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Author’s Note


I can’t remember for certain how Once came about and how I came to be attached to it.


Agents were called, I was called, producers badgered, John Tiffany (our director) said it might be fun, a room was booked in London for two days in October 2010 – and that was it, really.


My head was somewhere else, obviously, and it was all a bit of a blur – but me, John and Martin Lowe (our musical director) sat in that room in London with two very good actors, and read John Carney’s screenplay and sang Glen and Markéta’s songs. Whatever scepticism I had coming into those two days pretty much evaporated when I heard that music, and we began to discuss how we might stage this piece.


I was a very peculiar choice to work on this. My work is usually pretty dark, I suppose, and I’m not too sure why that is – but it is what it is – and I’ve been very fortunate over the years that enough people want to produce it. But I am a slave to all story, whether dark or light, and my instincts were pulling me towards this delicate tale of love, which I felt would somehow reaffirm for me the potential of the individual to do some good (that sounds unbelievably glib – I’m sorry). I think I really needed to be involved in Once, to be honest, and it was good to be making it with friends I love and admire.


Writing a play, for me, is about getting out of the way of the characters, allowing them to find the story themselves and not trying to feel like it’s authored in any way. The story of Once existed in movie form but needed its own stage style, and also its own specific stage language and pace. Really the key to that was the ‘Girl’ character, who, on page one, became the driving force, the idiosyncratic swagger of the piece, the person who would change everything.


We wanted to make an ensemble piece of theatre where you’re watching not just two but thirteen people’s lives change. They change in small ways, but in the scale of their own lives, the changes are big.


And yet they’re transformed by a young woman who seems more ‘stopped’ than they are – where all this change is made with the songs of a young man who is as stalled and hurt as the Dublin he lives in.


There’s a lot of comedy and bluster in Once, but subtextually it’s always that little bit lonely and inarticulate. Audiences seem to be connecting to that.


There’s so much about our show I still don’t fully understand – how it arrives and how invisibly it grows on you. It’s in John Carney’s initial story and in our interpretation, and how it is delivered in this simple honesty by an ensemble – but you really feel the audience adding to and mixing up this alchemy and making it all the richer for that.


Once’s success on stage has been so utterly unexpected. I think we all feel very lucky to have stumbled on something so rare.


 


Enda Walsh









Once was originally developed at the American Repertory Theater (Diane Paulus, Artistic Director; Diane Borger, Producer) in Cambridge, Massachusetts, in April 2011.





Once was first performed at New York Theatre Workshop (James C. Nicola, Artistic Director; William Russo, Managing Director) in New York, USA, on 15 November 2011. The cast was as follows:
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Once subsequently transferred to the Bernard B. Jacobs Theatre, New York, USA, on 18 March 2012, with the same cast and crew, except for the following:
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Ripley Snoo / McKayla Twiggs










 


It was produced by Robert Cole, Barbara Broccoli, John N. Hart, Jr., Patrick Milling Smith, Frederick Zollo, Brian Carmody, Michael G. Wilson, Orin Wolf and The Shubert Organization, in association with New York Theatre Workshop.


Once received its European premiere at the Gaiety Theatre, Dublin, on 22 February 2013, before transferring to the Phoenix Theatre, London, on 9 April 2013 (previews from 16 March). The cast was as follows:
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It was produced by Barbara Broccoli, John N. Hart Jr., Patrick Milling Smith, Frederick Zollo, Brian Carmody, Michael G. Wilson, Orin Wolf, Michael Rose Ltd, in association with New York Theatre Workshop.
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List of Songs


FIRST HALF


‘Leave’ Guy


‘Falling Slowly’ Guy, Girl, Ensemble


‘North Strand’ Ensemble


‘The Moon’ Girl, Guy


‘Ej Padá, Padá Rosička’ Baruška, Ensemble


‘If You Want Me’ Girl, Ensemble


‘Broken-Hearted Hoover Fixer Sucker Guy’ Guy


‘Say It to Me Now’ Guy


‘Abandoned in Bandon’ Bank Manager


‘Gold’ Guy, Ensemble


SECOND HALF


‘Sleeping’ Guy


‘When Your Mind’s Made Up’ Guy, Girl, Ensemble


‘The Hill’ Girl


‘Gold’ (Reprise) Billy, Ensemble


‘The Moon’ (Reprise) Guy, Girl, Ensemble


‘Falling Slowly’ (Reprise) Guy, Girl, Ensemble







FIRST HALF


As the audience takes its seat and waits in the auditorium, there’s a session on stage with musicians and singers belting out songs to one another. It’s raw, chaotic and hugely positive.


Suddenly it’s dark and silent.


A light fades up on the GUY singing ‘Leave’.


Leave






GUY.






I can’t wait for ever is all that you said


Before you stood up


And you won’t disappoint me


I can do that myself


But I’m glad that you’ve come


Now if you don’t mind


Leave, leave,


And free yourself at the same time


Leave, leave,


I don’t understand, you’ve already gone


I hope you feel better


Now that it’s out


What took you so long


And the truth has a habit


Of falling outta your mouth


Well now that it’s come


If you don’t mind


Leave, leave,


And please yourself at the same time


Leave, leave,


Let go of my hand


You said what you came to now


Leave, leave,


Let go of my hand


You said what you have to now


Leave, leave,


Leave, leave,


Let go of my hand


You said what you have to now


Leave, leave…








 


 


He’s finished.


He quietly takes the strap off the guitar and slowly lowers the guitar to the ground.


He turns to leave the stage.


Then from the shadows:


GIRL. That song you play – is it yours?


He stops and looks into the darkness but can’t see her just yet.


I know you can talk I just heard you sing – unless you cannot talk and only sing. If you want you can sing me your answer to my question…


GUY (leaving). No thanks.


GIRL. I made you talk just now.


GUY. I could talk already…


GIRL. So you write this song?


GUY. Yeah.


GIRL. It’s very good.


GUY. Thanks.


GIRL. You’re welcome. Hello.


GUY. Hey.


A slight pause.


GIRL. Is it always me who has to start the conversation?


GUY. Well you seem more up for it than I do.


GIRL. It’s not even my language this English.


GUY. You speak it well.


GIRL. I have an accent.


GUY. We all have accents.


GIRL. We are people of the world.


GUY. Right.


GIRL. Do you enjoy being Irish?


GUY. Seriously?


GIRL. I’m always serious – I’m Czech. Are you enjoying your life right now?


GUY. Sorry, what?!…


GIRL. Why do you leave your guitar on the ground?


GUY. I don’t want it any more.


GIRL. Is it too heavy?


GUY. No.


GIRL. You should pick it up – guitars cost money.


GUY. Look I better go…


GIRL. Where?


GUY. To work.


GIRL. What is your work please?


GUY. I fix Hoovers.


GIRL. What is ‘Hoovers’?!


GUY. You know… vacuum cleaners.


GIRL. You fix vacuum cleaners?! My God, really?!! This is incredible! I have here a vacuum cleaner that needs fixing.


Somehow a vacuum cleaner has appeared right beside her.


It was my destiny to meet you today – to listen to your beautiful song – to hear of your fabulous fixing.


GUY. Your destiny?


GIRL. It must be, right?!


GUY. So what’s wrong with it?


GIRL. It doesn’t suck. It’s a Hoover without a suck. What could it be?


GUY. The motor or fan maybe…


GIRL. That’s interesting.


GUY. Normal blockage in your pipes.


GIRL. Oh fascinating.


GUY. I’ll need my tools to have a look.


GIRL. Your tools! My God, this is exciting! This day has such promise! Where is your shop?


GUY. Well it’s my da’s shop. I work with my da.


GIRL. You work with your da, ahh that’s lovely.


GUY. Yeah it’s really lovely.


She hands him the Hoover and picks up his guitar.


GIRL. You fix my Hoover I won’t pay you with money, is this okay?


GUY. No money – right.


GIRL. I can pay you with music… if you like.


GUY. What do you play?


GIRL. My father teach me piano. He played violin with a big orchestra back home but then he gets arthritis – then he gets sad and then he kills himself. Before he go he teach me to play the piano. Piano is easier on the fingers than the violin.


GUY. Well that’s good.


GIRL. I am still alive – I have yet to kill myself.


GUY. So I see.


GIRL. Five minutes ago you want to kill yourself but now I come to play you music and you to save my Hoover. Life is good, hey, even in Dublin.


GUY. I wasn’t thinking of killing myself.


GIRL. Sure – only your guitar. But now I saved your guitar, too. We are saviours you and me, hah? So you fix my Hoover and I pay you with music, yes?


GUY. Do I have a choice?


GIRL. No.


She holds out her hand. They shake on it.


GUY. So you’ve got a piano?


GIRL. Oh a piano in Ireland is too expensive! I have nothing!


GUY. So where do you play?


A piano is wheeled into the space by BILLY.


GIRL. A big man lets me play in his small shop. This is the small shop and this is the big man. His name is Billy.


BILLY. You’re still talking to me, right? Not having you talk to me would kill me! Now about yesterday…


GIRL. We’re grand.


BILLY. I just spoke out of turn. When you’re a man of passion – passion can get the better of you – words spill out, you hear me?


GIRL. Yes.


BILLY. You’re a beautiful girl – a woman – I’m a hot-blooded man.


GIRL. You’re half Spanish.


BILLY. You remembered that! (Pause.) I didn’t mean to come on to you so heavy, is what I mean.


GIRL. You’re grand…


BILLY. All I ever see is musos – grungy teenagers – rock-star wannabes, who can’t afford nothin’ – but you! Look I’m sorry I said you had beautiful lips…


GIRL. This is a friend of mine.


BILLY turns quickly and suddenly sees the GUY for the first time.


She goes to the piano. BILLY goes to the GUY.


BILLY. All right?


GUY. Yeah.


BILLY. Dubliner?


GUY. Yeah.


BILLY. Whereabouts?


GUY. Off the North Strand there.


BILLY. Northsider?


GUY. Yeah.


BILLY. Respect. Friend of hers then?


GUY. Just met her two minutes ago.


BILLY. Fucking lucky man! Fucking lucky!!


GIRL (about the piano). So I can play this one, Billy?


BILLY. Of-course-love-yeah-absolutely-play-it! I’m closing up for lunch so just pull the door after ya, love.


A slight pause. BILLY moves closer to the GUY.


I might have a chicken salad for my lunch actually.


GUY. Oh right?


BILLY. ’Cause despite the financial woes of this shop – I still look after myself from a dietary perspective.


GUY. Good man.


BILLY does an aggressive karate move at the GUY. He stops. He’s pulled something.


BILLY. Oh Jesus! ¡Adiós camaradas!


BILLY turns away and leaves with a limp.


GUY. Fucking hell!


GIRL. He’s lovely, isn’t he?


GUY. I thought he was going to kill me then.


GIRL. Yeah he’s lovely.


GUY. He likes you he does.


GIRL. He’s harmless – he just needs a sale.


She hugs the piano.


This is a beautiful piano. When I win the Lotto I will buy this piano and sleep with it every night. So first we say ‘hello’ to it. (Pause.) Hello!


She looks at him and gestures him to speak.


GUY (to the piano). How’s it goin’?


GIRL. This is serious. You must always say hello to the piano.


He leans into the piano.


GUY. Hello.


GIRL. Now how will I pay you? Bach, Bartók, Brahms, Mozart? Something of my own?







OEBPS/html/docimages/cover.jpg
M | | Book by
= CERETE)]

Music and Lyrics by
Glen Hansard &

Marketa Ir






OEBPS/html/docimages/1.jpg





