
 
 

BRIGID WITHOUT A STORY 
Written and Directed by Jennifer Justice 

Song Lyrics & Melodies by Jennifer Justice 
Music Director, Joy Harrell 

All Songs Produced and Arranged by Michael D. Jones, Sr. 
 

Brigid Script Sample to Be Used For 
AUDITION PREPARATION ONLY 

 
ACT II, SCENE FOUR 

 
(The Final Scene of “Brigid Without A Story”) 

 
 IS OMITTED FROM THIS SCRIPT SAMPLE 

 
Queen Éire/Fianait, the Red Deer (Mature teen – Adult) 
Harold the Herald (Adult) 
Festival Family 
 MORRIGU (Disguised as Festival Mother) Adult  
 AIRMID (Disguised as Festival Daughter) Older elementary - teen 
 MIDER (Disguised as Festival Son) Older elementary - teen 
Villagers at the Festival  
 Five Youths/Wolf Pups: Fil, Con, Ard, Cana, Col (Elementary – early 20s) 
 Cow Farmer (f) (Teen - Adult) 
 Sheep Farmer (m) (Teen - Adult) 
 Galvin, a Baker (Teen - Adult) 
 Bronwen, a Baker (f) (Teen - Adult) 
 Children (Fairies) (Elementary) 
Seanchaís (Storytellers) 

Deidre the Strong (Teen – Adult) 
Kyra the Beautiful (Teen – Adult) 
Ríordán the Brave (Teen – Adult) 
Brigid the Poet (Teen) 

Wolf Pups 
 Filtiarn (Lord of Wolves) (Teen – early 20s)  
 Convel (Wolf warrior) (Teen – early 20s) 
 Ardwolf (home loving) (Upper elementary – teen) 
 Canagan (wolf cub) (Elementary) 
 Colin (wolf cub) (Elementary) 
Brocc the Leprechaun (All ages) 
Grave Diggers (Same as FESTIVAL FAMILY, only undisguised) 
 Morrigu, Goddess of War & Death  
 Airmid, Goddess of Healing  
 Mider, God of the Underworld  
Rose, Queen of Fairies (Teen – Adult) 
Daisy, assistant to the Fairy Queen (Teen – Adult) 
Violet, a young fairy (Elementary)  
Singing/Dancing Fairies (Elementary) 
Róinseach, female Silkie (Teen - Adult)  
Rónnad, female Silkie (Teen - Adult)   
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Rónán, male Silkie (Teen - Adult)  
Ròn, male Silkie (Teen - Adult) 
Mac Lir, the Sea God (Teen – Adult)  
Queen Meara, Silkie Queen of the Sea (Mature teen – adult) 
ENSEMBLE (Festival people, Spirit Chorus, Silkie Chorus – ALL AGES)  
 
CASTING NOTE: Because of the magical, shape-shifting nature of the culture, some roles are 
written to be double cast as shown above with the Festival Family, the Five Youths and Queen 
Eire. 
 
The Following Roles MAY BE DOUBLE CAST also, just for Fun: 

• Deidre the Strong/ Rose, the fairy queen 
• Kyra the Beautiful/ Daisy, fairy queen’s assistant   
• Riordan the Brave/Mac Lir, the sea god 
• Festival Goers/Silkies 
• Brocc the Leprechaun/Harold the Herald 

 
 
TIME:  August 1st, circa 100 B.C.E., the Harvest Festival 
 
SCENE: Various locations in Ancient Ireland: 1) Queen Eire’s Hill Fort above the great 

central valley, 2) the Wild Forest to the west, 3) Leprechaun’s roundhouse on a 
lake, 4) Graveyard in a bog, 5) Fairy Cliffs in the Burren, 6) Queen Meara’s Sea 
Fort, on the sea floor near the Farthest Isles 

 
SCENES and MUSICAL NUMBERS  

Act I, scene one 
Queen Eire’s Hill Fort above the great valley, The Story Festival 

Festival Bubbly Pies Ensemble 
Snip-Snap-Rattle Deidre, Kyra, Riordan and Ensemble 

Act I, scene two 
The Forested Wilds, a stormy night and wolves 

Fair Days Brigid the Poet 
Children of the Countryside Warrior Wolf Pups 

Act I, scene three 
A Leprechaun’s roundhouse on a lake 

Garten Mother’s Lullaby (Irish Traditional) Fianait, the Red Deer 
A Leprechaun’s A Clever Sort Leprechaun  

 
INTERMISSION 

 
Act II, scene one 

A Burial Ground in the bogs 
Walking Through a Graveyard Spirit Chorus, Queen Morrigu, Airmid and Mider 
A Star-Flung Fire Fianait, the Red Deer 

Act II, scene two 
A Fairy Circle on the Stony Barren above the western cliffs 

Dance Fairies Rose, Daisy, Violet and Fairies 
What’s A Body Worth? Rose, Daisy, Violet and Fairies 
Dance Fairies (Reprise, fast) Rose, Daisy, Violet, Brigid and Fairies 
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Act II, scene three 
Queen Meara’s Sea Fort, on the sea floor near the Farthest Isles  

Without All the Magic  Mac Lir, Silkie Chorus 
Queen Meara Wakes (instruments and wordless sounds) Silkie Chorus 
Treasure  Queen Meara, Brigid, (Mac Lir, Silkie Chorus) 

Act II, scene four 
Queen Eire’s Fort, Festival Conclusion 

Festival Bubbly Pies (Reprise, slow and sleepy) Ensemble 
The Mother of a Leprechaun Harold the Herald 
You’ll Never Believe (Brigid’s Story) Brigid and Ensemble 
In Days to Come Queen Meara, Queen Eire, Brigid, Ensemble 

 
 

ACT I, Scene One 
The Storytelling Festival 

 
PLACE:  The Common Ground inside QUEEN ÉIRE’S Hill Fort in the fertile Irish 

lowlands. There is an area set apart under one or two large trees for QUEEN 
EIRE and the SEANCHAÍS. Several rustic market stalls and a small apple cart are 
set up or painted on backdrops. 

 
AT RISE:  Cheerful Celtic Irish fiddle music plays and people hurry on stage for the festival, 

talking excitedly.  Laughing. Shouting at friends they see off stage. Several 
groups cross the stage coming and going from different directions. A pause in the 
music. An off-stage CHEER for the musician, and a few rude BOOS. 

 
 (Two BAKERS (GALVIN and BRONWEN) cross the stage, talking, carrying 

baskets full of bread and meat rolls.) 
 

GALVIN 
But Bronwen, I promise you it’s true! My own wife’s best friend’s brother saw one – a fairy king 
with raven hair and eyes like burning coals. The poor man couldn’t hear his wife speak for days 
after.  
 

BRONWEN 
Well, now, Galvin, to be perfectly honest with you, I don’t really believe in the fairy folk –  

(Glances around nervously) 
 -- though I wouldn’t like them to hear me say it. 

(They lay a cloth on the ground, for selling their baked goods) 
 

(Two well-dressed FARMERS arrive at the festival, COW FARMER carries a basket of 
cheese; SHEEP FARMER carries a large cloth bag of green wool. They argue (unheard 
by audience) about the best place to set up their wares as:  
 
A group of 5 YOUTHS runs on stage. They are warrior-class youths, eager to prove their 
worth. FIL carries an apple high in the air.)) 
 
 [NOTE: The YOUTHS often overlap each other when speaking, and the place where the 
next speaker starts talking is marked in the text with a slash (/) mark.] 
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FIL 
 (He is the leader of his group) 
Get away! It’s my apple! I won it on a /raid. 
 

CON 
 (He is the fighter in the group) 
You won it! And aren’t I the one that snatched the baker’s hat off his head so he looked the other 
way while you stole the apple from his cart?  

 
 

FIL 
I never stole in my life and you know it, Con. It was a raid same as any warrior chief gets to lead.  
 (Takes a big bite, grinning in triumph.) 
 

CON 
Save a bite for me! 
 (CON attacks FIL, but ARD steps between them) 
 

(As ARD speaks, BRIGID enters, playing a soft tune on her whistle. She walks slowly 
toward the scene, staying in the shadows on the edges, watching and listening.) 

 
ARD 

Stop fighting; you’re brothers! Besides, we’re at the harvest festival; apples are everywhere. 
Sweet apples. Spiced apples. Apples soaked in honey. Look around you and praise the /golden 
harvest! 
 

CANA 
 (Leaping with enthusiasm) 
Let me take the next apple! I’m old enough! /Let me take it. 
 

COL 
And me! I’m tall. I’ll win an apple. /I can do it! 
 

FIL 
That’s enough yapping! You make my head hurt. 

(Pause. He grins, and pulls four more apples from behind his back, under his cloak or up 
his sleeve; he holds them out toward his younger siblings)  

So I’ll share.   
 

(Music plays intro to FESTIVAL/BUBBLY PIES as WOLVES yell in triumph at their 
apples) 

 
WOLF PUPS 

Yes, apples! 
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 “Festival Bubbly Pies” 
Sung by ENSEMBLE 

 
GROUP ONE 

Bubbly pies and salted pork 
Roasted corn and honeyed mead 
Thick fish stew and fresh baked bread 
Hot spiced cider and apple cake 
I can’t wait! I can’t wait for --  
 

 
ALL 

A festival! A festival! There’s going to be a festival 
 

FRIENDS GROUP 
A friends-are-meeting festival 

 
CHILDREN 

 (Surrounding GALVIN who holds a loaf of bread over his head) 
A glorious eating festival 
 

ALL 
The storytelling festival begins tonight! 
 

BOY 
I woke up with the noisy cows 
Just like I always do 
And helped my brother milk the sows 
 
(BOY and BROTHER make fast pig-snorting sounds – blending into the next line) 
 

BOY and BROTHER 
Just like we always do 
But we didn’t go to school 
And we didn’t break the rules 
‘Cause no one goes to school on festival day! 
 

CHILDREN’S GROUP 
Chase the ducks and fright the geese 
Steal warm eggs from fat brown hens  
Play with swords; hurl stones with sticks 
Toss your brother in a chilly lake  
I can’t wait, I can’t wait for –  
 

ALL 
-- a festival! A festival! There’s going to be a festival 

 
FRIENDS GROUP 

A friends-are-meeting festival -  
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CHILDREN  
 (Around BROWEN, who holds a basket of muffins out of their way over her head) 
A glorious eating festival -  
 

ALL 
The storytelling festival begins tonight! 
 

WOMAN 
I fed my man an early meal 
Just like I always do 
And washed the wee babes head to toe 
Just like I always do 
But I didn’t stop to eat 

WOMAN (Continued) 
And I barely got to dress 
‘Cause there’s no time to rest on festival day! 

 
DANCING GROUP (Clog or Folk Dancing) 

Tune a pipe and tap a jig 
Toss a friend or toss a pig 
Stomp the earth until it quakes 
Trees fall down and mountains shake 
I can’t wait! I can’t wait for – 
  

ALL 
A festival! A festival! There’s going to be a festival 

 
FRIENDS GROUP 

A friends-are-meeting festival 
 

ALL CHILDREN 
A glorious eating festival 
 

ALL 
The storytelling festival begins tonight! 

 
CON 

Look over there! That’s Brigid the Poet. When the bonfires are lit, she’ll fight to be the Queen’s 
Storyteller! 
 

CANA 
A fight! Can I fight? /I want to fight! 
 

COL 
Who’s fighting? I want to fight too! I’ve got a sword. 
 (Pulls a short, wooden sword from his belt) 
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ARD 
No one’s fighting, Col, put that toy away. Cana, no one’s fighting. It’s just Con saying that 
Brigid will tell her own story for Queen Eire at the festival. And if Brigid tells the best story for 
Queen Eire, she’ll be chosen as the Queen’s Storyteller, and bow to no man /in Ireland. 
 

COL 
Not even the Druids? 
 

ARD 
Not even to the magic ones. 

 
FIL 

Not even to Queen Eire? 
 

ARD 
Of course to Queen Eire, I said to “no man,” /didn’t I? 

 
 

CANA 
But, what happens if she doesn’t? 
 (Music to “Festival” comes up softly behind dialogue) 
 

COL 
Doesn’t what? 
 

CANA 
What happens to Brigid if she doesn’t tell the best new /story?  
 

FIL 
Never mind about that, young ones. It will give you nightmares. 
 

“Storytelling Festival Conclusion” 
 

BRIDGET (slowly and softly) 
I practiced tales in dreams all night 
Just like I always do 
And hummed a tune to calm my fright 
Just like I always do 
But I can’t catch my breath 
And my mind is blank as death 
I’m that afraid to fail on festival day! 
 

ALL 
 (Starting softly, in response to BRIGID’S fear, but ending strongly and happily) 
A festival! A festival! There’s going to be a festival 
A friends-are-meeting festival 
A glorious eating festival 
The storytelling festival begins tonight! 

 
(The FARMERS lay cloths on the ground and set out their wares)  



“Brigid Without A Story” SCRIPT SAMPLE – Justice 8 
 

 
COW FARMER 

 (Rubbing his lower back) 
Ooph! I milked so many cows this season that my auld one∗ tells me I’m squeezing udders in my 
sleep! 
 

SHEEP FARMER 
That’s nothing, Angus; I fed our sheep so many bales of grass, the whole clan will be wearing 
green sweaters. 

 
CANA 

 (Tugging on ARD’S sleeve) 
Ard, please tell me! What happens to Brigid is she doesn’t win? 
 

ARD 
Don’t worry Cana, Brigid is bound to win. She’s studied hard, learning tales of every kind. She 
practices day and night; I’ve even heard her telling stories to the cows, and, by the gods, those 
cows /listen! 

 
CON 

Ard, it’s not enough to think up stories in your head and tell them to cows; you’ve got to be 
brave as a champion to tell your story in front of Queen Eire and the tribes. Brigid doesn’t have a 
family or a clan to stand with her. How can she /be brave? 
 

FIL 
Of course she has a tribe, Con; everyone belongs /somewhere.  
 

CON 
No! I’m telling you, I was sniffing around the meat pies and I /heard – 
 

(MORRIGU, Queen of Death, MIDER, Lord of Battle, AIRMID, Goddess of Healing 
enter disguised as a festival family, a mother with two children. MIDER chases AIRMID 
around their mother, MORRIGU, who swats at them with her wooden walking staff.) 

 
AIRMID 

 (Shrieking) 
Stop! Brother!! Let go of my hair! That hurts. 
 

MIDER 
I’m going to kill you! 
 

MORRIGU 
 (Growling and swatting at their feet, trying to trip them up) 
Enough! I thought to bring two well-mannered children to the festival. Now I find I’ve got two 
squealing pigs instead.  
 

MIDER 
She stole my toads! 
                                                
∗ “Auld one” is a term of endearment for a husband or wife of many years. 
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AIRMID 

Did I, now? Where are they hiding, then? Are there toads in my pockets? Under me shawl?  
 (Pretending to find a toad on her head) 
Oh, no! A toad is squatting in my hair! 
 

MIDER 
I know you didn’t KEEP them, but you let them out of the cage and they escaped. 
 

AIRMID 
They didn’t like your nasty cage. 
 

MORRIGU 
Enough! The bonfires are being lit. The torchbearer is climbing the first hill.  
 

MIDER 
I can hold the log steadier than that. See. The flame wobbles. 

 
AIRMID 

Is it an ill omen? 
 

MORRIGU 
 (In MORRIGU’S real hissing, witchy voice) 
Hsst! Don’t speak foolish words, Airmid; you never know what foolish ears will hear them.  

 
(Loud LAUGHTER and MUSIC to “Snip-Snap” up,  as DEIDRE enters with KYRA and 
RÍORDÁN; all three storytellers are competing with BRIGID in the festival.) 

 
KYRA 

Tell it again, Deidre! Ríordán and I will join-in this time. 
 

“Snip-Snap-Rattle-Dee-Dap” 
Sung by DEIDRE, KYRA, RÍORDÁN & ENSEMBLE 

 
DEIDRE 

 (Clogging a quick few steps to the tune) 
Snip-snap-rattle-dee-dap 
The old woman set a mighty trap 
To make her auld one take his nap 
Because she loved him so, ho, ho 
Because she loved him so. 
 
First she fed him a hearty meal of potatoes and stewed cod 
Next she darkened the window holes and said the sun was tired 
Even then the fierce old man, though stricken with a cold 
Refused to lie upon his bed though he was o-often told 
 

KYRA and RÍORDÁN 
Refused to lie upon his bed though he was often toe-o-old 
Though he was o-often told, so -  
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DEIDRE (Continued) 

Snip-snap-rattle-dee-dap 
The old woman set a mighty trap 
To make her auld one take his nap 
 (KYRA and RÍORDÁN join in the last two lines of the chorus – harmony) 
Because she loved him so, oh, ho 
Because she loved him so. 
 
Then she made him a steaming tea of peppermint and catnip 
While she did claim the robin’s song was sung by an evening lark 
Even then the mulish man, though sniffling all the while 
Refused to rest upon his bed just like a stu-ub-born child 
 

KYRA and RÍORDÁN 
Refused to rest upon his bed, just like a stubborn chi-i-ild 
Just like a stu-ub-born child, so - 

 
DEIDRE 

Snip-snap-rattle-dee-dap 
The old woman set a mighty trap 
To make her auld one take his nap 

(KYRA and RÍORDÁN gesture to ENSEMBLE and AUDIENCE to join in the last two 
lines of the chorus) 

Because she loved him so, oh, ho 
Because she loved him so. 

 
DEIDRE  

Now she gave him a scowling glance of impatience and of spite 
And she did swear that her auld one would die by the morning light 
But just then the foolish man, while sneezing fit to faint 
Did fall at last into his bed, just like a sno-or-ing babe 
 

ALL (and audience) 
Just like a snoring bay-hay-habe,  
Just like a sno-or-ing babe. 

 
DEIDRE, KYRA & RÍORDÁN 

 (Competing to see how fast they can sing the last chorus) 
Snip-snap-rattle-dee-dap 
The old woman set a mighty trap 
To make her auld one take his nap 
Because she loved him so, oh, ho 

(Slowing for the last line) 
Because she loved him so! 

 
 (More laughter from KYRA and DEIDRE as the story ends, but RÍORDÁN scowls.) 
 

KYRA 
That’s the best telling yet, Deidre. It made me laugh! 
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DEIDRE 
That’s not hard to do, Kyra; you laugh if the rooster crows. 

 
RÍORDÁN 

I don’t see what’s so funny. She lied to her husband! That’s not right. 
 

KYRA 
 (Giggling happily) 
For his own good, Ríordán, for his own good, don’t you see? 

 
DEIDRE 

Never mind, Kyra. If you have to explain a story, then it doesn’t work. I can do better. 
 

RÍORDÁN 
Come along now, friends! It’s a fine summer night. We are at a great festival; clans are gathered 
from all over the green island; at dusk the fires will be lit and we’ll tell our stories to Queen Eire  

 
BRIGID 

 (Joining them, softly) 
At dawn, when the fires burn low and the thrush calls four times, one of us will be named the 
Queen’s Storyteller. 
 

RÍORDÁN 
Yes, Brigid, it’s true, but right now there’s music playing in every grove and I smell bubbling 
fruit pies. Can we, please, stop practicing and have some fun! 

 
DEIDRE 

Right is right no matter who says it. Let’s find something to eat.  
(To BRONWEN) 

What will you take for that stale bread? 
 

BRONWEN the BAKER 
Don’t try your storyteller tricks on me, Deidre the Strong! That roll is fresh from my fire.  

(Holds out the roll for Deidre to feel) 
Feel it. If it’s not steaming hot, then call me a liar and have it for nothing. 
 

`DEIDRE 
 (Tosses the bread back and forth between her hands to keep from being burnt) 
It’s true! The bread is fresh! 

(Takes a handkerchief from her pocket and wraps it around the bread. Holds out a small 
wooden whistle/pipe in the shape of a bird) 

 Will you take a whistle for it? I carved it myself from strong mountain pine. 
 

BRONWEN 
Gladly, if the pitch suits my ear -- 
 (Plays a quick rippling tune on the whistle and likes it) 
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KYRA 
(Puts a hand on GALVIN’S shoulder, giggles, smiling sweetly; GALVIN blushes) 

What will you give me if I sing you a song? 
 

(The SEANCHAÍS continue to barter with the BAKERS in lowered voices.) 
  

MIDER 
That’s Ríordán the Brave. He told a winning hero saga at the Summer Solstice. 
 

AIRMID 
Oh, there’s Kyra the Beautiful! Her stories make me dream of mermaids, princes and falling in 
love. She’s sure to take the prize. 
 

MORRIGU 
More foolish words. You need strength to win the storytelling prize; Deidre’s voice can blow a 
cow over the hills. She’ll be the Queen’s Favorite. 
 

(The SEANCHAIS come close to the FAMILY. MIDER runs up to BRIGID) 
 

MIDER 
Which storyteller are you? 
 

MORRIGU 
Get back you rude piglet, or I’ll make you squeal. Excuse us, Miss, I taught him better manners, 
but he doesn’t always do as he’s told.  
 (She grabs MIDER’S ear and starts to twist it) 
 

BRIGID 
Please don’t make him squeal. There’s no harm done.  

 (Smiling at MIDER and AIRMID) 
Are you brother and sister, then?  
 (They nod) 
And are you sweet to each other or do you fight and worry your mama night and day? 
 

RÍORDÁN 
Of course he fights? He’s a warrior isn’t he?  
 

MIDER 
I’m a Lord. 
 

DEIDRE 
 (With a loud laugh) 
Are you now? Where’s your fort then? Where’s your neck ring? 
 

KYRA 
 (Putting an arm around MIDER’S shoulders and giggling so he blushes) 
Have done with your teasing! He was only asking after Brigid. Do you like storytelling, young 
lord? 
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AIRMID 
We both do! We love storytelling! You’re Kyra the Beautiful. 
 

BRIGID 
The first torch has lit the northern bonfire. 
 

KYRA 
And this is Brigid the Poet.  
 

MORRIGU 
Brigid. I’ve seen you in the market with your foster mother, Mabh (MEEV) the Weaver. Didn’t 
know you for a storyteller before today. Is this your first festival? 
 (BRIGID nods) 
Bit nervous are you? There’s nothing to it. Tell your story like a warrior going to battle, use your 
best weapons and give it all you’ve got; then if you win you win.  

 
CANA 

 (Stomping his foot in frustration) 
But, what happens if she doesn’t win?  
 

AIRMID 
Don’t tell. It frightens me. 
 

MIDER 
If a storyteller doesn’t tell a new story, Queen Eire will have her Herald cut off Brigid’s head!  

 
AIRMID 

That’s a lie. Queen Eire would never cut off anyone’s head. 
 

 
BRIGID 

The torchbearer has lit the eastern fire. 
 

CANA 
But what happens if you don’t tell a new story and the Queen doesn’t cut off your /head? 
 

FIL 
The Queen could take all the lands from your clan for the common ground. 

 
DEIDRE 

I’d like to see her try! Lowland cows are too soft to graze in our mountains.  
 

KYRA 
Riordan’s lands are the southern sea and my father is a chieftain. Queen Eire wouldn’t risk a 
tribal war. And Brigid hasn’t any land to take. She’s a fosterling.  

(Distant SOUND of pipes and drums, marching instruments. The music builds until the 
HERALD’S entrance) 

 
BRIGID 

The southern bonfire is lit. Queen Eire is coming. 
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MIDER 
How do you make up a new story anyway? 
 

KYRA 
It doesn’t feel as if I make stories up at all. They’re inside me already, like seeds. If I pay 
attention to omens and dreams, that’s like sun and water, so a story grows and I tell it. 
 

DEIDRE 
I’ve dozens of sisters, brothers, cousins, aunts and uncles, all of them begging me for stories 
night and day. I have to think something up, so I do.   
 

RÍORDÁN 
What about you Brigid? Where do you find your stories? 
 

BRIGID 
You haven’t said where you find yours, Ríordán. 
 

RÍORDÁN 
And I won’t either. I don’t trade my story secrets.  
 

BRIGID 
Then, sure, I’ll keep my secrets too. 

 
KYRA 

The fourth torchbearer is at the western fire pit. 
 

DEIDRE 
 (Laughing with excitement, KYRA giggles) 
The Queen comes near. My story is about to burst out of my chest. 
 

 
RÍORDÁN 

The moon rises.  
 (With a roar of excitement, like a warrior going to battle) 
We’re ready! 
 

(Music of pipes and drums has been growing louder. Now it peaks and is overpowered by 
the sound of galloping horses clattering to a stop.  
 
HAROLD the HERALD rushes onto the stage. Combs his fingers hastily through his 
snow-white hair, including a long white beard from which he pulls a small twig. 
Straightens his tunic, stands tall and raises a long bronze pipe like instrument to his lips. 
Blows. SOUND OF TRUMPET. Everyone bows.) 

 
HERALD 

Make way. Make way for Queen Eire, leader of the great Lowland Tribes. Fearless in battle; 
keeper of the Long Peace. Make way for Queen Eire. Make way. Make way -- 
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(HAROLD draws breath, but QUEEN EIRE strides between the rows of festival-goers. 
She is a warrior, a scholar and a shape-shifter. She wears her hair in three or four thick 
braids. A thin circlet of gold sits on her head; she wears a gold neck ring. Dressed in a 
long red tunic and cape over heavy tights, with a leather girdle, an iron sword in her 
sword belt, tall leather boots.) 

 
QUEEN EIRE 

That’s enough making way, Harold. How much way do you expect them to make. And anyway, 
I’m here. 

(She notices the people are bowing.) 
Oh, get up; get up. Don’t be silly. If I didn’t like you I’d lop off your head whether it was bowed 
or not. 
 (Stops beside MORRIGU) 
Goddess Morrigu! The moon has crossed the sky many times since we met, Mother of Death. 
How are you enduring our long peace?  

 
MORRIGU 

It’s kind of you to ask, Queen Eire, knowing as I prefer a good war now and again. Sure, I’m as 
well as can be expected stuck at home with these wild ones; the girl trying to mend every bird 
with a broken wing and the lad doing most of the breaking,  
 

 
QUEEN EIRE 

Some good stories will cheer you up, cousin. Will you stay for the storytelling? 
 

AIRMID 
We came for the storytelling! Who do you think will win? 

 
QUEEN EIRE 

You can never tell what will happen at a festival, sweet Airmid. Fairy folk cross to the human 
world and turn things upside down. The fastest horse in the race will suddenly stop to sniff a 
daisy. You may step foot into an oak grove and find you’ve entered a fairy mound. Keep away 
from the woods when the moon is high or you might --    

 
HERALD 

 (Stomping the ground impatiently with his staff) 
-- Harrumph! Pardon me, Queen Eire, but, if you don’t mind, could we move along just a bit 
faster? The bonfires are a’flame and you might want to start the storytelling, oh, I don’t know, 
sometime before the first snow.  

 
QUEEN EIRE 

For heaven’s sake Harold, stop scolding. You’re worse than a wet nurse. Whatever happened to 
your father? He was a wonderful Herald. Never talked back to me once. 
 

HERALD 
He passed. 

 
QUEEN EIRE 

Oh, that’s right. How old was your father then, when he went to the Otherworld? 
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HERALD 
A good deal older than I am now, praise be. Da’ was fine gent. The fifth herald of his blood and 
I’m the sixth; I’m hoping my own son will follow me, the rascal. I’m sure I’ve done my best to 
please you with my service, but if the Queen is not happy, I understand the Bog Clan needs a 
new herald, since that unfortunate incident with the wild boar. 

 
QUEEN EIRE 

For heaven’s sake, Harold, don’t be so touchy; take heart man, stand up straight and do your job; 
make your ancestors proud. 
 

HERALD 
(HERALD blows on his trumpet.) 

Everyone listen. The sun has set, the moon is full, the fires are lit and the storytelling is to begin. 
Close your mouths and open your ears. Queen Eire speaks. 
 

QUEEN EIRE 
Friends. Under the harvest sky we gather with tribes from the north, (CHEERS) the south, 
(CHEERS) the east (CHEERS) and the west (CHEERS,) from the Narrow Sea to the Endless 
Ocean beyond the Furthest Isles - 

(ONE VOICE calls, Hooray) 
We gather not for war, but for peace. Not to skirmish over cattle, but to share the fruits of the 
season, to light the bonfires, make music and tell stories.  
 (Raises her arms to the crowd and the sky) 
The moon grows bright. Let the festival begin! With food, with laughter and with 
STORYTELLING!  
 (Everyone applauds and cheers. The HERALD blows another note.) 
 

HERALD 
Storytellers step lively. Deidre the Strong, Kyra the Beautiful, Ríordán the Brave and Brigid the 
Poet, you have each learned 7 times 70 of the old tales. Now you are to tell your own story for 
Queen Eire. If you succeed, you will be named a Storyteller of the Green Island, next in honor 
only to the chieftains. If you are named the Queen’s Storyteller, you will earn glory beyond 
imagining. 

(Everyone cheers) 
Of course, as my da used to say, “nothing comes free.” If you fail to tell a new story, you’ll 
return home in disgrace and maybe without your head. Will you give us a tale? 
 (STORYTELLERS nod their heads) 
 

ARD 
Brigid must be terrified, telling her story with no family beside her.  
 

FIL 
She lives with her foster family in the Queen’s fort. Maybe Queen Eire is leader of Brigid’s tribe. 

 
CON 

Then that’s not fair. The Queen will judge one of her own more kindly. 
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MORRIGU 
Mind your tongue, young warrior. Queen Eire is always fair. Else, how do you think she’s kept 
the peace all these years? If she hears rumblings like yours she’ll be harder on Brigid, just to 
prove she doesn’t favor her. 
 

FIL 
And she might cut off your head. 
 

HERALD 
 (Giving CON and FIL a displeased look.) 
Queen Eire, the storytellers have been warned of the price of failing to tell a new story and they 
still want to speak. Will you hear them? 
 

QUEEN EIRE 
Yes. And with their applause the people of all the tribes, together, will decide which storyteller is 
named the Queen’s Favorite.  

 (Great cheers) 
Let the storytelling begin! 

 
HERALD 

Deidre the Strong from the Northern Mountains Tribe! 
 (CHEERS. HERALD gestures for DEIDRE to step forward) 

 
DEIDRE 

(DEIDRE speaks very loudly at the beginning, so the listeners have to cover their ears, 
but she makes a mistake in wording, gets muddled up and ends by muttering.) 

When the world was fresh as a May morning, my great-great-great granddad was clearing a 
forest to plant a field of barley; suddenly he heard a mighty shout that shook the trees. He raised 
his eyes to the sky. Before him was a giant so tall its head touched the clouds and so wide its 
shoulders blocked the sun. Its eyes were red and its teeth were yellow; it smelled so foul that 
flowers wilted when he stomped past. Now, being a reasonable man -  

(PEOPLE look at each other in confusion. DEIDRE realizes she just messed up her 
wording; she falters.) 

Great granddad was a reasonable man, I mean, and he was nobody’s fool. He knew he was 
strong, as all that live in the mountains are, but he knew his limits too, don’t you know? And – 

(Getting more nervous, starting to grasp for her story. Losing rhythm, strength and 
volume, but she keeps going) 

Er, Granddad figured any man who tried to fight a giant was sure to die young; so, er, well, 
planning to live a long while, don’t you know, he threw down his ax, turned heel and ran, but er, 
well, uh, anyway, the giant came near to catching Granddad, but, well, um. So, anyway, 
somehow Granddad tricked the giant. In the end, Granddad ran so far he came to the coast and 
couldn’t go any farther – see? So granddad leapt off the grey cliffs into the sea – er – he was a 
champion swimmer, I never told you that. The giant jumped in after him. And he, well, anyway, 
my granddad did a favor for a seal that was a magic Silkie; it helped him escape and the giant 
drowned. And that’s my story. Or, well, most of it anyway. 

 (The crowd is silent, not sure the story is finished. Then a few start to clap and the rest 
follow after, getting loud and sympathetic.) 

 
CANA 

Was that a story? 
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COL 
It wasn’t what I expected. 
 

ARD 
It hurt my ears at the beginning and the end was dull. 
 

MORRIGU 
Deidre wasn’t at her best, but I liked the start of it, all guts and fire. 
 

MIDER 
I want to know what tricks the granddad played. The tricks are always the best part of a story. 
 

AIRMID 
She was nervous, but she held on to the end. She’ll be named a storyteller, just not the Queen’s 
Storyteller. Who’s next? 
 

HERALD 
Kyra the Beautiful from the Western Isles. 

 
KYRA 

(She giggles all the way through the storytelling, every time you see “…” KYRA is 
giggling; it grows stronger each time until it is bubbling laughter.) 

… Once, longer ago than even storytellers can remember, which … if you think about it, must be 
at least a thousand years and that’s a long time isn’t it? … 

(Takes a deep breath)  
Anyway … once, there was a magic spell cast over the land by an evil fairy named Sligo and … 
what? Oh, yeah, Sligo wanted to marry the King’s beautiful daughter … but what he didn’t know 
was that she was really … and … what?  
 
Oh, excuse me, it’s such a funny story. You’re going to love it. Anyway … the King’s beautiful 
daughter was really … and Sligo didn’t know it, see? So … he asked the King to let him marry 
his beautiful daughter who was really … and the King had to say “no” and that made Sligo angry 
because he didn’t know …  
 
Anyway, so Sligo cast an evil spell over the land because he didn’t know that the King’s 
beautiful daughter was really … And the spell made everyone have to …wa-wa- walk backwards 
… you’ll never b-b-believe what … happens … next ….  

(Throws her hands up in the air in surrender) 
Oh, go ahead and cut me head off. I swear on my granddad’s burial stone, I can’t stop laughing 
to save my life. 
 (Bows her head down to the QUEEN, still giggling) 

 
QUEEN EIRE 

Sure and you should lose your head, Kyra, for wasting a perfectly good story. You’ve made a 
grand beginning and I’m parched to learn what it was the evil fairy Sligo didn’t know about the 
King’s daughter. So I pardon your head and pronounce this honor price: Kyra the Beautiful, you 
will not be named a Storyteller this year, but you must come to the fair next harvest and tell your 
story all the way through. Twelve months growth should cure you of giggling. Harold! Call the 
next teller. 
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 (KYRA goes gratefully back to the other storytellers. SOUND of low thunder, rumbling 
in the distance; the SOUND gets louder until end of scene.) 

 
HERALD 

Ríordán the Brave, son of the Southern Tribes, builder of ships and fighter of the golden sea 
serpent! 
 

FIL 
That’s unfair; he didn’t say all that about the others. 
 

CON 
Never mind, brother. The praise is honest.  
 

ARD 
Shssh! Listen. 

 
RÍORDÁN the BRAVE 

Long ago in the age of heroes, Badb Catha, the battle crow, flew from Ibern to Darin all in one 
night spreading the news that fierce fighters had come on ships across the southern sea. The 
enemy warriors rode horses as if birthed of a mare, and carried weapons that were wondrously 
strong. They took the southern lands in a fortnight and marched up the lowland valleys with 
sword and spear, meaning to defeat the whole green island. 

 (The crowd has grown absolutely still listening. COL & CANA sneeze.) 
 

CROWD 
Hush! Shhh! 

 
COL and CANA 

Sorry. We can’t help it. We sneeze when we’re afraid. 
 

RÍORDÁN the BRAVE 
Sure, you should be afraid, young pups. Five thousand enemy warriors rode onto the field at 
dawn, with only one thousand warriors for the tribes. Men that some of you older ones can still 
recall by name, I’ll wager, faced without flinching a sea of maddened foes. Sure and Babd 
Catha’s help was sorely needed, but she watched from a far off hilltop.  
 
The full moon shimmered in a soft blue sky; with a great clash of swords, the invaders charged 
toward our brave few and soon the pale moon’s face was red with the blood of the slain. King  
Lugh, the Great Champion himself, felt a beat of fear as the moon covered the face of the sun 
and the earth turned black as pitch.  
 (COL starts to sneeze but ARD pinches his nose to stop him) 
In that dark time, the battle crow filled her bloody cup of war and added her strength to ours. She 
raised an enchanted mist that surrounded the invading army. It confused them, so they imagined 
demons behind every tree. First the enemy cowered; then they quaked, then they turned tail and 
ran like rabbits. 
 (The CROWD laughs and cheers) 
Well you may be merry, for I’m told that even King Lugh fell down laughing at the sight of his 
foe frightened by fancies. And, you know, it was the only time King Lugh ever fell on the field 
of battle. Our island tribes drove the invaders back to the southern sea. From that joyous dawn, 
the battlefield has been known as “the garden of  Badb,” in honor of the battle crow. 
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 (The CROWD shouts approval at this strong tale that’s been well told.) 
 

COW FARMER 
I win!  
 

SHEEP FARMER 
You haven’t won yet; there’s another story coming. 
 

COW FARMER 
Let’s double our bet. If that wasn’t the best story of the festival I’ll sheer your sheep this spring 
and the next. But if Ríordán wins, you have to cut my bulls for two springs running.  

  
(Spits in the palm of her/his hand and holds it out toward the SHEEP FARMER) 

 
SHEEP FARMER 

It’s not a fair wager. Everyone knows Ríordán is a grand storyteller, but no one has heard of 
Brigid. I should only have to wager a year of the work. 

 
COW FARMER 

Wager a morning against my two years, for all I care. No one can better Ríordán’s tale. 
 

SHEEP FARMER 
 (Quickly spitting into his/her own palm and slapping it against the CF’S palm) 
Two years to one morning. Agreed. 

 
COW FARMER 

That’s a wicked trick you played! I always said you were the son of a leprechaun.  
 (HERALD blows a toot on his horn to quiet the crowd) 
 

SHEEP FARMER 
Shush. It’s Brigid’s turn. 
 

HERALD 
Brigid the Poet, a member of the … well, she’s fostered to Mabh the Weaver. Here’s Brigid the 
Poet to tell us her story.  
 

(BRIGID steps forward and takes her place with her eyes to the ground. Does not speak) 
 

HERALD 
 (Clearing his throat to get her attention) 
Hurrrumph. Announcing Brigid the Poet! 
 (BRIGID looks at him helplessly. Her eyes fill with tears. HERALD whispers) 
Is something wrong, Brigid? 
 

BRIGID 
I … I … I can’t recall my story. 
  

(CROWD gasps) 
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HERALD 
Come along now, there’s no way out but through. You have three tries. Try again. 
 

BRIGID 
(BRIGID stars at the ground for a few moments, thinking hard, then shakes her head 
sadly and looks at the QUEEN.) 

I’m sorry, Queen Eire. I’m that frightened … I keep reaching for my tale but it only flies further 
away.  

 
QUEEN EIRE 

You’ve one more try Brigid. Then you must pay the price. Think hard. 
(BRIGID shakes her head, wipes tears from her eyes, and stares at the ground) 

Brigid, it is clear to all that you meant no disrespect, so I won’t take your life. You’ve no tribal 
lands for me to seize.  But the price must be high for dishonoring the festival. Brigid the Poet, 
you are exiled.  
 (General Gasps and Stirring in the crowd) 
Leave my lands tonight and do not return to the Lowland Tribes until you have a story to tell. If 
you return before dawn, you may try and tell your story again, otherwise you must remain in 
exile until the next harvest; beware, Brigid, if you fail a second time you will find me less 
forgiving.  
 
Along your travels, there’s an errand you can do for me. My sister, Queen Meara, rules the sea as 
I rule the land. Long ago, she gave me this ring for safekeeping. Take it, and return it to her.  

 
HERALD 

Don’t worry, Brigid, it’s easy-peasy to find Queen Meara; take the third road after the first 
mountain through the seventh valley; go over the fourth bridge across the river to the last cliff 
that overhangs the sea. Then, well, jump. 
 

QUEEN EIRE 
Never enter my fort again until you have a story to tell. Go.  

(BRIGID exits)  
Let the music and dancing continue, but we’ll have no more storytelling unless Brigid returns 
before dawn to finish our festival. 
 (QUEEN exits, followed by HERALD) 

 
CANA 

Is it over? 
 

ARD 
No. But there’s a new twist in the /road. 
 

COL 
Where does it lead? 
 

FIL 
No one knows, except perhaps the magic /folk. 
 

CON 
It’s Brigid’s road to follow; our way is to find more food. Come along friends. It’s a festival! 
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 FESTIVAL MUSIC plays again as: 
 

SOME exit, some barter for goods, all are whispering to each other, upset and excited. 
THUNDER CRACKS, rain falls, all cover their heads and exit quickly as ... 
 
BLACKOUT (RAIN CONTINUES) 
 
    End of Act I, scene one 
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Act One, Scene Two 
 

PLACE: A thick forest in the Wild 
AT RISE:  Curtains open on that same night; rain drips from the trees. The light is dark green 

like a cold, wet forest at night. The stage is empty. BRIGID enters. She is lost. 
 

BRIGID 
I’m certain I took the seventh valley. Or was it the sixth? My memory is surely failing, or how 
could I ever forget my story? Fancies danced through my head before I could speak; the first 
words I said were “Once, so long ago that if I’d lived then I wouldn’t be here now.” Then I lost 
my tale in front of Queen Eire as if I’d never heard Máthair at bedtime saying, “Close your eyes, 
wee poet, and listen to a story of princes and kings.”  

(A raindrop falls in BRIGID’S eye. She blinks it away.) 
Máthair told me it always rains on festival days. It seems she was right; if she were here she 
would surely laugh and tell me so in a way that would make me feel better about it all. 
 (Mimicking her mother’s voice as MUSIC comes up for FAIR DAY) 
“Didn’t I tell you, Brigid, my love? It always rains on fair day.”  
 

(As BRIGID sings, the red deer, FIANAIT, who is QUEEN EIRE in animal shape, steps 
quietly up behind her.) 

 
“Fair Day” 

BRIGID (Fianait) 
 
BRIGID 

It always rains on Fair Day, that’s what my máither said. 
It always rains on Fair Day; skies turn from blue to grey. 
 
A hawk goes crying ore the valley 
The darling’s trying to get home 
A nest will welcome her to slumber 
A curse has driven me to roam 
 
It always rains on Fair Day, that’s what my maither said. 
It always rains on Fair Day; skies turn from blue to grey. 
 
A child may wander from the bothy 
The urge to travel in her soul 
A hearth will warm her in the gloaming 
The night will find me far from home 
 
It always rains on Fair Day,  
 

BRIGID and FIANAIT 
It always rains …  
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BRIGID (Continued) 
A skylark soaring to its zenith 
With endless trilling will she rise 
The song that fills her must go flying 
My song once flowing, falls and dies 
 

BRIGID and FIANAIT 
It always rains on Fair Day, that’s what my máither said. 
It always rains on Fair Day; skies turn from blue to grey. 

 
FIANAIT  

 (Nudging BRIGID gently) 
It’s true, she told you so.  
 

BRIGID 
 (Jumps in surprise and draws her wooden sword) 
What? Who are you? 
 

FIANAIT 
I’m the Red Deer; you may call me Fianait. You are Brigid the Poet. 

 
BRIGID 

 (Putting her sword away, raising her hand to stroke the deer’s red hide) 
You are beautiful. 

 
FIANAIT  

Thank you.  
 

BRIGID 
When I look in your eyes, it is as if I have known you before, Fianait. A long time ago and far 
away. Why are you here? 

 
FIANAIT  

I’m here because you called me, Brigid. No one should feel alone on a journey. Deer travel in 
herds whenever we can. 

 
BRIGID 

Thank you, Fianait, it’s true, I am glad of company; I’m well and truly lost. And, Fianait, the 
great forest is your home. Can you tell me if I’m on the right road, or on any road at all toward 
the western sea?  
 

FIANAIT  
You’re not lost, Brigid; fear clouds your sight, but fear isn’t true anymore than hope is true. You 
have to do something about it. Open your eyes. See the trees; touch their bark. Smell the dirt. 
Taste the air. These are true. Can’t you tell? These will show you the way home. 

 
BRIGID 

I’m not sure where home is. In dreams I hear an old song: Dunad lonngarg; longait-tromfoíd1 
                                                
1 Ibid. 
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FIANAIT  
“Fort of spears; a battle-cry.” 

 
BRIGID 

Will I ever forget? 
 

FIANAIT  
Do you wish to forget? 
 

BRIGID 
I don’t know. The fort was my home. My tribe was there before the raiders came. 
 (BRIGID is startled by the sound of running feet) 
What’s that? 

 
FIANAIT  

I smell wolves. I smell their anger. 
 
(FIANAIT leaps quickly away. Exits. The rain softens and stops. A bright moon appears, 
making any stars fade and throwing the long black shadows of five WOLVES across the 
stage. BRIGID shrinks away from the shadows as the pack of WOLVES runs onto the 
stage, snarling. 

 
BRIGID starts to run, but stops, turns and looks directly into the burning eyes and bared 
teeth of the WOLVES. Then she notices something that makes her step closer to the 
WOLVES, who back away from her, snarling. She kneels, her hand held out, palm down) 
 
 [NOTE: Like the YOUTHS, WOLVES often overlap each other in speaking, and the 
place where the next speaker starts talking is marked in the text with a slash (/) mark.] 

 
BRIGID 

 (Making her voice warm and comforting; showing no fear) 
Poor things. You’re only frightened pups. There’s no need to be afraid of me, I’m Brigid, a poet. 
I won’t harm you. 
 

FILTIARN 
(He assumes a strong, self-assured stance) 

I am Filtiarn, the Lord of the Wolves. I am never frightened. 
 

BRIGID 
 (Bowing to FILTIARN) 
Forgive me, Mac Tire, I didn’t recognize you. I see now that you are protecting your pack. You 
are a fine young Lord.  
 

CONVEL 
 (He comes eagerly forward to brag) 
I’m a Wolf Warrior. I’m not afraid either; I’ve won a hundred battles helping Lord Filtiarn 
defend the pack. 
 

 



“Brigid Without A Story” SCRIPT SAMPLE – Justice 26 
 

ARDWOLF 
 (Shyly but with a sense of ironic humor) 
And I’m Ardwolf; it’s my thankless task to patch up my brothers’ wounds after they leap into a 
battle without checking first to see if they’re outnumbered. 
 
 (CANAGAN and COLIN have been sniffing around BRIGID’S ankles)  
 

BRIGID 
 (Reaching down to scratch CANAGAN and COLIN on their necks.) 
What’s this? Two wee cubs is it? Just a few months old by the looks of you. You must be your 
mum’s newest litter. Where is your mum? Is she nearby? And your da too? 

 
FILTIARN 

Our mum and da were killed by farmers two full moons past. We’re /orphans. 
 

CONVEL 
But we’re not alone; we can protect ourselves; we take care of each other.  
 

BRIGID 
I see that you do, young warrior, but a mum and a da are nice to have when something frightens 
you. That’s when I miss my pack the most. What frightens you tonight? 
 

ARDWOLF 
We ran from our cave to find food, but food is scarce. The brown bear, the wild boar and the red 
squirrel are going to the Underworld.  
 

CONVEL 
We ran farther from the cave than ever before, searching for even a small fox /or a rabbit.  
 

FILTIARN 
Instead we came to the end of the Great Woods. 

 
ARDWOLF 

Settlers kill our forests for their cows and roundhouses, forts and /fields.  
 

CANAGAN 
They clear trees from the land to make roadways through the bogs. The great forests are 
/disappearing. 
 

FILTIARN 
The oak, the elm, the willow and the pine. The primrose and anemone that grow under the /birch 
trees. 
 

CONVEL 
The fox, the pine martin and the stoat that live in the trees. All are losing their /homes. 
 

COLIN 
Our da always said that the Great Woods never end. That they go on until they march into the 
Western /Sea.  
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CANAGAN 
Not any more.  
   

(COLIN & CANAGAN sneeze) 
 

COLIN 
Sorry. We can’t help it. We always sneeze when we’re scared. 
 

BRIGID 
Don’t be frightened wee pups; I’ll tell Queen Eire. She’s fair to all. She’ll see that the farmers 
share the lands with the wild.  

 
COLIN 

Do you vow you’ll try? 
 

BRIGID 
I vow on my all my memories. 

 (THUNDER CRACKS and it starts to rain again. The WOLF PACK runs in circles.) 
 

FILTIARN 
Keep your promise, Brigid.  
 

ARDWOLF 
Tell the Queen soon, Brigid, or it will be too late for the wild.  
 

“Children of the Countryside” 
Sung by Wolf Family 

ALL 
Ahhhh, ahhhh, ahhhh, ahhhh 
We are Children of the Countryside 
Where can we run to, where can we hide 
Once we have come to the end of the wild? 
 

BROTHERS 
Paws pound, with a sure and steady sound 
The joy of strength and freedom drives us on 
It makes a drumming in our ears  
As grey shadows chase gold sunlight past tall pines -- 
 

ARDWOLF 
Legs bound, over fierce and frigid ground 
The scents of deer and rabbit fade away 
There is a tugging at my fears  
As my brothers chase dark shadows to far sands  
 

BREAK 
There was a time  
When we could run  
All through the night 
The moon was milky white  
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BREAK (Continued) 
Above a dark green  
Sea of sheltering trees;  
Unbroken and unbowed,  
We raced toward the setting sun  
To the trilling of a thousand nightingales 
 
Ahhhh, ahhhh, ahhhh, ahhhh 
Children of the Countryside 

 
BROTHERS 

Hawks scream, above bare and rocky land 
The shade of oak and rowan disappears 
And we are howling to the skies  
As our dread foe chase our shadows in sharp light 
 

ARDWOLF 
I cry, at the cruel and tearing claws  
My brothers snarl and show their fighting teeth 
Now they are lashing at sharp wings  
As grey warriors chase the vultures to the stars  --  

 
BREAK: ALL 

There was a time  
When we could run  
All through the night 
The moon was milky white  
Above a dark green  
Sea of sheltering trees;  
Unbroken and unbowed,  
We raced toward the setting sun  
To the trilling of a thousand nightingales 
 
Ahhhh, ahhhh, ahhhh, ahhhh 
 

ALL 
We fly, from the stark and barren strand  
To shelter, safe and fragrant with green pines 
And we run trembling in the night as new terrors 
Chase fresh sorrow to our eyes – 
 

Ahhhh, ahhhh, ahhhh, ahhhh 
Children of the Countryside 

 
To the trilling of a thousand nightingales … 

 (WOLF PACK exits with the wind and rain behind them; BRIGID runs after them) 
 

BRIGID 
Wait! You never told me which path to take! I have to get to the Western Sea. Wait for me! 

 (BRIGID Exits after the wolves, pulling her shawl over her head against the storm.) 
 

  BLACK OUT, Curtains Close 
     END OF Act I, scene two 
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Act I, Scene Three 
 
 

PLACE: A lake at the edge of the lowlands and the LEPRECHAUN’S roundhouse on the 
lake. 

 
AT RISE: The same night. Mist rises along a path circling a large Lake. Hawthorne shrubs 

border the lake. The Leprechaun’s roundhouse sits on a platform in the lake with 
a narrow plank walkway to the shore. Sound of rain dripping from leaves. 
FIANAIT steps/dances into view, humming a lullaby softly. 

 
BRIGID (Offstage) 

Fianait ! Is that you?  
 (BRIGID runs on stage) 
It’s Brigid. Sure, I’m that glad to see you. The wolf pack disappeared and I was lost again, but I 
smelled the lake so I came this way. Brrr. It’s freezing here.  

(Laughs) 
My teeth are chattering so hard I fear my head will shake off my body like the Welsh King Bran.  
 

FIANAIT  
Here, Brigid, this won’t do at all; warm your self against my hide.  

(FIANAIT lifts her shawl and BRIGID wraps it around her, snuggling close to 
FIANAIT’S side) 

Rest a bit. You’ve come a long way. Look at the Hawthorn bushes and hark at the squawking 
gulls. The sea is near. 
 

BRIGID 
Thank you, Fianait. This is warm.  
 (BRIGID yawns) 
Is it all right if I nap? 
 

FIANAIT  
Sure and I believe you’ve time enough for a nap.  
 (SINGS) 

Sleep, O babe, for the red-bee hums 
The silent twilight's fall: 
Aibheall from the Grey Rock comes 
To wrap the world in thrall. 
A leanbhan O, my child, my joy, 
My love and heart's-desire, 
The crickets sing you lullaby 
Beside the dying fire.2 

 
 

                                                
2 “The Gartan Mother’s Lullaby” Traditional melody collected in Donegal by Herbert Hughes; 
lyrics by Seosamh Mac Cahtmhaoil, Songs of Uladh [Ulster], 1904. 
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BRIGID 
 (Opening her eyes dreamily) 
It reminds me of a tune my mother made.  
 (Sits up, excited) 
Look, there’s light on the lake - Is it fairy folk? No. There is only one flame, like a lantern beside 
a window. Fianait! It’s a Roundhouse on an island in the lake. There’s smoke from the chimney. 
Do you know who lives there? 

 
FIANAIT  

I once had a friend who lived on a lake. It’s been ages since we met. It could be my friend. Or it 
could be another.  
 

BRIGID 
I’ll risk it. I can’t stay by this lake forever. And I’m hungry besides.  
 

FIANAIT  
I’m hungry too and daisies carpet the southern meadows. Travel safely, Brigid, until we meet 
again. 

(FIANAIT exits swiftly. Light comes up on the Lake Roundhouse, revealing BROCC the 
LEPRECHAUN whistling a tune and trying frantically to thread a needle so he can sew a 
ribbon on a dancing shoe that lies in his lap. A woolen shawl covers the back of his chair.  
 
(THUNDER CRACKS as BRIGID runs over the bridge. In the silence following the 
thunder, BRIGID mimes knocking on the Roundhouse door, KNOCKING SOUND.  

 
(BROCC jumps up in alarm. Grabs the wool throw from the back of his chair and throws 
it over his head, wrapping it like a shawl. He mimes opening the door a crack, pulls the 
shawl in front of his face and speaks in a high, fluty pseudo female voice) 

 
BROCC 

Who iiiiiisssss iiiit? 
 

BRIGID 
It’s Brigid the Poet, come from the harvest festival on a task for Queen Eire.  
 

BROCC (Snappy) 
Never heard of you. Go away. 

(He closes the door. BRIGID walks a few steps away. THUNDER CRACKS. BRIGID 
shivers. Turns back and knocks on the door again. BROCC covers face again and opens 
the door a small crack) 

 
BROCC 

 (Still in false, and angry, female voice) 
What is it now!? 
 

BRIGID 
Excuse me for disturbing you again, Missus, but put yourself in my place - I’ve been lost since I 
set foot on the road; I’m chilled to me bones and starving besides. I ask only for the food and 
shelter due any stranger on the road.  
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BROCC 

If you put it that way, I’m sure I’m giddy with delight to oblige.  
 (ALL MIMED. BROCC goes angrily to the table grabs a bread loaf. Stomps back to the 
door, pulls the shawl over his face, opens the door a crack and shoves the loaf through 
the crack. BRIGID takes it, but also sticks her foot into the crack in the open door.  
 
(BROCC pulls on the bread to make BRIGID close the door & they have a tug-of-war 
with the bread. BRIGID tricks the LEPRECHAUN by letting go of the loaf and he falls 
down backward. BRIGID pushes the door wider and steps inside the house. BROCC 
jumps behind the table for protection. Dropping shawl and speaking in his natural voice) 

 
BROCC 

No! Please don’t turn me into an eel. I swear I’m working as fast as ever I can. Queen Rose will 
have her fairy shoes in time for the dance. 
 

BRIGID 
You’re not a lady. You’re a leprechaun! 
 

BROCC 
Of course I am.  

(Realizing his mistake and trying to back up) 
Wait. You didn’t know? I take it back. I’m not a leprechaun. I’m the lady of the house. A poor 
widow. With three babes. They’re sleeping.  

(He looks around the house and of course there are no babes anywhere) 
Er. Sleeping in the barn. They’re hiding. They’re shy. 
 

BRIGID 
I never knew a leprechaun to tell a story so badly. No one could ever believe a word of it. 
 

BROCC 
Oh, very well. Come in, and close the door, the air is full of spirits. Fairies love the harvest 
festival. Dancing, singing all night long. It drives me batty. Makes me want to rip off their little 
fairy wings.  
 (Realizes he has gotten carried away) 
Begging your pardon. I’m grumpy during festivals. Too much work and too little time. Are you 
truly not sent by Queen Rose to punish me for being late with her dancing shoes? 

 
BRIGID 

I promise I’m not.  
 

BROCC 
 (Becoming a charming host) 
Sure and it will be a pleasure to share my pot of stew with such a lovely lady as yourself.  

 (BRIGID hangs her shawl over the edge of chair and sits. BROCC puts stew from the 
pot into earthenware bowls, gives one to BRIGID and keeps one for himself; sits 
opposite BRIGID.) 

But, if Queen Rose didn’t send you, how did you find me? Never in my memory has a human 
discovered a leprechaun’s hidden door.  
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BRIGID 
 (As he hands her a bowl of stew) 
Ummm. This smells good. 

 (Sips stew) 
I had no idea a Leprechaun lived here. I was lost on an errand to the western cliffs for Queen 
Eire. Fianait the red deer found me at the edge of your lake; she said I should knock at your door, 
as you may be a friend of hers. 

 
BROCC 

Ah, Fianait. Giving me a wee fright. It means she’s still angry. Ah, well, we were friends once. 
But I’m a leprechaun, aren’t I? I like playing tricks, stirring things up for a laugh. Fianait doesn’t 
always find my tricks so funny. 
 

BRIGID 
What sort of tricks do you like to play? 
 

BROCC 
Most any sort. They all give me a chuckle … though I do enjoy tricking young fellows that are 
out to steal from me! 
 

“A Leprechaun’s a Clever Sort” 
Sung by BROCC the LEPRECHAUN 

 
I met a man upon the road 
Walking through the hills of Ireland 
I said young man where do you go 
Walking through the hills of Ireland 
 

“I’ve come,” he said, “to search for gold 
Buried in the hills of Ireland 
I’m sure it’s here, for I’ve been told 
It’s buried in the hills of Ireland.” 

 
I asked the man if he had learned 
Searching in the hills of Ireland 
To find the gold for which he burned 
Searching in the hills of Ireland. 
 

“The wee folk know,” he winked at me, 
“Dwelling in the hills of Ireland.” 
“I’ll catch an elf or a leprechaun 
Dwelling in the hills of Ireland.” 

 
“Now that’s a trick,” I told the lad, 
Strolling in the hills of Ireland 
“That surely would amaze granddad, 
(Though he’s) buried in the hills of Ireland. 
 

BREAK: Music While Leprechaun and Brigid dance or she threads his needle for 
him and he “sews on” the ribbon and throws the shoe in the bag 
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BROCC (Continued) 

A leprechaun’s a clever sort 
Walking in the hills of Ireland 
To trick a lad’s his favorite sport 
Walking in the hills of Ireland 
 

I left the lad upon the road 
Hopping through the hills of Ireland 
He peeps and croaks just like a toad 
Hopping through the hills of Ireland! 

 
There’s gold. There’s gold. 
Still hidden in the hills of Ireland. 

 
BRIGID 

Sure, now that was a marvelous story, funny and well told.  
 

BROCC 
I’m afraid Fianait wouldn’t agree with you.  A while back, I frighted her brown doe so it turned 
snow white. Fianait tried to feed me to the wolves and we parted ways. No hard feelings on my 
part, though. It did make me laugh. 
 (Reaching for BRIGID’S bowl) 
All full now? Want more? 

 
BRIGID 

That was perfect. I feel stronger than when I started traveling. 
 

BROCC 
Good then, I don’t mean to be rude, but, as my dad always says, “nothing comes for free.” And 
as you’re heading toward the western cliffs tonight anyway, would you do me a small service? 

 
BRIGID 

Of course, but what could I do for a leprechaun? 
 

BROCC 
(Pulling out a large cloth bag and putting the strap over BRIGID’S shoulder.) 

The fairies dance tonight on the cliffs above the western sea. Take this bag to Queen Rose, quick 
as your feet will bear you. It’s every shoe I owe her. Take the short way to the cliffs; it’s just the 
other side of this lake and through the burial ground. 

 
BRIGID 

Burial ground? 
 

BROCC 
Yes, and there’s many interesting things to see there, so step sharp and don’t be distracted.  

 
BRIGID 

But, a burial ground! On festival night? Are you mad? 
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BROCC 

It is the surest way to the western sea. 
 

BRIGID 
Why is the surest way always the most fearful one? 
 

BROCC 
No one knows. Though, as me dad always says, “There’s no way out but through.” 
 (He laughs and pushes BRIGID out the door) 
Sure, and there’s no way through but to take the first step.  

(THUNDER RUMBLES and CRACKS and soft rains fall again; BRIGID covers her face 
with her shawl. BROCC laughs loudly and calls over the thunder and the rain) 

No way out but through, Brigid! No way out but through! 
 (BROCC laughs BACKLIT in his doorway as BRIGID exits into the dark) 
 
 
 BLACK OUT & Curtains Close –   
 

End of ACT ONE 
 

 
 

Instrumental music rises for 
 
 
 

 INTERMISSION 
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ACT TWO, Scene One  
 

PLACE: A burial ground in the middle of a bog; gravestones lean at an angle, some lie on the 
ground. All are ancient, covered with moss and lichen. A raven sits on the high 
branch of a dying tree. 

 
AT RISE: SOUNDS of a bog at night, insects, small animals and birds. A raven croaks. INTRO 

MUSIC to SONG as three figures in dark-grey or black, hooded cloaks enter the stage 
alternately carrying and dragging a small, wooden coffin. They put the coffin on the 
ground and sit/lean on the coffin as the SPIRIT CHORUS, in grey netting like 
cobwebs, enter from all sides; mist rises. 

 
 “Walking In A Graveyard” 
Sung by SPIRIT CHORUS 

 
What do you do when the mist rolls in  
And the spirits rise from their soggy mounds? 
Do you tiptoe past like a silly squirrel? 
Do you walk boldly ore the boggy grounds? 
 
Now you’re walking; now you’re walking 
Now you’re walking in a graveyard at night 
 
Where will you go when the spirits rise 
And a poor soul cries from his mealy bed? 
Will you tremble there in the slimy moil? 
Will you skip quickly by the really dead? 
 
Now you’re skipping; now you’re skipping 
Now you’re skipping in a graveyard at night 

 
Where can you run when the moon sinks low 
And the stars grow dim on their nightly trail? 
Can you move your feet in the slippery soil? 
Can you dance sprightly ore the foggy dale? 
 
Now you’re dancing; now you’re dancing 
Now you’re dancing in a graveyard at night 
 
Now you’re walking. Now you’re skipping. Now you’re dancing in a Gr-a-ave-yard! 

 
AIRMID  

(Sitting on coffin) 
I told you it was too heavy for just the three of us to carry. 
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MIDER 
We could do better if you’d put your back into it, but you keep chasing fireflies.  
 

AIRMID 
She was a beautiful firefly, and her wing was stuck in the bog. Did you want me to leave her to 
die? 
 

MIDER 
Yes! 
 (AIRMID raises her hand to his her brother, but MORRIGU interrupts with her stick) 

 
MORRIGU 

If you two must quarrel twice for every single step we take, we’ll never get this coffin to the 
grave, and we must finish our business before dawn. 
 
 (BRIGID enters, humming FIANAIT’S lullaby to keep her courage up.) 
 

MIDER 
What’s this? Sure it’s another soul for the Underworld! 
 

AIRMID 
She’s not, you greedy god; she’s breathing clear as day. She has a sweet voice. 
 

MORRIGU 
And by the looks of her, she’s strong. Follow my lead. 
 (MORRIGU falls to the ground beside the coffin, pretending to weep and wail) 
Oh, oh, oh, what will we do? Whatever will we do?  
 

MIDER 
 (Playing along and pretending to cry) 
He was taken so young; he had no time to grow from boy to man. 

 
AIRMID and MIDER  

We can’t even bury him properly. For who will help us lift the coffin into the grave? 
 

MORRIGU, AIRMID and MIDER 
 (Overlapping like echoes, the Crow croaks with each “Who.”) 
Who? Who will help us lift the coffin into the grave? 
 

MORRIGU 
Brigid the Poet will help us lift the coffin. Won’t you Brigid? 

 
BRIGID 

 (Starts, but draws a breath and steps bravely forward) 
I’d be honored to help you, Goddess Morrigu, though I can only spare a moment; then I must be 
on my way. 
 

MORRIGU 
Recognize the Lady of Death do you? Come along then, give it your all. One, two, lift! 
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MORRIGU (Continued) 
 (They lift the coffin and carry it to an open grave with a short standing stone in place at 
the head. They lower the coffin into the ground (or set it at the headstone.) 

Oh, dear. I’m that worn out. Now who will open the coffin? 
 

BRIGID 
Why do you want to open the coffin? 
 

AIRMID 
To be certain the soul is dead of course. You wouldn’t want us to bury him still breathing would 
you? 
 

BRIGID 
No. Not at all. 
 

MIDER 
My sister and I are small. Our arms are too short to reach into the grave. And our poor mother is 
old. Her arms are too weak to raise the lid. 

 
MORRIGU, AIRMID and MIDER 

 (Overlapping like echoes, the Crow croaks with each “Who.”) 
Who? Who will open the coffin?  
 

AIRMID and MIDER 
Brigid will open the coffin.  
 

MORRIGU 
Would you be so kind, dear girl? 
 

BRIGID 
I’ll help you gladly, Lady. Though, I’ve only a moment to spare before I must be on my way. 

 (BRIGID kneels at the edge of the grave and leans down, takes hold of the lid, opens the 
coffin and stares in amazement) 

But there’s no one in the coffin. It’s empty! 
 

MORRIGU 
 (Behind BRIGID with a hand on BRIGID’S back) 
Are you sure? Did you look in all the corners? 

 
MIDER 

 (Coming up beside his mother) 
Look closer. He was very small.  
 

AIRMID 
 (Peeking into the coffin) 
But if the coffin is empty, then … 
 

(AIRMID looks at her mother and brother. Her eyes are wide with dismay, as she 
understands. MORRIGU & MIDER turn their heads toward BRIGID and space the 
words dramatically) 
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MORRIGU & MIDER 

Who will go into the coffin? 
 

BRIGID & AIRMID 
 (BRIGID leaps up as AIRMID jumps protectively in front of her) 
No! 
 

AIRMID 
 (To her mother and brother) 
I won’t let you! 
 

BRIGID 
I won’t! 
 

(MORRIGU and MIDER chase BRIGID with AIRMID running interference. After a 
furious chase, BRIGID suddenly stops running; she faces MORRIGU and MIDER with 
her wooden staff held in battle ready position.  
 
MORRIGU throws her staff to MIDER who takes up a battle stance in front of BRIGID. 
They fight fiercely with the CROW croaking above. BRIGID has to fight hard and is 
breathing heavily, when she suddenly smiles, tricks MIDER by sliding his feet from under 
him, he falls to the ground; she pins him there with her staff. THUNDER CRASH!) 

 
BRIGID 

(Standing over MIDER, who is pinned by BRIGID’S staff) 
I … won’t … go … into … that … box!  

(Growing stronger; standing tall, shouting; MIDER scrambles up and runs to his mother) 
And I won’t be afraid of you! You’re not real.  

(Mist rises around the THREE GODS. They look like gossamer. Shimmering.) 
You are a fancy, brewed up by the battle crow to make me afraid.  LEAVE ME ALONE! I mean 
it! GO AWAY and DON’T COME BACK! 

(BRIGID stands center stage, with her staff braced firmly in her hands, ready to do battle 
at the first sign of danger. MORRIGU shrugs her shoulders; the THREE pick up the 
coffin, turn their backs to BRIGID and start to exit.) 

I won’t be frightened by fancies. The mist is silver and makes shapes to bewilder children, but 
I’m not a child anymore. Moss and grasses over soggy earth. It smells of frogs and minnows. 
Look! Scott Pines border the western edge. It’s that way to the sea.  

(BRIGID laughs) 
Maither! Do you see how brave I’ve grown? I met the Lady Morrigu and I wasn’t afraid. 
Maither, sometimes I imagine I hear your voice in the wind. Are you there? 
 

(FIANAIT steps delicately through the last of the mist as the moon shines through the 
clouds again; FIANAIT comes behind BRIGID, nudges) 

 
FIANAIT  

Your tribe went away when you were young? 
 

BRIGID 
One night there was a raid.  



“Brigid Without A Story” SCRIPT SAMPLE – Justice 39 
 
 

FIANAIT  
Tall men came on ships across the narrow sea. They rode from the ships on horseback. 
 

BRIGID 
The horses’ hooves made the earth thunder. We heard them coming through the woods. Maither 
put me in the hiding hole. It was small. There was only room for me. They left. Maither, father 
and the baby. Everyone. 
 

FIANAIT  
They left. 

 
BRIGID 

They didn’t come back. Maither said they would, but they didn’t.  
 

FIANAIT  
Where are they? 
 

BRIGID 
Maybe they went to eastern lands; maybe they’re lost and trying to get home. 

 
FIANAIT  

That happens to many who wander far. 
 

BRIGID 
Sometimes I think they went all the way to the Underworld. Even though I know it is a peaceful 
land where families are together, I can’t want them to be happy in one place with me left in 
another. Is that wrong? 
 

FIANAIT  
It is natural to wish to be with those we love, who love us. 
 

BRIGID 
But what do you do when wishes don’t come true? 
 

FIANAIT 
Ah, now there’s a question without an easy answer. There are a good many of those. 
 

BRIGID 
I don’t like questions without answers. It’s like a story without an end. 

 
FIANAIT 

Hmm. I hadn’t seen it that way, but I take your meaning. Questions have often troubled me. 
 

“Star-Flung Fire” 
Sung by FIANAIT the RED DEER (BRIGID) 

 
FIANAIT 

And where do you think we come from?  Do you think it was far away? 
Did we arise from the deepest ocean? Are we the sparks of a star-flung fire? 
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FIANAIT (Continued) 

When I was a bold, young doe with stardust in my eyes 
On one day I wandered far away. And far away from home  
I came upon a mighty buck lying in a rowan grove  
His antlers spanned the height of a man;  
His shoulders were broad and strong 
And at his breast was a hunter’s spear 
That had pierced him through the heart. 
And I cried …. 
 
And why do you think we stay here, when our dear ones are far away? 
Do you believe there is some true reason? Are we the sparks of a star-flung fire?  
 
When I was a graceful deer with dancing in my legs 
On one night I pranced so far away. And far away from home 
I fell into a wicked trap and was saved by a hunter’s son 
His sweetness touched my heart to the core 
His wide arms were bold and warm 
And in his arms I learned to weep 
For the sweetheart who goes astray 
And I sighed … 
 
And whom do you think we will love? Will they be near or far away? 
Can love survive the test of devotion? Is there an end to the heart’s desire? 
 
When I was a wise old deer with aching in my limbs 
On one morn I strolled so far away. And far away from home 
I rested ‘neath a spreading oak meaning just to close my eyes 
Calm music reached the depth of my dreams 
Clear breezes were soft and kind 
And in that peace I slipped on by 
And I journeyed to other worlds 
Like I’d died … 
 
And where do you think we will go? Do you think it is far away? 
Will we arise from the endless stillness? Are we the sparks of a star-flung fire? 

 
FIANAIT and BRIGID 

Do we arise from an endless stillness? Are we the sparks of a star-flung fire? 
 

BRIGID 
But, Fianait, what did you mean when you said – 

 
FIANAIT  

There are unanswered questions in every tale. To find the answers, you’ve only to live with the 
questions for a while. Of course, with poets, answers usually lead to more questions and off you 
go, chasing after another story. For tonight, you must keep your promises. Aren’t you on an 
errand for Queen Eire?  
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BRIGID 
Oh! And for the Leprechaun! He knew I’d be distracted in the burial grounds!  
 

FIANAIT  
It would take a stronger mind, even than that of a leprechaun, to keep clear when meeting Queen 
Morrigu and her son in a burial ground at night. It’s fortunate that Airmid was here as she 
tempers their thirst for war a mite. Never-the-less you stood bravely, Brigid. 
 

BRIGID 
But now I must go quickly to the west, to the cliffs. Thank you Fianait. Fare you well. 
 

FIANAIT  
Good speed to you, Brigid the Poet. 
 
 
  BLACK OUT -  END OF SCENE 
 
     END OF Act II, Scene One
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ACT TWO, Scene Two 

 
PLACE:  A Fairy Mound in the Burren, limestone cliffs above the western sea. The moon is 

high and bright. Millions of stars sparkle in the sky. 
 
AT RISE: MUSIC, soft, entrancing, ethereal. A faint sound of high, sweet voices singing, 

getting nearer, turning into words and the FAIRIES enter singing and dancing a 
circle dance. They are dressed in traditional FAIRY garb, sparkling dancing 
skirts, leggings, dance/ballet shoes, jewels, wings … Most have Stars woven in 
their hair and in the netting of their garments. 

 
Dance Fairies (A Moderately fast Waltz) 

(Sung by ALL FAIRIES as they Spiral Dance into the theatre and onto the stage) 
 

In the orange glow of a full moon night 
When the harvest show is a joyful sight 
Then a star-song calls to the fairies, “Dance, 
In the dazzling trance of your mad delight.” 
 
Dance, fairies, dance 
Twirl, fairies, twirl 
All in a trance 
Dance, fairies, dance 
 
In the silent snow of a frozen night 
When the winter moon is a peaceful sight 
Then a star-song calls to the fairies, “Dance, 
In the dazzling trance of your wild delight.” 
 
Dance, fairies, dance 
 
In the stirring air of a sweet spring night  
When the tender green is a hopeful sight 
Then a star-song calls to the fairies, “Dance, 
In the dazzling trance of your bright delight.” 
 
Music of “Dance Fairies Dance” (no singing) 
 
In the chirping sounds of a summer night 
When the berries ripe are a cheerful sight 
Then a star-song calls to the fairies, “Dance, 
In a dazzling trance of your fey delight.” 
 
Dance, fairies, dance 

 
(FAIRIES continue to spiral slowly, humming the tune of the Chorus. ROSE and DAISY 
leave the circle. ROSE pulls a long stemmed rose out of her skirt netting and throws it 
angrily, stem first, as if it were a spear.) 
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ROSE 

That wicked Leprechaun is late with our shoes. Again! I don’t know why I keep hiring him. 
 

DAISY 
You are generosity itself, Queen Rose. (Giggles) Besides, he makes splendid dancing shoes. 
 

ROSE 
And I pay splendidly for a timely delivery. I paid that evil trickster enough Valerian powder to 
keep his noisy lake frogs asleep for a hundred years.  If those shoes aren’t here before the Moon 
cradles Venus, I swear I’ll turn him into a wart on a washerwoman’s nose! And I’ll leave him 
there this time! 
 (FAIRIES stop dancing/humming to laugh at ROSE’S threat and listen to DAISY) 
 

DAISY 
 (Giggling often; enjoying her story) 
Never trust a leprechaun, Queen Rose. That’s what my dad used to say.  Though, sad to tell, he 
rarely took his own advice. Once a leprechaun talked dad into wagering our best cow against a 
pot of gold that our mule could outrun the leprechaun’s pony. People came from near and far to 
watch that race. Both steeds made a fair start, and for a time they raced neck and neck; then, on 
the last turn of the course our mule pulled in front; dad swears she was set to win; but at the 
finish a goose ran across the track and that was that. The mule took off over the fields and we 
never saw her again, or the cow for that matter.  

(She sees ROSE glaring at her) 
Oops. Story ran away with me. Get rid of the Leprechaun, Rose. Turn the lazy-no-good thief into 
a seagull.  
 

(VOILET, a young FAIRY, leaves the dance and comes timidly up to ROSE. Stands, 
waiting to be noticed.) 

 
ROSE 

That’s too small a fee for the debt that rascal will owe if he fails me again. I’ll turn him into a 
toad; he can live in the mud with the rest of his tribe. Eat flies and drink lake water. Forever. I 
mean it this time. 
 

VIOLET 
 (Tugging lightly on ROSE’S skirt) 
Pardon me, Queen Rose, but --- 
 

ROSE 
 (Turning on VIOLET with her anger) 
Flies and lake water! Just you wait! 
 

DAISY 
Oh, leave her be; you know she’s shy of you. What do you have to say Violet? 

 
VIOLET 

 (With a grateful smile to DAISY) 
Pardon me, Queen Rose, Miss Daisy, but someone is coming. 
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ROSE 
Is it the leprechaun? 
 

VIOLET 
It looks like a young lady. It could be the leprechaun disguised as a young lady. But this one 
looks like a real young lady. One of the big folk. 
 (The FAIRIES gather around VIOLET) 
 

DAISY 
No one of the big folk has visited us in a hundred years. 
 

VIOLET 
She carries a cloth bag; it looks heavy. 

 
ROSE 

If she doesn’t have our shoes I’ll boil her for breakfast. 
 

DAISY 
The bag is filled with something. Maybe something useful. Or something pretty. Maybe 
something wonderful.  
 

VIOLET 
Maybe something to make our toes tap and our wings flutter. 

 
ROSE 

Maybe something to make the stars sing and fairies put on our dancing shoes; leap and spin so 
quickly round that our feet strike sparks on the stones. 
 

(BRIGID arrives. She stands on the edge of the circle, waiting to be invited inside.) 
 

BRIGID 
If it pleases you, Queen Rose, I am Brigid the Poet. I’ve come with dancing shoes from Brocc 
the Leprechaun. May I enter your circle and finish my task? 
 

(The FAIRIES giggle at the strange human. ROSE gestures impatiently for BRIGID to 
enter the circle. BRIGID enters; FAIRIES surround her, take the bag and put on their 
shoes. VIOLET and DAISY supervise the distribution of shoes.) 

 
DAISY 

It is our shoes! Get them on fairies. We’ve no time to waste. Venus glows in the Moon’s 
embrace.  
 

ROSE 
Come closer to me Brigid the Poet. Tell the truth; are you a spy for that wicked leprechaun?  

 
BRIGID 

No, Queen Rose. Brocc the Leprechaun told me the surest way here, but it was only to bring 
your shoes. 
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ROSE 
Fairies don’t like spies. If you were a spy I would turn you into a pony and whip you hard at the 
races.  
 

BRIGID 
On my honor, Queen Eire sent me to the western sea with a favor for her sister.  
 

DAISY 
On your honor? Who are you that the Queen of the Western Fairies should trust your honor?  
 

BRIGID 
No, I wasn’t asking for  – 
 

ROSE 
My tribe was in this land before the Children of Lir grew wings.  

 
DAISY 

And my family has served the Fairy Queen since Aoife was changed to an air demon. 
 

FAIRIES 
We’re in Queen Rose’s tribe. This is our home. 
 

DAISY 
What is your tribe? Where is your home? 
 

BRIGID 
What? 
 

ROSE 
Your tribe! What is your tribe?  

 
BRIGID 

My foster mother is Mabh the Weaver of Queen Eire’s tribe.  
 

DAISY 
That’s no answer! A fosterling still belongs to its birth tribe.  

 
BRIGID 

I had a tribe, but they left. 
 

ROSE 
What is your honor worth, Brigid the Poet, with no tribe to stand by you? Answer honestly! 
Fairies know a lie when we hear one.  
 
 (MUSIC starts as BRIGID stands uncertain of what to say.) 
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What’s Your Honor Worth? 
Rose, Daisy, Violet and Fairies 

 
Rose 

If you can’t dance and you’re no great beauty 
If you haven’t a ring or a loaf to your name 
When a fellow or a lady says, “What might your worth be?” 
Sure, there’s no one but your timid self to blame 

 
Fairies 

Stand up straight now and tell us  
It won’t get easy while you wait 
Have the courage now to tell us 
What’s your honor worth? 
Or there’s no one but 
Your timid self to blame 

 
Daisy 

If you won’t speak and you act real snooty 
If you haven’t a mum or a dad you can claim 
When a Queen or a fairy says, “What might your worth be?” 
Sure, you’ll only put your silly self to shame 
 

Fairies 
Stand up tall now and tell us  
It won’t get easy while you wait 
Have the courage now to tell us 
What’s your honor worth? 
Or, you’ll only put 
Your silly self to shame 

 
Violet 

If you show daring and you do your duty 
If you give it a go, put a match to the flame 
 When a friend or a foe says, “What might your worth be?” 
You will surely gain your freedom and acclaim   
 

ALL 
Stand up proud now and tell us 
There is no reason to abstain 
Have the boldness now to tell us, Brigid! 
What’s your honor worth? 
What’s your honor worth? 
You will surely gain 
Your freedom and acclaim! 

 
 (FAIRIES giggle, laughing, clapping hands at the fun of their song) 
 

DAISY 
Doesn’t she know her worth, then? 
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VIOLET 
Perhaps she hasn’t any. 

 
DAISY 

But she was chosen to perform a task for Queen Eire – 
 

VIOLET 
And she brought our dancing shoes from the leprechaun – 
 

ROSE 
And if she took the surest way, she braved the burial grounds. She must have some value. 
 

DAISY 
Where does it come from if she has no tribe? 

 
BRIGID 

Queen Rose, I can’t honestly name the value of my honor or tell you where it comes from, but I 
will wager my freedom I can prove to you that my word is beyond price.  
 

VIOLET 
A wager! 
 

FAIRIES 
I love wagers! Someone always wins! 
 

DAISY 
And someone always loses. Brigid, are you bold or blind to lay a bet with the fairy queen? 
 

BRIGID 
The outcome will tell. Do you accept the wager, Queen Rose? 

 
ROSE 

I accept. Prove to me that your word is beyond price. 
 

BRIGID 
Close your mouth and pinch your nose tight with your fingers. 
 

ROSE 
 (Does as BRIGID says, but quickly releases her nose to breathe) 
I can’t breathe! 
 

DAISY 
Even fairies have to breathe to stay alive. 
 

BRIGID 
 (Snaps her fingers in triumph) 
Yes! Breath gives life and life is beyond price. Therefore breath is beyond price. Words rise from 
our breath, so words are priceless creations. Therefore my word is priceless and I ask that you 
not turn me into a pony. Please. 
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ROSE (Laughing) 

Well proven, Brigid! I’ll gladly forfeit the wager and grant your freedom. 
 

VIOLET 
Can we have more dancing now? 
 

ROSE 
Ay. Does anyone else want dancing? 
 (All FAIRIES “yes!”) 
 

DAISY 
Will you dance with the western fairies, Brigid?  
 

BRIGID 
It would be a pleasure, I’m sure, but I’m on an errand for Queen Eire; I must deliver her token to 
Queen Meara. 
 

ROSE 
Ah, well then, let our star song send you on your way.  
 

VIOLET 
Come along and dance, Brigid! 

  
(FAIRIES and BRIGID sing and dance faster and faster.) 

 
Dance Fairies (Fast Reprise) 

(Sung by ALL FAIRIES and BRIGID – the song gets faster and faster until BRIGID falls down in 
a faint.) 
 

In the orange glow of a full moon night 
When the harvest show is a joyful sight 
Then a star-song calls to the fairies, “Dance, 
In the dazzling trance of your mad delight.” 
 
Dance, fairies, dance 
Twirl, fairies, twirl 
All in a trance 
Dance, fairies, dance 
 
Dance, fairies, dance 
Swirl, fairies, Swirl 
All in a trance 
Dance, fairies, dance 

 
 

 (BRIGID falls down in a faint. The FAIRIES gather around her.) 
 

 
 



“Brigid Without A Story” SCRIPT SAMPLE – Justice 49 
 

ROSE and DAISY 
Fairies circle round and round 
Spin our Brigid off the ground 
Send her swirling in the night 
Give her air and give her sight 
When she falls she will see 
A fairyland beneath the sea. 
 
 
 BLACK OUT  
       

END OF ACT II, Scene two
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ACT TWO, Scene Three 

 
 

PLACE: QUEEN MEARA’S Sea Fort, choral reefs, lava caves 
 
AT RISE:  The lights come up dark greens, blues with shafts of amber slanting down. 

QUEEN MEARA and MAC LIR are on stage but dimly lit. MEARA lies on a 
cushioned stone, draped in green netting. MAC LIR leans anxiously above her.  

 
One shaft of amber light finds BRIGID sleeping. Figures draped in long, dark-
grey, blue, silver and green, hooded cloaks drift, between the shadows and the 
lights. Some are in pairs or small groups. Some are alone. All are weeping and 
wailing in grief. The sound wakes BRIGID, who pushes up onto one elbow. 
 
NOTE: Without overdoing it or becoming a distraction, all actors should move 
with a gentle flowing motion in this scene, as if buoyed by the seawater. 
 

BRIGID 
 (Waking up and looking around puzzled.) 
What is that sound? Where am I?  

(Reaches up with arm floating above head; touches arm with opposite hand) 
Water?  

(Sticks out her tongue, pulls it quickly back into her mouth) 
Saltwater. Green. Brown. 
 (Looks above her and all around) 
Everywhere. I must be at the bottom of the sea. 

(She gasps with panic, then attempts a slow breath, finds she can do it comfortably, and 
laughs at her own panic) 

I can breathe. It’s fairy magic. I remember falling, but it felt like flying. I wasn’t afraid. I’m not 
afraid now, but I’m growing sad. It sounds as if every soul in the sea is weeping. 

(BRIGID approaches two SILKIES, RÓINSEACH and RÓNNAD) 
 

BRIGID 
Are you humans or fairies? 
 

RÓINSEACH 
We’re Silkies. Fairy seals. We’re only humans when we choose to be. Then /we – 
 

RÓNNAD 
Shed our silver skins in a seaside cave or a sheltered /cove – 
 

RÓNÁN 
And ride a horse into ring forts bold as can /be – 

 
RÒN 

We sit in the common houses all night, playing cards with the humans. In the morning we ride 
home, pockets jingling with coins, heads dizzy with dancing and sides aching with /laughter. 
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RÓNNAD 
Sometimes we fall in love with a human; those are usually sad stories. 
 

BRIGID 
I’ve learnt a hundred Silkie tales, but I never knew they were true. 

 
RÓINSEACH 

Oh, yes, it’s all true. Or, at least, it was true sometime; it all happened sometime. But now…
 (SILKIES continue weeping and groaning) 
 

BRIGID 
Is your sorrow at the memory of a past grief or the fresh cut of a new one? 
 

RÓINSEACH 
Our sorrow began in the past. 
 

RÓNNAD 
Our sorrow began today.  
 

RÓNÁN 
 (Joining them) 
But the end of our sorrow is unknown.  
 

RÒN 
 (Drifting toward the group) 
The source of all magic in the sea is dying. 
 

(Gold light plays over QUEEN MEARA and MAC LIR. QUEEN MEARA expels air 
from her lungs in a long sigh, like a slow leak in a balloon) 

 
QUEEN MEARA 

Hhhhhhhh. 
 

BRIGID 
Is that Queen Meara? Is she hurt? 
 

MAC LIR 
 (Coming protectively between BRIGID and MEARA) 
She lives. For the moment she lives. 
 (To the SILKIES) 
Who is this? How did she come here? 

 
BRIGID 

I am Brigid the Poet, on an errand from Queen Eire to her sister, the Queen of the Silkies. I’ve 
crossed meadow, forest, bog and stone to find Queen Meara and place Queen Eire’s token in her 
hand. 
 

RÓINSEACH 
You have found Queen Meara, but she’s gravely wounded. 
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BRIGID 
Wounded how? 
 

RÓINSEACH 
By old grief - since man rose from the waters, walked the earth and carved a spear, he has hunted 
/seals.  
 

RÓNÁN 
Queen Meara wakes early each day and swims to the surface to bathe in the warm /currents. 
 

RÒN 
When she jumped from the water this morning sunlight was in her eyes; she didn’t see the hunter 
floating in his boat of hides. Iron flashed; Meara rose straight toward the hunter’s /spear.  
 

RÓNNAD 
But her consort, Mac Lir, the great sea god felt her danger. He broke from the waves astride two 
seahorses. They dove straight for the fisherman’s spear and turned it away from Queen Meara’s 
/heart. 
 

RÒN 
Still the cut in her side was deep. Mac Lir carried Queen Meara home for /mending. 
 

MAC LIR 
But the wound will not heal and Meara loses more of her immortal Silkie blood each moment. If 
the wound isn’t closed soon, she will pass into the /Otherworld. 
 

BRIGID 
Why are you waiting? Close the wound! 
 

MAC LIR 
It is beyond even the Lord of the Sea to mend this tear. Human hands made the wound; only 
human hands can heal it. 
 

BRIGID 
I’m a human girl, but Queen Eire sent me to her sister with a ring. She said nothing of mending a 
wound. I can’t do that. I’m a storyteller, not a healer. 
 

RÓNÁN 
You could try! Please try. 
 

“Without All the Magic” 
Sung by the Silky Chorus and Mac Lir 

 
MAC LIR 

Can you imagine what life will be, without all the magic in the sea? 
Will sunrays golden caress the blue, while dolphins dive into the deep? 
 

MAC LIR and SILKIE CHORUS  
Can you imagine – 

I can’t imagine; what will life be? 
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MAC LIR and SILKIE CHORUS (Continued) 
What life will be? 
 (Both) Without all the magic in the sea! 

 
MAC LIR 

Will whale song echo ore twilight shoal, without all the magic in the sea? 
Will gentle blackness possess the depths, while Silkies dream in peaceful sleep? 
 

MAC LIR and SILKIE CHORUS 
Can you imagine – 

I can’t imagine; what will life be? 
What life will be? 
 (Both) Without all the magic in the sea! 

 
MAC LIR & SILKIES 

Will moonlight shiver across the waves, without all the magic in the sea? 
Will silver minnows express their joy, while tadpoles from the waters leap?  
 

SILKIE CHORUS & MAC LIR  
Can you imagine – 

I can’t imagine; what will life be? 
What life will be? 
 (Both) Without all the magic in the sea! 

 
MAC LIR 

You must try, Brigid. There is no other hope. But remember this, if you harm the Queen by so 
much as the width of a seal’s whisker I’ll change you to a sand flea living in the desert. Now, put 
your hands here. One hand on each side of the wound. 

 
BRIGID 

She’s bleeding badly. 
 

MAC LIR 
Hurry. Put your hands here. And here. A Silkie’s skin is soft, but it’s thick. You have to be 
strong. Push. 
 

 (BRIGID pushes the wound closed and steps away as QUEEN MEARA glides out of her 
bed, fully healed.  
 
The SILKIES SING as MEARA rolls forward in the water and flows/dances to stand.) 
 

Meara Wakes 
Sung by the Silky Chorus 

 
Mee may leana may ma le-ha-na 
Meara may Meara May ma ah le-he-na 
May le-he-na may Meara May ah leana 
Meara may ma ah Meara may ma ah ah leana 
Me-he-ra 
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(SILKIES hug each other in joy. MAC LIR cries out and claps his hands.) 

 
MAC LIR 

My Queen! The Queen is well!  
 

 (BRIGID bows before QUEEN MEARA.) 
 

QUEEN MEARA 
Rise Brigid, and complete the task my sister gave you. 

 
BRIGID 

 (Approaching QUEEN MEARA, and bowing as she holds out the ring) 
Queen Meara, here is the ring Queen Eire sent for your hand alone. 
 

QUEEN MEARA 
Thank you Brigid.  You are welcome here. You must be a resourceful girl, to make your way 
from Queen Eire’s fort to my lands on festival night. And you must be honorable or my sister 
would not have trusted you with this ring. 
 
Isn’t it a beautiful ring? See how the hearts entwine. Our father gave it to our mother when he 
bound his heart with hers. He was a Silkie king and she a human warrior chief. They met in 
spring when she gathered flowers on the cliffs and he sang on the rocks below. Her eyes were 
black and his were green; they fell in love, and so great was their love that for an age they forgot 
their differences and lived together blissfully. My sister and I were born, she to our mother’s 
tribe and I to our father’s. 
 
It ended with loss, as our father wouldn’t leave the sea forever to live on land and our mother 
couldn’t give up birdsong to dwell in the sea. They parted. Our mother withered of a thirsty heart 
and our father came no more to sing on the rocks below the cliffs; this ring carries the memory of 
their love.  
 

BRIGID 
The ring is pretty, but the story is sad. How can you treasure the memory of it? 

 
QUEEN MEARA 

All stories end sadly, if you follow them long enough. But when the rage of grief has passed, the 
fire of love still shines … 
 

 “Treasures” 
Queen Meera, Brigid, Mac Lir, Silkies 

 
Mac Lir, Queen Meara, Silkies 

Treasures, strands of memories glistening with tears 
Listening to fears that the grief will never have an end 
Treasures, strands of memories sparkling with care 
The love your family shared, memories to warm the coldest hearth 
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Brigid 

As I fell asleep the night before, I was listening to the stars 
War drums woke me as the sun came crashing through the trees 
 

Brigid and Queen Meara (harmony) 
The baby wailed, poor little one, harkening to the frantic screams 
Terror took you/me at the throat; it silenced all your/my childish dreams 
 

Mac Lir, Silkies 
Treasures, memories like pearls, glistening  
 

Brigid 
So I gave the babe my thumb to hold, I was gentling all her fears 
Dada held me in his arms to keep me safe from harm 
 
The hole was small; I curled up tight, shivering with the cruel cold 
Maither wiped my tears away while giving me her woolen shawl 
 

Brigid and Queen Meara (harmony) 
My/your maither spun her magic tales, shimmering in the silent night 
My/your Da could point to every star while naming all the twinkling lights 
 

Mac Lir, Queen Meara, Silkies 
Treasures, memories like pearls, glistening  

 
Brigid 

Once, I tripped across the sparkling sand, just like dancing through the stars, 
Maither held my tiny hand, leapt laughing in the waves 

 
ALL 

Treasures, strands of memories glistening with tears 
Listening to fears that the grief will never have an end 
Treasures, strands of memories sparkling with care 
The love your family shared  
Memories to warm the coldest hearth 

 
QUEEN MEARA 

The ancestors remain in our memories, as they are in this ring. You saved my life by bringing it 
here tonight. How can I reward you? 
 

BRIGID 
It’s a rare privilege to serve you Queen Meara; I don’t want anything more.  

 
MAC LIR 

Take what you’ve earned, Brigid. Don’t be shy; is there nothing you would have when 
everything is offered to you?  
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BRIGID 

Only … yes, there is something; if one day I might belong to a tribe again, with friends and 
family and knowing there will be a hearth to welcome me home at the end of a journey that 
would be grand. 

 
QUEEN MEARA 

Ah, the human heart is a tender thing. Keep your wits about you, Brigid, journey’s end is near. 
We must return you to the festival before dawn. 

 (She gestures to the SILKIES who surround BRIGID, swaying and blowing softly) 
Wind from the dazzling white hair of the sea,  
Wind from the shape shifting clouds of the sky 
Blow our dear Brigid to stars on high 
Star songs carry her from the sea  
Return her to home and family. 

 (BRIGID falls to ground. SILKIES exit) 
 
 
 
 BLACK OUT  
 

END OF ACT II, Scene three 
 
 
 
 

ACT II, SCENE FOUR 
 

(The Final Scene of “Brigid Without A Story”) 
 

 IS OMITTED FROM THIS SCRIPT SAMPLE 
 

The following Songs are in Act II, Scene Four 
 

Festival Bubbly Pies (Reprise) Ensemble 
The Husband of A Woman Harold the Herald 
You’d Never Believe (Brigid’s Story) Brigid (Ensemble) 
In Days to Come Queen Eire, Queen Meara, Brigid (Ensemble) 
 


