your MNar
won't 1

LDomigan.

'H"'l’ bs gldd
v have enough
took—=ftey Pat's

God krowg
2 shelter
-
iTe 'f.':d
m~~e.f Lived
aven
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Guard(to porter curtlv). Are you rifbt vet?

Porter. You may go iq,second, but thHere's no use in
having some Christian massacred uader the train by
reason of it starting too soon, like’that contrairy pig
the other day. Sates plasel sates, placel =

(He stops-short, and puts his rand to his e@are) Musha
but what's that bell ringing for nowl

(A telephone bell is heard ringing wiolently, L.)

Stationmaster (To guard) Holdon§ don't g0 till we know
what this is for. (To Porter distractedly). Pat
like a good boy, see who's on the telephone)e

(Mrs Falsey and Domigan = who carries some of her parcels
cross to L., and stand a moment sa ing farewells. Christy
and Mary Anne talk together near VYo Loud talk is

heard at the telephone after which the Portar re~entars
Leshurriediy.)

Porter(pantdngly)s Oh, meela murdhery 'Pis a blesssing
yer were not off, or ye'd have to be backing into the
station againe

Statio nmaster(sharply). Well, what's it now?

Porter. Just that you're to put two wageons on to
the train < that's all.

Stationmaster (violently). Holy Mosast #ho has the
impudance to ask th:at nhow, and the train nesrly an
hour behind timel

Porter The stationmaster of Ba lyscran himself, and no
other. “Is the mail train left yet? says he. "% "
says I "but"twdll be leaving in haif a sscond now,
please God, if the engine isn't of* the boil" "Well
then "says he "keep it till yer couple on two waggons
that's wanted here toenight by the manager". SaysHe
"for if the train goes withcut them, they'llhaxe o

be sent specials And woe betids ye"™ he savs if
they don't tura up herat alll
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Mrs. Falseye. (insinuatingly). I'm ready-teo-ge
Attorney Holan when I get a good offer. And the three
hundred and Tifty pounds goes with Mary Anne the duy
sh&--matties - eveTy penny of it

Domigens—¥ou coutdn*t do fairsr thmn thats— {He pauses
thoughtfurliye)—DBoyou knewy-now—Ltiis-mortal gorry I
am === (He stopsshort,-pursing-his—it

Mre-e Pniseyw“{care&ﬁssiﬁgy5 “dom*t—kmrow-what—rou-were
goirg—to-say—y-of-goudeec. ¢But talking of matches reminds
me again,fhat match with Patsy Ryan you're so bent one
Domigan.(quickly). Oh come now,f{'m not so bent on it
ag ali thate In faet, I was staying here to look into
things wasy and czutious. And Wow that I think over
everything«x

¥revPaliseyefianghing ) s Sure now; Itve oniy-teo—think
of lary Ryan beside my oun Mary-anne-e-Lthat's enocugh
for me! (laughs-again) —aApd-Mary-Anne.,-too, baving
a fortune that 's noi-alli in-my-eye$

Domigan{aiightliy put-out)s —*Pis easy enorzh to laugh
But-of-coureexfhat match with P t Rayn would never enter
my head if I aw yourself only a week ago. Badad, I
wouldn't ask for a nicer girl for my boy than Mary Anne
M'Mahone

Mrse. Folswye 9pluming hersslf). ©Oh ¥all but it isp't
every ne 1'd let Mary Anne go to nowexX F-—wont't say
but i t-3L things were -agreesble and eld friesnd like
Yl sali souid-get—therreferencey ;;aue! from a word

or two vou dropred about Christy = :

Domigane. $with feigned astonishment). <nd what did
I say about my ney that would make you think twice over
a match with him.

¥rs Falsey. Mary Ance is a neat, thriﬁty girl and *twould
break the heart of her if the man she'married was an
idle sdob.
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ovesbo—Chiisty-at-oneey.of coursse I can tell you
Mary Anne would be the lucky girl coming into such a place
without any one to stand overher.

Mrs. Falsey(impressed). won't denyy at all. I think
f a promising matche. \“

And it weendg- .
ong as the years gn, befhre I'1l bs abla
\ age pensione (lowering 15 voice still m
I'11 keep only a couple Xf hundreds I have\in
the bank,\and Christy and his wifeill find what they'll
get worth

Mrs. Falseys({delighted)s Fhattsguite en-ugh, Wetll
be down with you on Sunday, plesase God. I'11 answerfor
Mike so vou may call the match mades

(They shake handse And as thev do so the S tationmastar
the Guard the Porter and the crowd come on agzin, Le
: _ Heoyen ‘

Stathmmaster(groaningly). —&od knows but 'tis a fdog's

lifgat best tc be a stationmaster, but 'tis the ot—
amg—a43 on the Ballyscran and Dunfaill line. '"Twill
be the death of me if I last &t outt (¥ith an outbhurst
of desperate energy) Well are you ready therc - are
you ready$ Pat, shut =1l the doors row, whethar theylre
in or outs Look alive, nowl = look aiivel

(The Guard puts passengers off, Ry, ‘and the Porter puts
them off, left Mrse Falsey assisted by Domigan again
gathers up parcels and they both ¢ross to T. whara Chrisy
and Mary Anne are already atandinge)

Porter Take ver stgeg plasel = pdmme sates Plagsel =

& o> ) _'b‘b-" § . . e .a.._
sates, plasedf ¥ Q%quﬁ Bakﬁggét n, once and for all
anddon't be keeping us standing hers =all night.

Christy (to Mary Anne) It isn't much jd can teach\ me
about girlst’ » N

Mary Anne (nudgin im, laughing gaily) Whal\a la;\;éu are.
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(Christy playfully picks Mary Anns's henderchief from
her belt, and puts it into his pbcket)

Domigan(looking smilingly at the coup‘e) lhsm two arre
honeymooning alreadye. ‘

Mrs Falsey. (laughing). Faith, thev(re great friends

and won't want much persuading, wither s But, of
oourse, your're coming with us in the train now. We'll
be together as far as Piper's Ford, and can have a good
talk overeverythinge Glory he to Godt Who'd think
half an hour ago our meeting would wnd like thist

(Domigan ¥rs Faleey Christy and Mary Anne, all in
high spitits go off L, To carriage. There are grantic
fussings and leave=takings on the platforms.)

Stationmaster (moving to centre, and waving his arms
from side to side) Be off = ba off = be offt Oh
thunder and beg turf this beats Banagherl (In a shout
as he looks at his watch)e. TPifty-fiwe minutes latet

Domigan. { reaprearingL.) Mr Rourke.

Stationmaster (sharply). Get back to your ecarri
Donigam if you're traveling al alll Well what
you nowe ‘

Domigan, (laughing)e. Only this. I', dying to know for
sure tnntTom Murnane s puckawn is on the train safc and
gsoundes I forgot to ask you.

Y [‘,; -l .
Stationmaster (snorting angerily). The dev1L fly away
with Tom Hurnane's puckawne.

Domigan ¢ laughing)e And Lord kallycash's cabbage
plants? (He goes off againL.) :

Statlonﬁastmr (vitterly and in jerks, as he gesticulates
frantically to the Guard and Porter). Tney"re packed

up snug in that same puckawn = Faith
yes = tvgether with most of the brandOnaw paper thatwas
on the firsteclass waiting-room walls
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% ik :
Oh, ther'll be wigs on the gréen when I send in my next
reportd (To the Guard furiously)e Why are you
standing bhere like an eejit, and we disgraced with
latensss alreadyl Get away, if you're not asleep
(He stamps his fé?)

Guard@o Forter in a slow low tone of concentrated
exaspeération). Are yight there, Iatrick Morrissey.?
Porter. (impatienly) Sure now, why wculdn't I bet
Don't ask me that again for the Jovﬁ of; God%

{ The Guard waves his green flag and blows his whistla"
and begins walking vackwards to L. The en%ihe gives
three blasts, R. ¢“nd then begins to

3tationmaster and Peorter(warning back crowd, who are

waving handkerchiefs etce., to dep rting train
Stand back, therel = stand backl

The=EBnd

Curtaine




