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            iPraise for Macbeth (an undoing)

            ‘A clever, heartfelt and, in the broadest and most persuasive sense, feminist revisiting of Shakespeare’s great tragedy. Bold, innovative and bleakly comic, it justifies itself gloriously.’ Daily Telegraph 

            ‘Wry, haunting … a witty, disconcerting exploration of Lady Macbeth’s role in this story and, eventually, a commentary on the representation of women in drama generally … [There is a] delicate balance of wit and horror in the script.’ The Times 

            ‘Harris’s stunning vision evolves into a response to Shakespeare with the power to challenge this greatest of classics on almost equal terms.’ The Scotsman 

            ‘There are moments in Zinnie Harris’s new play where the sense of a back-and-forth between the past and the present is so delicious that it’s mouth-watering … The chief delight is in the clever script … It’s exhilarating to watch a dramatist who’s so confident with her material.’ What’s On Stage 

            ‘Audacious … sometimes witty, always intelligent.’ Guardian 

            ‘Writer and director Zinnie Harris has made one of her stocks-in-trade the reimagining of well-known plays to accentuate the female narratives at their heart. They all feel as though they’ve been building to this … The stark clarity of Harris’s text [is] masterfully traditional and refreshingly new.’ The Stage 

            ‘A thrilling reimagining that lays bare the real power behind the blood-spattered throne.’ Heraldii
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             Production History

         

         Macbeth (an undoing) was first performed at the Royal Lyceum Theatre Edinburgh on 4 February 2023, with the following cast, in alphabetical order:

         
            Macbeth  Adam Best

            Lady Macbeth  Nicole Cooper

            Carlin  Liz Kettle

            Duncan / Murderer 3 / Courtier  Marc Mackinnon

            Bloody Soldier / Lennox  Taqi Nazeer

            Lady Macduff  Jade Ogugua

            Missy / Malcolm  Star Penders

            Banquo  James Robinson

            Ross / Murderer 1  Laurie Scott

            Macduff / Doctor / Courtier 1  Paul Tinto

            Mae  Farrah Anderson Fryer, Matilde Sabino Hunt, Bella Svaasand

            Serving Boy / Murderer 2  Frankie Bunker, Charlie Corliss

            
                

            

            Writer/Director  Zinnie Harris

            Set Designer  Tom Piper

            Costume Designer & Associate Set Designer  Alex Berry

            Lighting Designer  Lizzie Powell

            Composer  Oǧuz Kaplangı

            Sound Designer  Pippa Murphy

            Movement Director  Emily Jane Boyle

            Fight & Intimacy Director  Kaitlin Howard

            Dramaturg  Frances Poet

            Casting Director  Simone Pereira Hind cdg and Anna Dawson

            Assistant Director  Nerida Bradley

         

      

   


   
      
         
            viii

         

         Macbeth (an undoing) toured to the Rose Theatre, Kingston, on 8 March 2024, and to the Theatre for a New Audience at Polonsky Shakespeare Center, New York, on 5 April 2024. It returned to the Royal Lyceum, Edinburgh, on 14 May 2024. The production involved the following changes:

         
            Lady Macduff / Mae  Emmanuella Cole

            Macduff / Doctor  Thierry Mabonga

            
                

            

            Production Manager  Niall Black

            Producer  Hannah Roberts
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            Characters

         

         
            Carlin

            Missy

            Mae

            Bloody Soldier

            Macbeth

            Banquo

            Ross

            Lady Macbeth

            Duncan

            Lady Macduff

            Malcolm

            Lennox

            Macduff

            Doctor

            Murderer 1

            Murderer 2

         

         The play can be performed with a cast of ten actors. x
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            MACBETH (AN UNDOING)
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               Act One

            

         

         
            
               
                  One

               

            

            Darkness.

            A woman steps out into the light and looks at the audience. The stage is bare.

            Carlin

            Knock knock knock.

            Who’s there?

            She looks again out across the stalls, more intent this time.

            Misery seekers – here they come. Eyes all nasty and randy for gore. You recognise yourself? Mouths open, tongues out. You’re all the same. Death is what you want – blood, despair, the fall of man? It’ll be as you last saw it – but no matter, things fare better when they are played and played again. Never an end to your asking for more.

            But – what more do we have for your ghouls? Bare boards. Nothing much. If you’re looking for pyrotechnics, you’ll be disappointed – no thunder to speak of, no heath – no lightning, no rain – what will you do?

            No matter you say – blood cold and unmoving – just give us the play!

            The play, the play, of course we’re here to do the play.

            She sniffs, looks around.

            Still –

            Bit of the highlands painted on a cloth behind might have been nice. Dab of heather, wee bit of gorse –

            We were lucky in one place, we got a mat – cushions for the knees as we writhed. In another we were strung from the rafters – fire in our hair.

            Not many rafters in this place – more like rain from the roof –

            4She looks up to the roof, puts her hand out.

            You can tell the health of a theatre by what fills the stage.

            She looks about.

            I have a chair.

            Beat.

            Knock knock knock.

            Anyone there?

            Oh and there’s an assistant – or the assistant to the assistant – the one newest to the game – and at the back, script in hand and even now waving me to get off, this is not the way it should begin, because this story will be told the way it has always been told. What else use is it otherwise? The hags on the heath. The woman who went mad. The man who became a tyrant. Aye sir. Of course – words and syllables and words and words and hours dreadful, things strange and the next night the same again …

            She looks at the audience.

            She bends down, knocks on the floor.

            Knock knock knock.

            Alright, blood-sucking vermin. You’ll get what you paid for!

            No merry ending for you.

            No dance, no soft turn.

            Fog. Mist. Damp like nowhere but in Scotland. A heath. Winter in May. Snow in June. And a man. Wounded, dripping with blood –

            The light is waiting for the soldier, he walks into it.

            Doubtful.

            Doubtful.

            Doubtful it stood.

            The soldier spits.

            5And the man who says these words – chest caved in, arrow-head in his thigh, face lacerated – but still he spits out what he must –

            Doubtful.

            Doubtful.

            The man tries to speak. 

            Wipes his face of blood. 

            He takes a breath – 

            Bloody Soldier

            Doubtful.

            Doubtful it stood –

            The woman breathes out like she has been holding her breath.

            Carlin

            As two spent swimmers, that do cling together and choke their art. The merciless Macdonald from the Western Isles –

            The soldier looks at the woman.

            Bloody Soldier

            These are my words.

            Carlin

            Then say them – sirrah.

            The soldier looks at the audience. Stops.

            Tries to get his head around the pain. Spits again.

            Bloody Soldier

            Doubtful it stood, as two spent swimmers that do cling together and choke their art. But all’s too weak for brave Macbeth – well he deserves that name, with his brandished steel which smoked.

            The woman gets a picnic chair and sits on it. 

            He looks at her.6

            Carlin

            Go on, go on –

            He continues.

            Bloody Soldier

            With bloody execution carved out his passage – till he faced the slave – and unseamed him from the nave to the chops and fixed his head –

            Carlin

            It’s good, it’s good, keep going –

            The soldier pauses for a second.

            Don’t let me put you off.

            I’m only a hag, an old woman, vermin to you.

            Bloody Soldier

            It’s a message for the king.

            Carlin

            Oh the king, well, when we see him.

            Here on the heath wandering around.

            She knocks on the floor.

            Two other women come on to the stage and look at the soldier. 

            Missy is in her middle years, Mae not much more than a girl. 

            Bloody Soldier

            No sooner had we won than a Norwegian lord saw an advantage and began a fresh assault, and then Banquo and Macbeth did –

            Mae

            Macbeth?

            Bloody Soldier

            Redouble their blows on the foe like they meant to bathe themselves in blood –

            Carlin

            So they won?7

            Bloody Soldier

            If you attend to the message –

            Carlin

            The message is a little hard on the ear.

            Missy

            Did they win?

            Bloody Soldier

            We won, aye.

            We won. And Cawdor the traitor has been captured and before the day is gone –

            Carlin

            Did you win?

            Bloody Soldier

            Me?

            Mae

            Aye, did you win?

            Bloody Soldier

            Of course I won, Scotland has my loyalty – so.

            Carlin

            Aye but did you really?

            Bloody Soldier

            I …

            He looks at his arms and face. 

            The blood right down his side. 

            Mae puts up a chair for him.

            I can’t feel my feet.

            Carlin

            Ah.

            Bloody Soldier

            And my arms are tingling.8

            Carlin

            Give him some tea, Missy.

            Bloody Soldier

            What happened to Cawdor?

            Carlin

            You tell me.

            He retches.

            He looks at all of them.

            Bloody Soldier

            Oh fuck –

            Two of the weird sisters grab him. 

            He shouts in pain.

            They move him, he shouts again.

            I know who you are –

            Missy

            He knows who we are!

            Carlin

            Say nothing more –

            Bloody Soldier

            You shouldn’t be here – you were told to leave the land.

            Carlin

            And go where?

            They drop him.

            He starts to crawl away.

            Oh your legs move now –

            You can scuttle like a beetle when you want to. Put a foot on his back, Missy.

            Missy puts a foot on his back.9

            Missy

            Fair is foul and foul is fair. Crawl through the fog and filthy air –

            Mae giggles.

            Bloody Soldier

            I have a message to deliver, I have to get to the king –

            Carlin

            Then message the king –

            He tries to crawl away, can’t.

            But first – a drum a drum, Macbeth doth come.

            Carlin crouches down, she holds his head. 

            He cries out in pain.

            Say it –

            Hail Macbeth, Thane of Glamis –

            Bloody Soldier

            Hail Macbeth, Thane of Glamis –

            Missy

            Hail Macbeth, Thane of Cawdor –

            Bloody Soldier

            Hail Macbeth, Thane of Cawdor –

            Mae

            Hail Macbeth, who will be king hereafter.

            She drops him down, he falls.

            Bloody Soldier

            I won’t, whatever hellish game you play.

            Missy

            We’ll catch your wife, we’ll boil your baby in the fire –

            Bloody Soldier

            So you are what they say –10

            He crawls away.

            She grabs him again.

            Carlin

            Hail to thee.

            Bloody Soldier

            Hail to thee, Thane of Glamis.

            Missy

            Hail to thee.

            Bloody Soldier

            Hail to thee, Thane of Cawdor.

            Mae

            Hail to thee.

            Bloody Soldier

            Hail to thee, who will be king hereafter.

            Macbeth and Banquo come on to the stage, fresh from battle.

            Macbeth

            Someone spoke – did you hear it?

            Banquo

            Aye, there’s a man on the ground –

            Bloody Soldier

            I’m dead, I’m gone – do not give my words your ear –

            The man crawls away –

            Macbeth

            Wait – you seemed to greet me as Cawdor –

            Bloody Soldier

            It wasn’t me.

            Macbeth

            And then king.11

            Bloody Soldier

            Three women stand behind you.

            Anything that I spoke came from them –

            Macbeth

            How can that be?

            Bloody Soldier

            This is a cursed place, I don’t know but –

            Banquo

            He’s confused.

            Bloody Soldier

            The day is confused, undone. Look at the sky – both things in one.

            He crawls away.

            Macbeth

            Well …? Speak – he said his words came from you.

            Macbeth

            Glamis I am, he called me Cawdor I am certain –

            Banquo

            And king hereafter –

            Missy

            King.

            Carlin

            King.

            Mae

            King.

            Carlin

            Macbeth shall be king.

            Macbeth

            In the name of truth what are you?12

            Banquo

            If you can look into the seeds of time and say which grain will grow speak then to me –

            Carlin

            Banquo, hail.

            Missy

            Hail Banquo.

            Mae

            Hail.

            Carlin

            Lesser than Macbeth, and greater.

            Missy

            Not so happy, yet much happier.

            Banquo

            What –

            Mae

            You shall get kings though you be none.

            Banquo

            Shall get kings?

            They look at each other.

            Macbeth

            Stay a while, you imperfect speakers – tell us more –

            They look around, the fog has returned.

            Macbeth

            I know I am Thane of Glamis but how of – ?

            The Thane of Cawdor lives, and to be king stands not within the prospect of belief, no more than Cawdor. Speak –

            The women have gone.13

            Banquo

            Whither are they vanished?

            Macbeth

            Into the air, and what seemed corporal, melted as breath into the wind.

            They look around again.

            Banquo

            Have we eaten on the insane root that takes the reason prisoner?

            Macbeth

            I cannot work it out. Your children shall be kings.

            Banquo

            You shall be king.

            Macbeth

            And Thane of Cawdor too –

            Banquo

            To the self-same tune and words.

            Macbeth

            We came for water, let’s get it then leave this place.

            Ross comes on.

            Ross

            Macbeth, the king hath happily received the news of thy success.

            Macbeth

            Ah!

            Ross

            And when he reads thy personal venture in the rebels’ fight, his wonders and praises do contend what should be thine or his.14

            Macbeth

            The service and loyalty I owe, in doing it, pays itself.

            Ross

            And for an earnest of a greater honour, he bade me, from him call thee Thane of Cawdor in which addition –

            Macbeth

            Whoa –

            Ross

            Hail most worthy thane, for it is thine –

            Banquo

            Can the devil speak true?

            Macbeth

            The Thane of Cawdor lives. Why do you dress me in borrowed robes?

            Ross

            Who was the thane lives yet, but under heavy judgement and treason is capital. So. Come to the king, he wishes to greet and thank you himself –

            Macbeth

            I will.

            Ross slaps Macbeth’s back and leaves. 

            Macbeth and Banquo look at each other.

            Banquo

            Cawdor!

            Macbeth

            And your children kings – those that gave the Thane of Cawdor to me promised no less to them?

            Banquo

            It’s strange, I admit, but –

            Macbeth

            Strange? I’m the Thane of fucking Cawdor. This supernatural soliciting cannot be ill, can it? Cannot be 15good, but if ill, why hath it given me an earnest of success commencing with a truth?

            Banquo

            I do not know.

            Macbeth

            But if good, why does it make my seated heart knock at my ribs?

            Beat.

            Let us toward the king. Think upon what has chanced, and at more time, the interim having weighted it, let us speak of our free hearts each to other.

            Banquo

            Very gladly.

            Macbeth

            Till then, enough.

            Banquo

            Aye, enough.

            They walk off – Banquo ahead.

            Macbeth turns back to look at what has just happened. 

            Carlin seems to speak the thoughts in his mind.

            Carlin

            Stars, hide your fires, let not light see my black and deep desires.

            The eye winks at the hand; yet let that be which the eye fears, when it is done to see.

            Macbeth backs away, frightened by what he heard out loud. 

            The other two women laugh.

         

         
            
               
                  16Two

               

            

            Lady Macbeth turns on a light above her head. 

            She reads aloud a letter.

            Lady Macbeth

            ‘They met me in the day of success, and I have learned by the perfectest report, they have more in them than mortal knowledge. When I burned in desire to question them further, they made themselves air; into which they vanished.’

            She puts the letter down.

            My love. Glamis you are, and Cawdor, and shalt be what thou art promised. Yet do I fear thy nature, it is too full o’th’ milk of human kindness to catch the nearest way. Thou wouldst be great, art not without ambition, but without that illness should attend it.

            She opens the letter again – looks at it.

            Come you spirits that tend on mortal thoughts, unsex me here and fill me from the crown to the toe, top-full of direst cruelty.

            Then my lord.

            Hie thee hither that I may pour my spirit in thine ear –

            Macbeth enters and stands in the doorway.

            Macbeth

            Kiss me.

            Lady Macbeth

            Great Glamis, worthy Cawdor, greater than both by the all-hail hereafter –

            They kiss.

            Macbeth

            You read the letter?17

            Lady Macbeth

            I feel now the future in the instant.

            Macbeth

            Dearest love.

            And kiss again. 

            And laugh.

            Duncan comes here tonight.

            Lady Macbeth

            So soon?

            Beat.

            And when goes hence?

            Macbeth

            Tomorrow as he purposes.

            Beat.

            Lady Macbeth

            O never sun shall that morrow see.

            Beat.

            They look at each other

            Your face, my thane, is as a book where anyone may read strange matters; to beguile the time, look like the time, bear welcome in your eye, your hand, your tongue; look like the innocent flower but be the serpent under it.

            They kiss again.

            Macbeth

            We will speak further.

            Lady Macbeth

            Only look up clear. To alter favour ever is to fear.

            This kiss is sexier. They both lean in.

            18There’s excitement. Can they mean it?

            Wait –

            Macbeth

            What?

            Lady Macbeth

            There.

            On your sleeve.

            She takes off an insect.

            A ladybird.

            Ha!

            A sign of luck!

            Macbeth

            A ladybird in Scotland?

            Lady Macbeth

            Well, does it not feel like summer today?

            Macbeth

            Too early in the year.

            Another strange soliciting –

            He takes the ladybird and puts it on the side.

            Did you move all your papers, by the way – this whole house was full of your writings –

            Lady Macbeth

            I’ll do it now –

            Macbeth

            Because if the king happens upon any of it –

            Lady Macbeth

            We are his most loyal supporters, we always have been.

            The raven cries.

            I’ll tell the kitchen steward to roast a pheasant. Or perhaps, no wait, a goose might be better for Duncan – see if we have one hanging or –

            19He comes back, kisses her.

            Macbeth

            I love you.

            Lady Macbeth

            And I, you.

         

         
            
               
                  Three

               

            

            The Carlin from the first scene is putting the ladybird back into a box.

            She then takes off her outdoor clothes.

            Carlin

            We were at the end of days but who were we to tell them? Inside, the fire was on but without heat. And up at the top the servant, hands cold, always cold and an injury that never healed.

            She looks at her hands.

            And a rattle, always a rattle in this old place that she could never work out, like something didn’t fit, and just then a chimney was blown down.

            And strange lamentings heard in the air – screams of death that she had neither interpretation not appetite to digest –

            She puts on a servant’s dress. Tries to warm her hands.

            And the obscure bird clamoured outside the window the livelong night.

            She holds her hands again. The pain.

            And yet downstairs a party. Duncan couldn’t hear the screams of the birds over the sound of his own delight –

            She takes some tea. 

            A slight knocking.

            20Carlin has become the servant.

            Servant

            Aye it made no sense.

            She stops the table from being wobbly. 

            She sits back down.

            The birds screaming out death while they were dancing –

         

         
            
               
                  Four

               

            

            Table laid for a party. Balloons and streamers.

            Duncan

            This castle has a pleasant seat … the air nimbly and sweetly recommends itself to my gentle senses.

            Lady Macduff

            Ah, the birds agree, and hence – they take the best lodgings as their own.

            Duncan

            The birds – ?

            Lady Macduff

            Yes – the guest of summer, the martlet – see – by his loved masonry.

            Duncan looks around –

            No part of wall, buttress, but this bird has made its pendent bed –

            Duncan

            Ah.

            Lady Macduff

            And there – the choughs, and behind them the corncrakes.

            Duncan

            You are well studied in the way of birds.21

            Lady Macduff

            We are all studied in their way, your grace. They rule us in this keep.

            But sir, take care – the other side of their living is not so welcome –

            She points at the bird shit underfoot. 

            He laughs.

            And in the night too, they sing the loudest, they’ll keep you up with tales of their day –






OEBPS/images/logo_online.png
faber





OEBPS/images/landing_logo.png





OEBPS/images/9780571384266_cover_epub.jpg





