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"A POT OF BROTH• 

A Farce in 1 Act 

by W.B. Yeats. 

SCENE . A Cottage K1 tchen. Fire bur ning on hearth L.l.t. Door R.U.R . 

Tabl e C on which are a plate of Oatmeal on L.H ., onions, a head of cabb~e 
a black, corked bottle of milk at upper end of Table. Chairs R and L of 

Tabla. Dresser with bowl and eggcup R below door. Chest in which are ham 

bone on plate, knife and fork, and hJttle of whisk8y, up stage L. 

Three knocks heard. BEGGARMAN looks in through door, then enters 

and looks about He has a stick and a sack. 
+ 

BEGGAR!v1AN 

What sort are the people of this house, wonder ? Was it a r,ood place 

for me to come to look for my dinner, wonder ( Puts stick and sack on 

chest and comes down to fi replace. , Looks at big pot) What's in t hat 

big pot. (Looks in) Nothing at all. What's in the little pot (looks) 

Nothinr, at all. (Goes round in front of tableo wd up R). What's in 

the bottle, I wonder lGo_es behind table, uncorks bottl e., excitedly, 

and drinks. Splutt ers) Milk Milk in a bottle I wondcn· they wouldn't 

afford a tin can to milk t he cow into ! ><what's in thet chest ( Tri ss to 

· open) Locked t Smells at keyhole) There 's a e;ood smell there. 'l'hE;re 
w~ 

must be a still hot far (Sits on chest. Shouts1 and loud , frirhtsn ed cack-

ling) What in t he .earthly world is EOing on outs1de. ftnyone would t.h1nk 

' it was the Fianna htirean; ·at t heir hunting 

SIBBY 'S VOlC!!. 

Stop tho gap~ Let you stop the e;ap John ! Stop that old schemer of a hen 

flyil1[-; up on the thatch like as if she was an eagl~ ! 



~ 

:-1,.: 
JOHN'S VOIC~ .. 

What can I do Sibby. 1 all to had my hand on her when she flew away. 

SIBBY'S VOICJ:!. 

She's out into the garden. Follow after her. She ha s the wide world 

before h r~r now 

Bl!;GGAR 

Sibby he called her. I wonder is it Sibby Conneely's house I am in. lf 

that's so; it's a bad cha nce l have of g oing out heRvier than 1 came in. 

I often heard of he r, a r egular old slave driver t hat would starve the 

rats. An old nifp,a rd t hat, her eyes on kippeens, t hat would skin a flea 

fo:r its hide. lt was the bad luck of the world brouf,ht me he re and not 

a house or a vill ag e between t h i s and Tubb er. And it isn't much I have 

laft to bring me on t h ere. (Si t s L of tabl e and be-g ins empt yi ng his 

pockets on table) There' s my pipe and not. a g r ain t o fill i t with. 

There's my handkerchief that l got at the Coronation dinner. There's 
, 

my knife and nothing left of it but t h e handle. (Shakes out sack ) And 

thare 's the crumb of the last dinner I got, · and the last I'm li kely to get 

till to-morrow. That's all I have in th e world, unless the stone I pi eked 

up to peg ·at that yelp1ng dog awhile ae;o. (Takl3s stone out of other 
{ ~) 

pocket) /}n the time long ago I usen 't to have much trouble to gF.Jt a d1nner 

e;etting over the old women and r; ett ing round thG young o1:1es. I rem e111ber 

the time I met the old mini star on the path and sold him his own fl ock 

of turkeys. My wits used to fill my stomach t hen, but I'm afraid t hey're 

[';Olrlf from me now -Nith all the hardship 1 went through \Cackl i ng heard 

aga1n and . cries) 

s lBBY Is vo I Ch 

Catch her. She's round the bush . Put your hand in t he nettles, dont be 

daunted. lA choked cackle and ~rolonged screech) 



BhGGAR 

Thera's a dinner for somebody any way. That it. may be for myself. How 

wi 11 r come round her 1 wonder. There's no more p1 t.y in her heart than 

th ere' s a soul in a dog. lf all the saints were standing there barefoot, 

she'd bid them call another day. It's myself 1 have to trust to now and 

my share of talk (Looks at stone) l know what I'll do. I know what a 

fri end of mine did on e time with a stone, and I'm as good a man as he is 

anyway. Now Sibby, if I dont do it one way, 1'11 do it another. My wits 

against the world (Sits at fire and sings) 

There's broth in the pot for you old man 
There's broth in the pot and cab bag~ for 
There's broth in the pot for you old man 
And beef for Jack the Journeyman. 

me. 

I wish you were dead my ~ay old man 
l wish you were dead and· a stone at. your head 
1 wish you were dead my_gay old man 
And l'd marry Jack the Journeyman. 

JOHN'S VOlCh 

Bring 1t 1n, bring it 1n Sibby. You'll be late wit,h the priest's dinnar. 

SIBBY 'S VOIC1 

Can't you wait a minute till J draw it ( hnt er JOHN R. D. B1GGAR r1 ses. 

JOHN 

(Start-s) I didn't know there was any one in the house tCrosses behind 

table to fire 

It's only this minute J came in, tired with the length of the road I am 

and fasting since morn1ng. · 

JOHN 

(Looks into pots) J '11 see if I can find _anythinp here for you .... l dont 

see much ... May be t here's somethiDE, in the chest lBll~Gr~AR goes up L. JOHN 

takes key from hiding place at back of hearth goes up and opens chest . 



take~ out hambone and bottle and places them on table. b.nt er SIBBY R.D. 

carrying hen almost plucked. She crosses and sits R of table and plucks 

remaining feathers. B.&;GGAR sits on chest. JOHN leans on table so as to 

hide ham bone 

SIBBY 

Hurry now John after all the time you have wasted. Why didn't you steal 

up on the hen that time she was scratching in the duRt ? 

JOHN 

-.. Sure I thought one of the chickens 'd be the tenderest. 

SIBBY 

Cock you up wjth tend~rness indeed ! All the expense I'm put to. (Holds 

up hen by neck) My grand hen I 've be'3n feedi ng th~se fiv e years. l sn 't 

that enoue;h to part with. J ndeed I would n 't have partod with her at. all 

but she had got tired of layi~ since ~aster. 

JOHN 

Well I thoug ht we ought to r,ive his reverence sorn et hi np: t hat'd he_ve a 

1 it tl e good 1 n it . 

I I Sl,BBY 
_L ' 1. :;7 ,t . ---:::, '(_f'_ 

Why couldn't the Kernans have g iven the pri~st his dinn er t he way t hey 

always do. What d1d it matter t he ir mother's brot he r t o have di .. d. It's 

an ~xcuss they had made up to put the expense of t he dinn 9r on me. 

JOHN 

WeJ l hope you have a g ood bit of bacon to put in the pot al onr, wi t h the 

hen. 

SIBBY 

Let m9 alone. The taste of meat on th9 knife 1s all that high up people 
1 like the clergy care for, nice genteel people no way g reedy like potato 

diegers or harvest man. 



, 
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JOHN 

Well, I naver saw the man gentle or simple wouldn't be glad of his fill of 

bacon and he hungry 

SJBBY 

Let me alone. 1 '11 show the Kernans what I can do (Puts hen on table and 

rises) I have what's better than bacon, a nice bit of a ham 1 am keeping 

in the chest this good while, thinki~ we might want it for company tX and 
w(_.,~~l!........:... 

goes up L. JOHN dodges h er from side to side to hide B~GGAR she throws 
;~--_ 

him over to C; sees B.BDGAR and starts back behind table) Who's there. A 

beggar is it. Than you may quit this house (points to door) if you 

please. We have nothinf: for you. 

B.&;GGAR 

(Rises and comes down La little) lt's a mistake you are mak1ne, ma'am . 

lt is not asking anything 1 am. It is g iving I am more us ed to. I \Vas . 
nevl3r in a house yet but there'd be a welcome for me ln lt ar.ai n. 

SIBBY (L.C. at back) 

Well you have the appearance of a b~gar, and if it isn't begp i~ you 

are, what way do you mak e your living ? 

B~GGAR (down stage L a li t tle) 

If I was a beggar ma'am, it's to common people I'd bA g oinr, and Y'l ot to a 

nice, grand woman like yourself, that's only us~d to be talkinr with high 

up, noble people. 

SJBBY 

Well, what is it you're asking? If it's a bit to eat you wa.nt i can't 

... g ive it you for I 've company coming that' 11 clear all be for e them 

BEGGAR 

Is it me ask anythine; to eat (Looks at stone) I have h ere what's better 

than beef and mutton and currant cakes and sacks of flour. 



SIBBY 

(Coming to him with hsr hands out ) What 1s it at all ? 

BEGGAR 

(Mysteriously) Those that gave it to me wouldn't like me to tell that 

SIBBY 

(Retreats alarmed and X to JOHN who is sti l~.C at back) Do you think 1 s 

he a man that has fri ends amo~ the Shea 

JOHN 

Your mind is always run11ing on the Shea since the time they made John 

Molloy find buried go ld on the bridge of Limerick \Comes down R as he 

speaks) I see nothing in it but a stone . 

B.t!;GGAR 

What can you see in it, you that never saw what it can do ? 

JOHN 

What 1s it it can do ? 

BbGGAR 

It can do many things and what it's going to do now 1 s to make me a drop 

of broth for my dinner. 

SI BBY 

(At back R.C.) I'd like to have a stone that could make broth . 

Bl',GGAR 

No one in the world but myself has one ma'am and no other stone in the world 

has the same power, for it has an enchantment on it. All l 'll ask of you 

~ now ma'am is the loan of a pot with a drop of boiling water in it. 

SIBBY 

You're welcome to that much. John, fill the small pot w1th water (JOHN 
.k (TW(- cJ,3 l,;;,t.t._ 

crossa~i and brings small pot forward L and kettl ~ of hot watar. SIBBY 

comes t o table and stands at corner of it finishinp: plucking hen .• BE;GGAR {L.C ) 

puts stone in pot ceremoniously. JOHN makes to _Rour water from kettle 



BEGGAR stops him then givAs a glance to attract SIBBY'S attention. Rubs 

stone with R coat tail; puts stons in pot. JOHN pours. BhGGAR stops him . 

takas stone out and rubs with other coat tail. SIBBY stops plucking and 

watches. BEGGAR puts stone in pot again. SlBBY and JOHN bend forward 

along with him1 looking into pot. B~GGAR looks up; SIBBY & JOHN look up; 

hold picture. ThE"n all three look down; Bl!.GGAR & JOHN look at each other. 

JOHN pouns water; puts down kettle. and goes up L and puts ham on chest, 

crosses at back and comes down R. BEGGAR during this puts pot on fire. 

Sl BBY is in front of table) 

B~GGAR 

There now. That 's all I havP to do but to put it. on the fire to boil 

and it ' s a grand pot of broth'll be before mG then. 

SlBBY ·(x to him) 

And 1s that all you have to put in it ? 

BEGGAR 

Nothing at all but that, only may be a bit of an hGrb for fear the enchant-
/(s~ (7'Y\ ~) 

ment might slip away from it. You wouldn't have a bit of the Slan lus 

(pronounce Slawn loose) in the house ma'am that was cut with a black-handled 

kni fa ? 

SJBBY 

(Sits L of table) Or a bit of the Faravan \ pronounce Far - a - vaun) t hat 

was picked when the wind. was from the north 

: ; SIBBY 

No indeed I'm sorry to say there's none. 

B.b;GGAR 

Or a sprig of the Ahartalav, the fat he r of he.rbs 

JOHN(going up R) 

There's plenty of it by the he.dge. I'll g o out _end gGt it for you. 



... BEGGAR 

0 dont mind taking so much trouble; those leaves beside me will do well 

enough (JOHN comas down R.C. BEGGAR takes cabbage and onions and puts 

them in) 

SIBBY 

But where did you get the stone at all. · 

BEGGAR 
- 4.:A:; {7V\ ~ ~ 

Well, it is how it hap:pened. / 1 was out one time end a grand greyhound 

with me andi t foll owed a hare and I went after it. And I ceme up at last 

to the edge of a gravel pit where there were a fE~w withered furze bushes, 

and there was my fine hound sitting up, and it shiv€ring, and a little 

old man sitting bBfore him and he taking off a hc;re-ski n coat (Looks 

round at ham bone) Give me the. loan of a kippeen to stir the pot with 

{Tak€s ham bone off chest quickly and puts into th~ pot and sits on stool 

again) 

JOI!1lN (R) 

0 the ham bone 

BEGGAR .. 
I didn't say a ham bone. said a hare-sk1n coat. 

SIBBY 

Hold your tongue John, if it's deaf you're gettir!g. 

BEGGAR 

{Stirring pot with ham bone) Well as 1 was telling you, he was sitti1:1.g up, 

~ and one time I thought he was as small as a nut and the next minv.te 

thour,ht his head to be in the stars. Frightened l was. 

Sl BBY 

No wonder, no wonder at all in that. 

BEGGAR 

He took the little stone then - that stone l have with me - out of the 



... 

side pocket of his coat, and he showed it to me. "Call off your dog ,•says 

hs, "and I'll give you that stone, and if ever you want a good drop pf broth 

or a bit of stirabout, or a drop of poteen itself, all you ha.ve to do is 

to put it down in a pot with a drop of water and stir it awhile, and you'll 

havs the thing you were wanting ready before you." 

SIBBY ~ 

Poteen Would it make t hat 

BEGGAR • 

It would ma'am; and w1ne , the same as the Clare Militia uses. 

SIBBY 

(Half rising) Let me see what does it look like now. 

B.&.GGAR 

Dont look at it for your life ma'am. 

that would look at it and it boiling. 

l t might bring bad luck on anyone 

must out a cover on the not or . ~ 

I must color the water some way. Give me a handful of t hat meal ~ S lBBY 

holds out a plate of meal, he puts hand ·ful in pot) 

JO HN 

Well he's a gifted man 

SlBBY 

l t 'd be a great: comfort to heve a stone likEt that (She ha s hen in hAr lap) 

BEGGAR 

And there's another thing it does ma'am si nce it came into Catholic hands. 

~ 1 f you put it into a pot of a Friday with a bit of the whit,est meat 111 

Ireland in it, it'd turn it as black as black. · 



~ 

SIBBY 

That's no less than a miracle. t must tell Father Jones about that. 

BEGGAR 

But to put a bit of meat with. it ary other day of the week it would do it 

no harm at all, but good. Look here now ma'am. I' ll put that nice little 

chicken you have in your lap in the pot for a minute till you see (Puts 

it into pot) 

JOHN 

(Sarcastically) It's a good job this 1s not a Friday tSits R of table) 

SIBBY 

Keep yourself quiet John, or you' 11 get a knock en the head, like; the King 

of Lochlann's grandmother. (~~) 

JOHN 

Go on, go on. 1 '11 say no more (Rests left arm on table and right arm 

on back of chair and turns his back on her) 

BRGGAR 

If I 'm passing t his way soma time of a Friday, 1 '11 hr inf a n1 ce bit of 

mutton or the breast of a turkey, and you'll see how it' 11 be no better 

in ten minutes than a fist-full of bog mould. 

SIBBY 

(Rising quickly) Let me take the chicken out. 

Bt!,GGJI.R 

Stop till 1 help you ma'am. You might scald yo,J.r he.nd. I'll show it to 

you in a minute as white as your own skin where t he lily and t h6 rose are 

fi t:;htif'{'; for mastery. Did you ever hear what the boys in your own parish 

were singing after you being married from them, such of th~m that had any 

voice at all and not choked with cry1ng or ssnsr;;l ess with the drop of drink 

they took to comfort them and to keep t he ir wits from .going with t he l oss 



~hilomel , I'Ye listened oft 
~o thy 1 n ill o -

not it • it ' th e or~ i 

'f D< ody' s _, 
s i ht of he r. 

o, hat's not it e ither - nh , now I h v i t . 

I .6BY: -

•. -. 

:• 

y pr tty aiotin 1 ~Y he ·rt• d sire , 
Yet I a hrunken to kin and bone • 

• by ou;d they call e ai tin? 

And why would.n • t tb y ? '· oul 
put your ri~ht n e in a son , an 

noo the br ina of ~ ny n 111 a 
i de of the road ? 

•. ell , ybe so • 

you wi h them to 
your man rea y to 

uch loo your 

:- I eas etandin~ y the n that made tho ong , and he 
r i t\in it wi h a n ol bit ~f a carpenters pencil , 

and the tears running ,.do n . 

y pro ty a i stin 
Yet I a shrunken 

or all oil 
Is drinking her h 

( business SIB Y ) 

is my rt ' s de ire , 
t o •kin and bone 

had f or ita · hiro 
l th w11en lo n& alon 

Oh I · ould t hi that I had y fee , 
bough .;hrunken to bone and skin , 

Could I but drin~ , my love on Jl knee 
Bet een t wo b r rel\s at the Inn . 

( re eat bQ ine l 

e.i t no ' t 111 you hear the end . 
, ine ni~bts I l ay in longi n sor 

et ecn ·two bu h s under the r a in 
1'b.1nkin , to m()et my love once ore 
I cried and his tled bu _vain , al1 v in , 



l. 
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fi 

o. tli • not it 

1 ~t1n 
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i 

desire , 
on • 

n th 4 t on • ana he 
bit of a- oarpcnters encil , 

o n. 

e ir , 

o:n • 

0 

you r t he end . 
I ls i n longinB or 
bu h s u der he r in 

vain , 



of you .( S l BBY sits L arai n complacently) 

SI BBY 

Did they do that indeed. 

f,- did 
• • 

BBGGAR 

what the 
.,- • 4> ... ~ 

spouse of Naoise, ~rin's woe 
n and Venus lon8 ago 

Th i · charms would fade, their fame 
Bes ·de mo gradh, mo stor, mo chree 
Ili1y . ' bby 0 ! 

~ (SI BBY rises, with 

Her 
Her 

hen . B~;GGAR s her down agai n) 

re grey like morn · g dew 
hair falls to er shoe 

. ., 

The swan 1 blacker th Looks round for a simile t hen 
at his hand) my nail 

anuaile 

I 

(Sl BBY rises aga1n. Wait till you hear the end 

The King of anc 'd __ Ei ve his throne 
To share he pillo (Wnat's the rhyme at allJ 
So woul d myself 

(SI BBY keeps fork in her h d) 

(Rises) 

The panish fleet is on the sea 
To arry away mo gradh m chree 
M Sibby 0 (JOHN rises an X R) 

SIBBY 

e and BE;GGAR r epeat last 

The Spanish fleet etc. 

SIBBY 

SIBBY beats time) 

(Goes across to John and points fork at him) alwe.ys knew was too 

good for youJBE;GGAR quickl y takes out chicken and puts 1t on tabl e . 

S I BEY who has been standing R. C. with her arn1s fclded concfn tedly, re­

col lects herself and rushes over L 

SI BBY 

Did you take the chicken out yet ? 

- --~--~-----------------



BtGGAR 

l did rna 'am. Look at it there (SlBBY sits L of table) 

JOHN tR) 

How is t he broth getting on 

BE.GGAR 

It's grand. It's always grand. 

SIBBY 

Give me a taste of it. 

BbGGAR A-yw~~ -::::: ~ 

Give me some vessel till I give this sky woman a taste of it (JOHN g1 ves 
~ 

him an eggcup fromdresser crossing behind table to him. He fills and 
13~:rcv. 

gi ves to SIBBY. JO HN gives him a bowl at same time , which b fills and 

drinks from. JOHN goas behind table and comes down R. S1 BBY blows at 

hers and smells it) 

SlBBY 

There's a good smell on it anyway. (Tast es) 1 t 's lovely. 0 I 'd g ive 

the world and all to have the. · stone that made that 

BhGGAR 

The riches of the world wouldit 't buy it rna 'am. 1 f I was inclined to sell 

it the Lord Lieutenant would hav& gi ven me Dub1in Castl e and all that's 

in it long ae;o. 

SIBBY 

0 couldn't we coax it. out of you a:ny way at all 

B.hGfiA.R 

The whole world wou.ldn 't coax me out of it exce9t. may be for onc. t.hi:ne;. 
~·...u.. 

Now, I think of it, there's only one reason 1 mir-ht think of parting it 

at all. 



SIBBY 

(Eagerly) What reason 1 s that ? { f--/:; en c.r vv-- t;;z.u) 

B~GGAR 

It's a misfortun€ that overtakes me: ma'am every time l make an attempt to 

keep a pot of my own to boi 1 it in and l dont like to be always under a 

compliment to ths neighbours asking the loan of one. But whatev9r way 

it is, l never can keep a pot with me. l had a right to ask one of thA 

litt.lE~ man that gave me the stone. The l ast one l bought got the bottom 

:4l burnsd out of it one nipht l was g1 v1ng a hand to a fri end that keeps a 

still, and the on~ before that l hid under a bush one time I was going 

into Ennis for the night, and some boys of the town dreamed about it and 

went looking for treasure in it and they found nothing but ep:p;sheil ls but 

they brot~ht it away for all that and another one ... 

SIBBY 

(Rises) Give ms the loan of the stone itself and l ' 11 engage l '11 keep a 

pot for it ... Wait now t1ll I make some offer t o yon. ( ~jPv> ~~~···~:-...-A­

BEGGAR 

(Rises. Aside) l 'd bsst not be stopping to bargain . The priest might 

be coming on me. Well ma'am l 'm sorry I can't oblige you (As ht> g oes up 

L ) (Behind table) I've no time to lose rna ' am . l ' m off. Well rna ' am 1.vhat 

offer'll you make 

JOHN 

(R) You may as well leave it for a day on trial f1rst. 

BEGGAR 

(To JOHN) 1 think it's likely l '11 not be passing this way ap a1n . (To 

SIBBY) Well now rna' am as you were so kind and for the sake of t he g ood 

treatment you gave me, l '11 ask nothi 11f, for it at all. He r e it, 1 s for 

you and welcome (Hands it across to her. She exa.mi nes stone J That you may 



live ~ong to use it. But I '11 just take a little bit 1n my ba-e; that ' ll 

do for supper; fer fear I mi~htn 't be in Tubber before night. \Takes chicken) 

and puts in sa.cl<. ) And you wont begrudge me the drop of whiskEiy when you 

can make plenty for yourself from this out ltakss bottle~~~) 

JOHN 

(Goes to him) You deserve it, you deserve it indeed. You 're a very giftsd 
"J /. tt;_ k. . ,, 

man. Dont forget the kippeen (B~GG..AR tsJ~ ftM'l~;'; tt'h\;r ~ 
ami exit followed by JOHN 1 both singing 11 There 's broth in the pot"etc., R.o, 

SlBBY 

(L of table) B~th of th e btSst, sti:rabout, potef;·n, 'vi.Tlne itself h1:3 said 

and the people that'll be com1ne to see t ha miracle. 1 'll be as rich as 

Biddy b.arly bAfor& I diA. \~nt er JOHN R.D.) Where were you John 

JOHN 

I went out to shake him by the hand. He ' s a verv rri ft ed man. " (_ ) 

SJBBY 

He 1 s so indeed 

JOHIN 

And t h6 priest's at the top of the borE~ en coming for his dinner. May 

be you'd best put the stone in t he pot ae;ain (SIBBY e;oas to fire, brings ~ 

pot. forward; repeats busim:·ss with stone; puts y.>ot. on f1:ra; sit.s and 

blows fire. JOHN watuhes he.r put stone in pot t hen X and sit. R of tab1v. 

CURTA1N 

.. 
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