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Saint: The cat went here and there
And the moon spun round like a top,
And the nearest kin of the moon,
The creeping cat, looked up.
Black Minnaloushe stared at the moon,
For wander and wail as he would,
The pure cold light in the sky
Troubled his animal blood.
Two beggars enter—a blind man with a lame man on his back. The Blind Beggar is counting the paces.

Blind Beggar : One thousand and six, one thousand and seven, one thousand and nine.  Look well now, for we
should be in sight of the holy well of Saint Colman.  The beggar at the cross-roads said it was one thousand paces
from where he stood and a few paces over.  Look well now, can you see the big ash-tree that's above it ?

Lame Beggar: No,notyet.

BB:  Then we must have taken a wrong tum; flighty you always were, and maybe before the day is over you will have me
drowned in Kiltartan River ormaybe in the sea itself.

LB: Thave brought you the right way, but you are a lazy man, Blind Man, and you make very short strides.

BB:  Its great daring you have, and how could I make a long stride and you on my back from the peep o' day ?

LB: And maybe the beggar of the cross-roads was only making it up when he said a thousand paces and a few
paces more. You and I, being beggars, know the way of beggars, and maybe he never paced it at all,
being a lazy man.

BB:  Getup. It'stoomuchtalk youhave.

LB: ButasIwassaying, he being a lazy man—O, O, O, stop pinching the calf of my leg and I'll not say another word till I'm
spoken to.

They go round the stage as they move the following song is sung.

S: Minnaloushe runs in the grass
Lifting his delicate feet.

Do you dance, Minnaloushe, do you dance ?
When two close kindred meet

What better than call a dance ?

Maybe the moon may learn,

Tired of that courtly fashion,



A new dance turn.

BB: Doyouseethe big ash-tree ?

LB: 1do then, and the wall under it, and the flat stone, and the things upon the stone; and here is a good dry place

to kneel in.

BB: Youmay get down so. I begin to have it in my mind that I am a great fool, and it was you who egged me
on with your flighty talk

LB: How should you be a great fool to ask the saint to give you back your two eyes?

BB:  There is many gives money to a blind man and would give nothing but a curse to a whole man, and if it was not for one

thing—but no matter anyway.

LB: IfIspeak outall that's inmy mind you won't take a blow at me atall ?

BB:  Iwill not this time.

LB: Andmaybe we'll see the blessed saint this day, for there's an odd one sees him, andmaybe that will be a grander

thing than having my two legs, though legs are a grand thing,

BB:  You're getting flighty again, Lame Man ; what could be better for you than to have your two legs?

LB: Do you think now will the saint put an ear on him at all, and we without an Ave or a Patemoster to put before the
prayer or after the prayer?

BB: Now the Church says that it is a good thought, and a sweet thought, and a comfortable thought, that every

man may have a saint to look after him, and I, bemg blind, give it out to all the world that the bigger the sinner
the better pleased is the saint. 1 am sure and certain that Saint Colman would not have us two different from what
weare.

LB: Tlnotgivein tothat.

BB: Isitcontradictingmeyouare? Areyouinreachofmyam®?  swinging stick.

LB: TI'mnot Blind Man, you couldn't touch me at all; but as  was saying. . .

S: Will yoube cured or will you be blessed ?

LB: Lordsaveus, that is the saint's voice and we not on our knees.

They kneel.

BB:  Ishe standing before us, Lame Man?

LB: Icannotsee himatall. Itisintheash-trec heis, orup intheair

S: Wil yoube cured or will you be blessed ?

LB: There he is again.

BB: I'll be cured of my blindness.

S:  Tamasamntand lonely. Will you become blessed and stay blind and we will be together always?

BB: No, no, your Reverence, if I have to choose, I'll have the sight of my two eyes, for those that have their
sight are always stealing my things and telling me lies, and some maybe that are near me. So don't take
itbad of me, Holy Man, that I ask the sight of my two eyes.

LB: Noonerobs him and no one tells him lies; its all inhis head, itis.  He's had his tongue on me all day because he thinks [
stole a sheep of his.

BB: Itwasthe feel of his sheepskin coat put it into my head, but my sheep was black, they say, and he tells me, Holy Man, that
his sheepskin is of the most lovely white wool so that it is a joy to be looking at it.

S: Lame Man, will you be cured or will you be blessed?

LB: Whatwould it be like to be blessed?

S: Youwould be of the kin of the blessed saints and of the martyrs.



LB: Isittrue now that they have a book and that they write the names of the blessed in that book?

S: Many atime I have seen the book, and your name would be in it.

LB: It would be a grand thing to have two legs under me, but I have it in my mind that it would be a grander thing to
have my name in that book.

S: Itwould be a grander thing,

LB: Iwillstay lame, Holy Man, and I will be blessed.

S:  Inthe name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit I give this Blind Man sight and I make this Lame Man blessed.

BB: Iseeitall now, the blue sky and the big ash-tree and the well and the flat stone,—all as I have heard the people say—and
the things the praying people put on the stone, the beads and the candles and the leaves tom out of prayer-books, and
the hairpins and the buttons. It is a great sight and a blessed sight, but I don't see yourself, Holy Man—isitupin
the big tree you are?

LB: Why, there heis in front of you and he laughing out of his wrinkled face.

BB: Where, where ?

LB: Why, there, between you and the ash-tree.

BB: There's nobody there—you're at your lies again.

LB: Tamblessed, and thatis why I can see the holy samt.

BB: ButifI don't see the saint, there's something else I can see.

LB: Theblue sky and green leaves are a great sight, and a strange sight to one that has been long blind.

BB: There is a stranger sight than that, and that is the skin of my own black sheep on your back.

LB: Haven't I been telling you from the peep o' day that my sheepskin is that white it would dazzle you?

BB:  Are you so swept with the words that you've never thought that when I had my own two eyes, I'd see what colour was
onit?

LB: Ineverthoughtof that.

BB: Areyou that flighty?

LB: Iamthatflighty. Butam Inotblessed, andit'sasin to speak against the blessed.

BB:  Well, I'll speak against the blessed.

LB: Don'tlay ahand on me. Would you be as bad as Caesar and as Herod and Nero and the other wicked emperors of
antiquity?

BB: Wherell I hit him, for the love of God, wherelll I hit him ?

The Blind Beggar beats Lame Beggar:  The Blind Beggar goes out

LB: Thatisasoul lost, Holy Man.

S: Maybe so.

LB: Idbetter be going, Holy Man, for hell rouse the whole country against me.

S: Helldothat.

LB: AndIhave it inmymind notto even myself again with the martyrs, and the holy confessors, till [ am more used to being
blessed.

S: Bend down your back.

LB: What for, Holy Man?

S:  ThatImay getuponit.

LB: Butmy lame legs would never bear the weight of you.

S: I'mupnow.

LB: Idon't feel you at all.



S:  Idontweigh more than a grasshopper:

LB: Youdonot.

S:  Are you happy?

LB: IwouldbeifTwasright sure I was blessed.

S:  Haven'tyou gotme for a friend?

LB: Thaveso.

S: Thenyou're blessed.

LB: Wil you see that they put my name in the book?

S: Iwillthen.
LB: Letusbe going, Holy Man.
S:  Butyoumustbless the road.

LB: Thaven'ttheright words.

S: Whatdo youwant words for?  Bow to what is before you, bow to what is behind you, bow to what is to the left of you,
bow to what is to the right of you.

The Lame Beggar begins to bow.

S: Thatsno good.

LB: No good, Holy Man?
S: No good at all. You must dance.
LB: Buthowcanldance? Amn'tlalameman?
S:  Aren't you blessed?
LB: Maybeso.
S:  Arentyouamiracle?
LB: Tam,Holy Man.
S:  Then dance, and that'll be a miracle.
The Lame Beggar begins to dance
S: Minnaloushe creeps through the grass
LB: Minnaloushe creeps through the grass
S: From moonlit place to place.
LB:  From moonlit place to place.
S: The sacred moon overhead
LB: The sacred moon overhead
S & LB: Has taken a new phase.
S: Does Minnaloushe know that his pupils
LB: Does Minnaloushe know that his pupils
S: Wil pass from change to change,
LB: Wil pass from change to change,
S:  And that from round to crescent,
LB: From crescent to round they range ?
S & LB: Minnaloushe creeps through the grass
Alone, important and wise,
And lifis to the changing moon
His changing eyes END






