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Comedy/Drama. By James McLindon. Cast: 2m., 1w. On a snowy night in 
an Irish pub in Cambridge, Massachusetts, Connor, Maeve and Dev meet, 
each agonizing over an irrevocably life-changing decision. Connor, a 
seemingly cynical Irish-American law professor, has spent much of his life 
looking for something to believe in, but he’s been repeatedly disillusioned, 
by his faith, the law, and, finally, love. Tonight may be his last chance as 
he mulls over the prestigious judgeship he’s been offered and, far more 
importantly, the fact that the woman he has always loved, Maeve, a nun, 
may suddenly be available if she decides to perform a baptism for the 
child of two gay men in her parish. Dev, the bartender, is an unsettled Irish 
immigrant whose easy humor and tall tales mask his own dilemma: should 
he buy the local fish and chips shop with his brother and return to Ireland 
or admit that America is now his home? The three fight over religion and 
beer, whether truth exists at all, the differences between the Irish and Irish-
Americans, the many failings (according to Dev) of the latter, and, finally, 
the capacity of stout to explain, metaphorically and metaphysically, most 
of life. As the evening unfolds, each is eager to tell the others exactly what 
they should do with their lives and equally resolved not to discuss his or 
her own. Ultimately, Maeve’s determination to force Connor to confront 
their feelings for each other, and Dev’s weakness for eavesdropping on 
them through the heating vent, bring all three face to face with their 
futures. Unit set. Approximate running time: 95 minutes. Code: DB1.
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*** NO TICE ***

The am a teur and stock act ing rights to this work are con trolled ex clu -
sively by THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY with out whose
per mis sion in writ ing no per for mance of it may be given. Roy alty must
be paid ev ery time a play is per formed whether or not it is pre sented for
profit and whether or not ad mis sion is charged. A play is per formed any
time it is acted be fore an au di ence. Cur rent roy alty rates, ap pli ca tions and 
re stric tions may be found at our website: www.dramaticpublishing.com,
or we may be con tacted by mail at: DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM -
PANY, 311 Wash ing ton St., Woodstock IL 60098.

COPY RIGHT LAW GIVES THE AU THOR OR THE AU THOR’S
AGENT THE EX CLU SIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COPIES. This law pro -
vides au thors with a fair re turn for their cre ative ef forts. Au thors earn
their liv ing from the roy al ties they re ceive from book sales and from the
per for mance of their work. Con sci en tious ob ser vance of copy right law is
not only eth i cal, it en cour ages au thors to con tinue their cre ative work.
This work is fully pro tected by copy right. No al ter ations, de le tions or
sub sti tu tions may be made in the work with out the prior writ ten con sent
of the pub lisher. No part of this work may be re pro duced or trans mit ted
in any form or by any means, elec tronic or me chan i cal, in clud ing pho to -
copy, re cord ing, vid eo tape, film, or any in for ma tion stor age and re trieval
sys tem, with out per mis sion in writ ing from the pub lisher. It may not be
per formed ei ther by pro fes sion als or am a teurs with out pay ment of roy -
alty. All rights, in clud ing, but not lim ited to, the pro fes sional, mo tion pic -
ture, ra dio, tele vi sion, vid eo tape, for eign lan guage, tab loid, rec i ta tion,
lec tur ing, pub li ca tion and read ing, are re served.

For per for mance of any songs, mu sic and re cord ings men tioned in this 
play which are in copy right, the per mis sion of the copy right own ers
must be ob tained or other songs and re cord ings in the pub lic do main
sub sti tuted.
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IM POR TANT BILL ING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the play must give credit to the au thor of the play in all
pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with per for mances of the play and in
all in stances in which the ti tle of the play ap pears for pur poses of ad ver -
tis ing, pub li ciz ing or oth er wise ex ploit ing the play and/or a pro duc tion.
The name of the au thor must also ap pear on a sep a rate line, on which no
other name ap pears, im me di ately fol low ing the ti tle, and must ap pear in
size of type not less than fifty per cent (50%) the size of the ti tle type.
Bio graph i cal in for ma tion on the au thor, if in cluded in the playbook, may
be used in all pro grams. In all pro grams this no tice must ap pear:

“Pro duced by spe cial ar range ment with
THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY of Woodstock, Il li nois”

* * * *

Dis tant Mu sic was pre sented by Utah Con tem po rary
Thea tre, Salt Lake City, March 7, 2007. Di rected by Kirstie 
Gulick Rosenfield, stage man ager John Geertsen with the
fol low ing:

DEV . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Cameron Jones
CONNOR. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Paul Kiernan
MAEVE . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Su san Dolan

Set De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Kurt Proc tor
Light ing De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . James M. Craig
Cos tume De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Daisy Blake
Graphic De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jeff Winterroth
Voice and Di a lect Coach . . . . . . . . . . . . . Adrianne Moore
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Dis tant Mu sic was pre sented by Im age The ater, Lowell,
Mass., April 13, 2007. Di rected by Jerry Bisantz, pro duc ers 
Jerry Bisantz and Ann Garvin, stage man ager Ann Garvin,
and in cluded the fol low ing cast and pro duc tion staff:

CONNOR CUR TIN. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Phil Thomp son
MAEVE MOORE . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Sally Nutt
DEV HART . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jon a than Popp

Set De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ron Dion
Light ing De sign. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jon Cipolaro
Sound De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Alex Savitsky
Set Paint ing . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Rob ert Bryan
Graphic De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Karla Sorenson
Set Con struc tion. . . . Ron Dion, Ann Garvin, Jerry Bisantz,

Rich ard Danahy and Matt Descoteaux

Spe cial Thanks

The au thor would like to thank Jerry Bisantz, the Im age
Theater, Kurt Proc tor, Kirstie Rosenfield, the Utah Con -
tem po rary Thea tre, Fire fly Pro duc tions, Tom Parkhill, the
Ten nes see Stage Com pany, Gary Maciag, Siena Col lege,
the Ar kan sas Rep er tory Theatre, Jan Grice, Barbara
Waldinger, HRC Show case Thea tre, the Irish Rep er tory
Theatre, the Pen guin Rep, Abingdon Thea tre, Vic tory Gar -
dens Theater, Kevin Lawler, the Great Plains Thea tre Con -
fer ence, Mar shall Ma son and Da vid Lindsay-Abaire for
their help in de vel op ing this work.
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DIS TANT MU SIC

CHAR AC TERS

CONNOR CUR TIN. . . . . an Irish-American law pro fes sor,
early 40s

MAEVE MOORE. . . . . . . . . . . Connor’s long-time friend,
also Irish-Amer i can, same age

DEV HART . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . an Irish bar tender, late 20s

SET TING: The back room of the Poulnabrone Pub, an Irish pub 
in Cam bridge, Mas sa chu setts, in the year 2000. The pub is of
the sort owned and op er ated by re cent Irish im mi grants and has
an au then tic feel to it, un like ei ther the Irish-Amer i can bars that
pre ceded it in this coun try or the chain-op er ated faux Irish pubs
that have be gun to ap pear with the in ev i ta bil ity of a bad se quel
to a good movie in re cent years.

The set may be ren dered in a sug ges tive, min i mal ist man ner or
with thor ough-go ing re al ism. Sug ges tions for the lat ter ap proach 
fol low. A some what bat tered, but pre sent able, ma hog any bar oc -
cu pies Stage Left. As this is the back room and gen er ally used
only on very crowded nights, the bar is prob a bly smaller than
the sort of bar that would grace a main room. It has stools in
front of it and a few more on the side. Be tween two of these
stools is an old heat ing vent in the floor. The back wall fea tures
a por tal that opens onto a short hall way, which in turn, leads to
the un seen main room. Off this small hall way are stairs lead ing
down to the cel lar and a door lead ing to the bar’s small of fice.
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Stage Right is open, save for a few empty ta bles and chairs. The 
out side wall of the pub bounds Stage Right. Coat pegs and a
cou ple of bat tered dart boards adorn it here and there. A door to 
the out side is lo cated in the mid dle of this wall. Win dows on ei -
ther side of the door re veal the snow and wind of a fierce
Nor’easter, which ac counts for the lack of pa trons. Sev eral
glow ing beer signs—Guinness, Murphy’s, Harp, John Cour -
age—hang in the win dows. Per haps one or two more hang ing
over the side walk out side can be seen through the win dows. If
the snow fall ing out side the win dows can be sim u lated, it is
won der fully at mo spheric.

It is night, late in the mil len nium, early in the year.

Scene One: A win ter’s night in early 2000.
Scene Two: A few mo ments later.
Scene Three: The next night.

****

He stood in the gloom of the hall, try ing to catch the air
that the voice was sing ing and gaz ing up at his wife. There
was grace and mys tery in her at ti tude as if she were a sym -
bol of some thing. He asked him self what is a woman stand -
ing on the stairs in the shadow, lis ten ing to dis tant mu sic, a 
sym bol of. If he were a painter he would paint her in that
at ti tude. Her blue felt hat would show off the bronze of her
hair against the dark ness and the dark pan els of her skirt
would show off the light ones. Dis tant Mu sic he would call
the pic ture if he were a painter.

James Joyce
“The Dead”

Dubliners
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DIS TANT MU SIC

Scene One

AT RISE: The lights come up on the in te rior of the Poul -
nabrone Pub in Cam bridge, Mas sa chu setts. DEV HART, 
the bar tender, stands be hind the bar spray ing it with a
cleaner and wip ing it down. He is in his late twen ties,
with an ac cent from  the west of Ire land. Good hu mor is 
cus tom ary with him, but it is also oc ca sion ally bro ken
by abrupt flashes of an ger. As he works, he sings the
last two verses of the mourn ful bal lad “Ta Me ’Mo
Shui” (“I Am Awake”) with a gloomy face, switch ing
from Eng lish to faulty Irish. (NOTE: See page 72 for
mel ody lines to song.)

DEV.
Wise men proclaim that lovesickness leaves one

unwell, 
 I did not believe till my poor heart came under its

spell. 
Aicid ro-ghear faraor nar sheachnaigh me I,
Chuir si arraing ’s…
Chuir si arraing ’s…
Chuir si…

Ah, feck my Irish, then!
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(Sud denly, bells jin gle off, the sort that tells a shop -
keeper that some one has en tered his store.)

CONNOR (off). Dev?
DEV. I’m clean ing the back room.

(CONNOR CUR TIN EN TERS through the por tal to the
main room of the pub. He is alone, save for the con sid -
er able amount of snow that ac com pa nies him. CON -
NOR, a law pro fes sor, is no lon ger young, but not yet
old. His man ner of ten tends to ward the cyn i cal and sar -
cas tic, a ve neer which only very oc ca sion ally peels away 
enough to re veal the long ing be neath. While his words
are of ten de spon dent, he rarely is. He does not have a
Boston ac cent. He dusts the snow from his shoul ders
and be gins to peel off his coat and gloves, all the while
look ing around the room, as if for some one. DEV’s
mood lifts im me di ately.)

CONNOR. God, it’s nasty out there.
DEV. Snow, is it, Pro fes sor?
CONNOR. No, Dev, they’re hav ing a tickertape pa rade on

Mass. Ave.
DEV. Feck off with ya. You’ve no call to be tak ing the

piss out of a strug gling young im mi grant.

(DEV be gins to draw a pint of Murphy’s stout. CON -
NOR steps back through the por tal to check the front
room for pa trons.)

CONNOR. Has any one been in?

8 DIS TANT MU SIC
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DEV. Do ya see any one? It’s the Tues day af ter New
Year’s Eve. With a foot of snow on the ground and two
more to come, you’re lucky I’m here. Who were you ex -
pect ing, the Three Wise Men?

CONNOR. Three Wise Men?
DEV. To day’s the Feast of the Epiph any, ya feckin’ pa gan. 

You’re meet ing some one, then?
CONNOR. Nope.
DEV. Liar. (Pour ing a pint of stout.) Murphy’s then?
CONNOR. Did your brother call about the chip per?
DEV. No, he did n’t. Murphy’s then?
CONNOR. Well, call him. Why are you pre tend ing that

this is n’t a big deal—?
DEV. He’ll call when he knows. Murphy’s then!?
CONNOR. No, I’m back to Guinness.

(DEV stops, look ing un hap pily at the Murphy’s tap that
he has been pull ing. Af ter a mo ment, he re sumes.)

DEV. Right, Murphy’s it is.
CONNOR. I said I wanted Guinness.
DEV. Well, we all want some thing we’re not go ing to get.

I can’t be throw ing this out.
CONNOR. Fine, but I won’t drink it.
DEV. You’re not the man can waste good stout. (Tear ing

off a scratch lot tery ticket.) I’ll bet you a lot tery ticket
you’ll drink it.

CONNOR. You’re on.

(DEV thumps the ticket down on the bar in front of
CONNOR and places the two-thirds-full pint on a bar
towel by the tap. DEV and CONNOR both watch the
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thrash ing tan brew in his pint glass slowly re solve it self
into a black body and a white head. DEV smiles.)

DEV. Ah, here’s a mir a cle for you. (He lifts the pint in
both hands over his head like a chal ice, look ing up at
it.) If God were just a bit more the at ri cal, this is what
tran sub stan ti a tion would look like. There’s a very thin
line be tween re li gion and stout, d’ja know that?

CONNOR (pause). No.
DEV. God’s truth, in deed. Some thing quite for eign to a pa -

thetic, vac il lat ing man such as your self.
CONNOR. I’m not pa thetic and vac il lat ing.
DEV. You are. For a few weeks it’s Guinness. Then it’s

Murphy’s. Then it’s Guinness again, then Murphy’s,
then Guinness. That’s moral weak ness. A reg u lar Ja nus
you are, when it co mes to stout.

CONNOR. Ja nus?
DEV. Ja nus. I’ve been brush ing up on my gods. (Pause.)

The Har vard Clas sics De part ment co mes in of a Tues -
day. I over hear the odd bit.

CONNOR. So, I change stouts oc ca sion ally. 
DEV. Va ri ety’s fine for some mat ters. But NOT for the

true and time less things in life… (ca ress ing a Man ches -
ter United scarf hang ing be hind the bar) like your foot -
ball club, now.

CONNOR. Oh, re ally? Man ches ter United is for ever?
DEV. It is in deed. For ever, it is.
CONNOR. Then how come you were a Liv er pool fan “for -

ever” when I met you ten years ago?
DEV. Bril liant young men of ar dent heart such as my self

of ten un dergo the most rad i cal changes in be lief. Read
your Joyce, now, you il lit er ate shite. But in a mid -
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dle-aged man like you, well into his fifth de cade, such
lack of con vic tion is a bit…well, pa thetic! (Pause.) Oh,
and where’s the law pro fes sor’s well-rea soned re tort?

CONNOR (giv ing him the fin ger). Right there.
DEV. At least I’m ca pa ble of deep, if tran si tory, emo tional

at tach ments. 
CONNOR. And I’m not?
DEV. Well, is n’t that the mys tery of ya? You’re go ing to

drink this stout now.
CONNOR. You can’t force a beer down a man’s throat.
DEV. In fact, ya can! These frat lads from MIT taught me.

Two of yiz hold the pledge down while the third puts a
fun nel in his mouth and—

CONNOR. Okay, Dev, look. I am sup posed to meet some -
one here to night and, and I’d like—

DEV. I knew it! The sec ond mir a cle of the eve ning. Your
first date since Ra chel dropped you–

CONNOR. Ra chel did not— It was a mu tual agree ment.
And who said it was a woman? (Off DEV’s du bi ous
stare.) Okay, so it’s a woman. I’d like a lit tle space.

DEV. Would you? So, she’s beau ti ful, then?
CONNOR. Dev—
DEV. Ah, you’re in love with her al ready now, aren’t ya!?
CONNOR. Says who?
DEV. Says your face. Like a farm boy spy ing the vil lage

beauty at his first cross roads dance and…waaaait now.
This is the one, is n’t it?

CONNOR. Which one what?
DEV. The one who broke your heart.
CONNOR. My heart’s not bro ken—
DEV. Ah yeah, bollix that. I fig ured that out years ago.
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CONNOR. Be lieve what you want, Dev. But just re mem -
ber, in Amer ica, dis cre tion is the hall mark of good bar -
keeping.

DEV. So stay out of the Irish pubs, then. And aren’t you
wrong?

CONNOR. How?
DEV. What about your Cheers bar? Want ing ev ery one to

know your name, ya pack of in se cure gobshites. In
Sligo, the whole vil lage knows your name, your busi ness 
and your fam ily’s busi ness back to Fam ine times, and
don’t you wish to God they did n’t? (Pause.) Ahhhh.
There’s noth ing better than a good ar gu ment.

CONNOR. There’s lots that’s better.
DEV. And there’s noth ing eas ier. For ev ery ar gu ment,

there’s a coun ter-ar gu ment. Your ideal bar ver sus the
Cheers bar. Mat ter ver sus an ti mat ter. Christ ver sus
antichrist…

CONNOR. Logic ver sus il logic.
DEV. Ah, now, I’m se ri ous here.
CONNOR. Ac tu ally, you’re right. You’ve re ca pit u lated le -

gal re al ism.
DEV. Well…of course I have. You can’t stay an eejit long

tend ing bar in Cam bridge now.
CONNOR. The law pro vides no an swers, only the ar gu -

ments. Any smart judge can take the law and make it
say “A” or “not A.” There is no great truth. And that’s
the only great truth you learn your first year of law
school. 

DEV. Or your first year of bartending. What ever made you 
go to law school, then?

CONNOR. I don’t know. 
DEV. Liar.
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CONNOR. Well, back then, I thought they did have the
truth. (Em bar rassed.) And, you know, I was a kid…I
was go ing to change the world with it.

DEV. Hah! Our Connor, dirty his hands with the world?
Lis ten, lad, the truth’s got noth ing to do with chang ing
the world.

CONNOR. Seemed like a good place to start.
DEV. Bollix that! Men change the world with lies. Take

your Joe Mc Car thy now.
CONNOR. He only changed the fif ties. The courts were

where you could get stuff done back when I started law
school. You could take a prob lem like…like hous ing
dis crim i na tion, and make a case against a land lord, and a 
judge would have to—have to—put a stop to it.

DEV. So why aren’t you out there putt ing a stop to dis -
crim i na tion now?

CONNOR. Be cause Rehnquist, be cause Scalia, be cause
Thomas. They ap pointed all these con ser va tives judges,
and we’d bring them the same case and guess what?
Turns out, what ever was go ing on was n’t dis crim i na tion
af ter all. And that, Dev, is when I re ally fig ured out
what the law is.

DEV. What?
CONNOR. It’s only the Char lie Mc Car thy, the ven tril o -

quist’s dummy. It’s the judge who’s Ed gar Bergen. I had 
thought it was the other way around.

DEV. If you re ally thought it was all just a sham, you
should’ve quit your first year.

CONNOR. Well, there’s know ing and there’s…ac cept ing. I 
re ally wanted to still be lieve. And I was twenty grand in
the hole.

DEV. But how can you teach it?
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CONNOR. Oh, teach ing the dance steps is easy; sell ing the 
dance to an au di ence, that’s the hard part.

(DEV stud ies CONNOR for a mo ment or two.)

DEV. You’re go ing to turn down that judge ship. Aren’t
ya!? They’re hand ing you a chance to change this
bloody world…and you’re gonna say, no thanks, I’d
rather stay bur ied alive in my law school.

CONNOR. Oh, you’re go ing to lec ture me about turn ing
down op por tu ni ties—

DEV. A fed eral judge ship just a step be low the Su preme
Court is a bit more glo ri ous than a Sligo fish and chip
shop!

(CONNOR’s re sponse is in ter rupted by the bells an -
nounc ing an other pa tron.)

MAEVE (off). Hello?
CONNOR. Maeve. Back here.

(A snow-cov ered MAEVE MOORE EN TERS through the 
por tal. She is around CONNOR’s age and car ries a
small va lise. Like CONNOR, she does not have a Boston 
ac cent.)

MAEVE. Connor, you made it. I al most did n’t come.
CONNOR. Well, I said I’d be here.

(MAEVE be gins peel ing off the lay ers, knock ing off the
snow and hang ing her things on hooks. DEV watches
MAEVE’s un veil ing with great an tic i pa tion and lit tle

14 DIS TANT MU SIC

© Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois.



dis cre tion. She is rather plainly dressed, her only jew -
elry a small cru ci fix on a chain around her neck. She is
gen er ally up beat, hu mor ous and play ful, but her man ner 
can change from acer bic to sweet to se ri ous in a mo -
ment. When nec es sary, she dis plays a sur pris ingly hard
edge.)

MAEVE. Thanks for com ing. Don’t you love Nor’easters!?
CONNOR. No.
DEV. Yes!
MAEVE. I heard it’s stalled off the Cape. It’s go ing to

snow right on through to mor row night. 
CONNOR. Super. With any luck, classes will be can celed

to mor row. 
DEV (qui etly to CONNOR). In tro duce me.
CONNOR. No.
DEV. Fine, then. Good eve ning, miss. My name is Dev. I’ll 

be your bar tender to night.
MAEVE. Maeve. Nice to meet you. (She starts to sit on a

stool.)
DEV. Now, don’t set tle in here, we’ve got to move back to 

the main room.
CONNOR. Why?
DEV. What if an other cus tomer co mes in?
MAEVE. In this weather? 
CONNOR. You’d hear the bell. 
DEV. Well, I’d have to leave you.
CONNOR. Some how, we’d sol dier on.
DEV. Fine, I’m stay ing then.
CONNOR. What about your cus tom ers? 
DEV. Feck ’em, I’ll hear the bell. Now, what’ll it be?
CONNOR. You want a Guinness?
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MAEVE. Sure, any thing’s fine.
CONNOR. Dev, a Guinness.
DEV (eye ing MAEVE). Yes, sir, you’ll get what you want

here.
CONNOR (slides his un touched pint over to her). Have

this one.
MAEVE. Oh. Thanks.

(MAEVE takes a sip. CONNOR grabs the scratch ticket,
pulls out a coin and be gins rub bing the ticket. DEV fin -
ishes pour ing the first two-thirds of the pint of Guinness
and places it on the bar next to the tap.)

DEV. Now, miss, you know we’ve got to let this set tle—
(He no tices that MAEVE is sip ping CONNOR’s pint of
Murphy’s.) What’re ya…! Put that down!!

MAEVE. Ex cuse me?
DEV. Don’t you know that’s Murphy’s? 
MAEVE. Re ally? I can’t tell any dif fer ence.
DEV. Can’t tell any…? Blessed Mother of All Sweet Feck, 

help me to bear my Amer i can cross. (To CONNOR.)
Think you’re a gas feck, do ya?

CONNOR (hold ing up the ticket for DEV to see). Twenty-
 five bucks! Pay up.

(DEV slams the new pint of Guinness down in front of
CONNOR and storms off, EX IT ING through the por tal
and stomp ing down the cel lar stairs.)

DEV. You can top it off your self, ya wanker!
MAEVE. What was that all about?
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