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            Production History

         

         Portia Coughlan was commissioned by the National Maternity Hospital, Dublin, and first produced in the Peacock Theatre, Dublin, on 27 March 1996. The play was subsequently produced at the Royal Court Theatre, London, in May 1996. The cast was as follows:

         
            Portia Coughlan  Derbhle Crotty

            Raphael Coughlan  Seán Rocks

            Maggie May Doorley  Marion O’Dwyer

            Senchil Doorley  Des Keogh

            Damus Halion  Don Wycherley

            Stacia Doyle  Bronagh Gallagher

            Fintan Goolan  Charlie Bonner

            Marianne Scully  Stella McCusker

            Blaize Scully  Pauline Flanagan

            Sly Scully  Tom Hickey

            Gabriel Scully  Michael Boylan/Peter Charlesworth Kelly

            
                

            

            Director  Garry Hynes

            Designer  Kandis Cook

            Lighting Designer  Jim Simmons

            Music  Paddy Cunneen

         

      

   


   
      
         
             

         

         Portia Coughlan was revived at the Almeida Theatre, London, on 7 October 2023, with the following cast:

         
            Maggie May  Doorley Kathy Kiera Clarke

            Blaize Scully  Sorcha Cusack

            Damus Halion  Charlie Kelly

            Fintan Goolan  Conor MacNeill

            Stacia Doyle  Sadhbh Malin

            Senchil Doorley  Fergal McElherron

            Marianne Scully  Mairead McKinley

            Sly Scully  Mark O’Halloran

            Portia Coughlan  Alison Oliver

            Raphael Coughlan  Chris Walley

            Gabriel Scully  Archee Aitch Wylie

            
                

            

            Director  Carrie Cracknell

            Set Designer  Alex Eales

            Costume Designer  Evie Gurney

            Lighting Designer  Guy Hoare

            Sound Designer  Giles Thomas

            Music and Lyrics  Maimuna Memon

            Musical Director  Tim Sutton

            Movement Director  Ingrid Mackinnon

            Fight Director  Kate Waters

            Casting Director  Amy Ball

            Costume Supervisor  Peter Todd

            Dialect Coach  Brett Tyne

            Assistant Director  Hana Pascal Keegan

         

      

   


   
      
         
            For Dermot, William, Daniel, Rosa and Juliette

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Characters

         

         
            Portia Coughlan, thirty
Gabriel Scully, fifteen, Portia’s twin, a ghost
Raphael Coughlan, thirty-five, Portia’s husband, has a limp
Marianne Scully, fifty-ish, Portia’s mother
Sly Scully, fifty-ish, Portia’s father
Maggie May Doorley, fifty-ish, Portia’s aunt, Marianne’s sister
Senchil Doorley, fifty-ish, Maggie May’s husband
Blaize Scully, eighty, Portia’s grandmother
Stacia Doyle, the Cyclops of Coolinarney, thirty, Portia’s friend
Damus Halion, thirty-ish, Portia’s lover
Fintan Goolan, thirty-ish, the barman of the High Chaparral

             

            Time and Place

            The present. The play is set in the Belmont Valley in the Midlands. The stage must incorporate three spaces: the living-room of Portia Coughlan’s house; the bank of the Belmont River; the bar of the High Chaparral

            Accent

            Midland. I’ve given a flavour in the text, but the Midland accent is more rebellious than the written word permits
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               Act One

            

         

         
            
               Scene One

            

         

         Two isolating lights up. One on Portia Coughlan in her living room. She wears a nightdress and a sweatshirt. Dishevelled and barefoot, she stands, staring forward, a drink in her hand; curtains closed. The other light comes up simultaneously on Gabriel Scully, her dead twin. He stands at the bank of the Belmont River, singing. They mirror one another’s posture and movements in an odd way; unconsciously. Portia stands there, drinking, lost-looking, listening with a terrible longing to Gabriel’s voice.

         Enter Raphael Coughlan, Portia’s husband. He has a limp. He stands there, unnoticed by Portia, watching her, car keys dangling, portable phone. As soon as he speaks Gabriel’s voice fades. Lights on Raphael.

         
            Raphael Ah for fuck’s sake.

            Portia turns to look at him, looks away and takes another drink. 

            Ten o’clock in the mornin’ and you’re at it already.

            Portia Thought you were at work.

            Raphael I were.

            Portia Came back to check on me.

            Raphael Not especially. (He holds up brandy bottle, examines level and looks at her.) And there’s dishes in the kitchen as hasn’t seen a drop of water this week nor more.

            Portia So.

            Raphael And the kids, ya didn’t drive them to school in that get-up I hope.

            Portia Stacia brung them.

            Raphael Did they have their breakfast?

            Portia A’ course they did, what d’ya take me for at all?

            Raphael Just askin’, Portia.

            Portia Well don’t, alright! And if you’re that worried about them, why don’t ya mind them yourself!

            Raphael And you’ll go out and earn the money.

            Portia If ya never made another penny we’d still be rich – Tay?

            Raphael Naw.

            Portia Busy at the factory?

            Raphael Aye.

            Portia It’s me birthday today.

            Raphael That so?

            Portia Thirty – half me life’s over.

            Raphael Me heart goes out to you.

            Portia Have one with me – on me birthday (a drink).

            Raphael At this hour, ya must be out of your mind.

            Portia pours another for herself defiantly. 

            Portia Sláinte.

            Raphael takes a package from his pocket and throws it to her. 

            Raphael This is why I came back this mornin’. Happy birth day, Portia.

            Portia Thought ya forgot.

            Raphael Did ya now?

            Portia opens the package – a vulgar diamond brace let – sort of dismayed at its flashiness; her taste is better. 

            Portia Diamonds.

            Raphael Why not?

            Portia Thanks, Raphael – it’s lovely. (Stands there looking at it.) 

            Raphael Portia?

            Portia What?

            Raphael What’s wrong of ya?

            Portia Nothin’.

            Raphael Nothin’ – Well I’d better get back. Put that somewhere safe – after settin’ me back five grand.

            Exit Raphael. Sound of Gabriel’s voice begins again. Portia listens a minute, Puts on a CD to drown out voice and turns it up. Gabriel’s voice subsides. Exit Portia. 

         

         
            
               Scene Two

            

         

         Enter Maggie May Doorley, an old prostitute. Black mini-skirt, black tights, white high heels, sexy blouse, loads of costume jewellery, fag in her mouth; she carries a large parcel. Followed by Senchil Doorley, her husband, half the size of her, skinny, fussy, lovely. 

         
            Senchil (following her, half dance, half run) Let me carry that, pet.

            Maggie (talking through the fag) S’alright, pet. I have it. Anyways didn’t the doctor say as you’ve to mind your heart. (Calls.) Portia!

            Senchil Ya sure now, pet?

            Maggie Am, pet.

            Senchil (indicating parcel) Here, put that down, pet.

            Maggie S’alright, pet. Portia!

            Senchil Don’t strain your voice, pet.

            Maggie Alright, pet. Portia! Take the cigarette out of me mouth, pet, stingin’ the sockets of me eyes.

            Senchil (takes cigarette out of her mouth) You want another puff before I put it out, pet?

            Maggie Aye. (She takes another puff.) I wonder is she gone?

            Senchil Her car’s outside anyways. Sit down, pet, your varicoses, ya shouldn’t be wearin’ them high heels, pet, don’t know how many times I told you that.

            Maggie Portia!

            Portia (off) What?

            Senchil She’s here, pet.

            Maggie Only your auld aunt.

            Portia Sit down. I’ll be out in a minute.

            Maggie Light us a cigarette there, Senchil.

            Senchil (lighting one fussily) You’re smokin’ too much, Maggie May, and you didn’t get your lungs checked out this five year.

            Maggie I will, I will, pet.

            Senchil When?

            Maggie Soon.

            Senchil I’m tired makin’ appointments for ya now, Maggie May.

            Maggie I know ya are, pet, and sure why wouldn’t ya be.

            Senchil So long as ya know I’m not to be taken advantage of, Maggie May, now.

            Maggie (not listening to him, smoking away) I know, pet.

            Senchil And you’re no use to me dead, Maggie May, and that’s the truth of it now.

            Maggie Not a sign of me dyin’, Senchil, not a sign.

            Enter Portia dressed in skirt, sandals and a jumper. The same outfit for Act One and Act Three. 

            There y’are.

            Portia (kisses Maggie May) How’ya, Senchil?

            Senchil I’m very well thank you, Portia, and yourself? Beautiful day, beautiful, beautiful, a day to set the bull among the heifers, a day to hop the ram in on the ewes.

            Maggie (looking at him) Aye, if there was e’er a bull or a ram around. Portia, for your birthday. (Hands her parcel.)

            Portia Ah there was no need, Maggie May.

            Maggie A godchild’s a godchild. That right, Senchil?

            Senchil Is, pet.

            Portia What is it?

            Senchil Open and see now for yourself.

            Portia takes a three-foot white delft horse on its hind legs from wrapping. 

            Portia (laughs) God Almighty, I may jump up on him and ride off on him one of these days.

            Maggie Same as I thought meself when I seen him.

            Senchil Got him at the garden centre.

            Portia I love it, Maggie May. You’re fierce good to me.

            Maggie Oh Senchil put in for it too.

            Senchil Will I make a cup of tay, pet?

            Maggie Make one for yourself, pet. I’ll have a brandy if Portia offers me one.

            Portia Of course ya will.

            Senchil (takes a packet of digestive biscuits out of his pocket, offers them around) You’ll have one, Portia?

            Portia I won’t, Senchil.

            Maggie No thanks, pet.

            Senchil Ya don’t mind me bringin’ my own biscuits, do ya now, Portia?

            Maggie And why would she, pet? Sure doesn’t Portia know your heart is banjaxed.

            Senchil Ya see, same as I was to ate a chocolate biscuit and same as the crumb of the chocolate turned into a clot and same as that very clot went up to me heart. (Pregnant pause.) A goner.

            Maggie Stick to your digestives, Senchil. That’s all I’ll say on the matter.

            Senchil I will, pet, I will. (He exits.)

            Maggie Fierce down in yourself, Portia.

            Portia (drinking) Am I?

            Maggie For a birthday girl and all.

            Portia Ah.

            Maggie Raphael treatin’ you alright?

            Portia Aye.

            Maggie Glad to hear it. And the kids?

            Portia Sure they’re nearly men, Jason be twelve come December, Peter ten and Quintin’s in school already. Had them too young, Maggie May – married at seventeen. Jay, what was I at?

            Maggie I know, pet.

            Portia And I remember ya tellin’ me and all.

            Maggie No one ever taken my advice yet barrin’ Senchil and look at the state of him – Maybe ya were better off, married to one of the richest men in the county, beautiful house, beautiful clothes, beautiful everythin’.

            Portia And I was going to college, had me place and all, but Daddy says no, marry Raphael.

            Maggie Auld Sly Scully, never liked him, God forgive me talkin’ about your father like that.

            Portia Don’t care for him aither.

            Maggie Turned your mother against me this years now.

            Portia Mother – she was always fierce weak.

            Maggie She wasn’t always, Portia. Me and her had great times together, we’d paint the town regular. Between your father and his auld mother they beat everythin’ worth beatin’ out of her, that and losin’ her son.

            Portia Yeah.

            Enter Senchil. 

            Maggie Ya made your tay, pet?

            Senchil I did, pet. Ya want me to do the washin’ up, Portia?

            Portia Whah?

            Gabriel’s voice has come over and taken her away. 

            Senchil The washin’ up?

            Portia Jay, no, Senchil, it’s grand, leave it.

            Maggie Senchil’s mighty at the washin’ up.

            Senchil I do love it, lookin’ out the window at Maggie May’s African marigolds and washin’ the ware, don’t I, pet?

            Maggie Ya do.

            Portia This lamb of a day and me stuck here for all eternity. I have to get out, Maggie May.

            Maggie Come into town with us.

            Senchil Aye, do.

            Portia I think I’ll go walkin’, pull the door after yees. (She exits.) 

            Senchil Bye, pet.

            Maggie Queer mood.

            Senchil Lonely in herself, isn’t she now, Maggie May, pet?

            Maggie She is.

            Senchil I hope now if you was ever to get lonely and fierce basement down in yourself, I hope you’d have the decency to tell me.

            Maggie Course I would, pet.

            Senchil And I’d have you right as rain before long.

            Maggie Ya would, pet. Will we go or will I have another one (a drink)?

            Senchil Too early, pet.

            Maggie Don’t start one of your lectures on drinkin’, pet; can’t abide them.

            Senchil I won’t, pet. I won’t, only it’s no good for ya, brandy for breakfast and me after cookin’ the full fry for you and d’ya think would ya ate it, not a bit of you! Had to peg it to the cat!

            Maggie Pet! Pet! Shut up! Shut up! (She begins to leave.) 

            Senchil (following her) Manners, Maggie May! Manners!
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