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             Premier Production

         

         Peter Gynt was first performed on the Olivier stage of the National Theatre, London, in a co-production with the Edinburgh International Festival, on 27 June 2019. The cast, in order of appearance, was as follows:

         
             

         

         Peter Gynt  James McArdle

         Agatha  Ann Louise Ross

         Carol from Next Door / Yesenin  Isabelle Joss

         Duncan  Lorne MacFadyen

         Singer / Woman in Green / Anitra  Tamsin Carroll

         Bride’s Father / Bertram / Begriffenfeldt  Jonathan Coy

         Shirley / Cowgirl  Lauren Ellis-Steele

         Penny / Cowgirl  Hannah Visocchi

         Shania / Cowgirl  Dani Heron

         Ruthie  Rehanna MacDonald

         Minister / Grimmson  Adam McNamara

         Sabine’s Father / Captain  Ezra Faroque Khan

         Sabine  Anya Chalotra

         Pauline  Tia Dutt

         Spudface  Martin Quinn

         Bobby  Jatinder Singh Randhawa

         Shug  Ryan Hunter

         Kieran  Philip Cairns

         Gaz  Andrew Fraser

         Ingrid  Caroline Deyga

         Tonto / Cook  Marc Mackinnon

         The Boyg  Nabil Shaban

         The Two-Headed Boy  Sonnyboy Skelton

         Ballon / The Weird Passenger  Guy Henry

         The Button Moulder  Oliver Ford Davies 

         
             

         

         Director  Jonathan Kent

         Set and Costume Designer  Richard Hudson

         Lighting Designer  Mark Henderson

         Composer  Paul Englishby

         Music Director  Kevin Amos

         Sound Designer  Christopher Shutt

         Literal Translator  Kari Dickson

      

   


   
      
         

            Characters

         

         
            
        Peter Gynt
      

            Agatha Gynt

his mother

            Carol

from next door

            Duncan

a motor mechanic

            Bobby, Kieran, Shug, Gaz

the lads

            Shirley, Penny, Shania, Ruthie

the girls

            
        The Local Minister
      

            Sabine

an immigrant

            Pauline

her sister, eight

            
        Sabine’s Father
      

            Spudface Mons

a bridegroom

            Ingrid

sister to Duncan

            
        The Woman in Green
      

            Bertram

the Mountain King 

            
        The Boyg
      

            
        The Draft Dodger
      

            
        The Two-Headed Boy
      

            Gunnar Grimmson

an Icelandic businessman

            Monsieur Ballon

a French businessman

            Alicia Yesenin

a Russian businesswoman

            
        Anitra
      

            Herr Begriffenfeldt, PhD

director of a madhouse

            
        Four Lunatics
      

            
        The Captain
      

            
        The Boatswain
      

            
        The First Mate
      

            
        The Cook
      

            
        The Weird Passenger
      

            
        The Button Moulder
      

         

          Wedding Guests, Cowgirls, Trolls, Hyenas,

Saudi Royalty, Philanthropists, Lunatics,

Sailors, Mourners, Churchgoers, etc. 
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               SCENE ONE

            

         

         
      Revealed: Peter Gynt, early twenties, Scottish, dressed as a private in the British army. He is walking towards his mother, Agatha, sixties, small and slight. They hold out their arms to greet each other, outside a small bungalow, cladded against the cold. They hug tightly.
    

         
            Agatha   Back from the war at last. Oh my God! How was it?

            It’s so wonderful you’re here.

            Peter                                     I’m alive. That’s what matters. And in good spirits. Look –

            Agatha    

            I’ve been worried sick.

            Peter    

            
               At war you dig deep. I’ve never met a real man who didn’t

               Want to know whether he’d survive in a fifty-fifty.

               Once you know that about yourself you become a different person.

               You’ve looked death in face. That changes you.

            

            Agatha    

            I’d still prefer it if you’d avoided conscription.

            Peter         And run away from my destiny? I don’t think so.

            Agatha    

            Do you want supper?

            Peter                            Not yet.

            Agatha                                   I’ve stovie potatoes. 

            Peter    

            
               First: there was a cliff, a sheer cliff-edge. We were a small

               Platoon bobbing around in an open boat in the Dodecanese.

               We were disguised as Greek fishermen, balaclavas pulled tightly,

               And bootblack smeared on our cheeks. A hard crossing, and we

               Nearly drowned in the Southern Aegean.

            

            Agatha                                         How many were you?

            Peter    

            
               I’ll come to that. Five, six, I don’t know. Fewer by the time the

               Night was out, because it was that kind of operation.

            

            Agatha                                             You lost friends?

            Peter    

            
               Our lieutenant, he was a fine man, knowing my skills,

               He put me in charge –

            

            Agatha    

            Of the whole adventure?

            Peter        Remember how I used to be out on the Munros.

            
               They were nothing to me, I climbed all seventeen, I was

               A Munro-bagger, I climbed Ben Stack – glided over it,

               When I was still a boy. So, the other men were down on the rocks

               Still contemplating the sheer face when I was already on my way,

               Like a gazelle. It’s my magic feet, I ate the ground up on a pure

               Vertical, as if I knew in advance where the crevices would be, 

               The hand-holds. God guided me as if the way were opening up

               As I went. I was unerring with my crampons –

            

            Agatha                You had your crampons?

            Peter                                               My old crampons, yes.

            Agatha   I thought they were still in your room –

            Peter                      No, no –

            Agatha                                 In fact, didn’t I see them just –

            Peter    

            
               No, you can’t have done. They were with me, securing me

               As the commando unit followed my path,

               Every man knowing that the future of the war

               Would depend crucially on what happened in Kheros.

               I rose. I flew. My heels were wings, as we climbed in the night,

               Sensing our destiny and the role history gave us to play.

               It was dark. We were alone. The moon shone. Above us the shadow

               Of the guns, pointing out to sea, strategic, sealing off the traffic in the Mediterranean, radar-controlled. If we could sabotage the guns –

               We were carrying our explosives round our waists –

            

            Agatha    

            Hold on –

            Peter        Just the eight of us –

            Agatha                    Eight? You said six –

            Peter                                       Me leading –

            Agatha                                                 Where was this?

            Peter    

            That place. Did it have a name?

            Agatha             I think it did –

            Peter                                I think it didn’t.

            Agatha                                         It’s bloody Navarone –

            Peter    

            Possibly.

            Agatha          I’ve seen the film. Do you think I’m an idiot?

            Peter    

            You’re my mother.

            Agatha          David Niven, for God’s sake, Gregory Peck –

            Peter    

            I’m telling you it happened.

            Agatha          Alistair MacLean! Do you think I’m illiterate?

            Peter    

            This is what happened!

            Agatha                Anthony Quinn! What is wrong with you?

            
               I borrowed the book from the library, I saw the film,

               And you stand there seriously expecting –

            

            Peter              I swear, as God is my witness –

            Agatha                    Be careful, Peter, you may be taken in

            
               By your own stories. But we’re not. How did it come to this?

               Your father a wastrel, pissing away our livelihood. Johnny Gynt,

               Once Dunoon’s leading ironmonger, turned into an idler,

               A drunk. Women used like chasers to drink with his whisky.

               Now you can’t tell truth from lies –

            

            Peter                            I’m only telling you how it was – 

            Agatha    

            
               Where have you been? What were you really doing?

               Quartermaster’s assistant is about your level.

               Did you ever see action?

            

            Peter                                I was rarely out of it.

            Bullets flying around my ears, but I stood steady.

            Agatha    

            
               Have you seen the shop? The state it’s in? From your

               Neglect? Falling apart, and all because you went off

               Dreaming of glory. ‘I counted them in and I counted them out.’ The Cockleshell Heroes! Darkest Hour! Reach for the Sky!

               Did no one explain? They’re not meant to be true, you know,

               They’re stories, that’s the point, nobody actually believes them

               Except you. Why can’t you tackle the task in hand?

            

            Peter    

            What task would that be?

            Agatha              The shop. The smallholding. I can’t do

            Everything alone. Put your arm up a cow’s arse, it’ll give you a healthy dose of reality.

            Peter    

            
               Mum, I promise I won’t let you down. I mean it. But I live

               For the day when I do something great, something truly great,

               And when that happens, I promise, in all my interviews I’ll

               Mention you. I can see myself now in the studio –

            

            Agatha                                     Oh, for goodness’ sake! 

            Peter    

            
               A sofa, a desk, nothing more, maybe a nightscape of Manhattan

               Behind me, and I’ll be swapping anecdotes with some –

               I don’t know – some incredibly famous person,

               Maybe a Hollywood actress, blonde, very short skirt,

               Serious about her work, committed to ending starvation in Africa

               But kind of attractive too, and I’ll say to the chat show host

               ‘Yes, it’s true, I’ve achieved a lot in my life,

               And yet everything I’ve done is down to one person,

               The woman who always believed in me. My mother.’

            

            Agatha                          I don’t believe in you.

            Peter                                            Of course you do.

            Agatha    

            
               I’m loyal to you. You’re my son. But I’m not taken in.

               You’re a serial fantasist, Peter. With attention deficit disorder.

            

            Peter    

            I’m going to be king of the world –

            Agatha                                             And if that’s not

            Proof of what I’m saying –

            Peter          All right, all right, I’m going to knuckle down, I promise.

            Fighting among men, I learned values –

            Agatha    

            
               In the next village, the garage mechanic’s arm is hanging useless

               And all because you had a scrap with him when you were last here.

               Duncan walks round with a broken arm. 

            

            Peter    

            We had a minor disagreement, I may have pushed him a little –

            Agatha    

                                       You broke Duncan’s arm!

            Peter                                                            He says!

            All so he could be scrounging disability benefit –

            Agatha                                                                 He can’t

            Move any of his fingers! How would you like that?

            Peter    

                                                                                  Not much.

            Agatha    

            Exactly. Have a little sympathy. Identify with the other person.

            Peter    

            It’s not in my skill-set.

            Agatha                        Clearly.

            Peter                                       One day someone’s

            
               Going to write my biography, people will want to know

               Just exactly how I became the famous Peter Gynt, they’ll want

               To know the story, it’s got to have a narrative, it’s got to have

               What they call an arc. They’ll want to understand

               The roots of my greatness. Legends have to perform

               A few legendary feats. And particularly while they’re young.

               So, yes, I broke the fucker’s arm. It’s important to get some

               Iconic actions in early. 

            

            Agatha     Breaking a man’s arm, that’s going to make you Famous, is it?

            Peter             Anything rather than mediocrity. If I can’t be

            Exceptional, I don’t want to be.

            Agatha     Is that right?

            Peter                  It is.

            Agatha                     And you imagine having a companion

            On this journey, do you?

            Peter                               I wouldn’t mind.

            Agatha    

            If that’s not too conventional for you. If it’s not too bourgeois.

            Peter                  Not at all. I’ll need a wife

            To decorate my legend.

            Agatha          And so, I don’t suppose anyone’s told you –

            Peter    

            Told me what?

            Agatha        While you were away – at war –

            Peter                                                         What happened?

            Agatha    

            What always happens when men go to war, and women wait?

            Peter   No!

            Agatha   Yes!

            Peter             Not Ingrid!

            Agatha                          Ingrid!

            Peter                                      She wouldn’t!

            Agatha                                                        She did! 

            Peter    

            Ingrid!

            Agatha    

            
               I wouldn’t mind you losing her, she’s nothing much, I’ve tasted

               Her cannelloni and it’s stomach-churning. She can’t sew, she

               Can’t cook, but her father’s loaded and that’s not nothing.

            

            Peter                Fuck!

            Agatha                         She’s richly dowered.

            Peter    

            Richly dowered? Tell me about it!

            Agatha    

            
               That’s you. Over-confident. You thought you had her whimpering

               Between your fingers.

            

            Peter              Ma, you can hardly blame me, I’ve been off fighting a war –

            
               A rather important war, if you don’t mind, I was busy with causes

               Like freedom and the defence of Western values. NATO, nuclear

               Deterrence, Christianity, oil and property-owning democracy.

               It’s hardly my fault if meanwhile she’s betrayed me.

            

            Agatha      And now she’s marrying another man.

            Peter                                                 Who?

            Agatha                                                     Spudface Mons.

            Peter    

            Spudface! Has he been here all the time? 

            Agatha                                                Never left.

            Peter    

            How did he get out of conscription?

            Agatha                                          Fallen arches.

            Peter    

            The bastard!

            Agatha           May be a bastard, but cleverer

            
               Than you, it turns out. He doesn’t breathe his own exhaust.

               He played the long game, waited, took his chance.

               He took her up Puck’s Glen and proposed.

            

            Peter    

            That paddle-puss? That knuckle-dragger?

            Agatha                                                  He may be –

            Peter    

            
               That wee nyaff is so stupid he can’t cross a room without tripping

               Over his own knob. How can she marry a man like Spudface?

            

            Agatha    

            She hasn’t –

            Peter                I thought you said –

            Agatha                                           The wedding’s today.

            Peter    

            Then it’s not a done deal –

            Agatha                                 All but. The drinks are in

            And the padre’s hot to trot.

            Peter       But it isn’t done?

            Agatha                Not for a couple of hours. 

            Peter                               Then I’m going over there.

            Agatha                                                  You can’t do that.

            Peter    

            Watch me.

            Agatha        You don’t have an invitation.

            Peter                           I’m Peter Gynt, people are always

            Pleased to see me.

            Agatha      Then I’m coming with you.

            Peter              I don’t think so. Nobody goes to a wedding

            With their mother.

            Agatha              You do.

            Peter                                I don’t think so.

            Agatha                                           Just try and stop me.

            Peter    

            That’s exactly what I’m going to do.

            
               
          Peter picks up his mother.
        

            

            Agatha                                             Put me down,

            What are you doing?

            Peter                          I’m going to put you where

            You can’t do anything about it.

            Agatha            What the hell are you up to?

            Peter                                   I’m putting you on the roof.

            Agatha    

            Peter, stop this, this isn’t funny.

            
               
          Peter puts her on the flat roof of the bungalow.
        

            

            Peter                                               Now perhaps you’ll allow

            Me to go the wedding. And be careful up there.

            Agatha      Careful? I’ve got vertigo. 

            
               
          Carol from Next Door comes running in. She’s Agatha’s age.
        

            

                                        Thank God, it’s Carol from next door.

            Carol    

            What’s happening? What’s going on?

            Agatha                              Peter just put me on the roof.

            Carol    

            Well you have to admit, it’s not the first time.

            Peter              His mother on the roof, now that’s iconic.

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               1:2

            

         

         
      Peter comes over the hillside, and looks down to the landscape below.
    

         
            Peter    

            
               I was hoping to hitchhike but no luck. No one gives anyone

               A lift any more. My thumb’s blue. You do have to ask: What happened

               To a sense of community? No trust. No sense of the common good.

               A man stands by the roadside and nobody picks him up.

            

            
               
          Behind him are a series of Wedding Guests, passing with brightly wrapped gifts. They don’t see him.
        

            

            Guest 1                       Somebody saw the little bugger.

            Word is, he’s planning to crash the wedding.

            Guest 2                                                Typical.

            Guest 1    

            He’s sick, that boy.

            Guest 3        Just says whatever comes out of his head.

            Guest 1    

            She’s better off without him.

            Guest 2                           No question.

            Guest 1    

            
               She’ll be happier with an idiot than a liar. Doesn’t he

               Know talking’s one thing, doing’s another?

            

            
               
          They walk away down the hill, without having seen him.
        

            

            Peter    

            
               OK, I guess they’re referring to me. But as it happens

               I don’t agree. Everyone goes on about this big difference

               Between talking and doing. But I don’t get it, do you?

               As far as I’m concerned, if people believe you did something,

               Then you did it. If you talk up a storm, then there’s a storm.

               Claim you won the hundred metres and you’ve won

               The hundred metres. What are they going to do? Google?

               People don’t have lives any more. They have stories.

               If you say you’re great, then you’re great. Try it.

               It shouldn’t work. But take it from me, it does.

            

            
               
          Duncan, the motor mechanic, passes on his way to the wedding.
        

            

            Duncan    

            Well, if it isn’t Peter.

            Peter     Duncan.

            Duncan            We thought you were off with the trolls.

            Peter    

            
               Do I look like I’ve been with the trolls? Who heard of a troll

               Fighting for his country?

            

            Duncan    

            But you do get together with trolls, don’t you, Peter?

            Peter    

            
               What about you, Duncan? After all, trolls need their cars fixed,

               Like everyone else. But when your big end goes, how can it be

               Mended by a one-armed mechanic? What do you do?

               Stick the spanner between your teeth?

            

            Duncan    

                                                             You’re an arsehole, Peter,

                     And you always have been.

            Peter                                     Yeah but I’m an arsehole

            
               Who got away, unlike you. I’m not stuck in the country,

               Liaising with sheep.

            

            Duncan                 You must be looking forward to

            
               Seeing your ex marry the stupidest man in Caledonia.

               Or maybe you haven’t been invited?

            

            Peter                                             I’m going anyway.

            Duncan    

            Without an invitation?

            Peter               Who’s going to stop me?

            Duncan                               I’m happy to have a go.

            Peter    

            I’d like to see you try. You want me to break the other arm, do you?

            
               Duncan takes a spanner out of his pocket and waves it at Peter. 

            

            Duncan    

            
               In your dreams, Pete, in your fucking dreams. Last time

               I wasn’t ready. This time I’ll be waiting.

            

            
               
          A couple of other lads appear on their way to the wedding, and Duncan runs over to join them as they go out.
        

            

            
               
                  Button-boy’s back, let’s go and give his love to the bride.

               

            

            
               
          They go out laughing. Peter turns to us.
        

            

            Peter    

            
               There you have it. Wonderful to be home. I’m thinking I can’t

               Be bothered to go to the wedding. What’s the point? They don’t like

               Me. I don’t like them. It’s mutual. I’m not cut out for the provinces.

               I’m too good for it. I think I’ll just stand here and burn clock.

            

            
               
          The sound of music coming up from the valley.
        

            

                                           On the other hand.

            
               
          He goes to look for the source. The music gets louder. It’s clearly infectious.
        

            

            
               I don’t give a damn what people think of me. What does it matter?

               I’m not a prisoner of other people’s opinion. I know who I am.

               And if thinking ill of me makes everyone happy, let them think ill.

               It makes no difference to me. I’m too busy, I’m too busy partying. Let’s go for it.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               1:3

            

         

         
      Peter begins to dance to the music, which becomes louder and louder. His moves are strange, halfway between dance and martial arts: a kind of rhythmic aggression. The wedding party is in full swing: a crowd of people old, young, men, women, all dancing up a storm. There’s a honky-tonk/rock ’n’ roll band, singing ‘Two’s a Very Good Number’.
    

         
            Singer    

            
               You think you’ll spend your life as a single

               You don’t pick up the phone

               But I’m telling you to get on and do it

               Or you’ll spend your life on your own

            

            Chorus    

            
               Oh, two’s a very good number

               There’ll always be a table for two

               Nobody loves a singleton

               ’Specially if that singleton’s you

            

            Singer    

            
               In a two, things are much less scary

               A two’s not afraid of the dark

               Two comes easy to animals

               That’s how they went in the ark

            

            Chorus    

            
               Oh, two’s a very good number

               There’ll always be a table for two

               Nobody loves a singleton

               ’Specially if the singleton’s you

            

            
               A Drunken Guest leaps up to join in. 

            

            Guest    

            
               I’ve not learned a lot as a human

               But this I remember from birth

               Look for a double-sized coffin

               When they lower you into the earth

            

            
               
          The whole wedding crowd joins in the final chorus.
        

            

            Chorus    

            
               Oh, two’s a very good number

               There’ll always be a table for two

               Nobody loves a singleton

               ’Specially if the singleton’s you

            

            
               
          The Bride’s Father is weepy, going round pouring out copious drinks. Peter, already dancing, has come in the door, and people have turned to greet him.
        

            

            All    

            It’s Peter. It’s bloody Peter Gynt. Well my God if it isn’t –

            
               
          There is mocking applause. Peter does a couple of cartwheels to show off.
        

            

                                                     Cheers, Peter. Have a drink.

            Guest 1    

            I hear you took Baghdad single-handed.

            Guest 2                            I thought it was Istanbul.

            Guest 1    

            I heard Kabul.

            
               
          Everyone laughs.
        

            

            Peter    

            
               All right, very funny, I know you’re thrilled to see me,

               Because I brighten up your dull lives. Oh God, it’s Ingrid’s father.

               What’s he so upset about?

            

            Bride’s Father    

            Here. Have a drink.

            Peter    

            No thank you. I’m not here to drink, I’m here to dance.

            
               
          He goes up to some of the girls, one by one.
        

            

                                                           Would you like to dance?

            Shirley    

            I’ve got a partner, thank you.

            Peter                May I?

            Penny                           I wouldn’t dream of dancing With you.

            Shania      Oh no, not me. Don’t even think about it.

            Ruthie    

            
               I wouldn’t dance with you if you were the last man on earth.

            

            Peter    

            
               What’s wrong with you all? What are you all scared of?

               Too much life? Scared of life?

            

            
               
          Peter goes from group to group, but it’s like a chemical reaction. They move away as soon as they see him. So instead he leaps on stage and takes over the microphone to sing.
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