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Introduction







I read Alan Warner’s The Sopranos when it was first published. I laughed out loud more at this book than at any other I can remember. I immediately recognised these girls. They were on the one hand incredibly modern but on the other they were part of a very old vein of British literature going right back to the Wife of Bath and beyond. Here was life in all its vitality. The sacred and the profane smashed together. It was at once breathtakingly rude and transgressive but also exquisitely wrought with melancholy. The girls in the book seemed to get a heartbreaking vantage on the limitations of their lives by the act of exceeding them. It seemed so right about the rites of passage of adolescence. The formal rites are not sufficient so we invent our own. We dice with death to prove we are alive. We act with total irresponsibility to prove we are grown-up. We do it in groups to feel uniquely individual. The book is fraught with these contradictions, but they are contradictions which we know not to be contradictory at all. That is how life is.


So The Sopranos seemed perfect for the stage. Of course Vicky Featherstone at that time was Artistic Director at the National Theatre of Scotland and had long wanted to do it – but it was a chance meeting between us where I expressed my immense admiration for the book which led to us actually doing it on stage. After several years of negotiating over rights, Alan Warner gave us permission to give it a go – and here it is. It seemed to us that the girls of Our Ladies should tell their own story and when we realised that they should play all the parts, the style of the production fell into shape.


In many ways this play is more like a gig than a play. It is set, I suppose, in the rather unprepossessing Mantrap – the only nightclub in the girls’ home town. But that’s alright because the play is about how the everyday is translated into the sacred, how the most sordid circumstances of our lives are the conditions of our deliverance, because they are ours. The play is about very ordinary acts of resistance and how that resistance transfigures us and affords us transcendence from the mire of our lives. These are acts of glory, manifest with the full force of life. May we all take benediction from Our Ladies of Perpetual Succour.




















Author’s Note





My adaptation of Alan Warner’s novel The Sopranos is written for six actors who play all the roles. The conceit of our production was that the girls in the story have made a show which they are putting on in the Mantrap – the grotty nightclub which features in the story. The production was built around the idea of them using their choral repertoire but also a whole bunch of cover versions, mostly of Electric Light Orchestra numbers. So the style of the show is more like a gig than a piece of ordinary theatre, and certainly the production was ‘punk’ in its spirit, paying no heed to conventions of realism and using whatever was on hand to suggest action and place.

















First Performance





Our Ladies of Perpetual Succour was first performed by the National Theatre of Scotland and Live Theatre at the Traverse Theatre, Edinburgh, on 19 August 2015. The cast, in alphabetical order, was as follows:




 





Orla  Melissa Allan


Chell  Caroline Deyga


Kay  Karen Fishwick


Manda  Kirsty MacLaren


Kylah  Frances Mayli McCann


Fionnula  Dawn Sievewright




 





The Band


Amy Shackcloth (band leader/keyboards)


Becky Brass (percussion)


Emily Linden (guitar)




 





Director  Vicky Featherstone


Designer  Chloe Lamford


Lighting Designer  Lizzie Powell


Sound Designer  Mike Walker


Music Arranger and Supervisor  Martin Lowe


Choreographer  Imogen Knight


















Characters





Orla


Chell


Kay


Manda


Kylah


Fionnula


















OUR LADIES OF PERPETUAL SUCCOUR























Our Ladies of Perpetual Succour








The girls start singing ‘Lift thine eyes’ from Mendelssohn’s oratorio Elijah.










Lift thine eyes, O lift thine eyes,


To the mountains, whence cometh


Whence cometh help.







Thy help cometh from the Lord


The maker of heaven and earth,


He hath said, thy foot shall not be moved.







Thy keeper shall never slumber


Shall never slumber never slumber.







Lift thine eyes O lift thine eyes


To the mountains whence cometh


Whence cometh whence cometh help.











Chell   This is fucking ridiculous.


Manda   Six in the fucking morning and Condom’s not even here.


Fionnula   Even if we win this fucking competition they’ll have us in a shitey hotel overnight like girls from last year.


Kylah   Fionnula the cooler –


Orla   – lives in a council house, bought with the money from her granda.


Manda   The hotel didn’t even have bathrooms.


Chell   Manda Tassy.


Kylah   Mam fucked off.


Chell   Lives with her da.


Fionnula   Never shuts up about –


Manda   – ma sister!


Chell   Don’t panic – if we stick together there’s no ways we’ll even get to the second round …


Manda   Chell MacDougal –


Kylah   – lives up the Complex.


Chell   I’ve had a lot of tragedy in ma family. We’ll be back on the fucking bus in time for some slow jigs and a quick sailor’s hornpipe in the Mantrap.




They cheer.





Orla   Aye, but we’ll never get past that new bouncer.


Fionnula   Orla McAlister –


Chell   – from the villages.


Manda   Diagnosed with cancer –


Kylah   – but recently returned from Lourdes.


Manda   I know, one of us could fuck him.


Kylah   Manda, he’s from the island!


Fionnula   Kylah McManus.


Manda   Parents own their own house.


Chell   Sings in a band.


Fionnula   Cunt’s only on the door cos he couldnae get a chef’s job.


Chell   Aye, he can only tell the ages of sheep.


Manda   From behind.


Kay   Morning, everybody!


Kylah   Kay Clarke.


Fionnula   Stuck up, sugar-wouldn’t-melt-in-her-mouth, off-to-university, goody-fucking-two-shoes.


Manda   Oh, my God! Submarine!


Kylah   There it is, I can see the conning tower!


Chell   It’ll be heaving in the Mantrap the night.


Fionnula   Fucking typical – the one night we’re in the capital.


Manda   Ma sister says that when submariner-ers, right, get a cut or something, cos they’ve been away under water for so long, it doesn’t stop bleeding!


Fionnulla   And apparently when they spunk their wank – it just keeps coming and coming. Till the whole fucking submarines drowning in jizz down there.


Chell   Here lie one hundred brave sailors drowned in their own jizz.


Kylah   Let’s just make sure we get back before the slow dances – we’ll be getting hurls around the bay.


Manda   Aye but just remember Shuna MacLaughlin.


Kylah   Shuna MacLaughlin didnae get pregnant off a submariner. It was one of those Pakistani lads off the van.


Orla   Look, here she is the noo.


Shuna!




Kay Clarke puts a pillow up her jumper and becomes Shuna MacLaughlin.





Shuna MacLaughlin   (Kay) Hello there, girls.


All   Hi, Shuna.




They all gather round.





Shuna   (Kay) Yous all off to the Finals then?


Orla   Aye. Where you going?


Shuna   (Kay) I’m up to the pre-natal at the Chest.


Manda   At this time in the morn?


Shuna   (Kay) Oh aye, it’s so ya get used to the idea of sleepless nights when the baby comes.


Manda   The cunts, eh?


Shuna   (Kay) Ah tell you, yous think pre-natal’s bad yous should see the fucking post-natal, ah swear on the Bible, three lassies from the villages come in a horse box pulled by their boyfriend’s tractor, three of them, there in the shite wi’ their little wee babies and all.


Chell   That’ll be Dempster the Dumpster.


Shuna   (Kay) They’ve got signs in the caff above the sugar bowls saying: NO TITTY DUNKING BY ORDER OF THE MANAGEMENT – cos the young mammies dunk the ends of their tits in so’s their bairns’ll sook away quiet and they can get on having a smoke and a good fucking ceilidh.


Chell   Dinnae scum uz out.


Shuna   (Kay) So how many is pregnant from your year?


Manda   At least seven. Moira Greirson got hers off of Iain Dickinson.


Fionnula   The dirty fucking spunker.


Orla   The girls looked at Fionnula –


Kylah   – who’d famously handjobbed ‘The Dick’ in front of Moira at the New Year dance.


Manda   Is that a engagement ring, Shoon?


Shuna   (Kay) Nah, it’s just a crappy nothing ring. For protection. The dads from the post-natal try and tap off with the pre-natal mams – so I go ‘I’m engaged to a big fucking cunt that’ll burst your faces for you’ so’s they leave me alone. Do you think yous’ll win?


Fionnula   Fuck the singing, Shu, we’re just gonna go mental.


Chell   Massive pub crawl –


Orla   Check out the shops –


Manda   And we’ll be back here for the slow dances at the Mantrap.


Fionnula   And a couple of hurls roon the bay. Why don’t you come the night, Shuna?


Shuna   (Kay) Ah cannie. Uhm skint. The government going on about us getting up the stick to get single mam’s allowance. They’ve got to be fucking joking. Anyways it was a member of the Her Majesty’s fucking Navy that got me in this state.


Orla   Can I have a touch?


Shuna   (Kay) Course, aye.




Michelle helps them put their hands up her Adidas top.





Fionnula   Do you get lots of kicks?


Shuna   (Kay) Oh … I tell you … it’s wild … See when you go to Mowat the butcher’s – ah go in to get ma mum’s mince – the mincer machine it makes the nee-nee noise and the wee thing starts booting away like billy-o.


Fionnula   Come on girls, F sharp.


All   Neeeeeeeeeeeee …


Chell   It’s kicking.


Orla   That’s sooo fucking gorgeous.


Fionnula   Condom!


Kylah   Sister Codron.


Chell   Cross between Dracula and Jabba the Hut.


Condom   (Manda, on microphone) Morning, gurls.


All   Morning, Sister Condom.


Condom   Bartok, ladies. All together. ‘Forth Let the Cattle Roam’.


Fionnula   Everybody else gets to sing about love and death – we get to sing about livestock.




They sing from Bartok’s ‘Enchanted Song’.





Chell   On the bus, ladies.




They yell in excitement.





Fionnula   Got the goods, girls?


Kylah   Two bottles of lemon-flavoured hooch disguised in a bottle of White’s lemonade.


Manda   Three Bacardi Breezers – off ma sister – in a flask I nicked from ma da.


Chell   Large bottle Garvie’s American Cream Soda containing eight shots of vodka, four of Cointreau and a little splash of advocaat.


Orla   One can of Irn-Bru and a bottle of Metaxa.


Fionnula   We’ll be fucking stoned before we pass Loch Lomond.


Manda   Dinnae start fucking farting on us, Orla.


Orla   (snatching bottle back from Fionnula) Gimme that. It’s alright, I’ve been cured.


Kylah   Of farting?


Orla   Of cancer.


Manda   That’s how it started – in the caravan in Tralee Bay.




All cheer.





Orla   I was rushed to fucking A and E I was popping it so much. They put me in a cancer ward and zapped all ma pubes out. Screw the Immac and the Ladyshave, ladies, when you can have chemotherapy.


Kylah   But it stopped you farting.


Orla   It stopped fucking everything but it didnae work. That’s when they put me in the horse piss.


Kay   A hospice?


Orla   Then they had sponsored run – sent me to fucking Lourdes. And hey presto! I was cured! The pubeless wonder.


Kay   So you’re a miracle.


Orla   Aye, but I never got off with anyone.


Look at the state of us – I could pass for fourteen. There’s a lot of lost time to make up for, ladies. I’ve got two years’ worth of pocket money. And a packet of condoms. Let’s go mental.




All cheer.





Chell   I thought you were saving to go to Lloret de Mar, Orla.


Manda   When ma sister went to Lloret de Mar, she got so pissed she puked up over a pedalo then ate a paella that made her diarrhoea so bad she had to stick sanitary towels up her arsehole. It was fucking brilliant.


Chell   I’d love to do that.


All   We’d all love to do that.


Kylah   (to Kay) Want some?


Kay   No thanks.


Fionnula   You do know that this is the party end of the bus.


Kay   Yes – I just don’t want to be mortal before we even get there.


Fionnula   Aye, so you can get another badge for yer blazer. Not everybody wants to go to university with you, Kay Clarke. We’ve got a whole afternoon in Edinburgh. There’s more to life than choir competitions.


Kay   Actually I was there last weekend – with my father.


Fionnula   Oh, well, this must be a real fucking bore for you.


Kay   I can’t help who my parents are. I only came up here to be friendly.


Manda   And she went off to sit with Fat Clodagh.


Orla   What did you have to be like that for?


Kylah   She was nearly bustin’ with the greets.


Fionnula   Fuck her – pluggin’ away at her cello on Pulpit Hill – she just wants summat to add on yer UCAS form.


Orla   So, Kylah. Hows it going with the band?


Kylah   I’m a bit sick of it to tell you the truth.


Orla   Really, I’d love to be in a band.


Chell   Not wi’ fucking Spimmy and those other daft gits.


Orla   I think he’s quite good looking.


Manda   Spimmy?! He’s got a fucking mullet.


Fionnula   So how come you went with that lot in the first place?


Kylah   Well, I was watching the telly.




‘Brookside’ theme tune. All watch television. They sing the theme tune. Phone rings …





Fionnula   Would someone answer that fucking phone!


Kylah’s Mum   (Chell) Hello. Oban 2746. Kylah’s ma. It’s for you.


Kylah   Hello? Who is this?


Spimmy   (Fionnula) Hello. It’s Spimmy.


Kylah   Who?


Spimmy   (Fionnula) Spimmy. You don’t know me but we heard you singing with the Gaelic League. Will you join our band?


Kylah   How did you get my number?


Spimmy   (Fionnula) You’re in the phone book.


Kylah   How’d you know my name?


Spimmy   (Fionnula) It was in the programme. When you sang ‘Flowers of the Forest’. It was brilliant.


Kylah   But that was Fionnula McConnell.


Spimmy   (Fionnula) Fuck. We’ve got the wrong one, Jimmy …


Another Voice   (Manda, Drummer) Fucking ijit. Get off the noo.


Kylah   Hang on. Maybe you could meet me anyways.


Kylah   Where yous from exactly?


Spimmy   (Fionnula) Silvermines.


Kylah   Not the fucking villages!


What are yous called?


Spimmy   (Fionnula) Thunderpup.


Kylah   Thunderpup?!


Spimmy   (Fionnula) It’s a mixture of ‘thunder’ and ‘pup’. We do a lot of heavy metal.


Kylah   You mean I’ve washed me hair to audition for a band called Thunderpup?


Spimmy   (Fionnula) Hey, he’s got a Fender copy and I can play ‘Smoke on the Water’. So what are your influences?


Kylah   I dunno. Mostly stuff ma dad had: Judie Tzuke. ELO …


Spimmy   (Fionnula) ELO? You gonna join then?


Kylah   Don’t you want to hear me sing?


Spimmy   (Fionnula) We’re not that fussy.


Kylah   You realise I’m not fucking any of yous. ELO are fucking brilliant. One, two, three, four …




They start singing the Electric Light Orchestra’s ‘Mr Blue Sky’. Over a break in the music:





Manda   And you didn’t fuck any of them?


Kylah   Just the bassist, and I wanked the drummer off.


Fionnula   Fuckin’ hell, Kylah. No wonder they offered you the gig.


Kylah   That’s what it’s like being in a band. The emotions are as important as the music. It’s just like being part of a family.




They sing the rest of ‘Mr Blue Sky’.





Manda   Piss stop!


Orla   Hurry up, I’m fucking burstin!


Chell   The Ladies is full. Or –


Fionnula   In the Gents, gurls.


Orla   Let me go first – it’s an emergency.




She goes into the cubicle.





Look at the fucking seat. I’m no sitting on that.


Manda   Here.


Orla   What is it?


Manda   A sandwich.


Orla   What am I supposed to do with that?


Manda   Put a slice under each leg.


Orla   I’m no sitting on a cucumber sandwich. I’ll just have ti squat over it.


Piiiiiissssssssssssssssssssssssssss …


Kylah   (also boistin’) Hurry up, for Christ’s sake.




The piss stops. Then starts again. Then drip, drips. Then Orla comes out. Kylah rushes in.
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