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IAN AULD was unsurpassable on a football park in his youth. In 1958 he played in a Scottish Juvenile Select against England. He is the brother of Lisbon Lion Bertie Auld. Ian could have gone to Arsenal when he was 16, but went to the Balmore Bar at Saracen Cross instead. He played outside right and learned to write inside. After taking a wrong turn as a young man, Ian went on to rebuild his life. He married Eileen, and had two daughters, Sharon and Annette, and a son, Ian. An adoring husband and father, Ian was also a creative force, an actor and songwriter who wrote poems, short stories and sketches for a number of years before he passed away on 4 November 1998. Ian was a great fan of Joe Orton, as well as his beloved Celtic. The Lions of Lisbon was his only full-length play. His memory lives on in the stories he told and the family he loved.


WILLY MALEY is Professor of English Literature at the University of Glasgow. A critic, editor, teacher and writer, he was co-founder with the late Philip Hobsbaum of the Creative Writing Masters in 1995. The Lions of Lisbon is one of seven plays Willy has written collaboratively. Others include From The Calton to Catalonia (1990), which he wrote with his brother John Maley, based on their father’s experiences as a POW during the Spanish Civil War, and No Mean Fighter (1992), a Scotsman Fringe First Winner at the Edinburgh Festival. A season ticket holder in the Lisbon Lions Stand, Willy was a columnist for the Celtic View during seasons 2003–2005. He contributed a hat-trick of essays to Celtic Minded volumes 1–3, and his poem ‘Perfect Passing’, a tribute to the late great Tommy Burns, was published in The Celtic Opus (2010). His most recent publication, also with Luath Press, is Scotland and the Easter Rising, co-edited with Kirsty Lusk.


The Lions of Lisbon is suffused with a genuine interplay of humour and pathos without becoming sentimental. 
SIMON BERRY, The Scotsman


Far and away the greatest success of Mayfest. 
KEITH BRUCE
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The Lions of Lisbon – Local Heroes




1 Ronald ‘Ronnie’ Campbell Simpson (Goalkeeper)


2 James ‘Jim’ Philip Craig (Right Back) GOVAN


3 Thomas ‘Tommy’ Gemmell (Left back) MOTHERWELL


4 Bobby Murdoch (Midfielder) RUTHERGLEN


5 William ‘Billy’ McNeill (Celtic Captain and Defender) BELLSHILL


6 John Clark (Left half) BELLSHILL


7 James Connolly ‘Jimmy’ Johnstone (Outside right) VIEWPARK


8 William Semple Brown ‘Willie’ Wallace (Inside forward) KIRKINTILLOCH


9 Thomas Stephen ‘Stevie’ Chalmers (Centre forward)


10 Robert ‘Bertie’ Auld (Outside left/Midfielder) MARYHILL


11 Robert ‘Bobby’ Lennox (Outside left) SALTCOATS


12 John Fallon (Substitute Goalkeeper, not used) BLANTYRE





All of the Lisbon Lions grew up within 30 miles of Parkhead.









The Lions of Lisbon is a play of two halves telling the story of Celtic’s famous 1967 European Cup victory over Inter Milan. The significance of the match cannot be denied. How did the lucky ones who were there to see history being made make their way to Lisbon? From selling spearmint chewing gum and macaroon bars to pawning the chapel’s candlesticks, the importance of football is reflected in the fans’ determination to get to the greatest game of all and the lasting effect it has on their lives.


The play opens and closes with Danny and his son Sean on their way to Celtic Park in 1992, on the occasion of the silver anniversary of Lisbon, with the action in between established as one long flashback. The play is about laughter and about love, just as much for the beautiful game of football as for the people who make it worthwhile and, on occasion, make it very special.


This play commemorates a game of football that makes memories, makes history, and – for those who meet their match in more ways than one – makes life.









Production History


The Lions of Lisbon was first staged by The Penny Mob Theatre Company, on tour, 23 April–14 June 1992, including a week at The Arches Theatre at Mayfest and a week at the Tron Theatre, 9–14 June; subsequently at the Pavilion Theatre, Glasgow, 15–26 September 1992. It played to a total audience of 10,000. Directed by Libby McArthur. Reviewed in The Herald, The Scotsman, The Guardian, The Evening Times; revived by Basement Theatre Company (Renfrew), directed by Heather Morrison, with performances at the Fitzgerald Centre, Greenock, 16 March, Cottiers Theatre, Glasgow, 22–24 March, and Paisley Arts Centre, Paisley, 29–31 March 2012; and again by No Nonsense Productions, directed by Kevin Jannetts, Greenock Celtic Supporters Club, 30 September 2016.









Introduction


In the autumn of 1991, I got talking to Ian Auld, Bertie’s brother, who had himself been a talented footballer in his youth. Ian had written some poems and short stories, and was keen to try his hand at something on a grander scale. He’d also done some acting and had a feel for what worked onstage. With the silver anniversary of Celtic’s sensational European Cup Victory looming, Ian and I talked about ways of celebrating that amazing occasion. We’d both caught The Celtic Story at the Pavilion during the centenary year, and we decided to try to capture on stage some of the energy and excitement of Lisbon, and see if we could bring to life some of the stories we’d heard over the years. Ian was a bit older than me so we had two different streams of patter running together, which was great for capturing the mood of the time. That’s how The Lions of Lisbon got started, from our conversations over the course of several months between the autumn of 1991 and the spring of 1992. We were drawing on memory, in my case childhood memory, the memory of one of the many stay-at-home fans in 1967. In Ian’s case the memory of someone who was there, and the brother of one of the Celtic players who would become legends after Lisbon. Our dialogues, at the end of which we were often breathless with laughter, were the basis of the scenes we drafted in those first few months of our friendship.


The strange thing about theatre is the way it brings voices back to life. Ian passed away in 1998, but reading through the script again, and then hearing the lines spoken aloud, I was back once more with him in his house in Milton and in the local library and the Unemployed Workers’ Centre in 1992, hammering out the lines that made us laugh till we cried. We were at different ages and stages of life but we hailed from the same part of Glasgow and had the same passion for Celtic.


When we sat down to write the play 25 years ago Lisbon seemed further away than it does now. It felt like history. Now, with the Jock Stein and Lisbon Lions stands at Celtic Park, the statue of Billy McNeill on the Celtic Way, and the ‘Sixty-seven’ song belted out on the terraces, there’s a real sense of living memory and of history being played out in the present. When the play was staged in 1992 the whole team turned up at the Tron Theatre to see it. That was an unforgettable moment. In Ian’s words, ‘it was the icing on the cake’.


The play is doubly ‘dated’ when you think about it. Written in 1992 and set between 1992 and 1967, the action of the play is one long flashback to events in Lisbon. And now, 25 years on, it feels like one of those Monty Python sketches where you get a flashback within a flashback. The framing device of 1992 has become, itself, historical. Any new production of a play has to take into account the passage of the intervening years but this is especially true of one that is tied to a particular event. Just as the play in 1992 made much of the gap between the ‘60s and the ‘90s, so the play of today must remind us of the gap between the ‘90s and now. The fact that some of the ‘in-jokes’ of ‘92 are out of date – like the macaroon bars the wide-boys try to sell in Lisbon – just adds another layer to the cake.


Now that The Lions of Lisbon is finally being published as a book 25 years after it was first staged, there’s an additional section entitled ‘67 on ‘67’ which features a range of voices reflecting on Celtic’s unique achievement. Fans from a variety of backgrounds and occupations were asked to say in 67 words what ’67 meant to them. I think their statements capture beautifully the way Lisbon has resonated down the years for families, communities and individuals. Ian’s widow, Eileen Auld, contributed 67 words and more. Her support for the play and the publication has been as invaluable as it was back in the day when she supplied Ian and me with half-time refreshments.


The Lions of Lisbon is a play with a happy ending. It’s a celebration and a big-hearted belly laugh and, as I’ve said, writing it with Ian was great fun. Although the history and memories are inevitably tinged with sadness at the fact that he and some of the others involved are no longer with us, I’m really glad the play is being revived after twenty-five years. We made something that’s lasted. And Ian, if you’re watching under the floodlights, you know you’ll never walk alone.


Willy Maley 
January 2017
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The Line-Up














	Cathy Boyle

	Celtic supporter from the Gorbals, wants to be a nun, but comes back from Lisbon the wiser






	Donaldo Gaberdini

	Inter Milan fan and ice-cream vendor from Largs






	Keith Chinwag

	English sports commentator who thinks Celtic are the Best of British






	Phil Divers

	Celtic supporter from Possilpark, as wide as the Clyde






	Terry Docherty

	Celtic supporter from the Garngad, a devout chancer






	Fiona Farquhar

	Secretary of Larkhall Conservative Association, a blue-rinsed battleaxe






	Hector Farquhar

	Her husband, a police Inspector, bitter Orangeman, and Rangers diehard






	Danny Gallagher

	Celtic supporter from Donegal, a mammy’s boy






	Sean Gallagher

	Danny’s son, made in Lisbon






	Theresa Kelly

	Celtic supporter from the Gallowgate, young and upwardly nubile






	Father O’Hara

	Celtic supporter and Gorbals priest, a self-confessed football hooligan






	Chorus

	In May 1967, 10,000 of the greatest supporters in the world embarked on the most important crusade since the quest for the Holy Grail. They hailed from Scotland, Ireland and every corner of the globe. Most were Celtic daft. Some were just plain daft. All of them would have followed the Magnificent Eleven to the ends of the earth. Two thousand miles was a dawdle.






	

	The Celticade stretched from the Campsie Fells to the Pyrenees. The support unrolled like a green carpet across England, France and Spain. Those who couldn’t afford to go by plane flew by the arse of their trousers. They travelled on slow boats and long-distance lorries, in battered vans and buses, in used cars and trains that never ran on time, on rusty bikes and blistered feet. Whole streets were lifted from Glasgow’s East End and transported across land and sea, from one dear green place to another.






	

	The fans lived on borrowed time and money, on a pilgrimage that would take them to the Pearly Gates and back again. They arrived in Lisbon with a fistful of escudos and a heartful of hope. As far as they were concerned, they had not left their families or communities behind. They were married to Celtic and pregnant with passion. The club was their kith and kin, their neighbour, their best friend, their ticket to immortality. They came clutching floodlit memories. They came over broken glass and stones, walking on water and living on a prayer. They came in search of paradise and found it in Portugal.
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Danny’s Boy


[Danny Gallagher, an Irishman in his forties, and his son, Sean, a Glaswegian in his mid-twenties, are on their way to Parkhead]














	Danny

	You’ve made us miss the bus again. 
You’re a helluva slowcoach, son. 
You don’t know if yer hummin or hawin. 
You’d be late for your own funeral.






	Sean

	We’ll get there alright. Keep yer teeth in. If ye helped me buy a motor we’d have no worries gettin there.






	Danny

	You get a job and you can buy a motor.






	Sean

	Ah cannae get a motor off a grant. It was you and ma maw that wanted me tae go tae Yooni.






	Danny

	That’s right. We wanted ye to better yerself. A motor’ll come in good time. 
Meanwhile, what’s wrong with a transcard?



















	Sean

	Here we go.






	Danny

	If public transport is good enough for yer old da, it’s good enough for you.






	Sean

	This is 1992. They’ve taken the trams off, ye know. Aw ma pals have got motors.






	Danny

	Some bloody pals they are. Won’t even give a fella a lift.






	Sean

	They’re no taxi drivers, Dad … Hey, did you read that thing in the paper about the Lisbon Lions? They’re looking for people’s memories.



















	Danny

	Are they now? Don’t look at me. I lost mine years ago.






	Sean

	Come on, da. You must have more stories than the Red Road flats. Lisbon. That’s where you and ma maw met. You must have a few crackers to tell.






	Danny

	Crackers, is it? Ah suppose I have. It’s a long time past, though, boy. Things is changed. It’s a different ball game now – big business, so it is. If someone had told me I’d be paying six quid to stand at a football match twenty-five years ago I’d have thought they were crazy. A working man can hardly afford to follow football now. No wonder the crowds have gone down.



















	Sean

	Ach, yer two-faced, da. How come yer still goin?






	Danny

	Because I’ve nothing better to do.






	Sean

	Tell me about it.






	Danny

	Because it keeps me out yer mother’s hair.






	Sean

	Heard it.






	Danny

	Because where would a poor man be without his wee taste of paradise on a Saturday afternoon?






	Sean

	Nowhere.



















	Danny

	I’ll tell you this much, though. It’s not a punter’s paradise any more. Them bloody yuppies have taken over. The style of play has changed as well. Where are the attacking full backs, the out-and-out strikers, the dribbling wingers? No team in Scotland could lift the European Cup now, I’ll tell you that much. Not Rangers, with their big money and their big stadium. And Celtic have enough trouble getting into Europe these days, never mind winning anything.






	Sean

	But what about the Lisbon Lions, da? That was some team.






	Danny

	Sure it was a grand old team.






	Sean

	The greatest team on earth.






	Danny

	The greatest club on earth.






	Sean

	A team of individuals.






	Danny

	But Celtic’s bigger than any wan individual, Sean. Bigger than any team. It’s a club with a great tradition. The Lisbon Lions didn’t come out of the blue, or the green for that matter. It was eighty years of history that lifted that cup in Lisbon. Celtic history. The Club. From its founders to its fans. Brother Walfrid, Willie Maley, and all the others. Names that’ll live on beyond any single defeat or victory.
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