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LIGHTS UP ON...

An empty stage, except for an 
old, creaking, rusty mine cart at 
the centre. Attached to the bar 
that runs along one end of it is 
a harness - late 19th century, 
old, for use when dragging the 
cart.

Silence, then a brief GASP.

A leg appears over the edge of 
the cart, then another, then two 
hands -- finally a head.

EVA GORE-BOOTH -- tall, spindly, 
gregarious, with a mess of hair 
spilling out of a bun -- peeks 
over the top. She looks around 
briefly, then leaps out of the 
cart. She brushes coal dust off 
her practical yet finely made 
dress, then reaches back into the 
cart. She pulls out a chair and 
places it carefully in front of 
the cart. Then a fold-out table.

She then pulls a leg out of the 
cart -- a mannequin’s. Then an 
arm. Then the rest. She leaves 
most of the pieces in a careful 
pile, but removes the head and 
places it on the table.

Keeping a careful eye on the 
head, she reaches into the cart 
and pulls out a leather satchel -- 
which spills papers and 
photographs everywhere.

She gathers them together and 
places the satchel on the table.

She adjusts the head once, twice, 
then finally--



EVA
MISTER Casement. ROGER. Would it be true-- all things being 
equal, which they are, all people being equal, which they 
are, which they aren’t, and knowing what we know, what I know 
and you know, and how we know it, and the veracity of how we 
know it -- would it be true to say that you have been 
involved in activities which could, which would, which will, 
which are, being described as--

(stopping herself)
No. No, not that yet. That’s not right.

She picks up the briefcase, 
positioning herself away from the 
table.

She takes a moment, blesses 
herself, then--

EVA
(to the mannequin)

Sir Roger? Good morning. How does the day find you? Well, 
yes, of course, it wouldn’t but... I’m not sure the extent to 
which you’ve been informed of what’s been happening with your 
sentencing, the clarity in here, things can get somewhat... 
muddied. Are the walls as thick in Pentonville as back home? 
Though, maybe, not thick enough -- Con tells me, Constance 
told me about the gunfire.

She rifles through the briefcase, 
pulling out documents, sorting 
them.

EVA
There is hope, Sir Roger. I’ve been compiling... I’ve 
compiled, rather Mr. Duffy as your legal representation has 
compiled everything, but he felt that some external 
communication might shine some light on what we can do and... 
perhaps be some sugar for the soul. While nun nor hermit nor 
student nor maid you be, Sir Roger, do not fret. The nation -- 
two nations... and more -- are praying for you. If not 
always, considering certain circumstances, your soul.

She pulls out a specific letter and 
slides it across to the mannequin.
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EVA
Missives from loved ones. Sir Roger, we have little evidence 
and little time, and there is but the merest shred of proof 
to support overturning your conviction and avoiding the 
gallows. There is no doubt that you travelled aboard the 
German U-boat SMS Libau to Ireland, there is no doubt that 
the intention of the men aboard that boat was to aid and give 
weapons to those men and women who were fighting in the 
Rising. There is no doubt that on Saturday, 22 April, 1916, 
you fled to shore but were captured by British soldiers. 
More, previously there was no doubt on your feelings when it 
came to The Irish Question. You have been a vocal opponent of 
British rule in the past -- would that when they stripped you 
of your knighthood they could have stripped you of the 
damnedness of your past. Your political past, that is, Sir 
Roger. Mr. Duffy has compiled what he can, and he sent me 
here to extract what little else there may be.

She pulls a fountain pen from her 
satchel and pushes it across the 
table.

EVA
Still. Missives to loved ones might not be the most foolish 
of actions, given the circumstances. And we are fearful, Sir 
Roger. I am fearful.

Eva stands up, moving away from 
addressing the mannequin -- now 
addressing us.

She reaches into the mine cart, 
pulling out a child’s coat.

EVA
I abhor chronology. We do not exist so. And yet... 

(looking to the coat)

She puts on the coat (as best she 
can, it’s a child’s) and pulls an 
old, rusted bicycle wheel from the 
cart.
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She rips an arm (with hand 
attached) from the pile of 
mannequin parts, places it and the 
wheel to the side, and begins 
addressing it.

EVA
You’re doing it wrong... “By which I mean”? By which I mean 
that when one is careening around the countryside, Con, and 
one’s wheel detaches on a particularly nasty bend, one should 
take it as a sign from our Lord that you are not intended to 
be the great cyclist that you wish to-... I didn’t say-- Con-- 
I did NOT say that a woman, any woman, any passer-by of the 
female gender is not capable of great feats of cyclistic 
fortitude--... I know it’s not a word, Con--... I was saying, 
what I was saying, what I was saying was that you, perhaps, 
Constance, darling, you may perhaps not be most suited for--
... Because you seem spectacularly ignorant of the 
intricacies of the Sligo landscape and I would prefer not to 
lose my sister to an errant mineshaft on my birthday so would 
you please just put the wheel dow--

(interrupted, someone else)
Hello.

(to Con)
Stand up, Con. It’s rusted clean off, Con, it’s a lost cause 
so stand--

(Con does, back to the 
interrupters)

Hello... are you having, are you having a nice day?

She looks back to the audience.

EVA
Mother, two boys and a girl -- shivering, she was. Her dress, 
such as you could call it, was in tatters and it was a 
particularly crisp May we were having. I was carefully 
avoiding getting my dress scuffed, but this family were just 
trudging through those seemingly eternal Irish puddles. But I 
wanted to... approach. I watched for the mud, I held my dress 
over it, and there it was... my birthday. Gaga and father had 
gathered round. The staff. Con. And me, staring at the cake. 
Afraid of the fuss. The attention. That birthday guilt. So I 
let my dress catch in the wet soil -- sometimes I think I’ve 
spent half my life dragging mud round my hem -- and walked 
over to her.

(she takes off her coat)

4.



Took off my coat and gave it to her. Birth is but an accident 
and the difference between landed gentry and earthen poverty 
is but chance. Such acts are not done to alleviate guilt, to 
shill gold when events sour -- such acts are merely redress 
for The Fates’ whim. That is all.

She looks back to the arm. Con.

EVA
You were cycling too fast.

Then back to the head. Roger.

EVA
Sir Roger-- if you wish, then. Mister Casement. We may have 
to... clarify to the court and to the King that it was not 
your intent to arm these soldiers, but instead to stop them 
and the rebellion, but the court of public opinion will be 
swayed by the actions you have taken in regard to the Irish 
population. There is a huge groundswell of support from the 
States, Mr. Casement, I have here...

She pulls a sheet from the mess.

EVA
The Ancient Order of Hibernians in Boston, representing 
250,000 people of Irish descent, says that “the hanging of 
Sir Roger Casement is an act of inhumanity that the Irish 
people can never forget and will never forget.” There are 
upwards of twenty million United States citizens who claim 
Irish descent -- the British people are fighting a war, the 
War To End All Wars, and they will not be able to secure a 
victory without the cooperation of the United States. The 
Prime Minister knows it, the King knows it. They are losing, 
Mr. Casement. Men are dying in droves at the Somme, a 
conflict which shows no sign of halting any time in the near 
future, and conscription can barely keep up with demand. 
Whether the British government likes it or not, Mr. Casement, 
you have become a symbol of dignity and righteousness and the 
Irish rebellious, not to mention the futility and 
bullheadedness of attempting to subjugate one nation while 
sending men to die in a battle to push back German 
oppression. It is hypocrisy as political and military 
strategy, Mr. Casement, and the scales have fallen from many 
people’s eyes. 
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The case within these walls rests on evidence and innocence, 
of which I am gathering what I can, but the external 
influence cannot be ignored and will stand on the morality of 
your actions, not their strict legality. You are a good man, 
Mr. Casement, and people are seeing that. Whatever... 
whatever black marks against your name may have arisen in 
these past few weeks, they cannot undo the good that you have 
done. I truly believe that. But... Mr. Casement... it is 
vital that you find it within yourself to fight. I cannot 
fathom and wouldn’t dare to fathom what you are feeling, but 
I am so close to Con -- a familial bond bordering on 
mysticism -- and I know what she has experienced. I know what 
she is going through. There is not a one of them, not Pearse, 
nor Connolly, nor my own sister -- who might I remind you was 
sentenced to death and gained a reprieve, if for reasons of 
gender and not innocence -- who haven’t been tainted by these 
attempts by the British government to smear them. But they 
kept their heads high. Mr. Casement, even the soldiers being 
forced to carry out these executions are hesitant. Ireland, 
great Ireland, her goodness shines through. They are 
hesitant. The strategy of hypocrisy wears thin... these men 
are mourning their sons lost in War by night and executing 
men of equal bravery and righteousness the following morning. 
It is an unsustainable grief, Mr. Casement. But we need you 
to fight. We are not what we consider ourselves capable of. 
We are more than that. When we have run as fast and as far as 
we can run and we stop, we do not stop. We fall forward, and 
in falling forward we go beyond our expectations. We push 
ourselves to our limits and when we can push no more there is 
a thimble of inertia to win the day.

She pulls a Bible from her satchel, 
and slides it across the table.

EVA
For your strength. But we cannot, we cannot, we--

She coughs. Harder and harder. A 
rough, catching cough, and 
collapses.

Upset, she takes a moment to 
address the audience again--
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EVA
I see the note on chronology did not go un-- un--

(lost in coughing)

She reaches into the pile of 
mannequin parts, pulling out the 
torso -- a bosomed, smooth thing -- 
then crawling away from it, but 
addressing it over her shoulder 
between coughs.

EVA
I’m fine-- I’m fine, Essie, I’m-- because I couldn’t, what, 
daintily apologise, hitch up my skirt and sashay up the rails 
and out of their lives? Consult the, the florists, and have a 
bouquet of, of lilies sent around the following day, I 
couldn’t, Essie, I couldn’t--

(again, lost in coughing)
GOD DAMN IT.

She starts to hyper-ventilate, 
wheezing, building and building, 
pulling at the collar of her dress -
- then quieting. She puts her 
finger to her lips, coming off red. 
Blood.

EVA
I had to, Essie. Lovat and the flagellators would have a 
field day, there would be letters. Of course they’d know, 
Essie, of course they’d know, Essie, they don’t care about 
the women, or the mines, but you can wager the olive tree and 
all its branches they wouldn’t pass up an opportunity to-- 
Essie, I was trying to make a point-- Essie, could you please 
shut up and let me speak!

(silence)
I’m sorry.

Eva turns crawling across to the 
torso, resting up against Esther’s 
bosom.

EVA
I’m sorry. I love you. I love you. I love you. My throat is 
just... my throat is... I hate being like this. But I had to. 
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I had to. I’m sorry I shouted at you, and I’m sorry that I 
blasphemed. I’m sure he would understand.

She takes another moment to caress 
the torso, then drags herself up, 
addressing the audience.

EVA
I will not be shaken by such. Bully.

She jumps up on the edge of the 
cart, leaning in.

EVA
The acrobats were fun.

She pulls out an old, heavy hand-
shovel.

EVA
And the flower-sellers were...

(sniffing the shovel)
...effervescent. But the pit brow lasses. Gaga always called 
me willful, but there were times that day when I had expended 
everything, coughing myself into madness. Tubshoving, it was 
called. Women, belts around their waists, and a chain between 
their legs, spending twelve hours or so each day bent double, 
dragging the coal tubs along the mine shafts. A job not 
befitting a woman, the objectors and legislators cried. Not 
to mention the immoral language of the miners. Gaga called me 
willful and so I was. I was wilful and I wished that I had 
not been. I decided it would be only right that myself -- a 
slight, boney woman of wealthy upbringing -- join these women 
in the mines. To prove that even the most unsuitable is not 
unsuitable for this kind of labour. My first thought on 
arrival was that it was surely the men who were likely to be 
affected by the immoral language of the women, and not the 
other way around. The second was the air. It was -- and 
after, even when fighting their corner, I could not over-
stress the demand for open air as much as possible -- as best 
as I can describe, like inhaling glass. When I was seven 
years old I contracted Scarlet Fever on a trip to London -- 
it was the same Summer I met the Queen, so perhaps my 
distrust of the British Empire was borne of medical and not 
patriotic underpinnings. But ever since, my lungs have been a 
trial. 
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I have spent waking, scratching nights with my fists 
clenched, praying for the Lord to heal them. Days too, and 
none more than that day spent “tubshoving”. Some women were 
unimpressed, mocking even, but most knew why I was there and 
were terrified that their livelihoods were about to be taken 
away. The shoving itself was not the worst. I’ve always had 
curiously strong fore-arms, the one area where I physically 
bested Con throughout our childhoods, so I found myself 
capable of shoving with one hand for much of the day. It was 
the cart itself, the exertion that got me.

She leans into the harness of the 
mine cart, trying to pull -- but 
nothing.

EVA
I was fooled by the first run. The air was a horror, yes, but 
the cart was manageable. Foolishly proud. Esther once told me 
that my curse, both our curses in fact, the curse of all 
people who fight for equality -- in order to believe that 
anyone can achieve anything, you must believe it in yourself. 
It is a required arrogance, to think that your own 
capabilities are the singular pinnacle of humanity, when they 
are clearly not. And I had forgotten that the cart was empty.  
The second run, then, was agony. Harness digging into my 
shoulders and my waist, pressing against my bladder and 
hooking into already protrusive hip bones. And the air. Like 
encrusted, unkempt fingernails scratching at the inside of my 
throat. As if the dead themselves had crawled out of the 
mines, their bone and nail covered in soil and ore -- and now 
they were climbing down our throats to rip us apart from the 
inside. At that point I was twenty minutes into my day. But I 
am wilful. And the women were expectant of me. How I hated 
them. I dragged the cart, and shoved the coal, made smiles 
and cracked jokes and rallied them with talk of the greatness 
of women. And how I loathed them. Hated their cause, their 
tough, dumpy bodies and flattened, withered hair. I hated 
them all. I hated those women. The men in the mine beside 
them. The struts holding up the shafts and the metal 
railroads weaving their way in and out. I hated all of them. 
“A dweller in dim corridors / And caverns of a twilight 
land...”

(pointing to the cart)
And I hated this. This banshee made metal and fabric. Me, 
like Atlas, holding someone else’s globe for no other reason 
than hubris. 
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Me, weeping, screaming to myself at any moment I thought the 
others weren’t looking. Coughing up phlegm and saliva, then 
nothing as the sound turned hoarse and dry. And then, 
eventually, blood. When I was six years old my grandfather 
and my cousin died within a week of each other and a week of 
Christmas. One predicted, one -- Isabella -- unexpected. Gaga 
was inconsolable, father distant, the staff in spasms of 
tears when they thought they couldn’t be seen. An absolute 
grief. As I crawled and wept my way through those mines I 
could not help but think fondly of such times, praying to 
return to them. Begging God to bring me there. How foolish we 
are, and poetic, and arrogant, when we spin tales of our 
grief and our loss and our indignity. There is no pain like 
physical pain. There is nothing else. The rest is rich in 
colour, an oil painting, but our physical form is the canvas. 
And that air was taking a blade to mine. How I hated them 
all. But I made it. I smiled and waved goodbye to them and 
told them to keep working and I would keep fighting. And that 
night, as Esther stood over me, holding my hair back as I 
spat blood and soot into the toilet bowl, I swore that I 
would try to take care of myself. That was the last time we 
worked with unions in Manchester. Myself and Esther moved to 
London shortly afterwards. I was afraid of dying, you see. 
But I did try. I did. I did.

(angry, at the audience)
What did you do?

Back to the head, to Roger, Eva 
undoes herself from the harness -- 
and pulls a piece of paper from the 
pile.

EVA
I have spoken to Father Ryan, the Dominican Priest in Tralee. 
And he is our best witness.

(reading)
“Sir Roger Casement saw me in Tralee on the 21st of April and 
told me he had come to Ireland to stop the rebellion then 
impending.”

(to mannequin)
Mr. Casement, Fr. Ryan is a man of the cloth, and his word 
holds more weight than any other witness we could secure on 
this point. This signed statement will form the basis of Mr. 
Duffy’s defense. In the next few days we have plans to meet 
with the Prime Minister and the King himself. To execute a 
man attempting to prevent a rebellion is an unthinkable act. 
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But Mr. Casement, we need you to testify to that same fact. 
We need you to be unwavering. We need you to... we need you 
to wake up. We need you to wake up, we need you to wake up 
from this fever dream that these personal... developments 
have thrust you into. Our defence means nothing if you cannot 
act with the strength that your previous character has shown. 
We just need you to.... We just need you to lie. 
Convincingly. With dignity. Instead of whatever this is. If I 
can cough up blood while dragging the Earth itself behind me 
then you can... you can...

She reaches into her case, pulling 
out small sheets of paper, fixed 
together -- diary entries.

EVA
I do not want to have to talk about this. These, these are 
not worth our time. I obtained copies -- though obtained 
implies some level of difficulty, and the British government 
are being spectacularly cooperative when it comes to the 
release of these... entries. Esther is out there already 
denying everything, and so is Mr. Duffy, and everyone who 
knows who you are and what you stand for, and-- I don’t want 
to talk about this, this isn’t why I came here... MISTER 
Casement. ROGER. Would it be true-- all things being equal, 
which they are, all people being equal, which they are, which 
they aren’t, and knowing what we know, what I know and you 
know, and how we know it, and the veracity of how we know it -
- would it be true to say that you have been involved in 
activities which could, which would, which will, which are, 
being described as of a homosexual nature? Because there are 
pages and pages of diary entries that say just that. Men, 
paid or otherwise, stretching from Regent Street to Acapulco 
and described in exquisite detail. Your diaries... why 
couldn’t it have just been... why couldn’t you just keep the 
White and destroy the Black?

(reading)
“Sunday 4th December. Out for a walk to the military firing 
ground with Ignacio Torres as my guide. Took several photos 
of the ground and trees and a stream beyond. Back at 11 - in 
great heat - and wrote a little in the afternoon altho' it 
was stifling.”

(stopping)
Professional. Moral. And somewhat undercut by your entry for 
the same day in your Black Diaries.

(reading)
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“Sunday. 4th DEC. Very hot morning. Looking out window saw 
Ignacio waiting. Joy. Off with him to Tirotero and Camera. 
Bathed & photo'd & talked & back at 11.”

She reads through various sheets, 
skipping around.

EVA
January 4th, 1911: “18. 0. Enormous.” / January 30th, 1911: 
“Enormous and liked greatly.” / February 7th, 1911: “Splendid 
in Park 3 times and also outside several and to Buckingham 
Palace at 11.45.” / March 5th / May 13th / May 14th / Jun 8th-
-

She throws the sheets of paper at 
him.

EVA
What were you thinking? What possible... how could you think 
you wouldn’t be discovered? A martyr, Mr. Casement, a martyr 
and a saint and now just a... do you know what they’re saying 
about you out there? Do you know what it has done to the 
cause -- to a cause that has my sister in a prison cell? One 
cannot bring up The Irish Question -- the serious, immediate, 
life-changing Irish Question -- these days without a raised 
eyebrow and a smirk and a reference to “Sir Roger’s 
predilections”? What mud now catches on our hem at a moment 
when we are on the cusp of securing something truly 
transcendent?

She glances down at the torso. 
Esther.

EVA
Mr. Casement, that is not how we operate.

She reaches into the mine cart 
again, and pulls out an olive tree 
in a flower pot. She places it 
beside the torso, staring at them 
both.

EVA
“Was it not strange that by the tideless sea 
The jar and hurry of our lives should cease? 
That under olive boughs we found our peace...”
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(to the audience)
I did. You know that? I did. I, I, I don’t, I don’t care what 
your thoughts are on the subject. I did.

She turns to look at the torso. 
Silent, staring. A phrase, maybe 
“Hello”, catches in her throat. But 
silent.

After a time, she turns back to us.

EVA
We didn’t speak. We didn’t. It was Italy. It lopped my legs 
out from under me, the exhaustion of moving around so much. I 
was so young then. So... feckless. And then... I was sent to 
a villa in Bordighera, overrun with well-to-do convalescents, 
but at least they appeared to be intellectually sound enough 
to withstand conversation. “Love’s melody”... I remember, I 
was enjoying a doctor-prescribed afternoon constitutional and 
trying to avoid the more frustrating temporary residents. I 
turned a corner and... like Athene herself. Under an olive 
branch. Esther was convalescing as well, two broken work-
horses at a risk of going out to pasture -- perhaps, if we 
had not met. Or perhaps just me -- Esther has a spectacular 
drive. A practicality that can’t be exhausted, no more than 
you can exhaust a footpath, or a gable. She was wearing her 
spectacles, so I knew she could see me. Watching her. Her 
lips were pursed, thin, and when she so desires Essie can 
conjure a granite visage. I remember so clearly, the olive 
tree and her glasses, her unreadable face.

“Now have I found the windy-shores,
The living waves, the yellow sand.”

I have never looked at anybody, truly looked at anybody, but 
Esther Roper. My jaw was shaking, the air was still. I have 
never “gone to pieces” over anything in my life, but if one 
of those prattling convalescents had bumped into me in that 
moment I would have shattered as stained glass. Eventually, 
she smiled. Slightly. I appreciated that smile. I focus on 
this moment as a point of information. I am not one for pre-
destiny. I believe, yes, my faith is unshakable, but I am 
constantly suspicious of how easily oppression and 
subjugation can wear the gilded finery of pre-destiny, and 
call themselves legitimate. 
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But in that moment, I swear to you, on Con and Roger, Gaga 
and Esther herself, that moment was divine. That moment was 
unavoidable, and that moment was right. And moral. And writ.

You whose Love's melody makes glad the gloom

I moved to Manchester, not long after. To be with her. And to 
fight, yes.

She takes a moment to cradle the 
torso again.

EVA
(to Esther)

I’m not ready.

Back to the head, to Roger at the 
desk.

EVA
I just don’t know how to deal with this. I don’t know... I 
don’t... I talk to Mr. Duffy about the case and... we have 
that testimony but-- public opinion, Mr. Casement. Public 
opinion. And I have Esther out there, and she’s trying to 
retract your life, she has to go out there and retract your 
life... Oh don’t look at me like that. We are not like you. I 
am not like you. For one, Mr. Casement, what myself and 
Esther.... What we do is not illegal. What we do is not a 
crime in the eyes of the nation. It is not. I do not wish to 
be-- we do not wish to be placed in the same category as 
yourself, Mr. Casement. And this will, Mr. Casement, this 
will...

She picks up the diary pages to 
read again.

EVA
“January 4th, 1911 / January 30th, 1911 / February 7th, 1911: 
/ March 5th, 1911 / May 12th, 1911 / May 13th, 1911”... how 
many, Mr. Casement? Of what background? Of what wealth? Of 
what disparity in status and poverty and age and... how many? 
Esther is intelligent and she is good and she is loving and 
an unfeasible paragon of human virtue. And when she cleans 
her glasses and purses her lips there is nothing else on 
Earth, or in heaven, or the lower decks. We are not like you. 
We are not... men. I looked at her and that was everything. 
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That was everything. I am still looking at her, even here, 
even anywhere, I am always looking at her. Do not compare us. 
We are not the same. You claim, you can claim, I will claim 
to anyone who hears it that it was all for the good of Queen 
and country, Empire and humanity and the plight of the weaker 
man. But one does begin to wonder, Roger. One does begin to 
wonder how attractive it must have been, how it must have 
tugged at your lodestone, the thought of being on the other 
side of the world. Antipodean climes and antipodean 
sensibilities and antipodean predelictions. How old were 
they, Roger? No, I retract that, Roger, how... there is a 
vulnerability in disparity. How poor were they? How many were 
grateful of the money, the chance to converse with someone of 
higher class, greater experience, great stories of his time 
on the seas? The great Sir Roger Casement.

She throws the diaries at him.

EVA
You know what I haven’t spied so far, haven’t come across in 
your exploits? Roger, did you not love one of them? Did you 
not have feelings, emotions, or just urges... in by dusk and 
out by dawn, not a care? You spit on my cause, my country, my 
sister, you spit in my face for want of a fuck. And call 
yourself a hero. Oh to be a man. There are women with more 
fire and daring in their hearts, but our power is so often 
used to buttress yours. Man launches his ship off the shore 
and into the great expanse, yes, but he launches it off the 
broken backs of half the world. There are better souls than 
yours. And if-- answer the question -- and if, Roger-- answer 
the question-- and if, Roger, Roger-- answer the question...

She coughs loudly again, turning to 
the arm -- to Constance.

EVA
Answer the question, Con [...] Suddenly coy, are we-- [...] 
I’m not doing this for my pleasure either-- [...] Next 
question? [...]

(she looks at her notes)
“Are you constipated?” [...] Very clever, Con. I didn’t make 
up the questions. Are you constipated? [...] Lovely, good to 
hear. Squidge would be delighted. “
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Can you get medicine?” [...] I didn’t ask if you needed 
medicine, I asked can you get medicine if you need it, Con-- 
[...] I know that you wouldn’t know, we can skip to-- [...] 
Con, you’re acting like Mordaunt when father wouldn’t let him-
- [...] Con, could you jus-- [...] Do you think that I want 
to be here? Do you think that this is where I-- [...] I’m 
doing this with all the prisoners, the political prisoners. 
We have to know how you’re being treated, it’s important that 
we know. Esther sends her love.

Something in Con’s reaction to 
Esther’s name, Eva bristles. But 
moves on.

EVA
Roger? He’s good. He’s strong, keeping his head up. Both of 
you are. It’s comforting to us, to the people back home. 
Padraig, James, Thomas, the others. It’s a comfort to their 
families. Did you hear-- [...] That sounds, I’m sorry that 
that had to happen. But the executions were, they were, they 
were a mistake. They know that now. Your sentence has been 
commuted to imprisonment and Roger, I’m sure Roger will, I’m 
sure that they will see the light-- [...] I don’t want to 
talk about the diaries-- [....] Because they’re irrelevant, 
Con. What he did or didn’t do is-- [....] I know how it 
looks, Con-- [...] I’m not being blinded by-- [....] Really?! 
You think that I’m not capable of differentiating between--
[...] Don’t interrupt me! You think I’m not capable of 
differentiating between a sympathy for the Irish cause and an 
empathy for Roger’s particular situation? [...] Fine. Sir 
Roger, then [....] Hypocri-- [....] I said you’re being 
hypocritical, Constance, if you want to, if you want to...

(coughs)
DAMN IT! If you want to now, now, now, of all times and of 
all places launch charges of blind fervour at me, when you 
are imprisoned for taking a Martini-Metford rifle to half the 
military presence of Dublin city and almost getting yourself--
[...] I don’t disagree with your cause, Con, but you are 
incorrigible and you are deaf to everyone else and Con, 
Constance, I am sick, I am ill with indulging your ravenous, 
narcissistic death wish [...] You are my sister and I love 
you but they told me you were dead, Con, they told me you 
were dead and I thought you were for a day and a half. And 
then you were sentenced to execution and it was happening 
again. And then seeing you in here, it is an unsustainable... 
it demeans us. [...] Why? Because...
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(she coughs, coughs, harder 
and harder, then back at 
Con)

You think that’s the measure of equality that you’ve been 
searching for, the right to spit, and scream, and kill? The 
best of us lies somewhere in between.

‘There is no class in the community who has such good reasons 
for objecting and does so strongly object to shrieking and 
throwing yourself on the floor and struggling and kicking as 
the average working woman, whose dignity is very real to 
them. It is not the fact of demonstration or even the 
violence offered to them, it is being mixed up with and held 
accountable as a class for educated and upper class women who 
kick, shriek, bite and spit.’

Eva gets back into the harness of 
the cart, trying to pull again.

EVA
I fought. I had sympathetic men elected and legislation 
altered and we won the vote and... What is it about these 
people? What is it about them... that they can function 
without that birthday guilt, that thought of everyone else? 
How do their throats not catch with it? Why can’t they just 
restrict themselves to the neither up nor down a flight of 
stairs? Why is enough not enough?

Eva lets go of the harness, back to 
addressing the head, Roger.

EVA
I listen to the women, and the men, Mr. Casement, I listen to 
them in cafes and corner shops. How ungrateful Ireland is, 
how ungrateful she is considering what the British Empire has 
done for her in the past. I want to strike these people 
outright, Mr. Casement, of course I do. But what good is 
fighting your captor if it gets you killed? I may have gall, 
and I may have coal in my lungs but I kept my desires to the 
middle step. Somebody has to. But not for the Cons and the 
Pankhursts and the Rogers, the Sir Rogers, the Sir Roger 
Casements? And you know why, Mr. Casement, Roger, you know 
why you can sit there with a smug smile on your face while an 
executioner waits at your window and a nation laughs at your 
sacrifices like they’re cleaning out a wound? Do you know why 
it’s so easy for you to look at me like that? 
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Because you’re already dead. Because you’re not here. And 
neither am I. Because this isn’t a clammy, discomfiting July 
in 1916 and I’m not inside Pentonville Prison. It is New 
Year’s Eve, it is 1925, there’s a chill in the air and 
something, something worse in my body. The appeal failed, 
Roger, and the King wouldn’t budge and when they hung you you 
twitched as much or as little as anyone else. And the world 
didn’t end.

Eva looks back out, addressing the 
audience.

EVA
Why him? Why Casement? Why not the olive branch? Would that 
have been too easy? Did the prison seem fitting or was it 
Casement himself, or do you just enjoy spectacle? Was this 
more fun to observe, voyeurism at the last? But no, not the 
last.

Eva puts the harness on again, 
trying to pull the cart. No luck.

She turns, facing the cart, but 
with the harness still on.

She leans back, held up by the 
harness, resting in situ, a sort of 
angled lying down. A bed.

EVA
Essie! Essie! I, I...

She coughs harder, wincing as she 
does. Clutching her stomach.

EVA
Essie! I need something warm for... Esther!

She looks over to the torso which 
lies near her.

EVA
(addressing Esther)

I need you to, just put something on my, on my stomach--
(Esther responds)

Because it hurts, that’s why! 
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Because it hurts and you have a functioning pair of legs and 
a flight of stairs that can make it not hurt and--

(Esther responds)
Thank you. Thank you. You’re a sweet thing, I’m sorry, it’s 
been... trying. Come lie with me.

Eva picks up the torso, cradling 
Esther in her arms.

EVA
“You whose Love's melody makes glad the gloom 
Of a long labour and a patient strife, 
Is not that music greater than our life? 
Shall not a little song outlast that doom? “

She feels the torso, squeezing it.

EVA
You’ve lost weight. You need to eat, Essie. You’ve become too 
waifish to lose my temper at.

(Esther responds)
I know. I know. How goes circulation? You tell Martha 
Rickards at Owens that if she says they can’t pay up one more 
time then I’ll--

(Esther responds)
They’re an academic institution, Essie, not a needy pauper. 
If she needs to do a run-around on payment so that it doesn’t 
appear on the university budgetary roster, well then that’s 
her problem not mine. And if she insists on receiving another 
copy of Urania without paying, then tell her that Eva Gore-
Booth is crawling out of her death-bed and shuffling across 
the city to wrap my clammy hands around her throat.

(Esther responds)
Well, yes, that would be more professional. Esther Roper, 
interpreter at large.

(Esther speaks)
Con? No. No, she’s... she’s probably knee-deep in some manner 
of protest, or a bar-room brawl. Or prison again. One of the 
three.

(Esther responds)
I don’t want anyone to know.

(Esther responds)
You’re different. You don’t have it in you to look at me with 
pity. And even if you did, I like your eyes. They’re 
pleasant. Particular. They’re my eyes.

(Esther--)
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I don’t want her to know, Essie. This is a discussion that 
has been discussed and discussed and I don’t want Con or Gaga 
or anyone else flitting around here and looking at me with 
their... With their eyes.

(Esther responds)
For heaven’s sake, Essie, I know that. But just because your 
family would rather you were at the bottom of the Channel 
than here, with me, clutching to my breast, and my family are 
more... forward-thinking. That doesn’t mean I have to--

(Esther responds)
I didn’t mean to--

(Esther responds)
I wasn’t try to play a hand, I was merely--

(Esther responds)
Because this isn’t your illness, Essie! This isn’t yours to 
have! Your eyes are mine and mine yours, your hands, my 
throat, your shins and my cow-lick. These are the things we 
share. But this, this, this interlocuter, this stowaway, this 
cretin in my stomach is not yours. It is not ours. It is not 
shared. When I am gone you will still be here, you will be 
able to come up and down the stairs, be able to talk to Con 
and Gaga. You will be here and I will not, and I would 
appreciate if you would stop implying that we are both in 
this together. We are not.

Esther responds, and Eva throws the 
torso to the ground -- clutching 
her stomach, coughing, in more 
pain.

EVA
Stop it! Stop it! Stop your weeping, stop it, you are not... 
the woman I fell in love is not this weak, is not this 
gentle. You will not become one of those weeping widows, 
dressed in black and angling for attention and sympathy and 
your place in the world as a shell of something that was once 
there! You are a better thing than that, and it disgusts me 
to think of you as anything else. To think of your grief, I 
can feel it bleeding off you, congealing and clotting in this 
house that deserves better. Dripping from the furniture and 
the crockery, climbing the window frames and the stairs, 
oozing over the both of us like molasses. Your grief disgusts 
me, your sympathy is unwanted, your gentle tip-toeing is an 
insult and the Esther I want is not the woman I see before 
me. I hear the kettle boiling. Fill me a bottle.
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Eva slowly pulls herself out of the 
harness.

EVA
(to audience)

That was it. The last of the... the last. She’s pouring the 
kettle out and wiping her tears away, throwing my soiled 
sheets in a basin and starting on lunch. She is downstairs 
and I am upstairs. But I am not upstairs. I am here.

She carefully places the torso, 
Esther, in front of her.

EVA
Our first house was in Manchester. 83 Heald Place. Two up, 
two down. Small. Comparatively. But the whole world. When we 
moved in, I waited at the top of the stairs, bursting with... 
like the olive branch. Shaking. I watched as she paid the 
man, shut the door. I looked at her.
Standing at the bottom of the stairs. Hair down. Glasses off -
- half-blind. So I thought... oh heck, I’ll give her 
something to see. Off came the layers. The outers. Shoes. My 
finger dancing on my hem for a moment as I slipped them off. 
Then the dress itself. Then more... the under-garments. Until 
I was just standing at the top of the steps in nothing but 
what I had been given. No expensive covers, no delicate pins 
to keep my hair from catching in my mouth. No Lissadell. She 
didn’t speak, just stared with that pursed-lip smile -- 
though I swear I saw her tongue dance out at one point. I 
began to descend, but she held up her hand, motioning me to 
stop. And then... While there are many divine qualities I 
associate with Esther Roper, being able to undress in a 
dignified manner is not one of them. She tumbled almost clear 
out of the hallway while trying to take her shoes off. But 
eventually she got there. We locked eyes again. She walked up 
a step. I returned the favour. Another. And another. And 
another. Until we were standing on the middle step. Neither 
up nor down. I looked at her. She looked at me. The stairs 
creaked. Then I brushed the hair out of her eyes, whispered 
“Essie” and collapsed to my knees. We stayed on that stairs 
for three hours before the chill got the better of us. There 
is, occasionally, ecstasy in oppression. The giddy hidden 
pleasures. Occasionally. But otherwise, there are fights to 
fight.

She looks to the harness again.
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EVA
I meant it. That anger, that disgust. I meant it, for that 
moment, I did. But now she’s downstairs and I’m upstairs, and 
I have to see her again and tell her that. I have to... I 
deserve, we deserve better final words than that. “Fill me a 
bottle”? “Fill me a bottle”? The last words of Eva Gore-Booth 
to her lover, the last words of a woman who fought against 
the male oppressor, the British control, the War To End All 
Wars? “Fill me a bottle”? No. No. You have to let me go back 
to her. You have to let me finish the sentiment. I do not 
care if it is ten minutes or ten years, I must speak to her 
once more. I must. Do you hear me? Do you hear my cry? Are 
you there, Lord?

But of course, no response. Nothing 
happens.

She looks again over at the head: 
Casement.

EVA
Why Casement? Why him? Why 1916? I took down Churchill in a 
by-election in 1908, I met Essie long before, I have 
exchanged fiery words with the King and the Pope and the... 
why him?

(addressing Casement)
Listen to me, Roger, I am sorry about what happened to you. I 
am sorry that you died and that there wasn’t enough evidence 
to help you. But we were backed up against a wall and you had 
stepped out with half the Empire’s subjects. And written 
about it. You were dead the moment, you were dead as soon 
as... you were foolish. You were... you should have been 
more... you should have... look at myself and Essie, look at 
how we lived our life. Look at the discretion with which we 
managed to... That is how one goes about one’s business, 
Roger. That is how one lives when one is... deviant. When one 
is, when one is...

She looks out to the audience.

EVA
Is this what it was? Is this the lesson you wanted learned? A 
preview of what awaits me in the ether? “Man shall not lie 
with...”, is this the lesson to be learned? Roger died for 
his sins, and his sins are my sins, and I may have escaped 
the gallows but my interlocuter has plans for me. 
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If you wish to punish me, if you wish to hold me to task for 
the life I have lived, Lord, then I wish that you would 
dispense with this... ecclesiastical mastication and just 
bring it down upon me. Bring the weight. Bring it to me.

But again... nothing.

Back to Roger...

EVA
Look, Roger, I’m, I’m, I’m-- look, Roger, there wasn’t 
enough. We did try, myself and Esther and, and others. There 
is a published journal, Urania, we set it up to discuss such 
matters. Of gender and, and sexuality, and, and, to find a 
way or start a discussion or-- people read it. Some people 
read it, it is read in universities. We have, we are trying 
to start a discussion in academic circles, about-- about 
these things. We are-- we have tried to-- we published a 
journal.

Out of the pile of papers on the 
table, she pulls a copy of Urania. 
A flimsy, futile thing.

EVA
We published a journal. Roger, we didn’t even know, we 
wouldn’t even know where to begin. We don’t know who... it is 
so hard to find others of us. There are so few and there is 
such rage. How were we supposed to-- I don’t know how many of 
us there are. I know that it happens, we know that it 
happens, but how are we to know how many of us there are. And 
if we don’t know how many, if we can’t find each other, how 
are we supposed to be an organised front, Roger? How are we 
to-- with women it was... there are women everywhere. We are 
half the population. With Ireland there was... a nation of 
support. What could I have done? Visiting you in your cell, 
watching you at your trial, what could I have brought out 
into the world? It wasn’t the time... it would have hurt you 
to... your execution would have been much swifter if we had-- 
Roger, I didn’t defend you because I didn’t know how. You 
were deviant, and so was I, and I couldn’t draw a line 
between the two, Roger. I couldn’t, Roger, I had Essie to 
think about and-- I just, I don’t know if it’s my fight to 
fight. The vote and Ireland and the War and... I just don’t 
know if it’s my fight to fight. And myself and Essie, we made 
do. 
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It’s not our fault if others’ lives didn’t turn out as such. 
It’s not our fault, Roger. If... when I go it’s just going to 
be Essie and her family, and they will wipe me from the 
records. I didn’t know how to fight that fight, Roger. But I 
am sorry. You deserved... we deserve someone to fight to 
defend all of us, to not pick and choose who we are. You were 
a good man with a crack in his laugh and a sly wink, and I 
denied you. I denied you, brother. I did not fight.

She glances out at the audience.

EVA
But Roger, Roger, I need you to forgive me. I am so very 
close and I need you to absolve me of what happened in 1916. 
I need you to tell me that it is done, that it is over, that 
it is one part of me but not all of me. I need you to grant 
me this. Please. Roger. Please. I don’t have much time. 
Roger. Roger?

But nothing.

She looks back to the audience.

EVA
I cannot go. Please.

She stares down at the copy of 
Urania. Then at the pile of 
mannequin parts. And she begins to 
assemble it, from the parts and the 
hand (Con), the torso (Esther) and 
the head (Roger).

EVA
It was a journal, yes. And maybe it barely exceeded 60 pages 
in most editions. And perhaps it was deliberately obscure and 
deliberately self-aggrandising, targeting people we knew 
already agreed with us. Perhaps all I did in this regard, all 
I did for myself and Essie and the middle step was to print a 
couple of excited, childish articles. Perhaps that’s all it 
was.

Finishing assembling the mannequin, 
she picks up the Bible and 
addresses it.
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EVA
But you wrote this. You wrote this. You made this, you made 
the men that made this and you did not stop them. You did not 
stop the interpretations, and reinterpretations. The 
translations. The re-translations. The implications of same. 
What are you? What leader are you? Is that what we should 
refer to you as? Because you do not lead. A father? Because 
you are not there when we graze our knees or take an inkwell 
to our sister’s playthings. A creator? Perhaps. But I have 
experience in absentee landlords and that word doesn’t hold 
the weight it used to. I have read your book and I have knelt 
at your altars and I have believed in you. But Con went to 
prison, Roger swung, and Essie’s family are writing her out 
of their lives. Eve ate but half the fruit and you wrote the 
book on it. What was it -- God, creator, deity, father, 
landlord, Christ -- what was it? Did you think that man 
needed a foil? Or were you just too stupid and uninventive to 
create a species that didn’t hate itself? Perfection was 
split into equal halves and pitted against itself and you 
stood by. You and your son, and your Acts, and your miracles, 
and your Book. And you, you, you abandoning, runaway father, 
you who left your children as bastards. You set the top 
spinning and stood back, and you wish for me to beg your 
forgiveness? You listen to me, you craven, wanton, embittered 
old man. My name is Eva Selena Laura Gore-Booth and I did the 
best that I could. Perhaps I did not fight that fight, but I 
needed Essie. I needed her, like bread, or water, or air. I 
needed her, I needed her, protected, un-risked, I needed her 
whole. I needed her, for without her I could not have fought 
those other fights. I will not stand here and beg forgiveness 
for trying to carve a lot for myself in the world you 
created.

She opens the Bible, looking in.

EVA
My name is... my name is... my name is Eva Selena Laura Gore-
Booth...

She spits into the Bible. Slams it 
shut and throws it to the floor.

EVA
...and I absolve myself.
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She looks up, no longer looking at 
the mannequin’s head for Roger.

EVA
Roger. I am sorry. But it was the world and the times that 
killed you, not me. And whatever cell he has planned for me, 
I beg you visit. And we share a drink. And a rhyme.

Back to the audience.

EVA
But not today.

Eva slinks into the harness one 
last time.

EVA
I am not broken. I am not ended. This may be the precipice 
but I will not go over willingly. I am still here. And you 
made me so I will not be wrong.

She pulls on the cart.

EVA
There is a woman filling a bottle for me downstairs. And I 
owe her an apology.

She pulls harder, and harder, 
sweating, and eventually the cart 
moves. Inch. By inch. By inch.

EVA
I run, I sing, I swim, I dive,
I fly along the dawnlit wind,
I am alive, alive, alive.
I am alive.

And with that she, and the cart, 
are gone.
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