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An anthropological note on Gobshites: 

 

Gobshit eland i s a w orld in habit ed by Gobsh i tes, eejit s , 

cu t e- hoors, fid dlers , swi ndle r s and gangs t ers of  all sor t s. 

Gobshit es hav e thei r own s ocial hiera r chy a nd th eir ow n hero es. 

The gre atest of  t hese heroe s is calle d, Gubu.    
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Act One  
Scene One: 

(Music l oud Père Ubu -  t he st age i s sur r ound ed wi t h ga r ish f lesh 

and blo od co l oure d ima ges o f tor t ure and d ebrai ning) . Mis t er G ubu 

dr essed in  a bulb ous g r een l epre chaun outf i t wi t h ha t and silv er 

buckle. On  hi s be l ly a n in ward curvi ng go l d sp i ral l ike a liv i ng 

Newgran ge. M i ssus Gubu dres sed a s hal f - Ir i sh C ollee n, ha l f - cr one. 

Mi s ter Gubu i s en ormous and carr i es a  shil l elag h. Mi s ter Gubu 

advance s to t he f r ont of th e sta ge an d sta r es m enaci ngly i nto t he 

auditor i um.  

 

Mister Gubu -  Gobshi t es!  

Missus Gubu -  Oh, wo uld y ou ev er wh i st w i th y ur Gu bulul ulati ons, 

Mi s ter Gubu, ya  bi g ee j it y a!  

Mister Gubu -  Ooh! O oh! C arefu l now! Don' t ha ve me  to d o ya i n 

now, Mi ssus Gubu!  

Missus Gubu -  I t isn ' t me  ya s hould be  doin' i n, M i ster Gubu , 

it ' s an other fell ow al t oget her.  

Mister Gubu -  Gr een shite , m'd am, I  don' t understa nd a word yur 

say ing.  

Missus Gubu -  Wha' t hen, Miste r Gubu, is  it c onten t ed w i th 

yu r self y'ar e? 

Mister Gubu -  Shite, m'da m, of  cour se I' m con t ente d. An d shi t e so  

I shoul d be:  captai n of t he c avalr y , pr i vy c ounse l to t he g ood 

Ki ng Ea monn, deco r ated with the  order of  t he Gr een S hamrock of  

Gobshit eland and  ex- Ki ng of  Rockall, what more could I  want?  
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Missus Gubu -  Wha'! After havi n' be en hi s hig hness King of  

Rockall , yur cont ented  l eadin ' fif t y lo wly l acklu strin ’ lac keys 

wi t h ca bbage - cu t ters in  t he Gr and P arade , when ya could have the  

cr own o f Gobshite l and s itti n' on  yur noodl e to f ollo w the Rock all 

one? 

Mister Gubu -  Mi ssus Gubu , bel i eve me, I  don' t understa nd a word 

yu r say i ng.  

Missus Gubu -  Ya big feck i n' e ejit ya! D ' ya u nders t and nothi n'?  

Mister Gubu -  Shite, saus age, good King Eamonn is well alive , 

is n't h e; an d eve n if he wa s dead, do esn't he  have l oads of 

ch i ldre n? 

Missus Gubu -  And wh at's t o st op ya  massacree i n' t he wh ole 

f eck in' l ot o f dem and  putti n' yu r self in  t heir place ?  

Mister Gubu -  OOh! O oh! M i ssus Gubu , ooh , ooh , y'v e hur t me now, 

so ya  have! I f yu r not more care f ul w i th y ur in s inut ation s, I' l l 

cook yu r goose fo r ya, so  I will !  

Missus Gubu -  I f ya do co ok me  goos e fo r me, ya  j olly Green Gian t 

ya , who' ll s ew th e ars e of yur t r ouse r s fo r ya, tell me  t hat?  

Mister Gubu -  Ooh, o oh! I  like that for  cheek ! And what of  

it , saus age? I sn't the  cheek of  my ars e as good as th e bes t of 

dem? 

Missus Gubu -  I n you r pla ce, s ausag e, I 'd want to  si t th at ch eek 

and tha t ars e on a thr one a s good as t he b est o f dem. Ya could 

have al l the rich es in  the world , eat all  t he s ausag es ya  want ed 

and dri ve in  a ca r riag e thr ough t he s t reet s .  

Mister Gubu -  I f I w as Ki ng, I ' d ha ve th em bu i ld m e a b i g gr een 
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hat wit h big wide brim s, so  I wo uld, l ike t he o ne I had o n 

fe ckin' Rock all, t hat dem Englis h fec kers s tole off  me, t he 

fe ckers !  

Missus Gubu -  Ya cou l d ge t the m to make ya a big f ancy green 

umbrell a, so  ya c ould, and  a big fine feck i n' g r een j acke t down 

to the  f ecki n' gr een o f yur feck i n' h eels, Mist er Gu bu.  

Mister Gubu -  Ah, sh i te, I can ' t re s ist t he t empta t ion of it  at 

al l , so  I ca n't. I f ev er I meet King Eamonn on a dar k cor ner, 

I' l l ma ssacr ee th e fec k in' l ife out o f him , so I wil l .  

Missus Gubu -  Ah, good on  ya, Mi s ter Gubu, that ' s re al ma n tal k 

at last .   

Mister Gubu -  Ah, no , no, saus age, I can ' t do  it! Me, C aptai n of 

th e cav alry, mass acree the  King of Go bshit eland ! I'd rath er di e!  

Missus Gubu, aside  -  Ah, sh i te! (Aloud) So the n, Mi s ter Gubu, 

ya ' d prefe r to r emai n a b eggar l y ra t the rest of  yur li f e, w ould 

ya? 

Mister Gubu -  Methin ks, c heeky saus age, I 'd r ather be  a fine , 

th i n be ggarl y good rat than a  ri ch ba d dev i l of  a fa t cat .  

Missus Gubu -  And wh at of  yur big g r een hat w i th t he bi g gre en 

br i ms? And th e big fanc y gre en um brell a? An d the fine gree n 

ja cket?  

Mister Gubu -  That's all  very f ine! But  what comes afte r , Mi ssus 

Gubu, t ell m e? What co mes a f ter?  

(He leaves slamming the door.)  

Missus Gubu, alone. -  Gr een shite , he' s har d to softe n, bu t shi t e 

and double - sh i te, I thi nk I shook him  all t he sa me. I f God want s 
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and meself o f cou r se, maybe in  a week from now  I 'll be th e Queen 

of Gobs hitel and.  

 

 

Scene Two: 

A r oom i n Gu bu's house wher e a s plend i d di nner - ta ble h as be en 

se t . Mister Gubu and M i ssus Gubu .  

 

Missus Gubu -  Our gu ests are l ate c omin' , Mis t er G ubu.  

Mister Gubu -  What's keep i n' d em? I ' m fe ckin' fami shed, so  I am!  

Mi ssus Gubu, i f ya  don' t min d me sayin ' , yu r as ugly as sh i te 

to day, so y' are! I s it  beca use w e've guest s comi n'?  

Missus Gubu, sh r ugg in g her shou l ders . -  Ah, sh i te!  

Mister Gubu, gr abbin g a r oast chick en.  -  I ' m as  hung r y as  shit e, 

so I  am! I'm goin g to have a bit of  t his f eckin ' bir d. I t hink 

it ' s a chick en. U mm, n ot ba d at all.  

Missus Gubu -  What a r e ya  at, ya go bshit e? What wi l l th e gues t s 

eat ?  

Mister Gubu -  Sure, t here ' s pl enty l eft. I'm  not t ouchi n' an other 

th i ng. Look out t he wi ndow t here now, Miss us Gu bu, a nd se e if 

anyone' s comi n'.  

Missus Gubu, goi ng t o the wind ow.  -  I can  see n obody . ( Meanwhi l e, 

Mi s ter Gubu, stea l s a s lice of  veal. )  

Missus Gubu -  Ah! He r e's Capta i n Mu ckfac e and his  men. Wha' are 

ya eati n', M i ster Gubu ? 

Mister Gubu -  Nothin ' . No t hin' at  al l. A  litt l e ve al.  
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Missus Gubu -  Ah, no ! The veal ! The veal ! Not the  veal! He's 

eat en t he fe ckin' veal ! Oh, swee t Jee sus, help me! (she grabs the 

meat). 

Mister Gubu -  Ooh, o oh, s weet Jeesu s, sh i te, sausa ge! I ' ll h ave 

yu r gut s for gart ers… so I will! I'll pull the  f ecki n' ey eball s 

out of yur h ead! Ooh, ooh, I 'll f ecki n' kn eecap ya,  ya ba d bit ch 

ya !  

 

( The door opens. Muckface and his men enter.)  

 

Scene Three: 

Missus Gubu -  Ah, go od da y, gi ntlem ens. We we r e ju s t ge t ting ' 

re ady f or yi s . Si t yur selve s down, wo n't y i s.  

Captain Muckface -  Good d ay, M adame. But wher e's M i ster Gubu ? 

Mister Gubu -  Here I  am! Here I am! Can  ya no t see me!  Am I not 

bi g enough f or ya ? 

Captain Muckface -  Of cou r se y ou ar e… Good da y, Mi s ter Gubu. Sit  

yoursel ves d own, men.  

( All sit.)  

Mister Gubu, sitting down -  Ouf, a ny bi gger and I ' d br eak t he 

fe ckin' chai r !  

Captain Muckface -  Well t hen, Missu s Gubu, wh at ha ve yo u good fo r 

us to  eat?  

Missus Gubu -  Here's the  menu.  

Mister Gubu -  Oh, I want t o he ar th i s.  

Missus Gubu -  Mullag atawmee so upe, pork r ible t s, v eal c utele t s, 
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ch i cken fill ets, sausa ges o f cou r se, pate de la  merde, tu r key 

th i ghs, char l otte ruse . ..  

Mister Gubu -  D' ya th i nk y a've enoug h the r e fo r dem? Ya would n't 

have an ythin ' els e to be gi v in' away? 

Missus Gubu, continu i ng.  -  Puddin ' sal ade, f ruit dess ert, puree 

ar t icho ke, c ucumber a l a sh i te.  

Mister Gubu - Is it  t he Ki ng of  Engl and y a tak e me f or, spend i n' 

al l me money o n fec k in' veget ables !  

Missus Gubu -  Don't l iste n to him. He's only a gobshite !  

Mister Gubu -  Ah, Je esus shite ! I'l l ate the  f ecki n' le gs of f ya, 

so I  wi l l!  

Missus Gubu -  At e aw ay no w, Mi s ter Gubu. Here ' s so me so upe f or 

ya .  

Mister Gubu -  Jeeays us, i t' s rot t en!  

Captain Muckface -  I ndeed , it' s far from good .  

Missus Gubu -  Ya pac k of begga r s, i s it not g ood e nough for  y is, 

wha' d' y is w ant?  

Mister Gubu, sl appin g his fore head.  -  I ' ve a n ide a! I' l l be  righ t 

back.  

Missus Gubu -  Now, g i ntle mins, let' s hav e some vea l .  

Captain Muckface -  I t 's v ery g ood I  see, ther e now, I'm fini shed!  

Missus Gubu -  Have n ow so me ni ce th i ghs.  

Captain Muckface -  Delici ous! Delic i ous! Long live Miss us Gu bu 

All -  Long l i ve M i ssus Gubu ! Long liv e Mis sus G ubu's thig hs!  

Mister Gubu, co ming ba ck in . -  Soon y i s'll be  shouti n' lo ng li ve 

Mis ter Gubu and l ong l i ve s hite! ( He' s ho l ding a  hand- shovel 
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filled with filth that he throws on to the table.)  

Missus Gubu -  Ya fec k in' eejit , wha' are ya  at ? 

Mister Gubu -  Taste i t!  

( Several taste it and fall down dead, poisoned.)  

Mister Gubu -  Mi ssus Gubu , pas s me t he s ausag es, I ' ll d o the 

se r vin' .  

Missus Gubu -  Here t hey a r e.  

Mister Gubu -  Out, t he lo t of y is! Capta i n Mu ckfac e, I want t o 

ta l k wi t h ya .  

The Others -  Wha'? But w e hav en't eaten , Gubu!  

Mister Gubu -  Wha's t hat, yis  haven ' t ea t en! Get o ut th e fec k in' 

lo t of y is, I say , d'y a hear ! Yo u sta y, Mu ckfac e. ( Nobody moves.)  

Mister Gubu -  Ar e yi s sti l l th ere? Shite , I'm goin ' to t hrow the  

fe ckin' saus ages at yi s ! ( He starts throwing them.)  

All -  Oh! Ah ! Hel p! H eaven prot ect u s! Ho r ror! We'r e kil l ed!  

Mister Gubu -  Out! I ' ll h ave m y way!  

All -  Run! R otten Mist er Gu bu! T r aito r , be ggar, gang ster, 

bastard , rat !  

Mister Gubu -  Ah, th ey're gone at  l ast! I can rela x now, but I've 

eat en b adly, so  I have . I c an fe el  me ind i gest i on. But t o 

bus ines s. Co me he r e, M uckfa ce.  

 

Scene Four:  

Mister Gubu -  Well t hen, Capta i n, d i d ya  not eat w ell?  

Captain Muckface -  Very w ell, s ir, apart from the  shite !  

Mister Gubu -  Wha'? Sure wasn' t it l ovel y shi t e!  
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Missus Gubu -  To eac h hi s own, s ir.  

Mister Gubu -  Captai n Muckface , I'v e dec i ded t o ma ke ya  the Duck 

of Rosc ommon.  

Captain Muckface. -  The Du ck… t he Du ke, y ou me an… of Roscommon. 

How can you  do th at, M i ster Gubu ? 

Mister Gubu -  I n a f ew da ys ti me, i t 's m e who' ll b e rul i n' 

Gobshit ela nd.  

Captain Muckface -  I s it going to  ki ll E amonn, y'a r e? 

Mister Gubu, aside -  He's n o eej i t. H e's g uesse d it.  

Captain Muckface -  I f it' s goi ng to  kill Eamo nn y' are, count me  

in . I'm his  sworn enem y and can  promi se yo u my men.  

Mister Gubu, throwing himself on him to embrace him. -  Oh, I do 

lo ve ya , Muckface , yur feck i n' g r eat so y' are!  

Captain Muckface -  Jesus, you  s tink blue murd er, M i ster Gubu ! Do 

you nev er ta ke a wash?  

Mister Gubu -  Someti mes. Somet i mes.  

Missus Gubu -  Never! Ever !  

Mister Gubu -  Ooh, o oh! I'll brea k yur feck i n' a r ms f or ya , 

Mi ssus Gubu now, so I will!  

Missus Gubu -  Ya big fat  shite , ya!  

Mister Gubu -  Of f th en, M uckfa ce, t here' s no more I want wit h ya. 

But , I swear by  Mi ssus Gubu , I'l l be makin ' ya Duck of Ro scommon 

ve r y so on.  

Missus Gubu -  B' .. b ut...  

Mister Gubu -  Si lenc e, sw eet s ausag e... ( They leave.)   
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Scene Five: 

Mister Gubu, Miss us Gu bu, a  messenger .  

Mister Gubu -  You th ere s i r, w hat t he fe ck d' ya wa nt? G et th e 

fe ck ou t , I say, s ir, yur m akin' me  t i red l ooki n' at  ya.  

Messenger -  Si r, the  King commands y our p r esen ce. ( He leav es. )  

Mister Gubu -  Ooh, s hite! I'm  s tumb l ed o n to, it's feck i ng-  

debrain ed I' l l be ! Jee sus, Money , and shit e! Fe ck it !  

Missus Gubu, as i de -  What a  weak gobs hite he is ! As i f we ' d ti me 

fo r thi s shi t e!  

Mister Gubu -  Ah, I' ve an  idea : I'l l say it  was al l Mis sus G ubu 

and Muckface ' s do i ng.  

Missus Gubu -  Ah, ya  big f ecki n' st i nker . .. i f ya s toop to  

th at...  

Mister Gubu -  Wha' t hen? For t hat's exac t ly w hat I ' m go i n' t o do. 

( He leav es. )  

Missus Gubu, ru nning afte r him .  -  Ooh, Mist er Gu bu, M i ster Gubu , 

come ba ck, p l ease , don ' t go , I'l l coo k ya sausa ges, so I will. 

Ni ce bi g gre en on es! ( She lea ves. )  

Mister Gubu, in the  wings . -  Ah, sh i te o n you and  yur s ausag es! 

Yur a f i ne- lo okin' saus age, so y' are a r e!  

 

Scene Six: 

The Kin g's  palace . Kin g Eamonn, with his o f fice r s, M uckfa ce, t he 

Pr i nces Derm ot, D esmond and Bugg erly. Gubu ente r s.  

 

Mister Gubu, ent erin g. -  But, y a kno w, Ki ng, I  can expla i n 
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everyth i n', i t wa sn't me at  all, it  was Mi ssus Gubu and M uckfa ce.  

King -  What's wron g wit h you, Miste r Gubu? 

Muckface -  He's h ad to o much to drink by  t he lo oks o f it.  

King -  Li ke m e, th i s mo r ning .  

Mister Gubu -  Yes, I ' m so ozzle d, bu t not from drin k in', oooh h 

no….  

King -  Mi ster Gubu , I i ntend rewa r ding your nume r ous servi ces 

re ndere d as capta i n of the cava l ry, and s o tod ay I make you C ount 

Nenagh.  

Mister Gubu -  Oh good Kin g Eamonn, I don ' t kn ow ho w to t hank ya.  

King -  Don't t hank me,  Miste r Gubu, be  pres ent t omorr ow at  my 

Great P arade is  al l I ask.  

Mister Gubu -  I ' ll b e the r e, b ut ac cept, your g ra ce, t his t i ny 

ti n whi s tle as to ken o f my holie s t es t imat i ons.  

( He presents the King with a tin whistle.)  

King -  What d o you want me  t o do, at  my age , wit h a t i n wh i stle , 

Gubu? I ' ll g i ve i t to t he y oung princ e Buggerly .  

Young Buggerly, aside to the others -  I s he an ee j it, t his Miste r 

Gubu fe l low?  

Mister Gubu -  And no w, I' m get t ing t he f eck o ut of  here . ( He 

falls as he turns around.) Ah, J eesus ! Hel p me! Ooh, ooh! Shit e, 

me feck i n ar se is  brok e!  

King, lifting him. -  Mi ster Gubu , are you  hurt?  

Mister Gubu -  I am  i ndeed , yur hign ess, and I ' ll s urely croa k, so  

I will. What will beco me of  Miss us Gu bu? 

King -  Don't worry . We shall prov i de f or he r kee p.  
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Mister Gubu -  Yur a r ight good man  when all's said and  done, yur  

Grace, a rig ht go od ma n. ( He leav es. ) Yes, but  t hat w on't s top ya 

get tin' feck i n' m assac r eed!  

 

Scene Seven: 

Gubu's house . The cour t iers , Gobwart, Boil , Poul tice , Mis t er 

Gubu, M i ssus Gubu , att endan t s an d sol diers , Capt ain Muckf ace.  

Mister Gubu -  Well t hen! Frien ds, i t 's t i me t o rou nd of f our 

conspir acy  pl an. Each one g i ve h i s op i nion , I'l l giv e min e fir s t.  

Captain Muckface -  Speak up, M i ster Gubu .  

Mister Gubu -  Well t hen! Lads, I  th i nk w e sho uld p oison the  King 

by feck i n' a r seni c int o his supp er. W hen h e sta r ts t o eat it,  

he' ll d r op d ead, t hen I 'll be K in g.  

All -  Shame on ya ! Yur a  fe ckin' swin e, so  y'ar e!  

Mister Gubu -  Wha'? Yis d on't l ike me pl an? T hen, l et M uckfa ce 

speak.  

Captain Muckface -  Well t hen, f rien ds, m y opi nion i s we  shou l d 

ru n him thro ugh w i th a  big f ecki ng sw ord t hat'l l spl i t hi m fro m 

cr own t o na vel.  

All -  Oh yes , bri l lian t ! No ble a nd ga l lant plan !  

Mister Gubu -  And wh at if  he k i cks y is? Remember h e has big  

fe ckin' shoe s he wears for  dem p arade s and a  ki ck fr om de m in t he 

wrong s pot c ould blind yis, so  i t cou l d! S hite, if  I knew yis  

wer e go in ' to be li ke th i s, I ' d ha ve de nounc ed th e lot of  yi s to  

get myself o ut of  the t reac herou s bus i ness , and I  bet the r 'd h ave 

been a pack of Mo ney i n it f or m e too if  I did  denou nce y i s!  
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Missus Gubu -  Oh, tr aitor , coward, v illa i n, f eckin ' beggar, r at.  

All -  Shame o n him , tha t Mis t er G ubu! Boo! Hiss!  

Mister Gubu -  Heh, h old o n! Ge ntlem en, q uiet down now why do n't 

yi s , if  yis don't want to  be vis i tin' me  dungee ons. All r i ght, I  

accept t o ri sk me self f or y i s if  Muckf ace, you' l l un derta ke to  

sp l it t he Ki ng.  

Captain Muckface -  Would i t no t be bette r if we al l thr ew 

our selv es sh outin g and roar i ng o n him at  t he on e tim e? Th at wa y 

we coul d dra w in t he t r oops with us.  

Mister Gubu -  Agreed , the n. I' l l st amp o n his feet , he' l l 

demonst r ate and t hen I ' ll s ay th i s to  him: G OBSHITE! and at  t hat 

si gnal, reme mber GOBSHI TE! all o f yis thro w yur selve s on him.  

Missus Gubu, wheedling -  And as  soon as  he's d ead, Gubu, y'll 

have hi s cro wn al l for yurs elf.  

Captain Muckface -  And I' l l ki l l th e res t of t he r oyal f amil y 

wi t h my  men.  

Mister Gubu -  Do tha t , an d I'd advi se ya  whil e yur at  yur ki l lin' 

to pay  speci al at t enti on to  that youn g Buggerly fell ah.  

( They leave.)  

Mister Gubu, running after them. -  Gentle men, we've forg otten the  

most re prehe nsibl e par t of t he c eremony. W e must all swea r  l i ke 

good Go bshit es to  brav ely f i ght t o th e las t hour of sacri f ice.  

Captain Muckface -  How ca n we swear ? Ther e's no pr i est here.  

Mister Gubu -  Mi ssus Gubu here will be  t he pr i est.  

All -  O. k., t hen, so  be it!  

Missus Gubu, dressed as a priest -  Ri ght t hen, d o y is a l l sw ear t o 
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massacr ee th e Kin g? 

All -  Yes, y es, o f cou r se, we sw ear i t . Th e Kin g is dead! Long 

li ve Ki ng Gu bu!  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Act Two 

Scene One: 

The Kin g's P alace . Eamonn, Queen Rose , Der mot, Desmond an d 

Buggerl y .  

King -   Miste r Buggerly , thi s morning you wer e ve r y ch eeky with 

Mi s ter Gubu, a  kn i ght of my  own order , and Coun t of Nenag h. 

Because of  t his I  forb i d yo u fro m appearin g at t he p arade .  

Queen -  But, E amonn, if you d o thi s , yo u wil l hav e too few  of 

your so ns th ere t o pro t ect you.  

King -  Madame, I n eve r r enou nce o n what I'v e pro nounc ed.  

Buggerly -  I acce pt yo ur pr onoun cment , fat her s i r.  

Queen -  Well t hen, Sire, does this mean that you  are s t ill 

det ermi ned t o go t o th e par ade? 

King -  And wh y not , madame? 
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Queen -  But, I ' ve a l read y tol d you why! Reme mber my dream! Did I  

not see him  massa creei ng yo u and thro wing your body i n th e Lif f ey 

and the n a S hamrock li ke th e one on  t he ar ms of  Gobshitel and 

pl acing the  crown on  hi s he ad? 

King -  On who' s he ad? 

Queen -  Mi ster Gubu ' s!  

King -  What m adnes s, wo man! Miste r Gubu i s a f ine gentl eman who'd 

have hi mself hung , dra wn an d quar tere d to do me  serv i ce!  

Queen and Buggerly -  No! No ! You' re m i stak en, S i re!  

King -  Quiet, you  l ittl e shi t e! A nd yo u, Ma dame, to  show y ou ho w 

much I f ear Miste r Gubu, I' m goi ng to  go t o the para de unarmed. I 

won't e ven t ake m y swor d.  

Queen -  Si re, Eamonn, I' l l ne ver s ee yo u ali ve ag ain.  

King -  Come, Dermot , co me, D esmond.  

( They leave. The Queen and Buggerly go to the window.)  

Queen and Buggerly -  May Go d and Sain t Ber nard prote ct yo u!  

Queen -  Buggerl y , co me to  the chape l wit h me t o pr ay fo r you r 

fa t her and b r othe r s.  

 

Scene Two: 

The parade ground. The Gobshite army, the King, Dermot, Desmond, 

Mister Gubu, in full Gobshite regalia with a huge green shamrock 

with inset gold spiral on his coat, Captain Muckface and his men, 

Gobwart, Boil and Poultice. 

King -  Noble Miste r Gubu, co me cl ose t o me here with your company 

to insp ect t he tr oops.  
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Mister Gubu, to his  men.  -  Watch i t no w, th e res t of y is. ( To the  

ki ng. ) We're on  our wa y, si r , we ' re o n our way. ( Gubu' s me n 

su r roun d the King . )  

King -  Ah, he r e's t he G uards ' reg i ment ! Are n't t hey l ovely ? 

Mister Gubu -  Do ya t hink so?  I thi nk th ey're path etic! Look at  

th at on e. ( To sold i er. ) When did y a las t wash yur face , ya dirty 

li t tle shite ya?  

King -  But th at so l di er is  perfec t ly c l ean. What ' s wr ong w i th 

you, Mi s ter Gubu?  

Mister Gubu -  This! ( He stam ps on  the King' s foo t . )  

King -  Bastar d!  

Mister Gubu -  Gobhit e! C' mon, men!  

Muckface -  Hurray ! Let ' s go !  

( They al l str i ke t he Ki ng. )  

King -  Ahh! H elp m e! Ho l y Mo t her of Jaysus! I'm  k ille d!  

Dermot, to Desm ond. -  Let's get o ut of  here .  

Mister Gubu -  Ah! I' ve th e cro wn! I t 's m i ne! Now, after the  

ot hers.  

Captain Muckface -  Af ter t he t r aito r s! ( The Pri nces f lee, 

everyon e aft er th em.)  

 

Scene Three: 

Queen R ose a nd Bu ggerl y  

Queen -  At las t , I' m beg i nnin g to f eel calm.  

Buggerly -  You ha ve no t hing to  worry about , mother.  

( A dread f ul n oise i s he ard o utsid e. )  
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Buggerly -  Ah! Wh at's happe ning? My  t wo br other s cha sed b y Mis t er 

Gubu an d his men.  

Queen -  O God! Holy Mary , Mother o f Jay sus,  t hey'r e los i ng 

gr ound!  

Buggerly -  The wh ole a r my i s beh i nd M i ster Gubu . The King ' s no t 

th ere. Oh, J aysus ! Hel p!  

Queen -  There, they ' ve k i lled Derm ot! T hey'v e cut him  i n tw o!  

Buggerly -  Heh! ( Desmond turns back.) Fight ! Hur r ay, Desmond!  

Queen -  Oh, he ' s su rr ounde d!  

Buggerly -  He's d one f or. M uckfa ce cu t him in  t wo li ke a sausa ge.  

Queen -  Oh, mi s fort une! Those madm en ar e in t he p alace , the y 're 

cl i mbin g the stai r s.  

( The noise gets louder.)  

Queen and Buggerly, kneeling -  Dear G od, p r otec t us.  

Buggerly -  Oh, th at Mist er Gu bu! T he cu nning devi l , if  only I  had 

hi m her e, th e rat . ..  

 

Scene Four: 

The same. The door is broken down. Mister Gubu and his Gobshites 

rush in.  

Mister Gubu -  Ri ght t hen, Bugg erly, if  only y a had me,  what would 

ya do?  

Buggerly -  Good G od! I ' ll pr otect my  mother to  t he de ath, so I 

wi l l! T he fi r st t o move is dead.  

Mister Gubu, cowardly -  Oh, Mu ckfac e, I' m so afrai d! Le t me 

le ave, pleas e.  
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A Soldier, advanci ng. -  Gi ve y ourse l f up , Buggerly !  

Young Buggerly -  There you a r e, v i llai n! Th at'll teac h ya! ( He 

sp l its his h ead. )  

Queen -  St and f irm, Bugg erly, stan d fir m!  

Several, advanci ng -  Bugger l y, w e pro mise you, you w on't be hu r t.  

Buggerly -  Bandit s , sc umbags, pa i d sw i ne! ( He swir l s hi s swor d 

ar ound k illi ng lo t s of  them . )  

Mister Gubu -  Oh, I' l l ge t ya all  t he sa me!  

Buggerly -  Mother , get out  by th e sec r et s t airc ase.  

Queen -  What a bout you, my so n? 

Buggerly -  I ' ll f ollow you.  

Mister Gubu -  Tr y to  catc h the Quee n. Ah , the r e sh e's g one. As 

fo r you , ya l ittl e fec ker.. . ( He adva nces t owar ds Bu ggerl y . )  

Buggerly -  Ah, go od Go d! He r e's my re venge ! ( He cuts Gubu ' s ar m 

wi t h a t erri ble s word t hrus t . ) Mothe r , I' m comi ng! ( He leav es by  

th e sec r et s t airc ase. )  

 

Scene Five: 

A cave i n th e hil l s. S now. Young Bugg erly enter s , fo l lowe d by 

Queen R ose.  

Buggerly -  We'll be sa f e h er e.  

Queen -  Yes, I  thin k so! Bugg erly, hold me!  ( She fal l s in  the 

snow. )  

Buggerly -  What's wron g, mo t her?  

Queen -  Bugger l y, b eliev e me, I'm  very s ick. I've only one  or tw o 

minutes left to  l i ve.  
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Buggerly -  What i s it? Is  i t the cold ? 

Queen -  How do  you expec t me t o st and u p to so ma ny sh ocks? The  

Ki ng ki l led, our  f amil y des t roye d, an d you , a member of  t he mo st 

noble r ace t hat e ver b ore a r ms f orced to  f l ee t o the moun t ains 

li ke a common thi ef.  

Buggerly -  And lo ok wh o's r espon s ible ! That awf ul Mi s ter Gubu, a  

gol d- di gger f rom God k nows where , the vile toad , the rogu e! An d 

when I t hink my  f ather had  only j ust decor ated him a nd ma de hi m a 

Count a nd th e ver y nex t day the  shamel ess v illa i n ki l led him.  

Queen -  Oh, Bu ggerl y , wh en I t hink how  happy we  were b efore 

Mis t er Gubu came alon g! Bu t now, sad l y, e veryt hing' s cha nged.  

Buggerly -  What c an we  do? Let's wait with hope and  never give up  

unt il w e get our  t itle back !  

Queen -  I wish you  well of it , my dear child , but I  wi l l ne ver 

see tha t happy da y.  

Buggerly -  What? What' s wro ng wi t h yo u? Sh e's g ettin g pal e, sh e's 

goi ng. Help! But  I 'm i n a w i lder ness, no  one ca n hear me! Oh,  my 

God! He r hear t ha s sto pped. She' s dead! Is  it p ossib l e? A nothe r 

of Mist er Gu bu's v icti ms. ( He covers his face with his hands and 

cries.) Oh, m y God! Isn ' t it  sad t o be  only four t een and h ave a  

te r ribl e rev enge t o ca r ry o ut! ( He collapses in dreadful 

despair.)  

( During this time, the souls of Eamonn, of Dermot, Desmond and 

Queen Rose enter the cave, accompanied by their Ancestors, 

filling the cave. The oldest one approaches Buggerly and wakes 

him gently.)  
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Buggerly -  Eh! Wh at's happe ning? My  entire fami l y, m y 

ancesto r s... What mira c le's done this ?  

The Shade -  Know, Bugge r ly, t hat I was in  my lif e the good Lord 

Ben of Bally gobsp i ttle , the firs t Kin g and f ound er of  our house . 

I charg e you with the  duty of ou r rev enge. ( He give s him a  la r ge 

sword. ) This sword I  gi ve yo u wil l kno w not know peac e unt i l it  

has spl i t th e usu r per Gubu i n tw o.  

( They va nish. Bugg erly r emai ns al one, i n a pose of sa i ntly 

ecstasy . )  

 

Scene Six: 

The Kin g's p alace . Mis t er G ubu, dress ed as  King , wear ing gold 

cr own, and l ong g r een c loak with gold spir al, a r m in  slin g, 

Mi ssus Gubu, Capt ain M uckfa ce.  

Mister Gubu -  No, I don't feck i n' w ant t o! Do  yis want me fe ckin' 

ru i ned f or d em fe ckin' g obshite s? 

Captain Muckface -  But lo ok, M i ster Gubu , can ' t yo u see that the  

people are a waiti ng th e dis t ribu t ion of la r gess e to celeb r ate 

your ac cessi on to  the t hron e? 

Missus Gubu -  I f ya don't give them meat and  gold y 'll be 

overthr own i n a matter of  hours .  

Mister Gubu -  Meat, yes! Gold, no!  Slaug hter t hree old  nags can't 

yi s , th at's good enoug h for swin e lik e dem.  

Missus Gubu -  Swine, yurs elf! Who m ade m e thi s stu pid c r eatu r e, 

fo r the love of.. . ? 

Mister Gubu -  Look, one m ore t i me I ' m te l lin' yis, I  want to  get 
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ri ch, a nd I' m not spen ding a penny an d tha t 's t hat.  

Missus Gubu -  But, s ausag e, wh en ya  have all  t he r i ches of  

Gobshit eland in  yur po ssess i on!… 

Captain Muckface -  That's righ t , I know t here ' s an  immense 

tr easur e hid den i n the chap el. W e'll f ind i t an d di stri bute 

la r gess e to t he p eople .  

Mister Gubu -  Ya fec k in' bolli x , ho w dar e ya say a  thin g lik e 

th at!  

Captain Muckface -  But Mi s ter Gubu, if  you do n't d i stri bute 

la r gess e, th e people w on't pay t heir t axes .  

Mister Gubu -  I s tha t tru e? 

Missus Gubu -  Yes, y es it  i s tru e!  

Mister Gubu -  Al l ri ght, t hen, I  agr ee t o eve r ythi ng. C ollec t 

th r ee m i llio n pun t s, r oast f ive hundr ed co ws an d she ep, s ure I ' ll 

have so me me self!  

 

 

Scene Seven: 

The Palace courtyard full of people. Mister Gubu with his crown, 

Missus Gubu, Captain Muckface, a servant, carrying meat.  

People, all dressed in Irish soccer jerseys -  There' s the King ! 

Long li ve th e Kin g! Hu r ray!  

Mister Gubu, throwing gold -  There now, t hat' s for yis  all. Don't 

th i nk i t amuses m e to give y is m oney t houg h, it ' s Mi ssus Gubu' s 

id ea. A t lea st, p r omis e me ye'll pay  yur t axes!  

All -  Yes, y es, w e wil l ! Of  cour se we  will ! Hee! Hee!  



Ki ng Gu bu  Tr ans la t io n © 19 96, 20 02 Tom Qui nn  

 23 

Captain Muckface -  Look, Missu s Gubu, th ey're figh t ing over t he 

gol d. W hat a  batt l e!  

Missus Ubu -  Holy G od, i t 's t errib l e. B wahh! Ther e's o ne wi t h his 

head sp l it w i de f eckin ’ open .   

Mister Gubu -  What a  fine spec t acle ! Bri ng me  more cask ets o f 

gol d.  

Captain Muckface -  What i f we held a rac e...  

Mister Gubu -  Now, t here' s an i dea. My  f r iend s, do  yis see t his 

casket f ull of mo ney, t here are  t hree hund re d tho usand punt s in 

gol d in  it, and i t 's a l l ge nuine , rea l ste r ling qual i ty G obshi t e 

money. Now, go to  the end o f the cour t yard if  yi s wa nt to  race 

fo r it. When I  shake m e handkerc hief y is c an st art a nd th e fir s t 

to the  l ine will have t he c asket . As f or dem who win  nothi n', 

th ey wi l l ha ve th i s ot her c asket as  a cons olati on pr i ze t o be 

di v ided betw een d em. 

All -  Yes! L ong l i ve M i ster Gubu ! What a g ood K i ng! We ne ver h ad 

it this good in  Eamonn' s ti me!  

Mister Gubu, to Missus Gubu, joyfully -  Li sten to  t hem! They lo ve 

me! They loo ve MEE!( All the people line up at the end of the 

courtyard.)  

Mister Gubu -  One, t wo, t hree! Are  y is r eady?  

All -  Yes, y es!  

Mister Gubu -  Go! ( They start off, knocking into one another. 

Shouts and confusion.)  

Captain Muckface -  They'r e coming ! They 're comin g!  

Mister Gubu -  Hah! T he fi r st o ne's l osin ' gro und.  
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Missus Gubu -  No, he ' s co min' back now.  

Captain Muckface -  Oh! He ' s lo s ing, he's losi ng! O ver! The o t her 

fe l low has i t ! ( The one who was second comes first.)  

All -  Long l i ve P addy Power! L ong l i ve P addy Power !  

Paddy Power -  Si re, I rea l ly d on't know how t o tha nk yo ur 

Maj esty . ..  

Mister Gubu -  Oh, my  dear frie nd, i t 's n othin g. Ta ke th e cas ket 

home wi t h ya , Paddy; a nd th e res t of y is d i vide up  t his o t her 

one, ta ke a coin, the  each of yi s, unti l it' s all gone .  

All -  Long l i ve P addy Power ! Long liv e Mis t er G ubu!  

Mister Gubu -  And al l of y is, me go od fr i ends , come and eat  with 

me! Today, t he do ors o f me palac e are open to  yi s al l , do  me t he 

honour of ea t in' at me  tabl e! Bu t yis won' t for get  t o pay yur  

ta xes n ow, w i ll y i s?  

The People -  Go in! Go  i n! Lo ng li ve Mi s ter Gubu! He's the  

noblest of  Ki ngs! Of  course , we' l l pa y our taxe s!!! Hee! Hee!  

( They enter the palace. An orgy of celebration can be heard.)  

  

  

Act Three 

Scene One: 

The palace. Mister Gubu. Missus Gubu. 

Mister Gubu -  Shite, saus age, here I am King of th i s fi ne 

country , I'v e alr eady f ecke d meself a  fine indi gesti on an d me 

bi g- br i mmed gree n hat is  on its way.  

Missus Gubu -  What's it  made o f , Mi s ter Gubu? For  ya kn ow, i t 's 
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no use  us be in ' ric h, if  we'r e not frug al.  

Mister Gubu -  M' dam, miss us sa usage mine , it' s rab bitsk i n wi t h a 

dogskin stra p and a  fa stene r .  

Missus Gubu -  Oh, it  must be  l ovely , but it's even love l ier t o be  

Ki ng, i sn't t hat so? 

Mister Gubu -  I ndeed it  i s , so  righ t y'a r e,  Mi ssus Gubu .  

Missus Gubu -  We owe a  lo t I t hink t o th e Duck of Rosco mmon.  

Mister Gubu -  Who's he th en, w hen h e's a t home? 

Missus Gubu -  Eh! Ca ptain Muck f ace, of  course .  

Mister Gubu -  Pl ease , Mis sus G ubu, don't talk to  me about th at 

bi g eej i t. N ow th at I don' t ne ed hi m any long er, h e can go  eat 

sh i te, he'll be  no Duck.  

Missus Gubu -  Yur ve r y wr ong, Miste r Gubu, y' l l tu r n hi m aga i nst 

ya .  

Mister Gubu -  Ooh, I ' m wor ried abou t him all  r ight , the big  wee 

fe l lah. I'm  nearl y as worri ed ab out h i m as  I am  abou t tha t  young 

Buggerl y .  

Missus Gubu -  Wha'? D'ya t hink yur  done with Bugge r ly t hen?  

Mister Ubu -  By Hol y Sai nt Je esus of Mo ney, of co urse I do! What 

do ya  t hink he ca n do t o me , a l i ttle four t een year old k i d th e 

li kes o f him ? 

Missus Gubu -  Mi ster Gubu , lis t en t o me now. Bel i eve me, i t woul d 

be bett er to  try t o at t ach Bugge r ly t o ya by yu r generosi t y.  

Mister Gubu -  I s it givin ' away more money ya  want me,  i s th at 

it ? Ah no, n o way! Y'v e alr eady made me wa ste t wenty - tw o mil l ion 

good Ir i sh p unts.  
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Missus Gubu -  Do what ya  l i ke, Miste r Gubu, bu t I'm tell i n' y a, 

Buggerl y 'll cook your goose for  ya if  yur not c arefu l .  

Mister Gubu -  Well i f he does, won' t you be  al ong with me in  the 

sauce!  

Missus Gubu -  Li sten to  me now agai n, wi l l ya . I'm sure youn g 

Buggerl y wil l win out  in the  end b ecaus e doesn't he ha ve th e good 

ti t le t o be King?  

Mister Gubu -  Oh, ya  bad bitch ya!  Sure i sn't the  bad t i tle as 

good as  the good one? Ooh, ooh, y 've hurt me ag ain n ow, M i ssus 

Gubu, s o ya have with more of yu r ins i nuta t ions ! I'm goin ' to 

te ar f eck in' s trip es of f ya now i n a m i nute ! I'm goin ' to break 

yu r fec k in' arms with hurle ys! I ' m go i n' t o hammer n i ne- in ch 

nai ls i nto y ur ey eball s , so  I fe ckin' am!  I 'll f ecki n' de ebrai n 

ya !  

( Missus Gubu escapes chased by Gubu.)  

 

Scene Two: 

The Palace main hall. Mister Gubu, Missus Gubu, officers and 

soldiers; Gobwart, Boil and Poultice, Nobles in chains, 

financiers, judges, clerks. 

Mister Gubu -  Br ing me th e Nobl es' caske t and the  Noble s ' ho ok 

and the Nobl es' k nife and t he No bles' book . Aft er th at, b r ing me 

th e Noble s the mselv es.  

( The Nobles are pushed forward roughly.)  

Missus Gubu -  Pl ease , go easy, Mist er Gu bu.  

Mister Gubu -  I ' ve t he ho nour of an nounc i ng t o yis all  t hat i n 
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or der t o enr i ch t his k i ngdo m I'm goin g to have all t he No bles 

massacr eed a nd th eir p oss ess ions poss essed !  

Nobles -  Good G od, n o! He l p us , sol diers , people!  

Mister Gubu -  Br ing me th e fir s t No ble a nd gi ve me  the Noble s ' 

hook. T he on es co ndemned to  deat h wil l go i nto t he t r apdo or he r e, 

fr om whence t hey' l l de scend into the  cella r s of  the 

deebra in i n' - ro om, w here t hey' l l ha ve th eir b r ains pull ed ou t 

th r ough thei r toe s. ( To a  Noble .) What are  ya, y a gobshite ? 

Noble -  Count Kinse aly, my li ege.  

Mister Gubu -  How much mo ney h ave y a? 

Noble -  Three milli on pu nts t o my name.  

Mister Gubu -  Condemned!  

( He ta kes h i m wi t h th e hook and puts him  s trug gling into the  

hol e. )  

Missus Gubu -  What a  low disho nest f ecke r !  

Mister Gubu -  Second Nobl e, wh at ar e ya? ( The nob l e do esn't 

answer. ) Will ya an swer, gobs hite?  

Noble -  I am  t he Gr and D uke o f the Skel l igs.  

Mister Gubu -  Good! Oh, g ood! I won' t as k any more . Int o the 

hol e. T hird Noble , what are ya?  Ya di r ty - fa ced e ejit!  

Noble -  The Du ke of  Mayo, Meat h an d Roscommon, Si r e.  

Mister Gubu -  Very g ood! Very good! But  i s th at al l y'a r e?  

Noble -  That's all.  

Mister Gubu -  I nt o t he h ole, t hen. Four t h No ble, what are y a? 

Noble -  Pr ince of  Thurle s, Si r e.  

Mister Gubu -  How much mo ney h ave y a? 
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Noble -  I ' m ba nkrup t .  

Mister Gubu -  For us i ng t hat b ad wo r d, i nto t he ho l e wi t h ya . 

Fi f th N oble, what are  ya? 

Noble -  Marque ss of  Lime r ick and Pala t ine of Pi l lock .  

Mister Gubu -  That's not  much, ya  bollix ! Are ya  nothin ' els e? 

Noble -  I t 's e nough for  me.  

Mister Gubu -  Ah, we l l, b etter anyt hin' at al l tha n not hin'. Into 

th e hol e wit h ya. What are  ya wh i ngei ng ab out, Missu s Gubu? 

Missus Gubu -  Y'r e too hard , Mis t er G ubu.  

Mister Gubu -  Wha'? I 'm m aking mese l f ri ch, a mn't I ? No w, I' m 

goi ng t o hav e ME l ist of ME  poss essio ns re ad. C l erk, read me  ME 

li s t of  ME posses s ions .  

Clerk -  Count of Ki nseal y .  

Mister Gubu -  St art with t he p r inci palit i es, ya bi g gobshit e!  

Clerk -  The pr i ncip ality of  Thurle s, Gr and D uchy of th e Skel ligs , 

Duke of  Mayo, Meat h an d Roscommon, Co unty of Ki nseal y , Pa l atin ate 

of Pill ock, Marqu essat e of Limer i ck.  

Mister Gubu -  What e l se?  

Clerk -  That's all.  

Mister Gubu -  Wha'? That' s all ? Oh wel l , th en, j ust b r ing me mo r e 

Nobles, and  as I' l l ne ver b e done maki n' m eself rich , I'l l kil l 

th e fec k in' l ot o f the m and poss ess a l l th eir p osses s ions . Go on, 

put the Nobl es in t o th e hol e. ( The Nobles are pushed into the 

hole.) Hurry it  up, qu i cker , I want t o ma ke so me la ws.  

Several Voices -  We'll see a bout t hat!  

Several Judges -  We are oppo sed t o any chan ge in  the l aws.  
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Mister Gubu -  Shite, saus age j udge! I'm  King! I  can do what I 

li ke... To  begin with, the  Judge s are no  l onger to  be pai d.  

Judges -  What wil l we l ive on? We're alrea dy po or!  

Mister Gubu -  Y' ll h ave a l l th e fin es yi s giv e, an d the 

possess i ons of an yone y is s enten ce to  hang i n'.  

A Judge -  How awf ul!  

Second -  Scanda l ous!  

Third -  Shame on yo u!  

All -  We ref use t o jud ge un der s uch c ondit i ons.  

Mister Gubu -  I nto t he ho l e wi t h th e Jud ges. ( They struggle in 

vain.)  

Missus Gubu -  Wha'? What are y a at' , Mis t er G ubu. Who's goin ' to 

adminis t er j ustic e? 

Mister Gubu -  I will ! You' ll s ee I' ve a t alen t for it.  

Missus Gubu -  I can  alrea dy se e, go od an d cle an and p r oper by  t he 

lo oks o f it.  

Mister Gubu -  Shut y ur ch eeky gob, sausa ge! N ow, s i rs, l et's 

pr oceed to  our fe enanc es.  

Financiers -  There' s not hing t hat needs chan ging.  

Mister Gubu -  Well, I want to chang e eve r ythi n', s o I d o. To  

begin w i th, I want to keep half t he t axes f or m eself .  

Financiers-  What a  neck !  

Mister Gubu -  Gentle men, we'll put  an ei ghty per c ent t ax on  

pr opert y , an other on  busine ss an d ind ustry , and a  th i rd o n 

wedding s and a  fo urth on de aths, we'l l cha r ge e veryo ne a hundr ed 

and fif t y pu nts fo r dyi ng. T he Na t ion must be up held!  
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Missus Gubu, aside -  I thin k he means held - up!  

First Finacier -  But it  makes no sense , Mis t er G ubu.  

Second Financier -  I t 's a bsurd .  

Third Financier -  I t has neit her r hyme nor r eason .  

Mister Gubu -  I ' ll g i ve y i s rh yme a nd reas on! I nto t he ho l e wi t h 

dem! ( The Financiers are piled into the hole.)  

Missus Gubu -  But, M i ster Gubu , what sor t of King are y a? Y' r e 

massacr eein' ever y feck i n'bo dy!  

Mister Gubu -  Shite, and  s ilen ce, I  say!  

Missus Gubu -  No more jus t ice, no  more f eenance.  

Mister Gubu -  Don't worry abou t a t hing, saus age, I 'll go me self 

fr om vi l lage to  vi llag e col l ecti n' me  taxe s, so  I wi l l.  

 

Scene Three: 

A farmhouse. Several farmers. 

A Farmer -  Wait t i ll y i s he ar th e big news . The King is  murder ed, 

and the Prin ces t oo,  and yo ung B ugger l y ha s run off  i nto t he 

mountai ns wi t h hi s mother. What' s more, th at Mi s ter Gubu has 

se i zed t he t hrone .  

Another -  And I have more bad n ews f or yi s . I' ve ju s t co me fr om 

Dublin where I  saw the bodi es of  more than thre e hundred noble s 

and fiv e hundr ed ma gistr ates t hat were k ille d, an d it' s sai d tha t 

th e tax es'll be  double d and Mist er Gu bu hi mself is  coming to  

co l lect them .  

All -  Holy M other of  God! W hat'l l happen t o us? That Mist er Gu bu 

is a  te r ribl e swi ne an d his fami l y, i t 's s aid, i s an  abomin ation .  
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A Farmer -  But, s sshhh , lis t en: did y i s no t hear a k nock at th e 

door?  

A Voice, outside -  Gr een Shite and  doubl e- gr een s hite! Open up,  

or by  Saint Shite Mone y and Sain t Ber nard Money , I'l l open yis ! 

Open up , by Jeesu s Money, b y Chr i st M oney, by  God Money, I've 

come fo r me t ax! ( The door is broken in, Gubu enters, in cowboy 

outfit, gold spiral on cowboy hat and waistcoat, followed by a 

legion of tax collectors, all with gold spiral insignia.)  

 

Scene Four: 

Mister Gubu -  Which one o f yis is  t he ol dest of yis? ( A farmer 

steps forward.) What' s yur name ? 

Farmer -  Paddy Murph y, Si r e.  

Mister Gubu -  Al l ri ght, gobsh i te, l iste n to me no w, or  else 

th ese f ellow s wil l cut yur  f ecki n' ea r s of f . Je esus, Mone y, ar e 

ya goin g to l iste n to me or  not?  

Murphy -  But yo ur Excelle ncy h asn't said anyt hing yet.  

Mister Gubu -  Wha'? amn't I  ta l kin' for  t he p ast h our s ure. D'ya 

th i nk I ' ve c ome h ere t o pre ach i n the wild ernes s, d' ya? 

Murphy -  Nothin g cou l d be  furt her f r om my spe culat i ons, Sire .  

Mister Gubu -  Well t hen! I 've come t o t ell ya, o r der ya an d 

si gnify to  ya tha t ya shall prod uce a nd ex hibit prom ptly yur 

Money, and i f ya don't yis' l l al l be massa creed . Rig ht th en, 

gi ntlem i ns t ax co l lect ors, direc t in here me Mo ney c art. ( The 

Money cart is brought in.)  

Murphy -  Si re, we're down in  the r egis t er f or on l y fi f ty - tw o 
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punts t hat w e've alrea dy pa i d at  the begin ning of th e mont h th e 

lo t of us.  

Mister Gubu -  That m ay be , but I've chan ged t he go vernment s o I 

have an d I'v e had it  put in  the paper s tha t all yur  t axes are  t o 

be paid twic e and a ny on es I desig nate l ater will be  paid t hree 

ti mes o r more. Wi t h th i s sy stem, I'll be  r i ch q uick, then I'll 

ki l l ev eryon e and feck off  out o f her e!  

Farmers -  Mi ster Gubu , ple ase, have pity on us , we' r e on l y po or 

fa r mers .  

Mister Gubu -  I don' t giv e a f eck! Pay u p!  

Farmers -  We can ' t, w e've alrea dy pa i d.  

Mister Gubu -  Pay up ! Or I 'll put y i s in  me d ungee on an d hav e yis 

to r ture d! I' l l ha ve yu r nec ks se parat ed fr om yu r fec k in' 

shoulde r s fo r yis and  yur b r ains with drawn via  yur e l bows! How 

would y a lik e t hat , d' ya th i nk? Now h and o ver y ur ta xes! Green 

sh i te, I 'm o nly t he Ki ng, a mn't I ? 

All -  So tha t 's t he wa y it i s! T o arms! Lo ng li ve Bu ggerl y , by  

th e gra ce of  God, King of  Gobshi t elan d!  

Mister Gubu -  Get to  work , Moneymen, do yur d uty. ( A strug gle 

ensues, th e house is  dest r oyed and  old P addy Murph y fle es al one 

in t o th e cou ntrys i de. Gubu s tays to  collec t the mone y.  

 

Scene Five:   

A cell i n Gu bu's f ort. Muck f ace, in  chains , Mis t er G ubu, dress ed 

as Jarr y int ended , as Ubu R oi, p eaked hat  with gold spira l , gr een 

umbrell a at hand, mass i ve g old s piral on  hi s en ormous bel l y.  
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Mister Gubu, removing hat -  Ah, Mu ckfac e, th ere y ' are, ya  wanted 

me to  pay ya  what I  owed ya , and ya  r ebell ed be cause I  di dn't 

want to , ya plott ed an d now look at  ya, ri ghtly deco mmiss i oned ! 

Green shit e, sa usage , it' s a g r and j ob, King, so  i t is!  

Muckface -  Take c are, Miste r Gubu. In  the f ive days you'v e been 

Ki ng yo u've alrea dy co mmitt ed en ough murde r s to  damn all  t he 

sa i nts i n He aven. The  blood of  t he Ki ng an d the Nobl es cr i es o ut 

fo r ven geanc e and th ose c r ies will be he ard.  

Mister Gubu -  Fr iend , tha t 's a  loos e ton gue y a hav e on ya. N o 

doubt i f ya escap ed it ' d ca use m e one or  t wo im plica t ions , but I  

don't t hink t hese good wall s hav e eve r let any  of th e honest 

fe l lows cons ented to  t heir care out of it.  And s o, go odnig ht, I  

re commend yo u to s leep as  t i ght - ly as  you ca n, th e fec k in' r ats 

her e do  be h avin' ceil i s af t er d ark.  

( He puts back on the peaked hat and leaves, opening umbrella to 

reveal gold spiral. The gaolers lock the doors.)  

 

Scene Six: 

A Castle in Macedonia.  

King Garret and his court. Muckface in tatters.  

King -  Was it  not you, v ile begge r , wh o plo t ted i n th e dea t h of  

our dear cou s in, Eamonn? 

Muckface -  Forgiv e me, King Garr et si r e, I  was embro i led despi t e 

myself by Mi s ter Gubu.  

King - Oh, dr eadfu l lia r ! Wh at do  you want?  

Muckface -  Mi ster Gubu had  me im priso ned f or pl ottin g, I manag ed 
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to esca pe an d rod e for five days and  night s ove r the hill s and 

va l leys of  Gobshi t elan d to come and b eg yo ur gr aciou s mercy.  

King -  What p r oof can y ou gi ve of  your lo yalty ? 

Muckface -  My swor d of  fort une a nd a detai l ed p l an o f Gubu's 

fo r t.  

King -  I acce pt th e swor d, b ut by  Sain t Ber nard, burn the  plan. I  

won't o we my  vict ory t o tre acher y .  

Muckface -  One of  Eamonn's sons, youn g Buggerly , is s till aliv e. 

I' l l do  eve r ythi ng in  my p ower t o se t him back on  t he th r one.  

King -  What r ank d i d yo u hol d in t he G obshi t e ar my?  

Muckface -  I comm anded the  12t h cuiras s iers of  t he 7 t h Ar my i n the 

se r vice of  Mi ster Gubu , Sir e.  

King -  Very w ell, I name you capt ain o f the tent h reg i ment of  my 

cavalry , but watc h out if  you be t ray me!  I pro mise you, i f yo u 

fi ght w ell, you w i ll b e rew arded .  

Muckface -  I t 's n ot co urage I  la ck, S i re.  

King -  Very w ell. Now, out o f my s ight .  

( He leav es. )  

 

Scene Seven: 

Gubu's couns el ch amber . Mis t er G ubu, as pin - st r iped busi ness man 

wi t h go l d sp i ral on br east, Miss us Gu bu, F i nanc e cou nsell ors.  

Mister Gubu -  Gentle men, t he s essio n is s tart ed, t r y to  list en 

wel l an d hol d cal m. Fi r st, we're goin g to discu ss me  feen ances , 

th en we ' ll d i scus s a l i ttle syst em I' ve th ought up  t o make the 

sun shi ne an d sto p the rain from fall i n'.  
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A Counsellor -  Good, good, Mist er Gu bu.  

Missus  Gubu -  The bi g gre en fe ckin' gobs hite!  

Mister Gubu -  M' dam shite , wat ch ou t , I' m not havi n' yu r 

nonsens e. I can t ell y i s, g entle men, t hat t he f eenance s are 

sound. A lar ge nu mber of do gs in  suit s go out i nto t he st r eets 

every m ornin ' col l ecti n' me  money and me  sherri f s ar e doi n' gr eat 

wor k al t oget her. Every where you  l ook you c an se e houses b urnin ' 

and the peop l e bo win' down under the  r ule of me  ta xmen.  

Counsellor -  And th e new taxe s, Mi s ter Gubu, are  t hey doing well ? 

Missus Gubu -  Hah! T he we ddin' tax  has o nly r aised elev en pu nts 

and Mis t er G ubu h as to  make peop l e ma r ry.  

Mister Gubu -  Good S aint Jeesu s of Taxes , mis sus M oneywoman, 

haven't I  ear s to  speak and y ou a mouth to  l i sten ! ( Laughter.) 

No, tha t 's n ot wh at I meant at  al l! Y a make me make mista kes y a 

do, it' s yur faul t I'm stup i d! Y a gobshite saus age M i ssus Gubu 

ya ! ( A messenger enters.) What t he f eck d oes h e want , th at 

fe l lah? Get  out, ya st upid litt l e bo l lix, or  I ' ll h ave y a 

deebrai ned a nd yu r leg s bro ken w i th h urlin g sti cks w i th n i ne- in ch 

nai ls i n!  

Missus Gubu -  There, he's gone , but he's left a  le t ter.  

Mister Gubu -  Read i t . I t hink I'm  l osin ' my mind or ma ybe i t 's 

because I  can't r ead. Hurr y up, i s it f rom Muckf ace?  

Missus Gubu -  I t is t hat. He  says t he Ki ng of  Macedonia has  

re ceive d him very well , and he's goin g to i nvad e Gobshite l and t o 

put Buggerly back on  t he th r one and h e say s you ' ll b e massacre ed.  

Mister Gubu, cowardly -  Ooh! O oh! I ' m af r aid! I'm  afrai d! Ah ! I 
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th i nk I ' m go i n' t o die . Ooh, I'm a  poor, u nfort unate fell ow! W hat 

wi l l be come of me  at a l l, m ercif ul Go d! Th at ba d man will kill 

me, so he wi l l. S aint Berna r d Mo ney a nd al l the Sain t s Mo ney, 

pr otect me!  I 'll burn y is c andle s and g iv e yis mone y, so  I wi l l.  

( He cries and sobs.)  

Missus Gubu -  There' s onl y one way  out, Miste r Gubu.  

Mister Gubu -  Which way, sausa ge? 

Missus Gubu -  War!  

All -  Pr aise the  Lord! How  noble !  

Mister Gubu -  Oh, Je esus, I'll be  ki cked agai n!  

First Counsellor -  Run, run , pre pare t he a r my.  

Second -  Or gani se pr ovisi ons.  

Third -  Pr epar e the arti l lery and  t he f orts.  

Fourth -  Collec t money fo r the troo ps.  

Mister Gubu -  Ah, c' mon n ow, y ou th ere! I 'll k ill ya, y a fec k in' 

bol lix ya. I ' m no t giv i ng a  penn y, so  I'm not! That ' s a nice 

tu r nabo ut. W asn't I  pai d to  figh t war s bef ore a nd no w I'm 

expecte d to pay t o hav e dem foug ht fo r me, am  I ? No, gree n shi t e, 

yi s can figh t yur war  s ince yis  are s o mad for  i t, b ut yi s are 

not to spend a  penny o f min e, d' y is h ear?  

All -  Long l i ve War!  

 

Scene Eight: 

A camp near Dublin. The Gobshite Army. Mister Gubu dressed in 

combat fatigues with gold spiral on breast, black beret and 

sunglasses both with gold spiral. Missus Gubu, leading pantomine 
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horse. 

Soldiers -  Long l i ve G obshi t elan d! Lo ng li ve Mist er Gu bu!  

Mister Gubu -  Mi ssus Gubu , giv e me me Mo ney a r mour and  me Mo ney 

st i ck. I 'll soon be so  heav y I w on't be ab l e to  walk if  I ' m 

chased.  

Missus Gubu -  Bah! Y a big joll y gre en co ward ya!  

Mister Gubu -  Ah, Je esus! Ther e's t he fe ckin' Mone y swor d g one 

and the Mone ybag won't stay on!! ! I'l l nev er be  righ t , an d the 

Macedon i ans are c omin' and  t hey' r e go i n' t o fec k in' k ill me.  

A Soldier -  Gubu S i re, t he m oney nose c lipp ers h as fa l len.  

Mister Gubu -  I ' ll k i ll y ou, y a fec ker, with t his money piss pot 

and shove th i s fe ckin' mone y swor d up  yur arse, if  yur no t more 

ca r eful !  

Missus Gubu -  I sn't he lo vely i n hi s hel met a nd br eastp l ate all 

th e same? An  onio n in armour , y' d say he  was.  

Mister Gubu -  Now, I ' m ge t tin' up  on me horse . Bri ng me  me Money 

hor se.  

Missus Gubu -  Mi ster Gubu , the hors e won' t be  able to  carry ya. 

He' s ha d not hin' t o at e for five days , sur e he' s alm ost d ead, 

sausage !  

Mister Gubu -  I like that ! I p ay tw o pun t s a day f or th at na g and 

she can ' t ca r ry m e. Yo u're makin ' a l augh of me , Gubu gobshit e 

m' dam, or el se yu r rob bin' me bl i nd? ( Missus Gubu goes red and 

lowers her eyes.) Well t hen, brin g me anoth er an i mal, but  I 'm n ot 

wal kin' , shi t e, I ' m no t wal k in'!  

( The pantomime horse leaves and returns.)  



Ki ng Gu bu  Tr ans la t io n © 19 96, 20 02 Tom Qui nn  

 38 

Mister Gubu -  I ' m ge t tin' up  on him now. Ah  Jeesus , s tead y! I' l l 

fa l l! ( The horse starts to run.) Ooh, ooh, s top t he f ecker ! 

Jeesus, I'll fall and  be ki l led so I will!  

Missus Gubu -  He rea l ly i s a g obshi t e! A h, th ere h e is up ag ain. 

No, he' s bac k on t he g r ound .  

Mister Gubu -  Doctor ! I'm near l y de ad! B ut f eck it! I'm  goin' to  

war and I'll kill feck i n' e veryb ody, so I will! Watc h yur step 

th e lot of  yi s! I ' ll h ave y i s in  me d ungee ons w i th y our f eckin ' 

noses p ulled off  and I ' ll e x trac t yur teet h one by  one wi t h me  

fi ngers and  t hen I 'll bite yur f eckin ' ton gues off, so I will.  

Missus Gubu -  Good l uck t o ya, Mist er Gu bu.  

Mister Gubu -  I forg ot to  tell ya,  M'dam , yur in  charge till I  

get bac k. Bu t , re member , I have me Mo ney b ook w i th m e, y' l l be  

so r ry i f ya t ry r obbin ' me, so  ya wil l ! I' m lea v in' Gobwar t he r e 

to hel p ya . Far ewell , Mis sus G ubu.  

Missus Gubu -  God pr eserv e ya, Mist er Gu bu. D on't f orge t to k ill 

th e Kin g of Maced onia. Kill him  good now!  

Mister Gubu -  Sure, I 'll k ill him. I 'll pull his f eckin ' nos e off 

and ext r act his f eckin ' tee t h on e by one f or hi m, I 'l l bit e his 

fe ckin' tong ue ou t of his h ead a nd st i ck s harpe ned b r anch es 

th r ough his  f ecki n' ea r drums, so  I wi l l. I ' ll f eckin ' deebrain 

hi m so I wil l !  

( The army moves off to a glorious fanfare.)  

Missus Gubu, alone -  Now th at bi g clo wn is  gone , let ' s ge t down 

to busi ness, kill Bugg erly, and  get h old o f the trea sure.  
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Act Four 

Scene One: 

The crypt where the ancient Kings of Gobshiteland are buried.  

Missus Gubu -  Where' s the trea sure? All  t he s t ones soun d sol i d. 

I' ve tr i ed a l l th e sto nes a r ound the  t omb of Gobf art t he Gr eat 

over by  the wall t here and  I fou nd no t hin' . I m ust h ave m ade a  

mis take . But ther e, no w: th i s st one h ere s ounds holl ow. T o wor k, 

Mi ssus Gubu. Be  br ave, take up  t his s t one. Gree n Jee sus, i t's 

st uck. I 'll j ust use t his k ey to  the Money ch amber t o lev er it  

up, the r e, t hat s hould do  i t . Th ere i t is! Ther e's t he tr easur e 

in with the  King' s bones. I ' ll p ut it  in m e bag here , the whol e 

lo t of i t! W ha'? What' s tha t noi se? I s the r e an yone l eft alive in  

dem vau l ts, I wonder? No, i t 's n othin ' , ke ep goin'! Take it  al l! 

Thi s si l ver' l l be  bett er - of f out shin i n' i n the dayl i ght t han 

shut up  in t he da r knes s of some auld princ e's t omb. Now, put t he 

st one b ack. Jeesu s, wh at's t hat! More nois e. Be i n' h ere i s maki n' 

me afra i d. I ' ll c ome b ack a nothe r tim e for  t he re st of  the 

tr easur e, to morro w.  

A Voice, from a vault -  Never, Miss us Gu bu! N ever!  
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( Missus Gubu runs away carrying her bag of treasure.)  

 

Scene Two: 

In front of the palace. Buggerly and his supporters, the people 

and soldiers. 

Buggerly -  Onward s, fr i ends! Fo r Eamonn a nd Go bshit eland ! That 

lo usy f ecker , Mis t er G ubu, i s go ne, t here' s onl y tha t wit ch 

Missus Gubu and G obwar t lef t . I will l ead you a nd re store my  

fa mily t o th e thr one.  

All -  Long l i ve B ugger l y!  

Buggerly -  And I' l l ab olish all  t he t axes set b y t hat a wful 

Mi s ter Gubu.  

All -  Hurray ! Onward! Let's run  t o th e cas t le a nd ki l l th ose 

swi ne! No mo r e ta xes! Hee! Hee!  

Buggerly -  Look! There ' s Mi ssus Gubu on th e ste ps wi t h he r 

guards!  

Missus Gubu -  What w i ll y ee be  havi n', g i ntle mins? Ah  Jeesus , 

it ' s fe ckin ' Buggerly .  

( The crowd throw stones.)  

First Guard -  Al l th e win dows are b r oke.  

Second Guard -  Shite and S aint Berna r d, I ' m hi t .  

Third Guard -  Shite, I'm  k ille d.  

Buggerly -  Throw stone s, fr i ends . Kil l the m! Ki l l th em! 

Gobwart -  Oh! It ' s fe ckin' -  well l i ke  t hat t hen, i s it ! ( He runs 

into the crowd, killing lots of them.)  

Buggerly -  Come h ere t o me, Gobw art! Defen d you r self , if ya ca n, 
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you fec k ing cowar d ya!  

( They fi ght. )  

Gobwart -  Ah, I' m kil l ed! I 'm d ead!  

Buggerly -  Vi ctor y , fr i ends ! Now get  Missu s Gubu!  

( Tr umpet s are hear d. )  

Buggerly -  Here c ome t he No bles! Run! Catc h the bad  f ecki n' 

bi t ch! Kill her! Kill her!  

All -  And we ' ll s t rang l e he r fec k ing husba nd to o!  

( Missus Gubu r uns away f ollo wed b y all the  Gobsh i tes. Shot s and 

noi se o f sto nes b eing t hrow n.)  

 

Scene Three: 

Mister Gubu, Boil , Poul tice , the Mone y hor se, t he Go bshit e army, 

so l dier s dre ssed i n Ir i sh s occer jers eys .  

Mister Gubu -  Shite, saus age a nd do uble - sh i te! I 'll die s urely , 

fo r I'm dyin ' of t hirs t and I'm  shagg ed al t oget her. You B oil, 

have th e goodness t o br i ng m e me Money cask et, a nd yo u Poul tice , 

ta ke th e money no se sc i ssor s and the  money hair brus h and help to  

soothe me fo r I r epeat , I'm shag ged t o hel l , so  I am . ( The 

so l dier s do as th ey're told .)  

Boil -  Si r! I sn't i t su r pris i ng t hat t here are  no Macedoni ans t o 

be seen ? 

Mister Gubu -  I t 's s urpri s ing t hat t he s t ate of me  feen ances 

don't a l low me to  have a  ca r riag e big enou gh to  carr y me; I  was 

so afra i d of  brea k in' t he s addle on  me Money ho r se, t hat I came 

th e whol e wa y on f oot, drag gin' t he f ecki n' na g alo ng by  the 



Ki ng Gu bu  Tr ans la t io n © 19 96, 20 02 Tom Qui nn  

 42 

re i ns. But w hen I  get back home, I  in t end, so  I do,  with t he h elp 

of mode r n fe esics and  i llum i nate d by t he b r illi ance of my  

seeenti f ic a dviso r s, t o hav e a c arria ge ma de th at'll ride on  t he 

wi nd, a nd tr anspo r t th e whol e fe ckin' army in  i t .  

Poultice -  Here's Padd y Power ru nning .  

Mister Gubu -  What's wron g wit h him , the chil d? 

Power -  Al l's l ost, Sire , the Gobs hites are  r evol t ing! Gobw art's 

dead an d Mis sus G ubu's fled into the  mount ains.  

Mister Gubu -  Ya poor unf ortun ate g obshi t e, y a! Wh ere did  ya he ar 

th at sh i te! What an id ea! A nd wh o's b ehind it?  Bugge r ly, I bet 

ya . Wher e ha ve ya  come from ? 

Power -  Dublin , nob l e Ki ng.  

Mister Gubu -  Ya lon g fec k in' s tree l of shite ya,  i f I belie ved a  

wor d ya  said , I'd turn the  whole shag gin' army back. Bu t t here ' s 

mor e of  this feat hery s tuff on  yur fa ce he r e th an ya  have brai ns 

in yur  head and I  dare say  ya dr eamt all t his n onsen se. G o to t he 

fr ont, child , the Mace donia ns ar en't f ar a nd we ' ll s oon b e done 

fo r , ar my, t axes, mode r n fe esics and  all.  

General Scrapies -  Mi ster Gubu , can you  see t he Ma cedon i ans t here 

in fron t ? 

Mister Gubu -  Jeesus , General Scrap i es, yur r i ght! The  

Macedon i ans! I'm  i n a prett y pic k le n ow. I f onl y the r e wa s a w ay 

to esca pe, b ut we ' re t r appe d on a hil l , co mplet ely e xpose d to 

th eir g uns.  

The Army -  The Ma cedon i ans! The  Enemy!  

Mister Gubu -  C' mon now, l ads, take your posi t ions for  t he 
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bat tle. We'l l sta y on t he h i ll a nd no t be so st upid as to  go 

down. I ' ll s t ay i n the midd l e li ke a l ivin g cit adel and t he re st 

of yis  will gravi t ate aroun d me. I  reco mmend yis  t o pu t as many 

bul lets as  yi s ca n in your r ifle s , ei ght b ullet s can kill eigh t 

Macedon i ans and t hat's eigh t les s for me  t o wor r y ab out. We'll 

le ave t he in f antr y down the hill to  meet t he Ma cedon i ans and t he 

cavalry behi nd th em to  rush  i n in t he c onfus i on, and w e'll put 

ar t ille r y ar ound t he w i ndmi l l th ere t o fir e int o the lot  of th em, 

th e fec kers. As  f or me , I'l l hol d the wind mill and s hoot t hrou gh 

th e win dow wi th m e Money gu n, I' l l pu t me big M oney s tick agai nst 

th e door , an d if anyon e t r ies t o ge t in, I'll let  t hem have i t 

wi t h th e fec k in' money piss pot!  

Officers -  Your o r ders will be  carrie d out , Sir e Gubu.  

General Scrapies -  El even o'cl ock, Sire.  

Mister Gubu -  C' mon, let' s eat , the Mace donia ns wo n't a t tack 

bef ore noon. Tell the  soldi er s , Ge neral Scra pies s ir, t o at t end 

to thei r bus i ness and  t o si ng th e Money hy mn.  

( Scrapies leaves.)  

Soldiers -  Long l i ve M i ster Gubu , our grea t Money ma n! Cl i nk, 

ch i nk, c link ; cli nk, c hink, clin k ; cl i nk, chink , cli nk!  

Mister Gubu -  Ooh, s uch g ood M oney people, I  lo ve th e Money lo t 

of yis! ( A Macedonian shell hits the side of the windmill.) 

Jeesus, I'm  t erri f ied, holy God, I'm  k ille d! Bu t wai t , no , I'm 

al l rig ht.  

 

Scene Four: 
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The same, a captain and then the Macedonian army 

General Scrapies, entering -  Si re Gubu , the Mace donia ns ar e 

at t acki ng.  

Mister Gubu -  So? What do  ya w ant m e to do? I  didn ' t te l l th em 

to . Nonethel ess, Money sold i ers, prep are f or co mbat.  

General Scrapies -  A seco nd sh ell!  

Mister Gubu -  Ah, Je esus, feck this for  a lar k . It ' s ra i ning lead  

and iro n and I  could e asily have me  Money perso n damaged i n th e 

fr ay. D own we go! ( They race down. The battle is underway. They 

disappear into the torrents of smoke at the foot of the hill. 

Gubu standing above the melee, shouting). Sacr eefic e yur selve s 

yee sons of bi t ches ! Yur whor e of a cun t ry w ants yee d ead!  

A Macedonian (wearing soccer jersey) -  For Go d and King !  

Paddy Power -  Ahh, I ' m ki l led.  

Mister Gubu -  Onward s! Oo h, oo h, yo u the r e, m i ster , I'l l hav e yur 

sk i n, f or y' ve hu r t me , so ya ha ve! Y ' big shi te ! Wit h yur rifl e 

th at do esn't work .  

The Macedonian -  We'll see a bout t hat! ( He fires a shot at him.)  

Mister Gubu -  Ooh, g ood S aint Money , I'm woun ded! I 've a hol e in 

me! A h ole r i ght t hrou gh me  I ha ve! I ' m do ne fo r ! I' m fin i shed ! 

Bur ied! But, how  or ne ver! I've got  ya no w! ( He runs the soldier 

through.) There y'ar e -  ya won' t be  star t in' agin now, will ya, 

af t er t hat?  

General Scrapies -  Forwar d! A good, stro ng pu sh, m en! G et th em 

over th e dit ch! W e're winni ng!  

Mister Gubu -  D' ya t hink so? I ' ve m ore l umps on me  f ace t han y a'd 
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fi nd on  a ti nker' s bot t om! How c ould we be  winn i ng?  

Macedonian Cavalry -  Hurray ! Make way for  our K i ng!  

( King Garret arrives, accompanied by Muckface, in disguise.)  

A Gobshite -  Ah, ho l y Je esus! Run  away! Here ' s Ki ng Ga r ret!  

Another -  Good Ch r ist, he's over the  ditch !  

Another -  Look a t tha t ! Th at bi g fec ker o f a l i eute nant' s jus t 

ki l led f our of ou r men!  

Muckface -  Ah, ar e yis not  dead yet? Here y 'are Padd y Power, w hat 

ya dese r ve! ( He kills him.) Now f or th e res t of y is! ( He kills 

loads of Gobshites.)  

Mister Gubu -  Forwar ds, l ads! Catch me  dat bo l lix! We'l l make jam 

out of t he f eckin ' lot of  dem! V i ctor y is ours! Gubu abu! Abu  

Gubu Ab u! Ub u ubu ubu! Long live Gobs hitel and!  

All -  Forwar d! Hu r ray! Gubu Abu! Ubu  ubu u bu! G et th at bu gger!  

Mister Gubu, recognising him -   Ah, i t 's y ursel f , Mu ckfac e! Ah , 

fr i end! I'm  so ha ppy t o see ya  here, you a nd yu r fec k in' army. 

I' m goi n' to  roas t ya over a slo w fla me, y a lit t le f ecker . Mis t er 

Money s oldie r s, l i ght t he f i re. Ooh, ooh, Jeesu s, I' m kil l ed. I t 

mus t hav e been a c annon that hit  me! A h, Ch r ist, forg i ve m e me 

si ns, s ure I  neve r meant an y of dem. Oh, i t had to  be a c annon !  

Muckface -  I t was my  pi stol , gobshite .  

Mister Gubu -  Ah, no w yur maki n' fu n of me! I  won' t hav e it! Into 

me dung eeon with him! ( He runs at Muckface and runs him through 

with his sword.)I ' ll d eefec k in'b r ain ya, s o I w i ll!  

General Scrapies -  Mi ster Gubu , we' r e ad vanci ng ev erywh ere.  

Mister Gubu -  I see, Scra pies. But  I can do  nothin ' for yis, I'm  
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cr i pple d wit h kic ks. L et me  sit down on th e gro und h ere. Oh, m e 

Money b ottle is  br oke!  

General Scrapies -  C' mon now, Miste r Gubu, yo u'll soon have t he 

Ki ng of  Macedonia ' s Mo ney b ottle .  

Mister Gubu -  Ay, th at's what I 'll do! C ' mon now me Money sw ord, 

do yur  busin ess, and y ou to o Money ho r se, don' t s louc h! Yo u too , 

me Money sti ck, y ou ca n do as go od as  dem and b etter , we' l l gi ve 

ya the  honou r of pierc i ng t he Ki ng of  Macedonia ' s ea r drums, an d 

massacr eein' and  excav atin' the  l ittl e Macedoni an bo l lix! 

Onwards ! C'mon me  Money hor se! ( He attacks King Garret.)  

A Macedonian Officer -  Watch out, your Majes t y!  

Mister Gubu -  Hey, y ou! O h, ah ! Ah, c'mo n now! Ah, mist er, l eave 

me quie t , wi l l ya ? I d i dn't do  i t on purpo se! I  promi se! ( He runs 

away. King Garret after him.)  

Mister Gubu -  Holy m other of  God, t he ma d f ecke r is after me!  

Jeesus, what did  I do? Ah,  f eck, I've a  di t ch i n fro nt of  me! Him 

behind and t he di t ch i n fro nt! C ' mon now, Money hors e, sh ut yu r 

eyes! ( He jumps across the ditch. King Garret falls in.)  

King Garret -  Damn i t , I' ve fa l len i n.  

Gobshites -  Hurray ! The King is  down.  

Mister Gubu -  I ' m ne arly afrai d to l ook back? Ah  Jeesus , loo k at 

hi m in t he d i tch, the  eejit ! That 's a  good one, and  t hey' r e 

beatin' the  shite out  of hi m too ! Go on, y e Gobshite s, hi t him as  

har d as  ya c an, l ay in t o hi m, he ' s a s tron g bac k, th e lit t le 

bol lix! Me,  I 'm n early afra i d to  look at  hi m! B ut, h ow or  neve r , 

it went bett er th an I t houg ht, t he Mo ney s t ick did m arvel l ous 
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wor k an d I'd have near l y ma ssacr eed h i m meself i f a s tran ge 

te r ror hadn' t come ove r me f rom nowher e st eal i n' a nd ca ncell ed 

out me coura ge. I  sudd enly t urne d yel l ah a nd on l y fo r me skill f ul 

hor semanship and  me st olid Money hors e, wh ose f l eet of fl i ght and 

fo ot is  fame d, an d onl y for that ditc h the r e po ppin' up  under t he 

fe et of  the enemy of  t he he r e pr esent Ministe r for Mone y, I was 

ri ghtly feck ed! T hat's fine talk for  y is, but s ure n o one ' s 

li s teni n' to  me. Saint Jees us Mo ney, l ook at th at, t hey'r e off 

again!  

( The Macedoni an ca valry char ge an d fre e Kin g Gar r et. )  

General Scrapies -  This t i me, we're righ t ly f eck ed!  

Mister Gubu -  Here's a  chance f or m e to l ook good! C'mo n the n, 

Gobshit es, f orwar ds! O r , I mean, back wards !  

Gobshites -  Run aw ay!  

Mister Gubu -  C' mon! Get  movin ' . Sh i te J eesus , loo k at t he c r owd, 

th ere's mill i ons of th em, l i ke f eckin ' Zul us, h ow am I goi n' t o 

get meself o ut of  this mess ? ( He' s kn ocked over . ) Ah, y ou th ere, 

wi l l ya  watc h it! Or  y' ll f i nd o ut wh at it ' s li ke to  be b oiled in  

oi l by t he M i nist er fo r Money he r e. H e's r un of f , th e lit t le 

bol lix. Quic k now, I'l l run off  mesel f bef ore S crapi es sees me . 

( He leav es, s oon f ollow ed by  the Gobsh i te a r my wi th t he 

Macedon i ans i n ho t pur suit. )  

 

Scene Five: 

A cave. Snow . Mis t er G ubu ( crown aske w, be r et a nd su nglas ses p ut 

away), Boil, Poul t ice.  
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Mister Gubu -  Ah, bo l lix t he f eckin ' weat her! It'd free ze th e 

bal ls o f f a China man a nd th e Min i ster for  Money ' s pe r son i s 

nearly banja xed f r om i t !  

Boil -  Huh! S o, Gu bu si r , ar e you over your frig ht an d the run?  

Mister Gubu -  Oh, th e fri ght I ' m wel l ov er, b ut I s till have the  

ru n!  

Poultice -  What a  pig!  

Mister Gubu -  And yo u, Si r e Po ultic e, ho w is yur e ar?  

Poultice -  As good as i t co uld b e when it' s as bad a s it i s. I  

can't g et th e fec k in' bulle t out . D'y a see the  way t he le ad ha s 

it hang i ng d own? 

Mister Gubu -  Jeesus Mone y, th at's a gra nd jo b! Ya  neve r sto pped 

fi ghti n' thou gh. B ut I t hink I  was the brav est o f yis , I 

massacr ed fo ur of  the enemy with me  bare h ands witho ut on ce 

endange r in' mesel f , an d I d on't know how many o f the m I f i nish ed 

of f tha t wer e alr eady dead.  

Poultice -  Boil, do ya  know at  al l wh at ha ppene d to Paddy P ower?  

Boil -  Shot i n the head so  he was, the poor sad  gobsh i te.  

Mister Gubu -  Ooh, o oh, j ust a s the popp y and the  piss - in - th e- bed 

ar e rea ped i n the i r pr i me b y the piti l ess r eape r who piti l essl y 

re aps t heir pitif ul no odles , so young Padd y Power re aped l ike a 

pi t eous popp y, th ough he fo ught well, mind you, but  sure t here 

wer e to o many of t hem f ecki n' Ma cedon i ans!  

Boil and Poultice -  Ah, Je esus, give over !  

An Echo -  Ri vrov er!  

Boil -  What's that ? Qui ck, t he kn i ves!  



Ki ng Gu bu  Tr ans la t io n © 19 96, 20 02 Tom Qui nn  

 49 

Mister Gubu -  Ah no, I'm  not a ble f or t hi s , mo r e fe ckin' 

Macedon i ans, I  bet yis ! I'v e had enou gh. A nyway, it' s as s impl e 

as this , if t hey catch me  I ' ll f r ig t hem i n me dunge eons and 

deebrai n the feck i n' f ecker s !  

 

Scene Six: 

The same. A bear comes in. 

Poultice -  Look, Miste r Money!  

Mister Gubu -  Oh, Je esus, Mone y... Will y is l ook a t tha t mongrel! 

He' s a f ine f ella h, Go d ble ss hi m!  

Boil -  Watch out! What a big bear ! Qui ck, m y car t ridg es!  

Mister Gubu -  A bear ! Jay sus, he's f ecki n' te r ribl e! Po or me , 

I' l l be  eate n ali ve! L ord s ave m e! He ' s co min' f or me!  No, 

Poultic e has him. Good , I c an re l ax. ( The bear jumps on Poultice. 

Boil attacks it with his knife. Gubu climbs up on a rock.)  

Poultice-  Help m e, Bo i l! H elp m e, mi s ter Gubu!  

Mister Gubu -  Ya must be j okin ' ! He l p yo ursel f , ca n't y a, as  the 

good Lo r d says! I'm  sayin ' me Our F ather . We can t ake i t in t urns 

to be  eaten.  

Boil -  I have him! I've got  him!  

Poultice -  Hold h i m ti ght! He's s tart i ng t o let go!  

Mister Gubu -  Our Fa t her who A r t in  Heaven.  

Poultice -  The co wardl y begger, Gubu!  

Boil -  Oh, Je esus,  he's b i ting me.  Oh, J eesus , sav e me, it's 

nearly k ille d I a m!  

Gubu -  Thy Wi l l be  done .  
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Poultice -  Ah, I' ve ma naged to  st ab h i m! 

Boil -  Hurray ! He' s ble eding . ( Whi le t he co urtie r s ar e sho uting , 

th e bear moans an d Gubu con t inue s pra y ing. )  

Poultice -  Hold h i m t ight now, and  I 'll get m e gun !  

Mister Gubu -  Gi ve u s thi s day our  daily Brea d.  

Boil -  Have y ou go t it? I  can't h old h i m of f any long er.  

Mister Gubu -  And fo r give us  our Tr espas ses.  

Poultice -  I have it!  ( There's a  lo ud sh ot an d the bear drop s 

dead. )  

Boil and Poultice -  Vi ctor y !  

Mister Gubu -  And de l iver us  f r om Evil. Money men! Are y i s su r e 

he' s de ad? C an I get d own o f f th e roc k now? 

Boil, wi t h co ntemp t  -  You ca n if you w ant.  

Mister Gubu, get ting down  -  Yi s ca n con s ider yurs elves fort unate 

th at if  it's st il l ali ve yi s are it's than ks to  the assid uous 

vi r tue of th e her e pre sent Minis t er f or Mo ney, who s t rive d, 

st r aine d and stru ggled to  say Ou r Fat hers f or y i s, a nd wh o 

wi elded the  spiri t ual weapo n of praye r as brave l y as  yuse did  t he 

her e pr esent Poul t ice' s fi r e- shootin ' wor l dly weapo n. I even went 

so far  as to  clim b up on th at ro ck th ere s o me praye r s wo uld t ake 

le ss ti me to  get t o He aven. Now  t hat' s deevotio n for yis!  

Boil -  The bi g ugl y gre en sh i te!  

Mister Gubu -  That's a  fi ne be ast. Thank s to me yi s can h ave you r 

supper. Look at  t he bi g bel l y on  him! Dem  Greek lads in  

meetolo gee w ould' ve ha d more roo m ins i de o f him than in  t hat 

wooden horse they had! Jees us, a nymor e, la ds, a nd we ' d ha ve be en 
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abl e to  see f or o ursel ves t he sh ape o f his insi des!  

Boil -  I ' m fa mished. What is  t here t o ea t ? 

Poultice -  The be ar!  

Mister Gubu -  Wha'? Yis a r e no t thi nking of  eatin' him  r aw? We've 

not hin' to  make a  fire with .  

Boil -  Don't we ha ve ou r fli ntsto nes?  

Mister Gubu -  Aye, s ure e nough . And I  seem to  remember not f ar 

fr om he r e t here' s a l i ttle wood wher e some nic e dry bran ches 

might b e fou nd. G o get some , Sir e Poul tice . ( Poultice heads off 

through the snow.)  

Boil -  And no w, Si r e Gu bu, l et's cut u p the bear .  

Mister Gubu -  Ooh,oo h, no ! Maybe he ' s no t dead. Yu r all cove r ed 

in bite s and b r uise s and are  half - dead an yway, so  you do  it! I 'll 

li ght t he fi r e wh i le I  wait for  Poult i ce t o bri ng th e wood. ( Boil 

starts to cut up the bear.)  

Mister Gubu -  Watch out! I saw him  movin ' !  

Boil -  But, S i re G ubu, he's alrea dy co l d.  

Mister Gubu -  That 's a  pi t y. I t woul d ha ve be en be t ter t o ea t him 

war m. I ' m su r e ea t in' him w i ll f eck t he he r e pr esent Mini s ter f or 

Money a  righ t fec k in' i ndig estio n.  

Boil, aside -  The ro t ten l ouse r ! ( Aloud.) Help me a l ittl e, 

Mi s ter Gubu, I  can't d o it all b y myself.  

Mister Gubu -  No, no , I'm not  able t o he l p ya  at a l l! O f cou r se, 

it ' s on l y be cause I'm  t ired !  

Poultice, coming back in -  I t 's r i ghtl y sno wing, lads , you ' d 

th i nk w e wer e at t he N orth Pole. It's gett i ng d ark. I t'll soon be  
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bl ack o ut. L et's get t he fi r e go i ng s o we can s ee wh ere w e're at.  

Mister Gubu -  Yes, y es, d o ya hear, Boil ? Get a  move on . Get a  

move on  both of  yi s! P ut th e ani mal o n a s pit, cook t he f eckin ' 

beast. I 'm h ungry !  

Boil -  I can' t sta nd hi m any long er! Y ou be t ter work or yo u'll 

have no t hing ! Are you  l i sten i ng, you b i g gr een b ollix ya?  

Mister Gubu -  Oh, I don't care , I'd just as  soon e at hi m raw , 

yuse ar e the ones who' l l be  sorr y . An yway, I'm  s leep y!  

Poultice -  What d o you say, Boil ? Let ' s ha ve di nner ourse l ves, 

onl y we ' ll l eave him n othin g. We  migh t th r ow h i m a bone, if  he's 

lu cky.  

Boil -  That's too  good f or h i m. T here now, t he f i re's caug ht.  

Mister Gubu -  Ooh, t hat's love l y, s o it i s. O h, it ' s ni ce an d 

war m no w. Bu t I t hink I can see  Maced onian s eve r ywher e. J eesus , 

what a f righ t the y gav e me! Ooh! ( He falls asleep.)  

Poultice -  I ' d li ke to  know if  what P addy Power said was  t rue, if  

Mi ssus Gubu' s rea l ly l ost t he th r one. It  could well be so .  

Boil -  Let's f inis h sup per f i rst.  

Poultice -  No, th i s is  impo r tant . I t hink i t'd be a good i dea t o 

fi nd ou t if t he news i s tru e or not.  

Boil -  Ri ght enoug h, bu t do we ab andon Mist er Gu bu or  stay with 

hi m?  

Poultice -  We'll s leep on  i t . Le t 's s l eep now, t omorr ow we'll see 

what's t o be  done .  

Boil -  No, it ' d be  bett er if  we l eft d uring the  night .  

Poultice -  Ri ght you a r e, l et's be  of f th en. ( They leave.)  
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Scene Seven: 

Gubu, talking in his sleep -  Ah, Si r e Ma cedon i an, watch it,  don't 

shoot h ere, t here ' s to o money pe ople. Ah,  t here ' s Mu ckfac e, th e 

ugl y fe l low, a  bi g bear he l ooks like . And here ' s Bu ggerl y comi n' 

fo r me! Th e bear, the  f ecki n' be ar! A h, th ere h e is over t here ! 

God, he ' s a r ight hard chaw! I  don't w ant t o do anyth i ng, so I 

don't! Off w i th y a, Bu ggerl y ! D' ya he ar, y a eej i t? H ere's Padd y 

Power n ow, a nd th e Kin g of Maced onia! Oh,  t hey' r e go i n' t o kic k 

me, the feck in ' bol l ixes ! And ther e's m e Mis sus G obshi t e Mo ney 

Gubu! W here did y a tak e all me  money gold? You  t ook me mo ney 

gol d, y a bad mone y bit ch ya ! You went sear ching in  me Money to mb 

in the  Money Cath edral in  Money Dubli n, ne ar th e Money Mo on it  

is . I'm dead a  l ong tim e now so  I am,  Bugge r ly i t was who  k ille d 

me, and I'm  burie d in Money Dubl i n be s ide Money Emmet and I'm  

bur ied t oo i n Money Li meric k bes i de M oney Sarsf i eld, and  I 'm a l so 

bur ied i n Mo ney R ockal l in t he M oney Cell with Money Muck f ace. 

There h e is agai n. Oh,  get t he fe ck aw ay, y a fec k in' bear! You  

lo ok li ke Mu ckfac e. Do  ya n ot he ar me , spa wn of  Sata n? No , he 

can't h ear, me ta x- co l lect ors c ut hi s fec k in' ears off f or hi m, 

ha, ha!  Pul l his brai ns ou t , Mo ney! Debra i n hi m, Mo ney, hammer 

ni ne- in ch na i ls i nt o his e ardru ms, M oney, slic e him open , Money, 

and dra g his feck i n' M oney out w i th h i s en t rail s Money an d dri nk 

hi s blo od Mo ney t i ll h e's d ead, Money , tha t 's t he li f e of  a 

ta x- co l lect or, M oney, that ' s wh at ma kes t he Mi niste r for Mone y a 
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happy M oney! That ' s what ma kes t he Mo neyst er fo r Money ha ppy!  

( He falls silent and sleeps.)  

 

  

  

Act Five 

Scene One: 

Night, Mister Gubu asleep. Missus Gubu enters without seeing him. 

Total darkness. 

Missus Gubu -  At las t , he r e's shelt er. I ' m al one h ere, no ha r m in  

th at, w hat a mad r ush: acros s Gobshite l and i n fo ur da ys! A l l me  

mis fort unes have come on me  at o nce. As so on as  that big  eejit 

went of f I w as of f to t he c r ypt t o fi nd th e tre asure . Next thi ng, 

I' m bei n' st oned t o de ath b y tha t Buggerly and  his b and o f cra zy 

gobshit es. I los t me escor t , Go bwart , who was  so ta ken w i th m e 

charms t hat he pa ssed out n early ever y tim e he saw me, an d eve n, 

so I  was tol d, wh en he  didn ' t se e me, whic h was the  heigh t of 

af f ecti on on  his part. He'd have allo wed h i msel f to be sl i ced i n 

tw o jus t f or me,  t he p oor s ausag e. Do esn't the  f act he wa s sli ced 

in four by  Bugger l y pr ove i t ? Whi f, w haf, whoom! Oh, I  th i nk I ' ll 

nearly die. After that , I r an of f , wi t h de m mad eeji t s ch asin' 

me. I l eft t he Pa l ace and g ot as  far as th e Lif f ey b ut th ere w as 

guards  on all the  bridg es. I  had t o sw i m ac r oss t he r i ver, hopi ng 

to give the  crowd afte r me t he s hake. Ther e was Nobl es co min' out 

of the  woodwork c hasin ' me. I  was near ly k i lled a  th ousan d tim es, 

so I  was, st r angl ed by  a ga ng of  Gobshites mad  t o do  me i n. 
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Anyhow, I e scape d the i r cl utche s and afte r fou r day s of r unni ng 

li ke ma d ove r the snow in  what u sed t o be me ki ngdom, I'm land ed 

her e. I ' ve n ot ea t en o r dri nken i n th r ee d ays. That f ecki n' 

Buggerl y near ly h ad me  in h i s gr asp.. . Anyhow, I 'm s afe n ow. B ut 

I' d li ke to  know what h appen ed to  that big  green pupp et of  mine , 

I mean my mo st re spect able husba nd, M i ster Gubu ? Was it  hi m I 

to ok mo ney f r om? Was i t him I  st ole p unts f rom? Was  i t hi m I 

fi ddled , the cute fidd l er t hat h e is? And  his M oney horse dyin g 

fr om hu nger: he  never saw much h ay, t he po or Mo ney d evil. Ah,  

it ' s a f ine t hing , all the  same. But, sadl y , I l ost me tr easur e. 

It ' s in  Dubl i n, i f any of  yi s wa nts t o go get i t .     

Mister Gubu, starting to wake -  Catch Missu s Gubu, cu t her Mone y 

ear s of f !  

Missus Gubu -  Oh Jee sus s ave m e! Wh ere a m I? I 'm g oin' mad! Oh 

no, Heaven! Thank s be t o Sa i nt G od Mo ney, I jus t cau ght a  glim pse 

of that Mist er Gu bu as l eep t here besi de me . Let ' s se e now. Well 

th en, m y fin e fat rat, are  ya ha v in' a good sle ep fo r yur self?  

Mister Gubu -  Ooh, o oh, i t 's t errib l e! J eesus , tha t fec k in' bear 

was as hard as na i ls! A rig ht fi ght i t was, bet ween t he v oraci ous 

on the  one h and a nd th e fer ociou s on t he o t her, but  t he v oraci ous 

complet ely a t e an d dev oured the  f eroc i ous as y' l l so on se e when 

it ' s daytime .  D' y is h ear m e, go od gi ntlem i ns?  

Missus Gubu -  What's he  j abber i ng o n about? H e's a  bigg er ee j it 

th an he  was befor e. Wh o's h e tal k ing t o? 

Mister Gubu -  Poulti ce, B oil, answer me, yis  bags of gr een s hite 

yi s ! Wh ere a r e yi s?  O h, I' m fri ghten ed. S omeone sa i d so methi n'. 

Who sai d somethin ' ? It  wasn' t th e bear , wa s it? Shit e! Wh ere a r e 
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me matc hes? Damn, I  must've lost dem  i n th e bat t le!  

Missus Gubu, aside -  I can' t let this oppo r tuni t y sl i p, I ' ll l et 

on I'm  a div i ne a ppari t ion and m ake h i m pr omise to  f org i ve m e the 

st ealin ' I d i d on  him.  

Mister Gubu -  By Sai nt Be r nard ' s ho l y gr een s hite, who' s tal k in'? 

Jeesus Money ! Wil l no one a nswer me?  

Missus Gubu, distorting her voice -  Yes, G ubu s i re, someone is  

speakin ' and the  t rumpet of  the Archa ngel calli n' th e dead fr om 

th e ash and  t he d ust w i ll s peak no di f fere nt! L i sten to  t his 

austere voic e. It ' s th e voi ce of  Holy Sain t Ber nard who g i ves 

onl y go od ad v ice.  

Mister Gubu -  Oh, fe ck, t hat's all  I need!  

Missus Gubu -  No int errup t ions plea se or  I'll shut me  mouth and 

th at'll be  yur go ose c ooked for  ya, s o it will!  

Mister Gubu -  Ah, Sh i te, sausa ge! I ' ll b e qui et th en, n ot an other 

wor d. G o on with what yur s ayin' , Mis sus A ppari t ion!  

Missus Gubu -  I was  sayin ' , Mi s ter Gubu s ir, t hat yur a  big 

fe ckin' eeji t !  

Mister Gubu -  I am  bi g, a ye, t hat's righ t .  

Missus Gubu -  Wi ll y a shu t up, for  t he l ove o f sweet fe ckin' 

Jeesus Money !  

Mister Gubu -  Ah, no w, Mi ssus, ange l s do n't c urse!  

Missus Gubu, aside -  Gr een shite ! ( Continuing.) They do so metim es 

do, Gubu, wh en ro used t o ri ghteo us anger ! Now then ! Are ya  

mar ried , Gubu sir ? 

Mister Gubu -  I am  t hat, and t o the very last of  t he Mo heeca ns!  
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Missus Gubu -  Ya mean to say, Gubu, to  a very char ming young 

la dy.  

Mister Gubu -  An abs olute horr or of  a la dy! S he's got c l aws 

everywh ere, you w oul dn' t kn ow whi ch e nd to  catc h hau l d of  her!  

Missus Gubu -  Ya must cat ch ho l d of  her t hrou gh ge ntlen ess, Gubu 

si r , an d if you d o tha t , y' l l se e tha t she ' s li ke sw eet V eenus .  

Mister  Gubu -  A big  peeni s ! Y' r e ri ght t here!  

Missus Gubu -  Yur no t lis t enin ' , Gu bu si r, b e more att entiv e. 

( Aside.) I 'll have t o ge t a move o n, it ' s ne arly day. Gubu s ir, 

yu r wif e is delic i ous and a dorab l e, s he ha sn't a sin gle f ault.  

Mister Gubu -  Y' re w r ong t here , Mis sus, she h as ev ery f eckin ' one 

of them !  

Missus Gubu -  Si lenc e! Yo ur w if e is never unfa i thfu l to ya!  

Mister Gubu -  Sure h ow co uld s he be  unfa i thfu l ? Who'd h ave t he 

sausage ? 

Missus Gubu -  Gubu, you m ust a dmit, she  doesn ' t dr i nk a t all !  

Mister Gubu -  Not si nce I  took the  key t o the wine cell ar, s he 

doesn't . Bef ore t hat, she w as sozzl ed by  eigh t in t he m ornin ' and 

eau d'a l coho l was her  only perfu me. M i nd y ou, w i th t he pa r raff een 

oi l she uses now  she d oesn' t smel l an y bet t er. But, l ittl e do I 

ca r e. A t lea st, n ow, I ' m th e onl y one who  gets drunk !  

Missus Gubu -  St upid gobs hite! But  you mu st al l ow, Gubu, yur  wife 

never e ver t ook m oney on ya .  

Mister Gubu -  Well n ow, t hat's a  good on e!  

Missus Gubu -  She ne ver e ven t ook a  penn y on ya!  

Mister Gubu -  And wh at ab out m e poor Money ho r se, who w asn't fed  
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fo r thr ee mo nths, and  had t o be dragg ed half - way acr oss 

Gobshit eland by  meself to  go and figh t in t he f eckin ' war with 

th e Macedoni ans. And d i ed i n it t oo, so he  did, the  poor f ecki n' 

Money b east!  

Missus Gubu -  I t 's a l l li es yu r say i n', Gubu. Yur  wife i s a model 

to all  wives , and yur  a big gr een fec k in' eejit !  

Mister Gubu -  I t 's a l l tr ue I' m say i n'. My wi f e is  a ba d fec k in' 

bi t ch, and y ' re a  big, stup i d sa usage !  

Missus Gubu -  Watch out n ow, M i ster Gubu ! Remember I'm  a heavenly 

phenomenon!  

Mister Gubu -  Aye, a ye, y ur ri ght. I for got w ho I was t al k in' t o. 

For get I sai d any t hing at  al l!  

Missus Gubu -  Y' ve b een a  bad man, Gubu. Have ya  no ree morse ? Ya 

ki l led good King Eamonn, so  ya d i d.  

Mister Gubu -  I t wasn't m e who did  i t, n o way. It was M i ssus Gubu 

who want ed h i m de ad.  

Missus Gubu -  Ya had Derm ot and D esmond kil l ed!  

Mister Gubu -  Bad sh i te t o the two  of th em! T hey w anted to  ki ll 

me, so t hey did!  

Missus Gubu -  Ya did n't k eep y ur pr omise to  Muckfa ce an d, la t er, 

ya kill ed hi m too , so ya di d.  

Mister Gubu -  I ' d ra t her me th an hi m rei gnin' in  Gobshi t el and. 

Ri ght n ow, n eithe r one nor  t he o t her of us  is r eigni n'. A t lea st, 

ya can  see I ' m no t .  

Missus Gubu -  There' s onl y one way  t o ha ve yu r sin s for given .  

Mister Gubu -  Which way? I 'm r eady t o be come a good man, so I am. 
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I t hink I'd  l ike t o be  a sa i nt a nd se e me na me in  the calen dar.  

Missus Gubu -  Ya must for give Missu s Gubu for taki n' a l ittl e of 

yu r money.  

Mister Gubu -  So, th at's yur g ame! Well, I'll forg i ve h er wh en 

she's g i ven me ba ck th e lit t le o f me money , and when she' s had a  

good ta nnin' and  when she' s res urrec t ed m e poor , fe ckin' Mone y 

hor se!  

Missus Gubu -  Does h e nev er st op ab out h i s fe ckin' hors e! Je esus, 

it ' s ne arly dayli ght, I 'm f ecked !  

Mister Gubu -  Noneth eless , I'm happ y kno win' now t hat m e good 

wi f e di d ind eed s t eal f rom me. I ' ve h eard i t no w f r om a  reli able 

source. Omni s a D eo sc i enti a, wh i ch m eans: omni s , al l ; a Deo, 

seeence ; sci entia , comes fr om God. Th at ex plain s the appa r itio n. 

Say no more, Mada me Ph enomenon! What can I  give you  as a r ewar d? 

What yo u sai d was very funn y. Bu t Jee sus, i t's nearly day. Shite , 

by my  dead f eckin ' Money ho r se, i t's Missu s Gubu!  

Missus Gubu, insulted -   That' s a l i e, M i ster Gubu ! I'm goin ' to 

have ya  exco mmuneecate d.  

Mister Gubu -  Ya gre en fe ckin' bitc h ya!  

Missus Gubu -  What l ack o f res pect f or r eligi on, M i ster Gubu!  

Mister Gubu -  Wi ll y a giv e ove r , ya  stup i d bi t ch! Can't I  see 

it ' s yo u, y' auld harpi e ya! What the  f eck are y a doi n' he r e? 

Missus Gubu -  The Go bshit es ki l led Gobwar t an d cha sed m e away.  

Mister Gubu -  And it  was t he M acedo nians who  chase d me; and  here  

we are  i n th e same boa t , tw o nic e fel l ows.  

Missus Gubu -  Better if  ya sai d, Gu bu, a  nice fell ow an d a 
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bl ackgu ard.  

Mister Gubu -  Well w hat a bout, a  ni ce fe l low and t his f i ne 

fe l low? ( He throws the bear at her.)  

Missus Gubu, falling under the weight of the bear  -   Oh, J eesus , 

Mar y an d Jos eph, and a l l th e sai nts! I t's t erri ble! Ah, I ' m be i n' 

ki l led! I'm  nearl y smot here d! He ' s bi t in' me! H e's e atin' me  up! 

Jeesus, he'l l deegest me, s o he will!  

Mister Gubu -  I sn't i t de ad he  is, ya gr otesq ue lo okin' saus age 

ya! But, oh,  maybe it's dead he  i sn't! Let  me up  here ! ( Climbing 

back on to the rock.)  

Missus Gubu, getting out from under the bear -  Where' s he got t o 

now? 

Mister Gubu -  Ooh, J eesus ! Ther e sh e is again ! Is t here no  way of  

get tin' rid  of he r ? Is  the bear dead? 

Missus Gubu -  He is, ya  bi g bl ackgu ard, he's alrea dy st i ff. How 

di d he get i n her e? 

Mister Gubu, confused -  I don' t kno w. Ah  yes, I  know no w! He  

wanted t o ea t Boi l and Poul t ice and I  kill ed hi m wit h an Our 

Fat her.  

Missus Gubu -  Boil, Poult i ce, Our F ath er ! What the feck is  he 

say in'? He's gone off  his h ead!  

Mister Gubu -  I t 's e xactl y as I 'm s aying it  t o ya, woma n! An d 

you, yu r a b i g ee j it, sausa ge!  

Missus Gubu -  Tell m e how the  war w ent f or ya  then , Mis t er G ubu.  

Mister Gubu -  No, I won't ! It' s too long . Al l I k now i s tha t , in  

sp i te o f me brave r y, e veryb ody k i cked the  shite out  of me .  
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Missus Gubu -  Wha'! Even t he G obshi t es?  

Mister Gubu -  Especi ally t he G obshi t es! They were shout i n': Long 

li ve Ki ng Ea monn and y oung Bugge r ly! I thi nk th ey wa nted t o ha ng, 

dr aw and q uarte r me. Oh,  t he m ad fe ckers ! And then they kill ed 

poor, l i ttle Padd y Power!  

Missus Gubu -  Li ttle do  I care ! You know youn g Buggerly kill ed 

dear fa i thfu l Gobwart!  

Mister Gubu -  Li ttle do  I care ! And then they kill ed po or, o l d 

General Scra pies!  

Missus Gubu -  Li ttle do  I care !  

Mister Gubu -  Ooh, o oh, J eesus , come her e to me, y a vil e sau sage 

ya ! Kneel in  fron t of yur M aster ! ( He grab s her and  t hrow s her to  

her kne es. H e pul l s a green bala c lava from his  j acke t and pull s 

it over his  head. He  puts o n the  beret and s ungla sses. He  pi cks 

up a  hur l st udded with nail s  and whi r ls i t ove r Mis sus G ubu's 

head. M usic of Pè r e Ub u). Yur  goin' to  suffer yur  l ast penan ce, 

so y'ar e!  

Missus Gubu, te r rifi ed -  No, pl ease, Gubu kind sir! Don' t hur t 

me!  

Mister Gubu, hi s voi ce r isin g in i nten s ity t o re ach a  fina l roa r  

-  Oh now, oh now, are y a fin i shed ? Me, I'm  only getti n' st arted . 

To begi n wit h, I' m goi n' to  tar and f eathe r ya, ya  bad bi t ch y a! 

And the n I'm goin ' to pull your f ecki n' no se of f , d' ya he ar me  

now? An d the n I'm g oi n' to  feck i n' k neeca p ya and b r eak t he r est 

of yur  l egs with build ers b l ocks so  I am!  After that I'm  goin' to  

le ver y ur fe ckin' arms out  of yu r sho ulder s wit h hur l in' s tick s 
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wi t h na i ls s t uck i n th em! I ' m go i n' t o tea r yur feck i n' 

fi ngern ails out t hroug h yu r eye balls and  t hen I 'm g oin' t o ha mmer 

yu r eye balls to  shite! I'm  goin' to  f eckin ' deebrain ya  so I a m! 

I' m goi n' to  tear yur  f ecki n' ha i r ou t by t he f eckin ' roo t s an d 

sc alp y a fec k in' bald after ! I'm goin ' to hammer nin e- in ch na i ls 

in t o yo ur ea r drums f or ya,  and p ull y ur fe ckin' brai ns ou t 

th r ough yur  f ecki n' he els! D'ya hear all t hat?  I'm goin' to  

la cerat e yur feck i n' a r se f or ya  with blun t fec k in' penkn i ves, 

and dra i n, p artia l ly o r complete l y, t he fe ckin' flui d fro m yur 

sp i ne ( i f it  only remo ved s ome of the spin e fro m yur spin y 

nat ure) , not forg ettin ' aft er to  slic e yur feck i n' t hroat as  wi de 

open as  the f ecki n' Gr and C anyon , and fina l ly I ' ll a dmini s ter ya 

th e new vers i on o f the John the  Bapti s t de ecapi t atio n, ta ken 

whole a nd co mplet e fro m the Holy Sc ri pture s, th e Old as  well a s 

th e New Test ament , and brou ght u p to date, corr ected and  

per fect ed by  the here prese nt Mi niste r for Mone y! An d the n I'm 

goi n' t o pis s on ya, s ausag e, an d shi t e on  ya t oo, M i ssus Gubu ! 

Y' l l kn ow y' ve ha d a v i sit f rom me so  ya w i ll ! Wil l tha t do f or 

ya , sau sage, d'ya thin k? 

( He goes to stab her.)   

Missus Gubu, she lets a scream of pure terror -  Mercy, Gubu sir!  

( There is a lot of noise at the entrance to the cave.)  

Scene Two: 

The same. Buggerly, charging into the cave with his soldiers.  

Buggerly -  Forwar d, fr i ends ! Long liv e Gobshite l and!  

Mister Gubu, pulling off the balaclava -  Oh now, hol d on a 
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minute, Mist er Go bshit e, si r . Wa i t'll I'm  f inis hed h ere w i th 

mi ssus me ot her h alf, can't ya!   

Buggerly, hitting him -  Take t hat, cowar d,  beggar , rec r eant , 

mi screa nt, i nfide l , ra t !  

Mister Gubu, returning the blows -  Take t his! Gobsh i te! Drunk ard! 

Bastard ! Vil l ian! Ruff i an! Bigam i st! Racis t ! Se x ist! Anar chist ! 

Tr ade U nioni s t! C ommuni st!  

Missus Gubu, hitting him as well -  Take t hat, ya Ev i l 

Wro ng- doi n', sodomi sing Wife - swopper ya,  ya se l f - in dulgi ng 

Whore - monger ya! Y a vil e Chi l d- Mol esti ng, i ntrov erted homo sexua l 

Queer y a! Ya  feck i n' d i sres pecta ble C ur ya ! Ya i nsin uous f ecki n' 

Robber! Ya  st upid gree n- lo okin' feck i n' C ucumber ya !  

( The soldiers rush on the Gubus who resist them as best they 

can.)  

Mister Gubu -  Jeesus , Money an d fec k it! Will yis  s top pushi n'!  

Missus Gubu -  We can kick too, Mist er Go bshit es!  

Mister Gubu -  Shite, wher e wil l it end, at al l , at  all? Anot her 

ki ck! A h, if  only I  had me Money h orse with me!  

Buggerly -  Hi t th em, k eep h i ttin g the m!  

A Voice, outside -  Long l i ve M i ster Gubu ! Long liv e our grea t 

Money m an!  

Mister Gubu -  Here t hey c ome! Hurra y! He r e co me th e Mis t er G ubus! 

For ward , c'm on, i n her e we need y is, me Gu bu Mo ney m en!  

( Boil and Poultice rush in and throw themselves into the melee.)  

Poultice -  Out yo u go, Gobs hites !  

Boil -  We meet aga i n, M i ster Mone y, si r ! Fo r ward , a b i g pu sh no w, 
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le t 's g et to  the door, once we'r e out we  can ma ke a r un f or it !  

Mister Gubu -  Jeesus , I'm not abl e for any  more! Ooh, will you  

lo ok at  him hitti n' me , the feck i n' b ollix !  

Buggerly -  Oh God, I'm woun ded.  

A Soldier -  I t 's o nly a  scra t ch, Sire.  

Buggerly -  Oh, I' m onl y hal f - ki l led, I  suppose .  

Another Soldier -  Keep h i ttin g, ke ep hi t ting , the y 're near l y at  

th e door , th e rat s .  

Poultice -  Nearly ther e, pu sh th em ba ck. I  can see d aylig ht.  

Boil -  Be bra ve, S i re G ubu!  

Mister Gubu -  Ah, Je esus! I'm  shitt i n' m e fec k in' t rous ers! 

For ward , sau sage! Scal p dem, ble ed de m, sk i n de m, ma ssacr ee de m, 

deebrai n dem! Gubu ab u! Ab u Gubu abu ! Ubu, ubu , ubu ! ( He shits 

himself). Ah,  t hat' s bet t er!  

Poultice -  There' s onl y two left guar ding t he d oor.  

Mister Gubu, hitting them with the bear -  And on e, an d two ! Ouf ! 

I' m out ! Let ' s ru n for it!  Follo w me, the  r est of yi s , an d quic k !  

 

Scene Three:  

The stage shows an expanse of land covered with snow.  

Mister Gubu -  I thin k the y 've given up  t r yin' to  catch us.  

Missus Gubu -  I ndeed , Buggerly ' s go ne of f to have himse l f 

cr owned.  

Mister Gubu -  I don' t env y him . He can k eep h i s fe ckin' cr own f or 

al l I c are.  

Missus Gubu -  And ri ght y ' are t oo, Miste r Gubu, ri ght y ' are.  
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( They di sappe ar in  the dista nce. )  

 

Scene Four: 

The dec k of a shi p somewher e in t he A t lant i c. M i ster Gubu , 

dr essed as  a pira t e wi t h go l d sp i ral on pi r ate' s hat , and all  his 

band are on  t he br i dge.  

The Captain -  Ah, wh at a l ovel y bre eze!  

Mister Gubu -  Tr ue i t is, we'r e sai l in' prode egiou s ly q uickl y . We  

must be  maki n' at  leas t a m i llio n kno t s, a nd th e good thi ng ab out 

th ese k nots i s th at on ce th ey're made they stay made .  

Boil -  What a gobsh i te!  

Mister Gubu -  Ooh, o oh, J eesus , what 's h appen i n'? We'll be  sunk! 

Yur fec k in' boat i s go i n' a l l ov er th e pla ce, i t 'll go do wn.  

Captain -  Everyo ne mo ve le eward ! Over by t he m ainsa i l!  

Mister Gubu -  Noo, n oo! N o way! Yis ' re n ot al l goi n' on  th e same 

si de! I t 's a  bad i dea, that . What if t he w i nd c hange s dir ectio n: 

th e fis hes'l l be havin ' us f or t heir suppe r , so  they will .  

Captain -  Don't moove , hol d har d!  

Mister Gubu -  Yes! Y es! M oove, Jees us! I ' m in  a hu r ry, so I am! 

We shou l d be  near l y ar r ived  by now! I'm goin ' to t ake over t he 

fe ckin' ship ! Change t ack! Green Jees us Mo ney! Drop ancho r , fa ce 

th e win d, ba ck to  the wind! Rais e the sail s , dr aw in  the sails , 

hel m up , hel m down! Ya  see, it's goin ' fin e now! Cut acro ss th e 

waves a nd it ' ll b e per f ect!  

( Al l twi s ting and  t urni ng, t he br eeze getti ng st r onge r . )  

Captain -  Ti ght t he h alyar d, wa t ch t he sp anker .  



Ki ng Gu bu  Tr ans la t io n © 19 96, 20 02 Tom Qui nn  

 66 

Mister Gubu -  This i sn't bad a t all , it' s eve n good! D' y is h ear 

th e cap t ain, Gubu Crew member s si r s? T i e th e bas t ard, catc h the 

wanker!  

( Some struggle to contain their laughter. A wave crashes on the 

deck.)    

Mister Gubu -  Jeesus , we' r e dr ownded! Th i s is  the r esul t of me 

or ders.  

Missus Gubu and Boil -  I t 's a  love l y th i ng, saili n', i sn't i t?  

( Another wave crashes on board.)  

Boil, soaked -  Beware of  Satan  and al l his pump s!  

Mister Gubu -  Boy, b r ing us so me dr i nk!  

( They sit down to drink.)     

Missus Gubu -  Ooh, h ow de l ight f ul i t 'll be to  be a ble t o sne ak 

back in t o Go bshit eland , wher e we  have our  f rien ds an d our love l y 

fo r t!  

Mister Gubu -  We'll soon be th er e. In  a minu t e we ' ll b e pas s in' 

near to  Bloo dy Fo orela nd.  

Boil -  Jeesus , me spiri t s ar e lif t ing alrea dy at  the t houg ht of  

bei n' h ome.  

Poultice -  Aye, a nd we ' ll a maze all o ur fr i ends tell i ng a l l th e 

mar vell ous t hings that ' ve h appen ed to  us.  

Mister Gubu -  Amaze the m yis will ! And I'll make mese l f Mi niste r 

fo r Money in  Dubl i n ag ain, i f I can! (He farts, rocking the boat) 

Missus Gubu -  I f you can! Ooh  Jeesu s, wh at wa s tha t !  

Poultice -  I t 's n othin g, it  was only a lit t le w i nd.  

Boil -  And no w nob l e ve ssel, go  f ast  as you can  over t he d ark 
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waves o f thi s vas t Atl antic .  

Mister Gubu, sentent i ous  -  A wild , inh ospit able sea i t is t hat 

washes t he s hores of  t his i s land of  I r elan d, so  call ed be cause 

it s inh abita nts a r e of t en f i lled with Ire.  

Missus Gubu -  Ah, ca n't y a hear th e nos t algi a for it  i n his voic e 

al r eady ! But it's a  lo vely count r y al l the same when the  

weather ' s ri ght.  

Mister Gubu -  Ah, fr i ends , lov ely a nd al l as i t is , thi s Ire l and, 

it ' s no t a p atch on ou r Gobshite l and. For  don't yis  know, if  

th ere w as no  Gobshite la nd, t here' d be no Go bshit es ( The boa t 

sweeps f orwa r d ov er th e waves an d lea ves t he st age w i th a l l on  

board ).  

 

Charact ers a ppear on  st age t o ta ke bo ws. L oud m usic of Pè r e Ub u 

as befo r e st art o f pla y. Gu bu ap pears with his  panto mime Money 

hor se i n his Iris h l epre chaun outf i t as  at s t art of pl ay. H e 

poi nts i nto t he a udien ce sh outin g: "D eebra i n hi m! Mo neey! Taxe s! 

Moneey Audie nce! Money Peop l e! I ' ll h ave y ur br ains i f no t yur 

ta xes!" He  unroll s a s eries of  scroll ed pa r chments h angin g rou nd 

hi s nec k. Ea ch on e re veals a  fa ce. G ubu h angs each one o n the 

back of  the s tage , fro m lef t to r ight , fir s t Pe arse, next 

DeValer a, ne xt Ha ughey , nex t Adams, b efore fina l ly u nroll i ng h i s 

own gre en pi nstri ped i mage with gold crown and  green umbr ella, 

under a  shower of  bank notes , c lutc hing a fis t ful of th em, p l acin g 

th i s pa r chment in  the middl e of t he o t hers . He mount s his 

pantomi me ho r se a nd le aves t he s t age, sing i ng h i s Deebraining 
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Song.  

 

The End 

 

Dedicated to the Irish Republic: Founded by 

Gunmen, Run by Thieves! 

 

Thank you Jarry! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Bonus Poem:A Historical Vignette 

 

The Countess with a Gun 

I'm the  Countess with a Gun 
Watch m e now, I make t he Brits run  

It’s th anks to me the f ucking war is won 
Spillin g blood is the greatest fun  

Watch m e now, I’ll mak e your blood ru n,  
I’m th e Count ess, the Counte ss 

The fuc k ing Countess w i th a Gun.  
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Sacrifi ce yourselves y ou sons of bitc hes  

Your Wh ore of Country wants you Dead!  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Al f red Jarry (187 3 -  1907) was o nly f i ftee n when he wrote Ubu  

Roi , wh i ch w ould creat e an i mpor t ant  pl ace f or h i m in  the Theat r e 

of the  Absur d, in f luen c ing Becke t t an d Ion esco, and  as a 

pr ecurs or of  surr ealis m. He  wrot e Ubu Roi  as a satir e on one o f 

hi s sch oolte acher s , cr eatin g a r ollic k ing panto mime s tyle , wit h a 
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uni quel y sca t olog i cal l ingu i stic styl e,  and bo r rowi ng he avily 

fr om Punch a nd Ju dy an d fro m Macbeth. The  play i s fu nny, 

anarchi c , bu t als o vio l ent and c r uel. Its  v isio n of t yran ny 

in f ormed by cowar dice, gree d, op press i on a nd mu r der prefi gured 

th e ris e of 20t h centur y dic t ator ships and  destr uctio n. The  play 

had its firs t rea l per f ormance i n 1896, wi t h se t s an d cos t umes 

des igne d by Jarry (Ubu in  a whit e rob e wit h whi t e pe aked hat 

coverin g his face and  a spi r alli ng sy mbol on hi s bel l y!)T he pl ay 

caused a rio t , in deed t he f i rst word ( "mer dre" i n Fr ench -  

"s hite" in  Englis h) cr eated upro ar. W B Yeat s wa s in atten dance 

and lat er la mente d the pass i ng o f "cl assic al ar t " an d the comi ng 

of the  " Savage Go d" (U bu!) Ubu's infl uence has  been enormous, 

even th e roc k gro up Pè r e Ub u hav e tak en th eir n ame a nd vi s ion 

(f unny/ dark) from him. This tran s lati on pl aces Ubu i n a 

re cogni sably Iris h set t ing, in  t he st y le o f Der mot M organ ' s 

pol itic al sa t ire on Ha ughey ' s Ir eland etc  ( thus GUBU ! ), F ather 

Ted, Bl ackad der e t c. T he Ab bey h ave d escri bed i t as an 

"a ccompl ishe d tra nslat io n", a nd Da vid B l ake Knox as "o ne of  the 

best tr ansla t ions of  Ubu" h e has read . Many of Gubu' s say i ngs 

could u ndoub t edly be  used t o generate atte ntion and  publi c ity f or 

a produ ction of  KI NG GUBU.  

 

 


