
Fate’s Poisoned Arrow    

 Tamilore Abogunrin 

Based on Jack Pakenham’s ‘Peace Talks’ painting. GABRIELLA MALLORY and ORLAITH KENNEDY enter, 

going around inspecting other paintings together, arm in arm. Both women are in their early twenties. 

ORLAITH is dressed in pastel colours. GABRIELLA is slightly taller than ORLAITH and is dressed in dark 

colours, wearing a leather jacket and gold ring. ORLAITH has a care-free air about her, whilst 

GABRIELLA seems more reserved. A TOUR GUIDE, who was off to the side watching them as they enter, 

stands in front of the audience to address them.  

GUIDE Oh, to be young and in love! Our two lovers, women cut from different cloths. She 

(Gestures to ORLAITH) is Orlaith Kennedy. Artistic, outgoing, a hopeless romantic. 

Born to Catholic parents, she grew up in Twinbrook, raised in terrace housing on a 

street named Verona. The other is Gabriella Mallory. Athletic, reserved, likes the 

simple things in life. She’s a Protestant girl, hailing from Rosalind Lane, Newtownards. 

Our story takes place in my favourite exhibit. And that’s due to this wonderful 

painting! (Gestures behind to ‘Peace Talks’). A wonderful work of art, highlighting 

everything that the troubles, that terrible time in our history, was. Dark, twisted, 

horrifying. With victims on both sides, it speaks to all who see it. And as it speaks, it 

encourages others to speak. Conversation sparks, ignited by premature love, feelings 

and emotions on full display. History is repeated, the past relived, and you, dear 

audience, are privy to it all. (Pauses) Two households, both alike in dignity, from 

ancient grudge break to new mutiny.   

ORLAITH and GABRIELLA arrive in front of ‘Peace Talks’ and stop, angling themselves so that the 

audience can see them.  

ORLAITH (In awe) These paintings are all so beautiful. 

GABRIELLA (Somewhat uninterested with her hands in her pockets) Yeah, suppose they are. 

ORLAITH Suppose? They’re gorgeous! The artists really portray their intentions beautifully. 

(Gesturing to ‘Peace Talks’) I mean, look at this one! 

GABRIELLA Kind of hideous, no? 

ORLAITH That’s the point! It’s on the Troubles! It’s meant to be grotesque! The form, the 

colours, the expression! It’s almost poetic! 

GABRIELLA Didn’t know you were such an art enthusiast. 

ORLAITH (Pauses and looks directly at GABRIELLA) I’m studying art at university, Gabriella! 

GABRIELLA Oh…really? 

ORLAITH I told you that on our first date! 

GABRIELLA Did you? 

ORLAITH (Exasperated) I showed you my work! You said you liked it! 

GABRIELLA Honest to God, I don’t remember.  

ORLAITH It was last week! 
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GABRIELLA (Shushing ORLAITH) Shush, people are staring. (Gestures towards audience) 

ORLAITH I don’t care! (Realises she is being extremely loud and smiles quickly at audience. 

Speaking in a hushed, whispered, tone she continues) I don’t care. It’s the principle 

that matters. I mean, how can you forget! We met on campus! Granted, it was in the 

library, but did you really not notice the giant art history textbook I was carrying? 

GABRIELLA Cut me some slack, it’s only our second date! And we met two months ago, and only 

said “hi” to each other, Orlaith. I was probably just too nervous. 

ORLAITH (Perks up) Nervous? 

GABRIELLA Yeah. I mean, I was finally on a date with the person I’d been crushing on for so long. 

(ORLAITH smiles) Besides, remember how I said that I’m not even into art? I wanted 

to go hiking up the Mournes, but you said it wasn’t practical. (She leans against the 

wall) 

ORLAITH It’s not! I don’t want to get sweaty and sticky on a date! 

GABRIELLA Hiking isn’t that hard. 

ORLAITH (Waves hand to dismiss her) We can go hiking for our one-year anniversary. 

GABRIELLA You hoping we last that long is cute. But like, I’m not doing museum dates for a whole 

year. 

ORLAITH Do you honest to God expect me to go up a random, isolated mountain, that’s a good 

hour away from where I live, with someone I barely know? That’s a true crime 

documentary waiting to happen! How do I know you’re not secretly a serial killer? 

(She glares at GABRIELLA with an accusatory look, prompting GABRIELLA to throw 

back her head and laugh) 

GABRIELLA Looks like you’ve found me out. I’m a serial killer who is obsessed with cute loud girls 

who are into art. 

ORLAITH Ha! Nice try. You couldn’t be obsessed with art girls when you didn’t even remember 

I am an art girl! Unless it’s all a rouse and you’re only – wait, what do you mean, 

“loud”? 

GABRIELLA laughs again and puts her arm around ORLAITH’s neck, pulling her close.  ORLAITH has a 

sheepish grin as she leans in closer to GABRIELLA. The TOUR GUIDE comes out to address the audience. 

GUIDE So, our young couple is on a date at the museum. How fitting. When they met, it was 

as though Cupid himself had struck them with his arrow, their hearts skipping a beat 

as they both laid eyes on each other for the first time.. For when a child of green and 

orange mix, trying to bridge the gap between their ancestors, we’re reminded of how 

troubled the past truly was. (Pauses) For this alliance may so happy prove, to turn 

your household’s rancour to pure love.  

TOUR GUIDE leaves to the side.  

ORLAITH God, the troubles were so dark. This painting really does highlight the need for 

healing. 

GABRIELLA Yeah, the RA showed no mercy, and – 
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ORLAITH What do you mean “the RA” 

GABRIELLA The IRA? 

ORLAITH Were you going to mention the British army? Or do you believe that only nationalists 

were merciless? 

GABRIELLA Well, no I wasn’t going to mention them. But I didn’t mean to come off as – 

ORLAITH Violence plagued our side too! No side showed mercy. That was an incredibly ignorant 

statement.   

GABRIELLA I didn’t even get to make a statement! (Sighs) Forget it. I just – 

ORLAITH Save it. I wouldn’t expect you to get it anyway. The ruling class are always the most 

ignorant. (She looks away, folding her arms and letting out an exasperated sigh.) 

GABRIELLA That’s not fair, Orlaith. 

ORLAITH ignores her and an awkward silence ensues. GABRIELLA puts her hand in her pockets and 

stares at her feet. She eventually glances up at ORLAITH who’s ignoring her still. She sighs and stands 

in front of ORLAITH who looks up at her. 

ORLAITH What is it? 

GABRIELLA I’m sorry. I’m not sectarian. I mean, I’m literally on a date with a Catholic. I just…wasn’t 

raised to always consider both points of views. Promise I wasn’t going in the direction 

you  think. 

ORLAITH  (There’s a slight pause) No, I’m sorry. I may have overreacted a bit. I guess I’m just 

really sensitive to things like that due to…family history. 

GABRIELLA Family history? 

ORLAITH (Dismissively) It doesn’t matter, don’t worry. And hey, arguments are good! We come 

from different backgrounds. We have to learn to understand each other if we want 

this to work. That includes realising our differences and different upbringings. I mean, 

have you ever been to a mass?  

GABRIELLA Well, no. I’m a prod, Orlaith. 

ORLAITH (Waves hand dismissively again) Okay, oaky, okay! Did you ever have Catholic friends 

growing up?  

GABRIELLA Not really. I went to a protestant school, so.  

ORLAITH (In slight annoyance) Have you ever spoken to a Catholic before? 

GABRIELLA (Deadpan) Orlaith. 

ORLAITH What? It’s just a question! We need to start somewhere! 

GABRIELLA (Slightly interrogatory) Well, have you ever been to a bonfire before? 

ORLAITH You honestly think I’ve been to bonfire before? What do I look like attending one? 

GABRIELLA (Mocking ORLAITH) What? It’s only a question.  
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GABRIELLA smiles at ORLAITH who rolls her eyes 

GABRIELLA So what’s your favourite colour? 

ORLAITH Either yellow or green. 

GABRIELLA Oh! Green’s my favourite colour too. 

ORLAITH Shouldn’t it be orange or something? 

GABRIELLA laughs at ORLAITH who also cracks a smile. 

GABRIELLA Basketball or netball 

ORLAITH (Rolling her eyes) Neither! I’d rather sleep. 

GABRIELLA (Nodding in agreement) Sleep is always the superior option 

ORLAITH Always. Cats or dogs. 

GABRIELLA I know you’re a cat lady, but dogs. Cookies or brownies? 

ORLAITH Cookies! 

GABRIELLA Smart answer. Okay, I have to ask. Where do you keep your ketchup? 

ORLAITH In the fridge, duh. 

GABRIELLA (Exclaiming) You keep your ketchup in the fridge! 

ORLAITH You don’t? 

GABRIELLA What type of insanity. It goes in the cupboard. 

ORLAITH Who wants warm ketchup? It needs to be kept cold! You put it in the fridge with the 

milk and bread and – 

GABRIELLA You put your bread in the fridge! But I’m the serial killer. 

ORLAITH Anyone who doesn’t want their red sauce cold is a serial killer!  

GABRIELLA shakes her head and ORLAITH giggles at her 

ORLAITH Okay, okay, my turn! Summer or Winter? 

GABRIELLA Winter.  

ORLAITH Care to explain why? 

GABRIELLA Because that’s the season we met. 

ORLAITH Cute. Now, answer for real! 

GABRIELLA I just love the cold weather. I guess because you can wrap yourself up in blankets, 

protect yourself from the harshness of the world. You can hide and no one will fault 

you. You? 

ORLAITH I prefer Summer! The sun, the light. All is exposed! No one is afraid. I believe people 

are their true selves in Summer. (Pauses for a slight moment of consideration) Look at 
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us. Summer and Winter, Catholic and Protestant. Something quite romantic about it. 

I guess opposites do attract. 

GABRIELLA Better love story than Twilight. 

ORLAITH Than Romeo and Juliet! I’ve always loved it from when I was younger. Forbidden love 

has always fascinated me. 

GABRIELLA Did you not think they were a bit dumb, thinking their like – week old love – could 

rectify all the years of wrongdoing?  

ORLAITH They weren’t dumb! (Dream like) They were brave. 

GABRIELLA (Smiling at ORLAITH) I do hope you know they die in the end? 

ORLAITH (Speaking matter-of-factly) Death is inevitable, true love is for ever!  

GABRIELLA (with fresh energy) Grandad or Grandma? 

GABRIELLA’s smile falters as she watches ORLAITH visibly get quite uncomfortable. ORLAITH tugs at 

her sleeves, avoiding eye contact.   

ORLAITH I, um, I never got to meet my grandfather. He was murdered during the Troubles. 

GABRIELLA Oh, God, Orlaith, I’m sorry. I –     

ORLAITH It’s not your fault, you didn’t know! Sorry. Tell me about your grandfather. 

GABRIELLA (Nervously rubbing the back of her neck) Oh, well, uh, he was a soldier. He’s a really 

sweet man. He chose the name Gabriella for me. It means ‘my strength is God’. It’s 

something he used to always say when he was serving. Our surname, Mallory, means 

unlucky. Gabriella Mallory. God will strengthen her, even in the most unfortunate of 

situations. 

ORLAITH (Smiling to herself) That’s beautiful. 

GABRIELLA wraps her arm around ORLAITH once more, the pair leaning into each other as they turn 

their attention to ‘Peace Talks’ again, the TOUR GUIDE stepping out to address the audience again. 

GUIDE A name is a powerful thing. From times of tribes, clans, and kings. A name is history. 

And history is in a name. History is also violence here. Names and violence go hand in 

hand. A name one community deems as a beacon of hope, the other deems a symbol 

of fear. (Pauses) These violent delights have violent ends. 

TOUR GUIDE leaves to the side once again as ORLAITH and GABRIELLA stand in front of a portrait, 

leaning into each other. 

ORLAITH You know, I used to be so jealous of people who had grandfathers.My mother’s dad 

walked out on them so all I’ve ever had is my grandmothers. Apparently, my 

grandfather was into art. That made five-year-old me want to do the same, and I just 

never grew out of it. 

GABRIELLA How’d he die? If you don’t mind telling. 

ORLAITH I already told you he was murdered. 

GABRIELLA I know, but like, how? Like, what actually happened.   
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ORLAITH pauses and takes a deep breathe 

ORLAITH You know Bloody Sunday? 

GABRIELLA (Nodding solemnly) 1972. 

ORLAITH Yup. January 30th. He was a protester there and he saw the soldiers gun down people. 

My granny says he was traumatised! He wouldn’t stop going on about the screaming 

and the gun shots and all the chaos.  

GABRIELLA Wait, he didn’t die during the protest? 

ORLAITH No, he was killed a few days later… 

GABRIELLA (After a slight pause) You don’t have to continue if you don’t want to. 

ORLAITH No, no, it’s fine. It was February 4th – 

GABRIELLA (whispers) February 4th? 

ORLAITH He and his mate, Colm Casey, were walking to the local library when they spotted a 

soldier who they recognised from the previous Sunday. Mr. Casey wanted to turn back 

but my grandfather was stubborn and very confrontational. (Slightly laughing in 

disbelief) He went right up to the soldier and started screaming in his face, calling him 

a murderer. (GABRIELLA starts fiddling with her ring) It got very heated. Apparently, 

my grandfather hit him! (Staring straight at audience) Mr. Casey doesn’t really recall 

what exactly happened but what he does know is he heard grandfather shouting, and 

then the soldier got very quiet, and then he grabbed something. Grandfather backed 

away, and then there was a shot. A shot. Another shot. Bastard shot him three fucking 

times. 

ORLAITH suddenly snaps back to reality and wipes at a tear, still facing the audience. 

ORLAITH God, sorry, that was kind of dramatic. I’m sorry. British soldiers obviously don’t have 

the best relationship with my community (Turning to face GABRIELLA) Anyway, let’s 

continue on. 

ORLAITH trails off as she realises GABRIELLA is nervously fiddling with her ring, staring at the ground. 

GABRIELLA February 4th? 

TOUR GUIDE comes out before the audience again. 

GUIDE Cupid’s poison seems to be at work. Kennedy and Mallory, a history ugly and unlucky. 

(Pauses and looks around at all the paintings) A plague o’ both your houses. 

TOUR GUIDE leaves to the side 

ORLAITH Are you okay? 

GABRIELLA Yes, sorry. 

ORLAITH (teasing but also moved) Gabriella, I didn’t take you for the sensitive type! 

GABRIELLA (Rolling her eyes) Yeah, yeah, whatever. Let’s just hurry up so we can move on. 
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ORLAITH (Grabbing GABRIELLA’s arm) Look at us! The granddaughter of a British soldier and 

the granddaughter of someone killed by one, coming together, bridging the gap! I’m 

sure certain ancestors are rolling in their grave but, you know what? I don’t care! My 

grandfather’s murder hurt my family so much. But maybe it’s time we move on, you 

know? Anyway, want to tell me some facts about netball, or something, Miss I’d 

Rather Be Hiking.  

GABRIELLA You really think we should move on? 

ORLAITH I mean, of course. There’s been so much hurt done on both sides. But we need to 

learn to come together to heal, no matter how hard it is. 

GABRIELLA looks down at her feet, obviously bothered by something.  

GABRIELLA Um, can I tell you a bit about my grandfather, too? 

ORLAITH Sure! Say whatever is on your mind, I’m all ears! 

GABRIELLA Okay, well, before I say anything, promise you won’t get angry. 

ORLAITH Why would I get angry?  

GABRIELLA Just promise.  

ORLAITH Okay, fine, I promise! This is an anger free zone!  

GABRIELLA My grandad. He was… 

ORLAITH Yes? 

GABRIELLA He was, um, he was at Bloody Sunday. 

ORLAITH goes still as GABRIELLA waits for a response 

ORLAITH Okay, well. I guess it was his duty, or something. (She laughs nervously) 

GABRIELLA That’s not all. 

ORLAITH Oh? Well, please, continue. 

GABRIELLA Bloody Sunday isn’t what matters. You see, a few days later something else happened. 

(She swallows) It was February 4th. 

GABRIELLA turns away, unable to meet ORLAITH’s questioning gaze, continuing her story by speaking 

to the audience  

GABRIELLA And grandad was out on a patrol. He wandered off a bit to a nearby street from his 

group when this man suddenly came up to him, screaming in his face. 

ORLAITH What? 

GABRIELLA Grandad said the man was calling him all types of things. Saying he recognised him 

from the protests. He kept calling him a murderer.He started attacking grandad. I was 

told he even punched out one of his teeth. No one was helping him. His group wasn’t 

there. He feared for his life! 

ORLAITH puts her hand over her mouth, sick as the truth dawns on her quickly 
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GABRIELLA He needed to do something. It was in self-defence! Orlaith, please, you promised you 

wouldn’t get angry. 

GABRIELLA turns to ORLAITH, trying to hold her hand, but ORLAITH snatches her hand away, refusing 

to meet GABRIELLA’s eyes. 

ORLAITH (Coldly) Finish your story. 

GABRIELLA He took the only option he had. He shot him. Grandad shot him. But he had no choice! 

Who knows what could’ve happened? He had to! Orlaith, please, you have to 

understand! Grandad swears it was only once!  

ORLAITH He lied! He’s a liar! 

GABRIELLA Orlaith, shush (She gestures to audience)  

 ORLAITH Do you honestly think I care! 

GABRIELLA Orlaith, please! 

ORLAITH Leave me alone! Your grandfather is nothing but a cold-blooded killer! Was that 

Sunday not enough? He just had to take the law in his own hands! That uniform 

doesn’t mean shite! At the end of the day, he’s nothing but some cowardly scum! 

GABRIELLA You take that back! He is not to blame for all those deaths! It’s his duty to –  

ORLAITH (Interrupting) Hs duty to what? Decide who gets to live and die? Who’s allowed to feel 

loyal to a country? Who’s allowed to show human fucking emotion? How many others 

has he killed? How many other fathers? Sons? Brothers? 

GABRIELLA You’re acting as if it was only one side doing any killing! 

ORLAITH At least we didn’t have an army! 

GABRIELLA Army is literally in the name of –  

ORLAITH Oh my God, would you stop! They weren’t backed by a whole government! They were 

civilians fighting for what they believed in! Same goes for the paramilitaries on your 

side! The soldiers were different. They were hired! Paid! Your grandfather did it for 

the money! 

GABRIELLA That’s not true!  

ORLAITH Oh, so now I’m a liar. 

GABRIELLA Orlaith! 

ORLAITH If it weren’t for that uniform, all those soldiers you revere and love so much would be 

serial killers!  

GABRIELLA We both know that that’s not fair or true. And why are you taking this out on me? I 

wasn’t there. I wish I could turn back time, I really do. But I can’t. The past is the past! 

Orlaith, please. 

GABRIELLA touches ORLAITH’s arm, causing her to step back. 
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ORLAITH (fake jovial – sarcastic) Okay, fine! Let’s move past this! Let’s leave the past in the 

past! Yes! Let’s fall in love! Get engaged! Be a modern-day Romeo and Juliet! (as if 

meeting the family) Hey, everyone, this is Gabriella! The granddaughter of the man 

who ruined our fucking lives! In fact, we’ll introduce our families at the same time! 

I’m sure my granny would love to see the face of the monster who ended the life of 

her husband! 

GABRIELLA (Sounding defeated) Orlaith… 

ORLAITH My dad would be ecstatic to meet the pig who is responsible for him not having a 

father growing up! And even if they’re not, who cares! We’ll get married anyway! 

Because we’re in love! We can just ignore the past!  

GABRIELLA But you said – 

ORLAITH To Hell with what I said! Your family caused mine so much shit! 

GABRIELLA (Almost as a whisper) I’m sorry. 

ORLAITH (She pauses for a bit, taking a few deep breathes) I think I should go.  

GABRIELLA tries to stop ORLAITH, but she leaves. GABRIELLA leans against the wall and closes her eyes. 

After a few seconds she too exits the exhibit as the TOUR GUIDE steps out to address the audience for 

the final time 

GUIDE Our two lovers, driven apart by the past. I wonder if Gabriella has gone after Orlaith, 

convincing her that their young romance is worth fighting for, and the two learn to 

get past it. Or have they truly gone their separate ways, the gravity of the actions of 

their forefathers too much for their young shoulders, and indeed hearts, to bear. 

Regardless, I wish them both the best. As I do all of you. I do hope that the dream the 

artist had for this painting is realised one day. Maybe one day. And as I part, I repeat 

the words of dear Narcissus, the poor soul. I loved you in vain, farewell. (Pauses) 

Farewell. 

TOUR GUIDE exits 


