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A Note on the Text







Like everything else involved with Alasdair Gray’s extraordinary book Lanark, this stage version is the product of serendipity, chaos, crazed imagination and monumental communal effort. We first encountered the book at university in the late 1980s where, for both of us, it functioned as an opening door, not just on to the dark world of Unthank but on to the playful and limitless possibilities of art. David came to Bristol clutching the paperback like a talisman of Scotland and when we both decided to start Suspect Culture in 1990 in Glasgow, Graham reversed the journey using his annotated copy as a guidebook. Lanark’s bold invitation to experiment and play was part of what shaped our work as theatre makers for a decade or more, but we never for a moment considered we might end up making it for the stage – that was a task that seemed both unimaginable and impossible.


Twenty years later, Graham’s work with visual artists brought him into contact with Sorcha Dallas, who was arranging a major restrospective of Alasdair Gray’s work in celebration of his eightieth birthday. Sorcha was keen to reflect Alasdair’s interest in theatre as part of the celebrations and asked Graham how he thought that might work. Graham said the obvious way to do that would be to stage an adaptation of Lanark. If he had known that Alasdair would assent to this idea he might have bitten his tongue, but though Alasdair is an incredibly singular artist he is also consistently generous and open to his work being reimagined and so in 2012 with reckless kindness he gave us permission to proceed.


Graham’s initial pitch was that the only way to stage Lanark was for the production to be as radical for its audience as the book is for the reader. His second pitch was that the most radical way to stage Lanark was to do it straight – dragons, mouths and all. Thereafter we set about trying to structure the book and find its shape as a piece of theatre. Working with Nick Powell, Laura Hopkins and Simon Wilkinson we began to piece together a block-by-block shape for the show. Finally David began writing the text to fit this vision. In rehearsal the script changed again, shaped by the ideas of the acting company. Under pressure of production it changed further and no doubt it will change again, in response to its first audiences in Glasgow and Edinburgh.


Making Lanark happen took enormous effort of will from the individuals and organisations involved: Graham and Sorcha, the Citizens Theatre, the Edinburgh International Festival and, of course, the production team on the show. At every stage of the process from its conception to opening night the scale of Alasdair’s creation has eluded us. Lanark is simply too huge and too complex a beast for one show to capture but the enormous effort of the chase has led us all to leaps of imagination and risk which we would never otherwise have attempted, and in doing so it has become a piece of theatre quite unlike any other we have ever worked on. That, in the end, is the gift Alasdair gave us: he forced us to try the impossible.


David Greig and Graham Eatough


August 2015




















First Performance





Lanark: A Life in Three Acts was created in collaboration with Graham Eatough, Nick Powell and Laura Hopkins for a co-production between the Citizens Theatre and the Edinburgh International Festival. It premiered at the Royal Lyceum Theatre, Edinburgh, on 23 August 2015, and opened at the Citizens Theatre, Glasgow, on 3 September, 2015, with the following cast:




Sandy Grierson


Andy Clark


George Drennan


Jessica Hardwick


Paul Thomas Hickey


Louise Ludgate


Helen Mackay


Gerry Mulgrew


Camrie Palmer


Ewan Somers





Director  Graham Eatough


Designer  Laura Hopkins


Lighting Designer  Nigel Edwards


Composer  Nick Powell


Video Artist  Simon Wainwright


Choreographer/Movement Director  E J Boyle


Assistant Director  Paul Brotherston


















LANARK


A Life in Three Acts





















Prologue





A man plunges into water.


Darkness, cold and shock.


Holds his breath,


Fights,


Holds,


Fights,


Holds,


Then …


Lets go.


A flurry of bubbles.


Stillness


He sinks


Stillness


Some last bubbles


Stillness.


He smiles.



















Act Two
























SCENE ONE








The balcony of a café.


A neon sign flickers.


‘The Elite’


Wind blows the umbrellas.


Spatters of rain puddle the table tops.


Dawn


A soft light.


He looks out at the sky.


He squints into the light.


The man hunches into his coat.


The man closes his eyes.


















SCENE TWO








The man opens his eyes.




Sludden   Have you found it yet, mystery man?


Lanark   What?


Sludden   Whatever it is you’re looking for?


Lanark   I’m looking for sunlight.


Sludden   Sunlight?


Lanark   Yes.


Sludden   What’s ‘sunlight’?


Lanark   Light that comes from the sun.


Sludden   Oh. That.


Lanark   There was some a moment ago. I managed to count up to four hundred before it was gone.


Sludden   Fascinating.


What do you want with ‘sunlight’ anyway? Aren’t you well enough lit by the normal methods? What’s so special about you? Why does your light have to come from the sun?


Lanark   It helps me keep track of the time.


Sludden   Time?


Lanark   Yes.




A moment.


Sludden laughs.





By my calculations, it’s approximately thirty days since I arrived here. I can’t be sure I catch every one. My lodgings are in shadow and the social security office has no window, but I think thirty days is about right.




Sludden laughs again.





Lanark   What’s so funny?


Sludden   You are.


Thirty ‘days’ … ‘days’ … ‘dayzz’ …




Sludden laughs again.





And how do you spend your ‘dayzz’?


Lanark   I read, I walk, I go to the social security office. I come here.


Sludden   Are you happy?


Lanark   I’m content.


Sludden   I don’t get it, mystery man. In all the time since you’ve been here you could have gone to thirty parties, you could have had sex with thirty women, you could have got drunk thirty times … your life could have been a continual feast, but instead you sit out here, staring at the sky, chopping up time and swallowing it like little pills. Why?


Lanark   What else is possible?




A moment.


Sludden laughs.





Sludden   What else?


LIFE!


Moments of mastery! Moments of exaltation! Moments of vivid excitement! Moments of bliss! LIFE! Some people find it in crime, or drugs, others find it in a hobby or a religion … but most of us find it in work and love.


Lanark   I don’t have either of those things.


Sludden   No.


And one thing’s for sure,


You won’t find either of them sitting on a balcony counting mythical astronomical events.




Sludden opens the door to the café and beckons him inside.





The film’s about to finish, mystery man. The gang’ll be here soon. They’re dying to meet you. Why don’t you come inside and say hello?




A moment.





There are girls.




Lanark rises from the seat.





Sludden   Good man. What’s your name?


Lanark   I don’t know.


Sludden   How can I introduce you if you don’t have a name?


Lanark   I did have one, but I’ve forgotten it.


I think it was


…


Thuh …


…


Duh …


…


Cuh


…


Thow …


Sludden   Thudadackathow!


Lanark   No. Wait.




Lanark reaches into his pocket.


A train ticket.


He reads.





Lanark   Lanark.


Sludden   Lanark?


Lanark   That’s what was written on the train ticket in my pocket when I got here. So that’s my name.


Sludden   Lanark.


Lanark   Yes.


Sludden   Are you sure?


Lanark   My name is Lanark.


Sludden   Pleased to meet you, Lanark. I’m Sludden.




He offers a hand.


Lanark shakes. 





Sludden   Welcome to the Elite.




Sludden beckons him inside.


The café fills with people.


The man watches.


The people drink coffee.


When they drink, they grimace.


They dance.


Their dance is odd.


They laugh.


Their laugh seems synchronised.


The film ends, the cinema empties, the gang enter and see Lanark.





McPake   It’s the mystery man!


Nan   He finally came inside!


Toal   He couldn’t resist our charms!


Gay   He saw we liked him.


Sludden   Everyone, meet Lanark. Lanark, meet everyone. Toal, Sgt McPake, Ickle Baby Nan, My fiancée Gay and, of course, the delightful Frankie?


Frankie   Hello, mystery man, do you like my bum?




Puts his hand on her bum.


Laughter





Lanark   I expect it does its job.




Gloopy arrives with coffee.





Sludden   And last but not least, Gloopy.


Gloopy   Delighted, overjoyed, welcome.


Don’t scratch that scab. Coffee?


Sludden   Gloopy’s our proprietor.


Gloopy   As it happens I also run a boarding house where you can meet a selection of high-class girls. Are you interested?




Gloopy tears a strip off the packet and gives it to him





Lanark   No.




Lanark refuses to take it.





Gloopy   So brusque.


So taciturn.


What did I ever do to hurt you?


I only want to be your friend.




Gloopy puts down the coffee.





Why can’t people just be nice?




All laugh.


Gloopy returns to the bar.





Sludden   Gay, go and get some fags for Lanark, will you?


Do it!




Gay goes to get cigarettes from the bar.


A moment.





Nan   Lanark? That’s a funny name.


Lanark   Is it?


Nan   Lan-ark.


Sludden   In fact it’s a deceptively interesting name which is why it’s suits him because behind this apparently dull exterior I suspect there lurks a dark and fascinating mind.




Laughter.





Toal   So, Lanark, what exactly is it that you do?


Lanark   Do? I don’t understand.


McPake   What’s your place in the world?


Lanark   I don’t have one.


Toal   Everyone has a place in the world.


Sludden   Give him a chance. How can he know his place in the world? He’s only just discovered his own name.




Gay comes back with cigarettes.





Frankie   I think he’s an intellectual.


McPake   He’s got the face for it.


Sludden   Fag?


Lanark   I don’t smoke.


Sludden   You’re definitely not an intellectual then.


Toal   A manual labourer?


Frankie   Too scrawny.


McPake   Maybe you’re a businessman?


Nan   He does seem very serious.


Frankie   Have you ever been up to Galloway’s tea room?


Lanark   Once or twice.


McPake   See!


Gay   Did you find yourself saying things like … ‘Profits are tight on the Q39’ or ‘Monboddo’s marketing new energy swops’.


Lanark   No.


Nan   You’re not a businessman then.


Lanark   Oh.


Sludden   Poor Lanark, you’ll just have to settle for being an artist.


Lanark   An artist?


Sludden   That’s the only job left.


Lanark   I don’t think I can be an artist.


Sludden   Why not?


Lanark   I haven’t got anything to say.




A moment.


Big laughter.





Sludden   An artist doesn’t say anything. An artist expresses himself. If his self is interesting or unusual, then his work will shock or excite people. That’s all. And you – Lanark – you’re very interesting. Very unusual, so I expect your work will be very shocking indeed.


Lanark   I don’t see why I have to do anything at all?


Sludden   Everybody has to do something.


Lanark   What do you do?


Sludden   I do nothing.


… With fantastic ability.




Laughter.


Dark.





Sludden   We all still here? So! Now, we’ve fixed you up with work, all that’s missing is love. Which girl shall we give you?


Frankie   I’ll take him.


Toal   Frankie!


Sludden   No, Frankie, you’re vulgar and noisy. Lanark’s the thoughtful type


Toal   How about Nan?


Sludden   Good idea! Nan’s quiet in a ‘will-oo-be-my-daddy’ sort of way?




Nan shakes her head quickly.





Sludden   Gay?


Gay   Sludden!


Sludden   Why not?


Gay   I’m engaged to you!


Sludden   I know, and it drives me mad. I’m so bored of you weeping whenever Nan’s hand brushes my thigh. You’d be much happier with Lanark. He seems the faithful type.


Gay   NO!


Sludden   Well then, I’m stumped.




A moment.


Rima enters from the cinema.





Rima   Christ.


That film was terrible.


I need a drink.




A moment.


She sees they are all looking at her.





What?


Sludden   The mystery man’s finally joined us.


Rima   So.


Sludden   We’ve decided to give him to you.




A moment.





Rima   Fuck off.




Sludden offers Rima a cigarette.


She lights it.


Sludden introduces her to Lanark. 





Sludden   Lanark, meet Rima … Rima, Lanark.




They clear a space leaving Lanark and Rima together.





He’s an artist.




A moment.





Frankie   Go on … say something sexy …




A moment.





Lanark   How do you do?




Laughter.


A moment between them, the others ignore them.





What was the film about?


Rima   It was about people who take their clothes off and do whatever seems most polite given the circumstances.


Lanark   Do you enjoy that sort of film?


Rima   More than the other sort.


Do you?


Lanark   I’ve never seen one.


Rima   Why not?


Lanark   I’m afraid I might enjoy them.


Rima   You’re very honest.


Lanark   Am I?


Rima   What sort of art do you do?


Lanark   I don’t know.


Rima   Maybe you’re a writer.




A moment.


Lanark scratches his elbow.





Sludden   What are you two lovebirds talking about?


Gay   They were discussing pornography.


McPake   Oh, I love pornography.


Sludden   When I’m watching it, I like to imagine the actresses wearing thick flannel underwear and tweed skirts.


McPake   God, that turns me on.


Nan   I like it but I have to close my eyes during the good bits.




Laughter.





Frankie   Pornography’s boring. I keep hoping I’ll see a genuinely surprising perversion. Something I haven’t done before myself. But, alas, never.


Sludden   Never?


Frankie   Not once.


Sludden   Eyelash-to-anus frottage?


Frankie   Boring.




Rima and Lanark are embarrassed.





Sludden   Auto-erotic hypoxia?


Frankie   Done it.


Sludden   Digitally stimulated prostatory ejaculation?


Frankie   A thousand times.


Sludden   Upside-down sex with a hairbrush?


Frankie   Yup.


Sludden   Nipples and nettles?


Frankie   Every Tuesday …




Laughter and pornographic suggestions continue.





Rima   I have to go get my tram.


Lanark   I’ll walk with you.




A moment.


She leaves.


He follows.
























SCENE THREE








Tram stop.


Wind.


Lanark and Rima huddled close against the weather.




Lanark   That Frankie’s a bitch.


Rima   She’s just showing off.


Lanark   Why?


Rima   She’s in love with Sludden.


Lanark   I thought Sludden was engaged to Gay?


Rima   He is, but that doesn’t stop Frankie wanting him too. When Gay’s around Frankie acts up to get his attention. Sludden uses her to play Gay off against Nan. Nan loves Sludden even more than Frankie does but she can’t bring herself to admit it. Poor Gay’s just tormented. Sludden says they all have complementary egos.


Lanark   Are all the women in the Elite in love with Sludden?




A moment.





Rima   I’m not.


Lanark   Good.




A moment.


She readjusts her hair. 





Rima   Can you help me with this pin?




He helps her.


A moment.





Lanark   Wait! Look!


Rima   What?


Lanark   Over there.


Rima   Where?


Lanark   By the cathedral. Do you see?


Rima   The light in the sky?


Lanark   There used to be a special word for it …


Duh …


The Duh …


It used to be called.


Rima   Dawn.


Lanark   Dawn.


Rima   Rather a sentimental old word.


Lanark   It’s beautiful.


Rima   Are you interested in that sort of thing?


Lanark   It’s fading.


Rima   Here’s our tram.


Are you coming?




A moment.





Lanark   No.


Rima   Goodbye, Lanark.




She gets on.





Lanark   Will I see you again?


Rima!




The tram goes.


She’s gone.


He turns to the light.


He runs.
























SCENE FOUR








Lanark’s lodgings.




Lanark   ‘Lanark ran toward the dawn with his gaze on the skyline. Having the obscure idea that it might last longer if he reached it before the light completely faded. The wind rose. Great gusts shoved at his back, making it easier to run than to walk. He felt this race … this race towards the fading dawn was …’




Using the drawer as a desk, he sits and writes.





Lanark   ‘… towards the fading dawn was …’


Mrs Fleck   (off) LANARK!


Lanark   ‘He felt this race towards the fading dawn was the best …’


Mrs Fleck   (off) LANARK!


Lanark   ‘… the best thing that …’


Mrs Fleck   (off) LANARK, IS THAT YOU?


Lanark   For goodness sake, Mrs Fleck, I’m trying to do some art!




Mrs Fleck comes in to change the bedclothes.





Mrs Fleck   Oh, good! It is you. I thought I heard banging about. I half thought you might have disappeared.


Lanark   Why would I disappear?


Mrs Fleck   I don’t know. How am I supposed to know why folk disappear? Mrs Hutcheon next door went only this morning.


Lanark   Went? What do you mean, she ‘went’?


Mrs Fleck   I noticed the lights flickering while I was doing the washing up and I thought, ‘That’s it, someone’s off.’ My heart was beating like a drum so at least I knew it wasn’t me. I came in here, to see if it was you, but the room was neat and tidy so it couldn’t have been you. When the last lodger went he knocked the wardrobe over and tore the plaster off the walls. The screaming was terrible! So then I went out on to the landing and that’s when I saw them, four wee weans standing in a row. ‘Our Mammy’s gone,’ they said, brown teeth like rotten tent pegs. Lanark, I had no choice. I had to take them in.


Lanark   Poor things.


Mrs Fleck   I wouldn’t mind but I actually hate children.


Lanark   Maybe Mrs Hutcheon will come back.


Mrs Fleck   Nobody comes back, Lanark. You know that.




Lanark scratches his elbow.





You need to stop scratching.


Lanark   It’s just a scab.


Mrs Fleck   It’s not a scab, it’s dragonhide. The more you scratch it the more it grows. I’ve seen folk with whole legs gone, skittering about the tenement stairs like half crabs. You should leave it alone.


Lanark   It’s itchy.


Mrs Fleck   Count yourself lucky. The last lodger had twittering rigor. And the one before that had mouths.


Lanark   Mouths?


Mrs Fleck   Everybody has some disease or other.


I need to go and see to those kids.


I don’t mind what you do, Lanark. Just make sure you settle up the rent. I don’t want another lodger disappearing and leaving me short. Not now I’ve got weans to look after.


Kids   (from off) Itchy Lanark Itchy Itchy Lanark Itchy Lanark! Itchy Itchy Lanark.




Jokingly, he shakes his fist at them.





Lanark   Grrr!


Mrs Fleck   Bloody kids.




Kids giggle and run away.





I’ll let you get back to your art.




Mrs Fleck exits.


She shuts the door.


Lanark returns to his makeshift desk.


Silence.


He takes out his pen.





Lanark   The first thing I remember is … falling. Gasping. Tumbling over and over in salt sting. A humming drumming filling my brain. Glimpsing green glimmers underwater. Yelling out the last dregs of my breath in annihilating sweetness …




He writes.
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