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Premiere Productions





Wind Resistance, a Royal Lyceum Theatre Company production in association with the Edinburgh International Festival, supported through the Scottish Government’s Edinburgh Festivals Expo Fund, was first performed at the Royal Lyceum Theatre, Edinburgh, on 4 August 2016.




 





Writer, Composer and Performer   Katrine Polwart


Director   Wils Wilson


Dramaturgy   David Greig and Liam Hurley


Visual Designer   Camilla Clarke


Sound Designer   Pippa Murphy


Lighting   Jeanine Byrne


Movement   Janice Parker


Videography   Sandy Butler


Stage Management   Jessica Ward


Live Sound   Ben Seal and Mark Whyles




 





Thanks also to the wider Royal Lyceum team, especially Alex McGowan, David Butterworth, Dawn Taylor, Ian Gibson and Ruth Butterworth




 





Text Adaptation Consultancy   Liam Hurley




 







 





A companion album exists, entitled A Pocket of Wind Resistance (Hudson Records, 2017). Many of the tracks complement chapter headings of the same name within this text. 


















Author’s Note








This publication attempts to capture something of a live work on the page. I’m primarily a singer, songwriter and storyteller. I’ve never written a show for theatre before. Wind Resistance combines elements of writing about landscape and ecology, local history and memoir, traditional storytelling and song. To me, it’s more of a poetic essay or musical meditation than it is a play.


It’s personal stuff too, in that it connects my home, my children, my neighbours, my ancestors, and my values. In making the show, it wasn’t my intention to craft a stage piece that might be readily adapted by others. That’s true also of this text (though please feel free to try).


The songs I weave into the piece are traditional or older public domain works, as well as my own original writing. Full credits are in the Appendix. These songs have an integral role in the content and cannot be swapped out for others. Wind Resistance itself is, in part, the digging into and unfurling of the back-story to one of these songs, ‘Salter’s Road’.


As sole performer of the piece, I move between speech and song, sometimes in the course of a single phrase. As I do so, I accompany myself on a variety of instruments, including guitar, tenor guitar, shruti box, sansula and Apogee Duet midi-controller.


In addition to songs, I underscore live spoken word and prerecorded narration. I interact also, vocally and spatially, with prerecorded sound and with short abstract film sequences, which hint at birds and bogs. 


In the absence of visceral sound, music, space, movement, and other visual cues to distinguish different iterations of my voice, I offer a structural and spatial guide to the layout of the text.




 





My live speech and storytelling (my ‘lines’) sit thus to the left of the page.








                      SONG


Song lyrics are indented in italics.


Sung lines and rhythmic incantation


are italicised in the body of the text.











A thread of third-person historical narrative frames the whole piece. It maps the story of Will and Roberta Sime, a young couple who lived as farmers in my rural home landscape during the early years of the last century. In performance, Will and Roberta’s story is, for the most part, prerecorded in my voice. It sits in a sonic space that’s distinct from my live storytelling and singing voice. For clarity and ease of recognition, I situate their story thus on the page.




Notes on staging, light, movement and sound are over here. Often I use first-person description, as this is not a guide to future production, so much as a record.
























The Set








                  a Victorian tangle


                  of roots and gridlines


                  test tubes and vials


                  vases and glasses


                  bog cotton, heather


                  bracken and bone


                  a barn owl


                  a school desk


                  a Captain’s chair





















WIND RESISTANCE



























Act One


























ONE: ALL ON A SUMMER’S EVENING













Near darkness. Dawn chorus, A hypnotic, looping chime.











                      SONG


As I was walking ower yon hill


All on a summer’s evening


There I spied a bonnie lass


Skippin’ barfit through the heather







And oh but she was neatly dressed


She neither needed hat nor feather


She was the queen among them a’


Skippin’ barfit through the heather













An older woman’s voice speaks.





‘Roberta was the love of his life.’


‘She was definitely head-over-heels in love with my incredibly unattractive grandfather, skin and bone (Laughs.) but adorable … a kind, kind man.’








She wore a goon o’ bonnie blue


Her petticoats were a pheasant colour


And in between the stripes were seen


Shinin’ bells o’ bloomin’ heather 













Older woman’s voice.





‘Granny Roberta was not allowed to marry this man.’


‘Old Grumpa, if he wasn’t marrying Roberta, he was marrying no one.’








Oh dear lass, wad ye gang wi’ me?


Wad ye gang wi’ me and leave your heather?


Silks an’ satins ye shall wear


If ye’d gang wi’ me and leave your heather













Older woman’s voice.





‘Roberta was the love of his life. Roberta was the love of his life. Roberta was the love of his life. Roberta was the love of his life.’


In the final week of May 1919, Will Sime’s last lamb is born. He strides out from Currie Lea past Crichton, and the tall Scots pines. The sky melts …


amber, cherry pink and violet … as the ground levels on to Fala Moor and the Forth Valley opens up a thousand feet below him. He traces the line of the Salter’s Road down to the sea. The wind blows up, and he hears her, before he sees her, his Roberta, her clear true voice lilting through the heather in amongst the larks for the first time since he left that desert war. There she sits with her narrow back to him, her black hair tumbling down her spine, her bare feet dangling in Fala Flow.


The story of Will and Roberta is our story.
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