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ABOUT THE PLAY 
 
The morning after his father’s funeral, an unsure and still grief-stricken Matthew 
prepares to fly to London to audition for the prestigious drama school, RADA. 

When his painter-decorator Uncle Ray interrupts his private rendition of Richard 
III’s opening monologue to offer some unwanted direction and dubious career 
advice, Matthew starts to doubt whether he should really be leaving Belfast in 
the first place. 

Or is Belfast where he truly belongs? 

PRESS RESPONSES  

****Susannah Clapp’s 6th Best Play of 2022**** 
 
The Observer 
Susannah Clapp 

★★★★ 
 
The question of who speaks in whose voice is also animated in David Ireland’s 
brilliant new 50-minute sprint Not Now. On the day after his father’s funeral, in 
Ballybeen, east Belfast, a young man is rehearsing the opening speech 
from Richard III; he’s off to London to audition for a drama school that his uncle 
calls “Radar”. The boy overacts badly, all lolloping limbs and tortured Olivier 
vowels. The uncle – not at all thespy – thinks he should perform in his own 
accent, that he should play up the “Irish” thing, so loved by the English. His 
nephew protests: he is a loyalist; he is British; he doesn’t want to pretend to be 
something he is not. Then, asks his uncle, why do you want to be an actor? 
 
Ireland’s dialogue is nonstop sparkle; the development of the play beautifully 
judged in Max Elton’s production, as the boy (Matthew Blaney) moves from 
gangle and sullenness to candour and the uncle (Stephen Kennedy) from joviality 
to reluctant disclosure. There is, as always with Ireland, an unflinching look at 
Protestant politics, but Not Now adds different notes. His greatest play so 
far, Cyprus Avenue, was a satire fuelled by an imaginative flight of which Jonathan 
Swift would have been proud. This drama has a new warmth. It also clinches on a 
beautiful reanimation of Shakespeare’s words about changing “dreadful marches 
to delightful measures”. After having heard about loyalist marches and watching 
reconciliation, the phrase has a startling, particular ring. 
 

https://finboroughtheatre.co.uk/production/not-now/


The Daily Mail 
Patrick Marmion 

★★★★ 
 
Not Now is a new play by David Ireland in West London’s tiny theatrical 
powerhouse, the Finborough. The author is a writer best known for plays charting 
the demise of the Protestant ascendancy in Ulster — expressed fortissimo, in the 
vernacular of East Belfast. 

His most infamous drama starred Stephen Rea as an old Prod having a breakdown, 
in Cyprus Avenue at the Royal Court back in 2017. 

This one’s a sweet, one-act drama about a young man (Matthew Blaney) preparing 
the opening speech of Richard III for an audition across the water in London. 

The young man’s middle-aged uncle (Stephen Kennedy) drops by and, in a 
charming twist towards the end, tries to persuade his nephew that he should do 
the speech in his native accent. 

Into this simple, 50-minute scenario Ireland slips a good deal of wry reflection on 
the anachronistic agonies of Northern Ireland’s religious divide. Intriguingly, it’s 
the out-of-touch older man who warns the young fella that if he tells people in 
London he’s British, they’ll think he’s a ‘demented Orangeman’. 

Niftily directed around a Formica kitchen table, Max Elton’s production keeps the 
two men’s awkward secrets at the heart of a short, sweet and rueful comedy. 

The Stage 
Tom Wicker 

★★★★ 
 
This two-hander by David Ireland (Cyprus Avenue) has a run time of only 50 
minutes, but it covers a lot of territory. Here receiving its English premiere 
directed by Max Elton, after being presented at Glasgow’s Òran Mór in May, it is a 
small but perfectly formed exploration of personal and national identity crisis. 
 
We meet Belfast-based Matthew (Matthew Blaney) the morning after his father’s 
funeral. An aspiring actor, he is flying to London later that day to audition for 
RADA. His preparation is not going well. His attempt at the opening monologue 
from Richard III is awkward and stiff; he’s struggling with an English accent. 
 
Matthew’s preparation is not helped by the appearance of his uncle, Ray 
(Stephen Kennedy), looking for coffee after staying the night. The play eases into 
its bigger themes with some comic friction between the stressed-out Matthew 
and Ray, whose only knowledge of Shakespeare is a bunch of DVDs he’s never 
watched. But as Ray asks why Matthew doesn’t just perform the Richard III 
monologue in his native accent, their scratchy banter exposes a more deep-
rooted tension between them over what ‘Irish’ means. Living in Northern 
Ireland, Matthew insists that he is British; in response, an incredulous Ray says 
that the well-heeled Londoners who run RADA will never buy that. 



 
What follows is a beautifully written inter-generational clash of values and 
perceptions of Irish history and The Troubles. It avoids potential heavy-
handedness by never losing sight of the characters and their complicated shared 
grief over the recent death of Matthew’s father, Ray’s brother. The aftermath of 
the funeral makes the airing of long-buried secrets and lies feel organic. 
 
Elton – who directed Ireland’s last play at the Finborough, Yes So I Said Yes, in 
2021 – maintains the humour as a strong through-line, keeping even the darker 
moments buoyant. Ray and Matthew face off across the family kitchen table, as 
their argument wheels between the political and the everyday. Blaney roots 
Matthew’s exasperation with his uncle – and his life – in a kind of full-body 
tension desperately in need of release, every limb and gesture tightly controlled, 
his brow permanently furrowed and eyes suspicious. In contrast, Kennedy 
makes Ray a sprawl of a man, whose unaffected manner shades poignantly into 
crumpled vulnerability as Matthew sharply turns the lens on how he lives his life. 
 
The pebble-dashed sweep of either end of designer Ceci Calf’s set in Elton’s 
traverse staging embeds the play in a concrete domesticity that feels both 
familiar and fixed. But as Matthew and Ray engage in their own peace talks, we 
are left by Ireland with a small but significant sense that change is always 
possible. 
 


