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            Premiere Production

         

         Infamous was first performed at Jermyn Street Theatre, London, on 7 September 2023, with the following cast:

         
            Emma Hamilton (1815) / Mrs Cadogan  Caroline Quentin  

            Emma Hamilton (1798) / Horatia Nelson  Rose Quentin

            Vincenzo / Jacques Fournier  Riad Ritchie

            
                

            

            Writer  April De Angelis

            Director  Michael Oakley

            Designer  Fotini Dimou

            Lighting Designer  Christopher Nairne

            Composer and Sound Designer  Beth Duke

            Choreographer  Mandy Demetriou

            Assistant Director  Brigitte Adela

            Dramaturg  Charlotte Thompson

            Italian Language Consultant  Gabriele Uboldi

            Production Manager  Lucy Mewis McKerrow

            Stage Manager  Summer Keeling  

            Assistant Stage Manager  Morgan Toole

            Photographer  Steve Gregson

            PR  David Burns

            Executive Producer  David Doyle

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Characters

         

         
            part one

            Emma Hamilton

mid-twenties

            Mrs Cadogan

her mother, late forties

            Vincenzo

a young Italian manservant

             

             

             

            part two

            Emma Hamilton

late forties

            Horatia Nelson

fifteen  

            Jacques Fournier

young man
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               Part One

            

         

         
            
               One

            

         

         A room in Palazzo Sessa, Naples. 1798. 

         Mrs Cadogan, Emma’s mother, enters. Emma is writing at a desk. 

         
            Mrs Cadogan I’m back! It’s me. Fetch me wine. What a journey! I’ve been bounced across warring Europe in a mail coach. It’s a miracle I’m all in one piece. Least I was last time I looked. Something could’ve fell off on the home stretch. Emma? Don’t you want to hear my news?

            Emma Not yet, listen to this. (Reads.) ‘How shall I begin? What shall I say to you? ’Tis impossible I can write. I am delirious with joy! I am in a fever. God, what a victory! Never never has there been anything half so glorious. I fainted when I heard the joyful news and fell on my side and am hurt but what of that?’ Do you think that’s too much?

            Mrs Cadogan Too much what?

            Emma No, I think it’s good. (Continues to read.) ‘I should feel it a glory to die in such a cause except I would not like to die till I see and embrace the victor of the Nile.’

            Mrs Cadogan What’s wrong with shaking his hand?

            Emma Mum! (Reads.) ‘How shall I describe to you the transports of Queen Maria Carolina when she heard the news of your arrival? She fainted too – though did not injure herself as I did.’

            Mrs Cadogan Injured?

            Emma (reads) ‘Sir William and I are preparing an apartment for you here in Palazzo Sessa. Oh brave Nelson oh Nelson Nelson. Now you are come to Naples you will be killed with kindness.

            ‘For God’s sake visit us here soon.’

            Mrs Cadogan That’s three Nelsons.

            Emma ‘Forever your grateful admiring adoring servant, Lady Emma Hamilton.’

            Mrs Cadogan That’s larding it. He’s not a gentleman like Sir William.

            Emma He doesn’t have to be, he’s famous. (Reads.) ‘PS. My dress from head to foot is all à la Nelson, my earrings are anchors, in short we are be-Nelsoned all over. I am a living tribute to you and victory. Kiss this letter and send it back.’

            Mrs Cadogan You can’t say that, you’re married.

            Emma What’s that got to do with it?

            Mrs Cadogan And he’s married too.

            Emma Nelson saved our lives. Mine, yours, every man, woman, child in this city, in Italy, the whole of England. Snuck up on Bonaparte’s fleet and kicked their French arses, otherwise they’d be here by now slaughtering us all in our beds. They’d cut off the Queen’s head like they did her dear sister’s, poor Marie Antoinette, they’d finish me off too because I’m the Queen’s particular friend, probably string you up into the bargain.

            Mrs Cadogan Why would they bother with me? A dogsbody? They’d wouldn’t waste the rope.

            Emma It’s the least I can do to send a letter of appreciation.

            Mrs Cadogan There’s gratitude and there’s giving it to him on a plate.

            Emma It’s politesse and keep your opinions to yourself. You don’t know what we’ve been through. While you were on holiday our fate was hanging by a thread.

            Mrs Cadogan It weren’t an holiday. I was doing your bidding. You could have packed me a cushion. My bum’s that red raw I’m afraid to look.

            Emma kisses the letter. 

            Emma Sealed with a kiss.

            Mrs Cadogan I know what you’re about, luring him here like a spider.

            Emma Sir William is the British Ambassador and I’m his wife. I’d be neglecting my duty if I was anything less than violently welcoming. Horatio Nelson is the name on everybody’s lips and there isn’t a woman in Naples who isn’t longing to get her claws into him, but I’m going to get there first. Sir William must have a bit of his reflected glory.

            You’re back just in time to do my hair.

            Mrs Cadogan What for?

            Emma It’s one of my outstanding features and I need to be firing on all fronts.

            Mrs Cadogan All fronts? You’re only sending him a letter. He probably won’t even open it.

            Emma (calls) Vincenzo.

            Mrs Cadogan I’ve been rattled around Europe in a carriage till I’m half-woman half-syllabub and for what if you don’t want to hear what I’ve got to say?

            Vincenzo enters. 

            Vincenzo Si, Lady Hamilton.

            Mrs Cadogan Vino please, Vincenzo. The good stuff. I know the difference.

            Emma He has more important things to do.

            Metti questo nelle mani del signor Nelson. Capite? Into his hands. Signor Nelson.

            Emma hands him the letter. 

            He doesn’t move. 

            Velocemente! Get a move on.

            Vincenzo Voi siete la donna più bella del mondo e.

            Emma Vai vai.

            Vincenzo Non riesco a dormire, non mangio, penso solo a voi – only of you I think.

            Emma Do I care? Presto. Hurry. Go!

            Mrs Cadogan What did he say?

            Emma I’m too beautiful. He can’t eat.

            Vincenzo I write you. La poesia.

            He takes out a paper. 

            Emma Not a poem, please.

            Vincenzo Tutto il giorno sospiro.

            D’amore muoio.

            Emma Enough. (To Mrs Cadogan.) All day I sigh of love I die – awful. (To Vincenzo.) Sei una bestia.  

            Vincenzo Bella Emma.

            Emma Vai vai, get going!

            He goes. 

            God. He’s always staring at me – he leaves me little gifts.

            Mrs Cadogan Like what?

            Emma Little carved things – angels or creatures with arrows through them.

            Mrs Cadogan Do you think he likes you?

            Emma What do you think? – Would you fiddle around with wood unless you were totally smitten? He must be up half the night – he can hardly do his chores. He’s infatuated.

            Mrs Cadogan That letter was infatuated. You ought to be careful. It was a scandal when Sir William married you. They’ve only just stopped talking about it. And now you’re risking another one. Kissing letters. All I’m saying is how many uncles would take on their nephew’s cast-offs? You owe Sir William everything. The soft beds, the marble floors, the stars painted on the ceiling.

            Emma He has as much reason to be grateful to me as I am to him. I put this place on the map with my soirées. People come here to eat my pineapples. I’ve even invented a whole new art form.

            Mrs Cadogan Prancing around imitating them creatures you copied off his old vases?

            Emma Goddesses, I think you’ll find. And mythological entities. Goethe says I’ve dazzled the whole of Europe.

            Mrs Cadogan Goethe who?

            Emma Forget it.

            The togas I wear for my presentations are now all the rage in Rome, Paris and London, everyone is à la grecque in homage to mia, Emma. Pass me my diamond bracelet.

            She does. 

            Mrs Cadogan It is beautiful. I never even had paste.

            Emma But you get to see me wearing it, so that’s some solace. Don’t wait up for me.

            Mrs Cadogan Why? Where are you going?

            Emma The port, and I’m not accountable to you.

            She gets up. 

            Mrs Cadogan I saw Little Emma.

            Emma We’re not talking about this now.

            Mrs Cadogan That’s why I went home, wasn’t it? To see her settled after your Granny Sarah died.

            Emma Don’t. Do you want me to cry? My face will go puffy and I need to be striking.

            Mrs Cadogan When my coach finally arrived at Bridlington she was waiting for me. Her little face all glowing, and she said, ‘Where’s Mummy?’ And I said Mummy wanted to be here very much but she has a lot of engagements in Naples and couldn’t get away but she sends kisses.

            Emma What did she do? Was she very sad?

            Mrs Cadogan Well you’d want her to be a little bit sad wouldn’t you, because you wouldn’t like a cold-hearted child?

            Emma No, no. I’m sure she’s not that, because I’m not cold-hearted.

            Mrs Cadogan She understood. She sent you this.

            She hands Emma a box.

            Emma Oh, so pretty!

            Mrs Cadogan I said, ‘Did you decorate that all yourself?’ and she said, ‘Yes with silver filigree. It’s quite hard, you have to curl it all up.’ I could see she wanted to cry but she was being very brave. ‘Mummy will write to you from Naples,’ I said.

            Emma Now I’m crying.

            Mrs Cadogan ‘Is Mummy upset with me?’ she said. ‘No,’ I said, ‘she’s just busy and she’s married a very important man, a diplomat. You’ll understand when you’re older.’

            Emma How can I stand it? How did she look?

            Mrs Cadogan Bright eyes. Curly hair. Just started losing her baby teeth. A proper doll.

            Emma I can’t think about it too much. My heart – I miss her every day.  

            Mrs Cadogan You’ll have another child.

            Emma Not unless it’s an immaculate conception.

            Mrs Cadogan You’ve worked miracles before.

            Emma Sir William’s seventy-three and his bagpipes have dried up.

            Mrs Cadogan He might still be able to squeeze out the odd note?

            Emma No. I’m going to ask him if we can have Little Emma sent over here. Why not?

            Mrs Cadogan Sir William can’t have a bastard love child wafting about. The British Ambassador! She’s not even his bastard.

            Emma I will ask him.

            Mrs Cadogan He’s only going to say no like he did before, and you don’t want a reason to start hating him when we’re so happy here. Our rooms have just been redecorated.

            Emma Don’t you want Little Emma here?

            Mrs Cadogan Of course I do. More than anything. I’m her grandma. That’s why I sorted everything so you don’t need to worry about her. She won’t go hungry. She’ll be well looked after. She’ll never have to take the path you took. Selling your tuppence on Brewer Street. You wouldn’t like that for her, would you? The beadle and his wife are very upright people. We must count our lucky stars, not our falling tears.

            Emma Am I a terrible mother?

            Mrs Cadogan No, you’re doing your best for her. You’ve made a sacrifice giving Little Emma up so you could live respectable here and send the money back. So don’t go chucking it all away now, rushing down the harbour and making a show of yourself throwing yourself at an admiral.

            Emma It’s my duty! Anyone with a heart would be down there. A miracle happened and we should be thankful.

            Mrs Cadogan You should listen to me. Don’t I work hard for you? Don’t I make all your fancy costumes with my own hands?

            Emma You’re with me because I’m a success. A great big huge shining diamond. And you get to live here in paradise with me. So don’t tell me what to do.

            Mrs Cadogan I may not have risen so high but I got us through. Don’t forget.

            Both While others ate straw you grew strong.

            Mrs Cadogan Yes, because I put myself in the right place at the right time with Lord Hervey’s under butler.

            Emma And then you went off with him.

            Mrs Cadogan I had to, love. He was our bread and butter. But we always kept in touch. Just like you and Little Emma. It’s not a perfect world for mothers but we do the best we can.

            Emma I’m not listening to this. Nelson is coming to our port. I’d be the most pathetic nothing if I wasn’t down there to say hello on behalf of King George.

            Mrs Cadogan Don’t tempt fate.

            Emma Listen to you, second-hand Sibyl.

            Mrs Cadogan It’s for your own good. I know you, Emma, you’ve got that gleam in your eye.

            Emma Maybe I have a destiny.

            Mrs Cadogan Destiny?

            Emma Yes, did you ever think of that?

            Mrs Cadogan No, because I don’t know what it is.

            Emma Sir William dug up a krater with the Three Fates on it, these old women spinning the thread of a life, and then one of them cuts it off.

            All we have is how we act on what life throws at us.

            Mrs Cadogan And life has thrown Nelson at you?

            Emma Yes. It’s only right he stays here. It shows all of Naples how important we are. That’s our job.

            I’m good at it.

            I want the fires lit in the great hall. I want candles, wine, incense. I want my shawls laid out, oh and a musician.

            Mrs Cadogan You’re not doing your attitudes for him, are you?

            Emma A hostess always has to be prepared.

            Mrs Cadogan To be Aphrodite the goddess? You were born Amy Lyon, blacksmith’s daughter.

            Emma And I want you to do the bit parts.

            Mrs Cadogan Me?

            Emma I’ve been busy while you were away, researching. I’ve created a new one. Ever heard of a Bacchante?

            Mrs Cadogan Is it a pipe of tobacco?

            Emma No. She’s a priestess, a follower of Bacchus, the god of wine and madness.

            Mrs Cadogan Oh dear.

            Emma Flowing hair, glinting eyes, translucent tunic. Tempted by a Satyr, know what that is?

            Mrs Cadogan Not going to be good, is it?

            Emma A male spirit with the ears and tail of a horse, hairy legs and a permanent hard-on.

            Mrs Cadogan Oh my God.

            Emma And that’s what you’re playing, since you’ve got the legs for it.

            Mrs Cadogan Never.

            Emma Here’s your costume.

            She chucks her a salami to use as a phallus.

            Mrs Cadogan I’ll never be able to eat that again.

            Emma I’m the Bacchante.

            She dances around provocatively. 

            Mrs Cadogan Emma!

            Emma You’re the Satyr, try and tempt me. Go on!

            Mrs Cadogan Come over here, ducky.

            Emma As a half-man half-horse with a stiffy.

            Mrs Cadogan tries again.

            Mrs Cadogan (more gruffly) Come over here, ducky.

            Emma laughs.

            You’re not going to make me do it, are you?

            Emma No, because I think even the victor of the Nile would be scared off if he saw that.

            Mrs Cadogan Thank God.

            Emma But don’t ever tell me what to do again.

            I’m leaving now. Don’t wait up.

            Emma goes to leave. 

            Mrs Cadogan Emma, there’s something you don’t know.

            Emma What?

            Mrs Cadogan Something important.

            Emma This is just one of your wiles.

            Mrs Cadogan No.

            After I saw Little Emma, I went home to Neston, dropped in to lay flowers on Granny Sarah’s grave. Got chatting to your Uncle Peter. He was talking about you, he said, ‘How did she come out of you, because you’re not beautiful?’

            Emma You’ve got nice eyes.

            Mrs Cadogan ‘You’re passable, but. Did you find her under a bush,’ he said, ‘like in the fairytale?’ He was pissed. ‘And now look,’ he said, ‘married to Lord Hamilton. She must have dirt on him.’

            Emma He’s my uncle but he’s got a mind like a midden.

            Mrs Cadogan ‘Never known one like her for twisting men round her little finger,’ he says.

            Emma Why did you even bother listening to him? His brain’s sozzled.

            Mrs Cadogan He wants five hundred pounds.

            Emma What?!

            Mrs Cadogan I said I’d ask.

            Emma He can go piss up a wonky wall.

            Mrs Cadogan Can’t you trust me and just give me the money?

            Emma No. It’s blackmail. He hasn’t got anything – everyone knows I was a tart.

            Mrs Cadogan It’s not about you, it’s about me.

            Emma You?

            Mrs Cadogan Yes.

            Emma Why, what have you ever done?

            Mrs Cadogan It’s hard to put it into words.

            Emma You don’t usually have any trouble.

            Mrs Cadogan Your father.

            Emma Yes? My father?

            Mrs Cadogan I wear these widow’s weeds in his honour like any respectable woman would.

            Emma Yes?

            Mrs Cadogan You know I always said he died of a work-related injury.

            Emma Horse kicked him in the head?

            Mrs Cadogan It was me.

            Emma You kicked him in the head?

            Mrs Cadogan No.

            Not exactly.

            Emma What are you saying?

            Mrs Cadogan He was coming at me – drunk – he had a terrible temper – I panicked, picked up the nearest thing I could find, which was the ornamental cannonball your gran found on West Kirby beach and hit him on the head with it. He went down like a sack of potatoes.
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