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            Introduction

         

         Frank McGuinness’s Do You Come From Gomorrah? is the first ‘monologue play’ that McGuinness has written since The Match Box in 2012. There are many distinguished examples of monologue plays in the history of modern Irish drama, such as Samuel Beckett’s Not I (1972), Brian Friel’s Faith Healer (1979) and Marina Carr’s iGirl (2021). The first play of McGuinness’s to utilise the dramatic form of monologue throughout the entirety of its length was Baglady in 1985. His most famous theatrical work, Observe the Sons of Ulster Marching Towards the Somme (1985), begins and ends with monologues delivered by the main character, Pyper.

         What all McGuinness’s monologists have in common (including the character in Do You Come From Gomorrah?) is they each feel compelled to deliver their identifying stories as a means of bearing witness to their trauma and sometimes those of other people who are no longer alive. In this respect, they often fulfil a comparable role to that of Horatio in Hamlet, who is commanded to dedicate his life to the telling of Hamlet’s story because death is preventing him from doing so himself. By not giving the monologist in Do You Come From Gomorrah? a name, the drama implies that his identity is fluid as opposed to static and also that it is subordinated to a narrative that is broader than just his life story.

         Do You Come From Gomorrah? relates the story of a young man who was a resident in a fictitious (Protestant/Unionist-run) boys’ home in Northern Ireland. Like many viof the young inmates in this institution, he was sexually abused by members of the security forces. In an era in Irish history when the country is still rightly in shock because of the revelations of abuse of young people by Catholic clergy, Do You Come From Gomorrah? reminds its audience of how equally appalling sexual crimes were committed by those of other professions and religious persuasions on the island of Ireland. (Any similarity to real people or actual events is purely coincidental.) This is not to deny the appalling crimes done by servants of the Catholic Church but to allow for a broadening out of the narrative of the abuse suffered by young Irish and/or British throughout all the provinces of Ireland over a long number of years.

         The word ‘Gomorrah’ in the play’s title can be said to symbolise the guilt that should be felt by the perpetrators of abuse but also of that silently forced upon the monologuist and others like him who felt the stirring of same-sex desire in Ireland at the time the play is set. All the thematic and dramaturgic elements that are present in Do You Come From Gomorrah? combine to mark it out as another notable example of modern and contemporary Irish drama’s ‘theatre of remembrance and commemoration’.

         Graham Price

         March 2026
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            Do You Come From Gomorrah? was first performed at the Abbey Theatre, Dublin, on 10 April 2026, with the following cast:

            
                

            

            Man  Ryan Donaldson

            
                

            

            Director  Sarah Baxter

            Set and Costume Designer  Alyson Cummins

            Lighting Designer  Sinéad McKenna

            Composer  Tom Lane

            Sound Designer  Martha Knight

            Voice Director  Andrea Ainsworth

            Casting Director  Barry Coyle

            Assistant Set and Costume Designer  Mar Parés Baraldésviii
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            For Marianne Faithfull,

for the songs, the shocks, the friendshipx
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            The speaker is a young man,

with a Northern Irish accent.xii
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         1.

         Music.

         What’s up with you, son?

         I can’t stick that question.

         It reminds me of my ma before she goes bananas and I know the poor bitch is going that way and we’re in for a hell of a hard time.

         I try to tell her, I say, Mammy, calm down, there’s no need to go bananas. She laughs.

         She says, would you listen to him? He’s calling his mother a monkey. He thinks I have filthy fleas. I should be eating bananas. Well, I’ll put a smile on the other side of your face. You think it funny to insult your mother? You compare her to an animal. Is that how you see me? I know different. I am a beautiful zebra. Jesus, I am – then you are right. My clever son’s found me out. A zebra – I belong to Africa. I am black and white, I am fucking dynamite. How did that happen – how the hell – it must have been when I gave birth to you.

         Mammy, I’m white, the two of us are white.

         She grabs my face, she kisses me in the mouth, she calls me by a name, she says, you’re Michelle.

         Mammy, I’m a boy. Michelle is a girl’s name.

         Where in fuck did you get that red hair?

         I have black hair, Ma, why do you think it’s red?4

         Because your father set fire to me. When he fucked me he struck a match and threw it at me. He left me then to burn to death.

         I knew then it was time to hide in the garden. The stupid bitch would be certain to try to torch us in our beds. God love her, she would wake us up crying, bursting out crying, getting me out of the house, saying, I’m wild sorry, but do you see me? I am black, I am white, I am red all over – what am I? I am –

         You are a sunburnt zebra, Ma, that’s what you are.

         She laughed. She said he’s got it. He is the answer to my riddle. Sunburnt. A zebra. She went away and I was put in the place. The home on the hill. A refuge for wayward boys.

         Is that the polite word for us? The less polite call us boys of working age, boys who come from abusive home lives. Who are they to say so? Well, that’s where the courts put us for our own protection. Isn’t that a bit of a laugh? Here we resided less like a school than you’d think, free enough to come and go, listening to readings each morning before breakfast from the good book, a choice of testaments, Old and New. Jesus, the dirtbags that boss us here, the wardens, the assistant wardens – what are they cut from? Shit, I’d say, but keep it quiet, because if word reached the ears of himself, the glorious leader, Beastie Billy himself – who can say what trouble’s in store? You might never leave the home on the hill. Or if you do, it will be in a box and lie long forgotten, for he has friends all over the place, friends in high places, very high places. He’ll soon let you know who and where, but I’m like that – trustworthy, saying nothing that’s not necessary, capable 5of keeping my lips sealed. I’m that secretive I won’t even whisper its name, should you ever ask me – ask me anything. I can assure you – you’ll get nothing from me.
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