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            Premiere Production

         

         Underwood Lane was first performed at Johnstone Town Hall, Johnstone, as a co-production between Tron Theatre Company and OneRen with support from Renfrewshire Council’s Future Paisley Programme, on 7 July 2022, before transferring to the Tron Theatre, Glasgow, on 14 July 2022. The cast was as follows:

         
            Frankie Sheridan  Simon Donaldson

            Father Durcan  George Drennan

            Joey Diamond  Scott Fletcher

            Maureen Moore  Dani Heron

            Paula Sheridan  Hannah Jarrett-Scott

            Dessie Devlin  Marc McMillan

            Donnatella Fazzi  Julia Murray

            Eddie Steeples  Santino Smith

            Bruno Fazzi  Harry Ward

            Gil Gilfedder  Dylan Wood

            
                

            

            Director  Andy Arnold

            Set Designer  Becky Minto

            Musical Director and Arranger  Hilary Brooks

            Costume Designer  John Byrne and Becky Minto

            Lighting Designer  Dave Shea

            Movement Director  Darren Brownlie

            Assistant Director  Georgia Nelson
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            Note

         

         This text was printed prior to rehearsals for the Tron Theatre production, and some changes may have been made during rehearsals.

      

   


   
      
         
            
               Act One

            

         

         
            
               Scene One

            

         

         Underwood Lane – the winter sun hangs like a suppurating boil glued to a giant sheet of dirty asbestos above the blackened tenements that rear up from the cobbled street like a row of broken teeth and blurts out a 9-carat bellyful of pus onto the undulating rooftops of the lane and those of Darkwood Crescent backing onto it. Underwood Lane is largely Catholic, the crescent staunchly Protestant, which is how come our two protagonists are virtual ‘strangers’ to one another, Dessie having gone to St Mirin’s Academy, Joey to the Abercorn. Donnatella, daughter of Bruno Fazzi, has been privately educated at a convent. 

         Early morning – the sound of a cello playing an arrangement of ‘Her Father Didn’t Like Me Anyway’ coming from lighted window of Bruno’s café. 

         Enter Dessie in scruffy but ‘elegant’ Teddy Boy get-up – takes book from drape jacket pocket and drops it into paper bag – Fazzi appears at door of café lugging upright hairdryer and shudders as the icy morning air chills his Mediterranean blood. 

         
            Fazzi Cazza Madonna …  

            Dessie Mornin’, Fatso. 

            Fazzi Fazzi … Fazzi! S’Italiano, si?? An’ it’s ‘signore’ to you … capeesh!

            Dessie Aye, awright … keep yur hair on … (As Fazzi disappears into hairdressing salon.) Fatso.

            Dessie gazes up at bedroom window, captivated – eyes closed, listening to the sweet sound of the cello. 

            (Opening his eyes – loudly.) Ho, Donna!

            Cello stops. 

            Get yur togs on an’ come down the stair … thur’s somethin’ I want to give you!

            Donna’s face appears at window – she puts a hasty finger to her lips and reaches for the blind. 

            Fazzi rushes out from the salon – bedroom blind drops shut. 

            Fazzi ’E, you … Teddy-bear boy! The only thing ma lassie want you give hur is a bitta peace ’n’ quiet! (Brandishes cut-throat razor.)

            Enter Father Durcan – he is carrying a load of folding chairs. 

            Dessie Aw, quit shoutin’, I was only …  

            Fazzi (shouting) Shutta yur mug or … (Draws razor across throat – nicking his ear.) Fa fangola, look-a what you make-a me do!!

            Father Durcan (parking chairs – oblivious) Ah, Bruno … how are we this fine morning?

            Fazzi (clutching ear) Aaaaaaargh!!

            Dessie Serves you right, Fatso.

            Father Durcan And how’s your mother, Desmond?

            Fazzi I facking kill you, Teddy-bear boy!!

            Dessie Gonny tell him to chuck swearin’ at us, Father?  (To Fazzi.) That’s the last time I come to your shop furra fuckin’ haircut!

            Fazzi What you talking about?? You never been to ma shop furra fackin’ ’aircut! (To Father Durcan.) Bon giorno, Padre, come vai?

            Father Durcan (to Dessie) Is she up and about again?

            Dessie Who … ma maw? Naw. (To Fazzi.) I huv so been to yur shop!

            Father Durcan (to Dessie) Has her doctor not suggested anything?

            Dessie Aye … a trip to Lourdes … (To Fazzi.) Cost us half-a-dollar, this! 

            Father Durcan Lourdes? Christ Almighty …  

            Fazzi What you talk about ‘affadolla’?? ’E, Padre, I give you ten quid you say special mass fur departed soul of Donnatella madre … she die six year ago this-a mornin’ … (Takes out wallet.) ’Ere, due fiver, va bene?

            Father Durcan absent-mindedly pockets the two five-pound notes. 

            Fazzi goes off into salon. 

            Father Durcan (to Dessie) Will you tell your ma I’ll pop in with the Holy Sacrament straight after the Children of Mary coffee mornin’ tomorrow lunchtime? (Loudly.) Can somebody not gimme a hand with these bloody chairs?? We’ve got the Knights of St Columba Go-As-You-Please tonight and there’s bugger all for the punters to park thur arses on … (Picking chairs up.) Sufferin’ God on the cross … (Exits.) 

            Donna appears in the street, dressed and with her cello in carrying-bag – she tries sneaking off. Dessie sniffs the air – turns and spots Donna trying to make her getaway. 

            Dessie Hang on.

            Donna (nervously looking this way and that) I’m going to be late for college.

            Dessie Here.

            He tucks paper bag with book inside under her arm. 

            It’s a book.

            Donna I’ve got a whole library of books upstairs.

            Dessie The Divine Comedy … you’ll like it.

            Donna I don’t particularly like funny books.

            Dessie Don’t worry, it’s not all that funny.

            Fazzi reappears from salon. 

            Fazzi ’E, Donnatella! What I tell you about talkin’ wi’ scruff?

            Donna lets paper bag with book inside drop – Dessie picks it up and tucks it back under arm. 

            Dessie (fiercely) You’ll like it!

            Donna (setting off) Ciao, Papa … (Aside to Dessie.) We have to stop this … please … we have to! (Over her shoulder to Fazzi.) I’ll be home early for Mamma’s anniversary mass. (Looking from one to the other – loudly.) Ti amo!

            And she’s gone – Dessie watches her. Fazzi approaches. 

            A sudden loud BANG! from salon – Fazzi freezes – turns and hurries back to salon. 

            Enter Gil Gilfedder riding butcher boy’s bike.

            Gil Hi, Des … never guess what I picked up on ma travels!

            Dessie Aw, naw … what wur you told about yur pimply message boy poppin’ in furra fried egg roll wi’ yur lonely housewife?

            Gil parks message bike and takes newspaper-wrapped package from basket. 

            What the hell’s that??

            Gil unwraps old dance band guitar, c. 1930s. 

            Gil What’s it look like?

            Dessie Give us a clue.

            Gil Swappin’ it fur an ashet pie an’ two black puddin’ rings wi’ thon big doll that’s old man used to play wi the Darkwood Crescent All Stars Jazz Combo … here … (Handing guitar to Dessie.) Replace the one yur da flang onty the Farewell Bonfire when he walked out on you an’ yur maw.

            Dessie hits a chord – a discordant rattle. 

            Dessie and Joey perform ‘Teenager in Love’ through next pages.  Enter 

            Father Durcan – picks up more chairs. 

            Father Durcan Youse’ll not be forgetting the old Go-As-You-Please tonight, lads?

            Gil You kiddin’, Pops? Boy here’s armed to the teeth!

            Father Durcan Good on you, Gilbert … we’re lookin’ for a coupla musclemen wi’ knuckledusters and pickaxe handles to man the doors … thur’s talk of them bigoted Proddy bastards from up the crescent gatecrashin’ the ‘Love Thy Neighbour’ Excuse Me at the end of the night … (Setting off back to church hall – loudly.) Three chairs for the bouncers … hip, hip … (Exits.)

            Enter Maureen Moore to start work at salon. 

            Gil Hi, doll … fancy a burl round the dance floor?

            Maureen (to Dessie) Mornin’, gorgeous … how’s tricks?

            Dessie ignores her and carries on noodling on guitar. 

            Gil (undaunted – a low whistle) That is one stunnin’ outfit yur wearin’.

            Dessie Thanks.

            Gil No’ yours … hurs. 

            Maureen (surly) S’what I wear every mornin’ … you blind or somethin’? (To Dessie.) Paula Sheridan’s boyfriend’s got himself a brand-new Hofner President. She reckons he’s goin’ to wipe the floor with it at this Go-As-You-Please carry-on tonight.

            Dessie What is it, some kinda new-fangled mop?

            Maureen Pardon me? (To Gil.) What you snortin’ at?

            Dessie Hofner whatsitsname … some kinda …?

            Maureen Naw, it’s one of them big guitars with the f-holes and … (Penny drops.) Och, see you. (To Gil.) ‘Some kinda new-fangled mops’ … don’t you think that’s hilarious? (To Dessie.) That is hilarious! Hey, listen … ma date’s fell through for tonight so if you find yourself at a loose end …?

            Dessie ‘Loose end’? (Checks his rear.)

            Maureen (moving off – to herself) … ‘Some kinda new-fangled mop’ … wait till I tell Paula, she’ll end hurself! (Over shoulder.) Catch you later, Des.

            Gil (calling after her) If you need a lift after yur work, doll, I’ve got maself some transport.

            Fazzi appears from salon – spots Maureen. 

            Fazzi ’E, Marina, donna pit yur customer napper unner that ’airdryer … she blaw the heid affy them!

            Maureen Aw, naw, I’ve got a perm at nine an’ a double-bookin’ fur a Marcel wave at ten, what’ll I tell them??  

            Fazzi Don’ tell them nuffink, I fix-a the bugger!

            Enter Joey Diamond with Paula Sheridan in tow – Joey does some ostentatious rubber-necking like he’s never been in this neighbourhood (which he hasn’t). Paula’s brother Frankie brings up the rear, a big swanky guitar case in his mitt. Paula is carrying a funeral wreath. Joey casts a jaundiced eye in the direction of the café. 

            Joey ‘Bruno’s’? Doll like you shouldny huv to work in a dump like that.

            Paula Furst chance I get I’m jackin’ it in … (Sniffing the air.) D’you smell somethin’ burnin’?

            Joey Yeh … it’s ma red hot smoulderin’ love fur you, babe … c’mere.

            Paula (to Gil) What you starin’ at?

            Joey C’mere, I said!

            Pulls Paula close and nuzzles her throat. 

            Paula (giggling) Chuck it, thur’s folk watchin’!

            Joey Let them watch … see if I care. (Starts with the nuzzling again.)

            Frankie goes walkabout – has a nose around Gil’s message bike – Gil keeps a watchful eye on Joey. Likewise Dessie, but less obviously. Maureen has a mooch around, then wanders over. 

            Joey (breaks off mid-nuzzle) What was that??

            Paula Aw, naw … I was really enjoyin’ maself … what was what?

            Dessie carries on playing. 

            Joey That.

            He casts around – spots Dessie and breaks away from Paula. 

            (To Frankie.) Ho!

            Frankie pockets butchermeat from Gil’s bike – saunters over. Maureen joins Paula. 

            Maureen Hey, Paula … you hear the one about yur boyfriend an’ his ‘new-fangled whatsitsname’?

            Paula His new-fangled what?

            Frankie opens guitar case and hands Joey his Hofner President. Gil’s eyes almost pop out of his head. He gives Dessie a nudge. Frankie places small amplifier on ground. 

            Maureen (trying not to laugh) Ask Des, it was him that told us it.

            Paula Des who?

            Joey plugs his Hofner into amp and adds a couple of licks. 

            Maureen Him there … an’ chuck starin’, he’s booked.

            Paula Good God, I’ve seen healthier-lookin’ specimens crawlin’ out from under a rock.

            Joey and Dessie end their impromptu ‘set’ with Joey adding a show-offy flourish. 

            Frankie (applauding) Aw, how cool was that?? Cheers, Joey.

            Joey (aside) Can it, ya clown!

            Fazzi emerges from salon, wiping back of his hand over his forehead. 

            Fazzi ’E, Marina?? That’s yur dryer workin’ … away in an’ donna futter wi’ nuthin’, eh?

            Paula Mornin’, Mr Fazzi.

            Fazzi ’E Paola! Where you be??

            Paula Sorry I’m late but me an’ Joey stopped off at thon wee fruit shop in Well Street to get yur wife somethin’ … (Produces wreath from behind her back.) Sorry, yur late wife.  

            Fazzi takes wreath – Paula giggles. 

            … Funny, isn’t it?

            Fazzi (gazing at wreath – clearly moved) Naw, naw … s’a very nice.

            Paula Naw, I mean hur an’ I … the pair of us … me an’ Mrs Fazzi … both bein’ late, yeh?

            Fazzi crosses himself – turns his face heavenwards and murmurs a prayer. 

            Maureen plants herself in salon doorway, arms folded – and glowers. 

            (To Joey.) Didny get it, did he? You thought it was funny, didn’t you, lover boy?

            Joey I think everythin’ you do is comical, sweetheart.

            Joey passes Hofner to Frankie – Paula starts towards café. 

            Paula (to Joey) Mind an’ bring ma good frock when you come to pick us up … oh, an’ ma shoes, not the slingbacks, ma other pair, thur under the bed-settee in the back bedroom, tell ma mammy …  

            Gil, smitten, is watching her every move. 

            Paula (to Gil) … What you starin’ at?? (To Frankie.) Goin’ to tell him to chuck starin’ at us? (Sets off for café.) 

            Frankie (to Gil) That’s ma young sister, you.

            Gil Yur jokin’. (Turning to stare.)

            Frankie Chuck starin’ at hur, well!

            Paula You can forget about havin’ to fix that plug on the jukebox, Mr Fazzi, I’ve stuck a big screwdriver in the socket an’ wired it up to the cooker … works a treat. (To Maureen at door of hairdressing salon.) Is it awright if I pop in after dinner time an’ get you to backcomb this fur us?

            Maureen (frostily) Wur fully booked … thur’s a big do on at Our Lady of the Seven Dolours this evening and wur dryer’s on the blink … sorry.

            Paula (looking Maureen up and down) You want to ask the boss to get you a new overall, you look like a bagga tautties in that effort. (Loudly, to Joey.) The black patents wi’ the heel grips, tell ma mother! (Disappears inside café.)

            At far end of the street Joey and Frankie are in a huddle while Dessie and Gil feign a certain indifference in the wake of the ‘duel’. 

            Fazzi (coming out of his reverie) ’E, Paola … where you are? Paola!

            Paula appears at café door, overall in hand – disgruntled. 

            Paula Quit shoutin’! What is it??

            Fazzi (holding wreath aloft and wiping a tear away) Ma beloved Maria … she no’ furget this.

            Paula (donning overall – softening) Och, away … she was a lovely person. I mind hur givin’ our Frankie a pokey hat an’ a whole box of Black Magic choclits out the van when his flute fell down the stank at the Orange Walk one year … (Loudly.) Is that no’ right Frankie! She was dead lovely, wasn’t she??

            Fazzi (squinting along the street) Whit wan’s wee Frankie?

            Paula Besides, the guy in the fruit shop had put it out fur the bin motor … the wreath … never cost us a tosser. (Leaning out of café doorway – to Maureen.) You absolutely positive you couldn’t fit us in furra …?

            Maureen I told you, wur fully booked.

            She looks Paula up and down – they are wearing matching overalls. Maureen shoos customer into salon. 

            Paula and Maureen (as they exeunt) Bitch!

            Fazzi wanders off in direction of Boys’ Club. 

            Fazzi ’E, Padre … where you go? Padre …?

            Joey and Dessie slowly circle the combat area while Frankie and Gil look on. 

            Joey So … I know yur face, right?

            Dessie Could do. Hud it fur ages.

            Joey Wur we at the school together, mebbe?

            Dessie Not unless you wur studyin’ fur the priesthood, naw.

            Joey (turning to Frankie) ‘Not unless you wur studyin’ fur the priesthood’ … dig him.

            Frankie lets out a guffaw – Joey gives him a look. Frankie clams up. 

            (To Gil.) Your features ring a bell an’ all … right, Frankie?

            Frankie (unsure) Er …  

            Joey Frankie’s been away furra while.

            Gil On yur holidays, yeh?

            Frankie In the Borstal.

            Gil Oh.

            Joey So … er. Sorry, what’d you say yur name was again?

            Dessie I never.

            Gil It’s Dessie … Dessie Devlin.

            Dessie draws Gil a sinker. 

            Joey Thanks, pal … (To Dessie.) You the Devlin that’s maw’s got cancer of the jaw?

            Dessie Who told you that?

            Joey Cannae remember … must be somebody else’s maw. So … Dessie …  

            Gil (peeved) You never told us yur maw had cancer of the jaw, ya rotten bastart.

            Dessie You heard the guy … must be somebody else’s maw.

            Gil (unconvinced) Aye, right.

            Dessie (to Joey) sorry about that. Where wur we?

            Joey So … Dessie …  

            Dessie So what? Joey? 

            Joey stretches out a hand to Frankie, palm upturned. Frankie places a coin on it. 

            Joey … it’s your call.

            Dessie Tails.

            Joey flips the coin, catches it, slaps it down on the back of his other hand – Dessie, Frankie and Gil crane forward. 

            Gil Good shout, Des. (Sotto voce.) Wish I knew what the hell was happenin’ here.

            Joey (uncovers coin – smiles) I get to choose the name, right?

            Gil Naw, sorry, I’m completely lost … what ‘name’? Don’t tell us you an’ him’s went an’ got big Donna up the duff?

            Dessie Remind me to batter your melt in, Gilfedder …  (To Joey.) Once we’ve shook on it, that’s it, right?

            Joey Bindin’ contract, yeh.

            Sticks out his hand – Dessie hesitates for a moment, then takes Joey’s hand – they shake. 

            Gil (genially – to Frankie) That’s you an’ me left in the dark, d’you want to go fur a bagga chips?

            Frankie (grabbing Gil’s lapels) Furget the chips, you an’ yur pal’s jist chose to embark upon a musical odyssey wi’ me an’ Joey Diamond. I’m yur Road Manager, so …?

            Gil Wur in furra a bumpy ride, yeh?

            Frankie Got it in one, kiddo.

            A loud BANG from the café – all heads turn as Paula, her hair all over the shop, face black, stumbles into view. 

            Paula Mr Fazzi?!

            Blackout. 

            Slow lights up. 

            Song: ‘Crying in the Rain’ – Dessie and Joey on guitars, Gil on harmonica …  

            Lights down. 
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