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(The kitchen of a small farmhouse. A blend 
of old and new, gradually renovated over the 
years. Modern fittings compliment original 
ones. Above the sink is a window with a view 
of the mountain that rises up above just 
beyond the land. A basket full of dirty clothes 
lies by a washing machine. There’s a lot of 
dust around, maybe neglect but it could be 
from something else. Everything has an air of 
upheaval about it.)

(To the left of the stage there is the back door 
leading to a farmyard. Next to the door lies 
an assortment of footwear. Next to this is 
an umbrella stand with no umbrellas and 
an upright shotgun. Beside it is a shelf with 
books, a variety of assorted chargers and 
untidied bits and bobs lying strewn around. 
Downstage left is a retractable desk with an 
old-fashioned typewriter sat on it. Empty, 
used glasses, discarded papers and books are 
also piled on the desk along with a stack of 
papers. To the right is the door into a pantry. 
In the middle of the floor is the kitchen table 
with two chairs side-by-side in the middle. 
Empty liquor bottles and used plates lie 
about the table. There is a laptop with an old 
orthopaedic armchair sat in front of it. Music 
can be heard loudly from a small, portable 
speaker.* It’s drowning out whatever noise 
may be outside.)

* A licence to produce Denouement does not include a performance 
licence for any third-party or copyrighted music. Licensees should create 
an original composition or use music in the public domain. For further 
information, please see Music Use Note on page iii.
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(Two figures are sat here. It is very early in 
the morning and they’ve been up all night.)

(LIAM sits at the typewriter. He is clacking 
away busily.)

(EDEL sits at the laptop. She is typing away 
at a measured but consistent pace. She goes 
back and forth between the laptop and a 
mobile phone she checks.)

(They are disturbed by the sound of a huge 
crash from outside. It breaks them both 
from their work. EDEL hits pause on the 
music. It stops dead. We hear what sounds 
like intermittent explosions in the far-off 
distance. The noise they were drowning out.)

(LIAM gets up and goes to the back door. 
He slowly and tentatively begins to open 
it. EDEL slowly gets to her feet as he does so. 
She gestures for him to slow down but he’s 
not watching. With the door slightly ajar, 
he peeks out to see what happened outside. 
Satisfied, he opens it fully. Then he goes over, 
grabs his raincoat, and hastily throws it on. 
He picks up the shotgun and heads outdoors. 
EDEL gets up and goes over to the window. She 
watches for a few moments. She checks the 
backdoor to see where LIAM is. Then she goes 
over to the cabinet and opens it. She begins 
rooting around, looking for something. She 
finds an old holy medal on a knotted piece of 
string. She begins to unknot it before putting 
it around her neck and hiding it under her 
cardigan. She clasps her hands together and 
begins to say a prayer. She seems unsure of 
herself. Her voice is low, muttering.)
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EDEL.  (Muttering.) Hail Mary… full of grace, the lord is 
with thee… blessed are…and blessed… (Stops. Thinks.) 
is the fruit of thy womb… now at… the hour of our 
death… pray for…

(She stops. She can’t remember anymore of it. 
She stares up at the ceiling for a few moments, 
as if waiting for something to happen. But it 
doesn’t. She goes over to the kitchen table and 
pours the last dregs of a bottle of red wine. 
She takes a hard drink until it’s gone. LIAM 
comes back in, coughing hard. He’s holding 
onto some brown parcels. She stares at him 
expectantly, but he doesn’t say anything.)

…what was it?

LIAM.  Van crashed straight into the ditch… total write 
off…

EDEL.  I had the fear the reactor was gone.

LIAM.  No, no… he didn’t get near it.

(LIAM leans into the door to close it shut. As he 
does this, he accidentally drops the shotgun.)

(The clatter causes them both to jump.)

Ya fucker!

EDEL.  Will you mind yourself? That’s the last thing we 
need.

LIAM.  Sorry… sorry…

(EDEL walks over and picks up the gun. She 
checks it’s not damaged and puts it back in 
its place. LIAM moves into the room, weighing 
up the various parcels in his arms.)

EDEL.  Did he crash it, or did it crash itself?



DENOUEMENT4

LIAM.  I don’t know, it could have gone haywire… another 
car sped past me on the road, no one in the damned 
thing.

EDEL.  Was he alright?

LIAM.  It’s dangerous enough out there already without 
having to worry about cars driving themselves around 
at full speed.

EDEL.  The driver… is he alright?

LIAM.  He went through the windscreen. Half of him 
anyway, his head twisted around… blood streaming 
down the bonnet, so no, he’s not alright. Not alright by 
any means.

EDEL.  Yeah, but is he dead… or dying… what is it?

LIAM.  Oh yeah, dead. Dead as you like. Syringes all over 
the dash… all his gear strewn about. Ah, it was just… 
carnage…

EDEL.  He could have killed someone. Driving around off 
his head like that…

LIAM.  He’d be doing well. Not many options left if you 
wanted to give someone a belt of a car.

EDEL.  Yeah… is it still a shit show outside?

LIAM.  The shit show to end all shit shows.

(LIAM throws down the parcels on the table.)

I took what he had left.

EDEL.  You vulture.

LIAM.  And his phone…

(LIAM throws a mobile phone down on the 
table. EDEL immediately picks it up and 
checks it.)

EDEL.  Might get some juice out of it.
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LIAM.  It’s as dead as himself.

EDEL.  Picking the bones clean.

LIAM.  Who knows how long more the arse will be dragged 
out of this?

(LIAM takes off his raincoat and hangs it up. 
EDEL starts rooting through the collection of 
chargers to see if anything fits the phone.)

EDEL.  We might need to get more supplies in.

LIAM.  I’d say he was making a killing.

EDEL.  Who?

LIAM.  The dealer. The dead lad out on the road.

(LIAM eagerly rifles through the bags of drugs 
at their disposal. EDEL can’t find a charger 
that fits the phone. She gives up, puts it down. 
She joins LIAM in examining the drugs.)

EDEL.  There’s enough cocaine here to kill a small horse.

LIAM.  And enough ketamine to knock out several large 
horses.

EDEL.  I’ve done more drugs the last few weeks than I have 
in my entire life. I think that itch is well scratched, 
thanks. Is it not a bit greedy to hold onto all this? 

LIAM.  Look, it gives us something to barter with.

(EDEL examines a parcel that’s been tagged.)

EDEL.  Well, better the drugs get used up than just lying 
out there.

LIAM.  Might kill a bit of time if we’re waiting around 
much longer…

EDEL.  Is there any heroin?

LIAM.  Why, would you do heroin?
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EDEL.  Yeah, I’d try it now probably. If we had some.

LIAM.  No joy here. I’d say it’s in high demand.

EDEL.  Not a bad auld way to go, I’d say.

LIAM.  Better than being cleaned out of it by a fuckin’ robot 
car.

(EDEL checks her phone for a few moments. 
Then she goes over and checks on the laptop.)

(LIAM begins cutting up lines of cocaine.)

Do you want one?

EDEL.  Not yet. 

LIAM.  Go on…

EDEL.  I don’t want Mairead seeing me with the coke jitters.

LIAM.  I’d say she has bigger things to be worrying about 
than you coked off your tits.

EDEL.  I know… it’s just not a good look, is all.

LIAM.  I’d say she’d get a kick out of it.

EDEL.  It’s been a very long time since she’s seen me not 
sober…

LIAM.  Any sign of her?

EDEL.  Not since last night…

LIAM.  It’d be good to say goodbye to her again.

EDEL.  And Patrick too.

(LIAM puts a key into a pile of cocaine and 
sniffs it up. It’s strong and he gives a little 
shake. He wipes dust off his nose. He lets out 
a roar as it immediately hits him.)

LIAM.  That’s the ticket!
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(He turns the music back on and starts to strut 
around, energised.* Watching him being so 
animated seems to spur EDEL on. She cuts up 
another line of cocaine, She sniffs it right up.)

The right head space… just fly through it… get in the 
flow… finish strong… we’ll finish strong Edel… we 
will…

(They both move around the kitchen, dancing, 
stretching, warming themselves up. It’s now 
become a morning ritual, getting ready for 
the day ahead or the lack thereof.)

(Then after a while they’ve had enough.)

EDEL.  Last night has me spent…

LIAM.  Broke up…

(EDEL sits back down in her armchair.)

EDEL.  I wish I’d slept more…

LIAM.  In general?

EDEL.  No, I mean… the last few nights.

LIAM.  No sleep now until the eternal sleep.

EDEL.  Shouldn’t have done that last bump…

LIAM.  Well, you definitely won’t be sleeping now.

(LIAM weighs up whether he’s going to have 
another line or not. EDEL checks her laptop.)

(LIAM decides to go for it.)

Ah, one more won’t kill me.

* A licence to produce Denouement does not include a performance 
licence for any third-party or copyrighted music. Licensees should create 
an original composition or use music in the public domain. For further 
information, please see Music Use Note on page iii.
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(LIAM ploughs a key into a parcel of cocaine. 
He sniffs it right up. EDEL seems rattled by 
something she’s seen on her screen.)

EDEL.  Oh fuck…

LIAM.  What is it?

EDEL.  America, it’s gone.

LIAM.  What do you mean it’s gone?

EDEL.  Wiped.

LIAM.  Wiped?

EDEL.  Wiped. All contact. Krissy messaged. She’s saying 
nothing’s been heard from the States in a few hours.

LIAM.  It’s coming here so?

(They compose themselves a moment. 
Then they seperate again and resume their 
busyness.)

(LIAM rushes back to his desk. He begins 
enthusiastically typing again. EDEL focuses 
on her laptop. The sounds of destruction 
outside get momentarily louder.)

LIAM.  I have to get these finished…

(EDEL starts typing quickly on her laptop.)

EDEL.  I need to get through to the kids…

(She puts a call through. We can hear a dial 
tone. But no response. EDEL turns off the 
music.)

LIAM.  Here, would you mind leaving the tunes on?

EDEL.  Why?

LIAM.  The tunes are a good memory aid for writing.
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EDEL.  I’m not dying to some maudlin shite we haven’t 
listened to in thirty years.

LIAM.  You’d rather listen to the world coming in on us?

EDEL.  If it was a banger of a tune maybe I’d listen. Anyway, 
I don’t think playing it loud is going to do anything for 
us when that shit lands.

(Not dwelling for too long, EDEL begins 
clicking the touchpad on her laptop 
impatiently.)

This bloody thing…

LIAM.  Did the connection come back?

EDEL.  Fits and starts here.

(EDEL goes back to the laptop, trying to get 
her connection working again. With nothing 
happening, she decides to check her phone.)

LIAM.  Do you still know shorthand?

EDEL.  (Ignoring him.) Come on Mairead…

LIAM.  Didn’t you learn shorthand at one stage?

EDEL.  What?

LIAM.  Shorthand. Did you learn it?

EDEL.  What are you on about?

LIAM.  Shorthand! The little squiggles and things.

EDEL.  Just a bit, I can’t really remember it.

LIAM.  You’d hardly be able to teach it to me?

EDEL.  Now?

LIAM.  Well… I don’t know how it works.

EDEL.  You’re asking me now, right now, at this fucking 
minute, to teach you shorthand?
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(He turns to her to explain.)

LIAM.  No, I was wondering if there was a quicker way of…

(She’s just looking at him pithily. He gets 
defensive.)

You don’t know how long we have left!

EDEL.  Yeah and I’m not wasting any of it on the 
construction of your memoirs Liam. I lived through 
most of them. Remember?

LIAM.  Yes. I do.

EDEL.  And that’s enough for me. The memories in my 
head. Just tucked away there now as I get on with the 
last of my business. Maybe try a few bullet points.

LIAM.  No… no… it needs to be a finished work, hard prose, 
y’know?

EDEL.  Hard prose. Fuck my life. Well, I hope you hit your 
deadline.

LIAM.  Stream of consciousness so.

(LIAM wipes sweat from his brow and then 
resumes typing at a quick measured pace.)

(Suddenly, there’s an explosion outside, 
louder than any before. They both stop what 
they’re doing and listen. They wait for a 
follow-up explosion, anticipating something 
closer. EDEL gets up to her feet. LIAM motions 
for her to stay still. They look at each other, 
helplessly. A dull churning mechanical sound 
in the distance, briefly. They hold themselves 
still, braced. Then the noise dies down. A 
silence permeates again.)

EDEL.  It could be any second Liam.

LIAM.  Yeah, yeah… I know.


