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First Performance





Phaedra, in this version by Frank McGuinness, was first performed at the Donmar Warehouse, London, on 6 April 2006. The cast was as follows:




Theseus Michael Feast


Phaedra Clare Higgins


Hippolytus Paul Nicholls


Aricia Marcella Plunkett


Oenon Linda Bassett


Theramenes Sean Campion


Ismene Lucy-Anne Holmes


Panope Janet Whiteside







Director Tom Cairns


Set Designer Tom Cairns


Costume Designer Amy Roberts


Lighting Designer Bruno Poet


Music Ben Ringham and Max Ringham


Sound Designer Christopher Shutt

























Characters







Theseus


King of Athens, son of Aegeus


Phaedra


wife of Theseus, daughter of Minos and Pasiphae


Hippolytus


son of Theseus and Antipoe, Queen of the Amazons


Aricia


Princess of the royal blood of Athens


Oenon


nurse and confidante of Phaedra


Theramenes


teacher of Hippolytus


Ismene


confidante of Aricia


Panope


servant to Phaedra
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Act One












Hippolytus




My mind is made up – I have to leave.


This place – time to go – pleasant as it is.


I’ve been lazy – lazy as sin – I’m shamed.


I don’t know – I don’t know what to do.


Six months since I caught sight of my father.


What’s become of him – what fate – where is he?


I don’t know where’s he’s hiding.





Theramenes




Where will you look to locate him?


The man’s lost – I’ve searched the seven seas.


I looked for Theseus to the right, the left –


The east, the west, the man has vanished.


He has melted into the sea water.


He went a-wandering, he’s lost his way.


You know what I mean – truth clear as daylight.


You won’t follow in your father’s footstep.


The man does not want to be found.


He does not want probing eyes.


We sit here wondering, what’s happened?


This time you’re sure the man’s come a cropper.


Some young girl has done the dirty on him,


She’s set a trap to catch the old fellow,


It’s the last time we’ll set eyes on him,


Himself, the handsome hero –





Hippolytus




Respect him please –


A bit of respect for my father.


He does not stray – not for a long time.


Phaedra has tamed him – I need to search for him.


I need to find him – that’s my duty.


I need to get away from her.


My eyes should not look – I should not see –


I fear where I stand –





Theramenes




But this is home – what have you to fear?


Boy and man, you belong here, a peaceful place.


Athens, the court, the glitterati – you loathe that life.


What drives you from home – what tortures you?





Hippolytus




Happy no longer – she was sent to these shores.


Phaedra – all’s changed – you know her history.





Theramenes




Too well – poor woman – all her sorrows.


Her cursed mother and her cursed father.


The gods hate her, they hate her breed.


Punishment, pain – that’s her dowry.


As she is hated, so she hates.


I understand – she is your sorrow.


Each time she sees you, she slights you.


She’s a hard woman – dangerous woman –


The cruel stepmother wants rid of you.


Look, that’s all in the past – I know.


Her hate’s passing, no fear from that corner.


She’s on the way out, a dying woman –


And she wants to die, Phaedra – she does.


What is it that could be devouring her?


She says nothing – she says she never will.


She’s sick of life, loathes the light of day.


Why do you fear her – what plot could she hatch?


A dying woman in love with her death –


What harm can she ever do to you?





Hippolytus




Her – she means nothing – no bother to me.


She’s not the enemy – another woman –


Aricia – that’s who I run from –


You know her well – the bad blood between us.





Theramenes




Is she a man – is she her brothers?


They did the dirty – they were the traitors.


Why finger her out – she is innocent.


Why hate her –





Hippolytus




If I hated her,


Would I be running away?





Theramenes




Can I put two and two together?


Why are you, the hard man –


Why are you going a-hunting?


Your father’s the lover, his son the fighter.


Now love has fought you – and love’s won.


The son says he serves his father –


But the father – who has he always served?


A certain goddess – name of Venus – that’s who.


You, though – her altars, her incense, her grace –


You’ve scorned them all, smart, proud boy.


Theseus served her, he’s suffered for her.


You despised her, and you’ll pay her dearly.


So you are in love, you are human,


You have a heart, the goddess touched it.





Hippolytus




Yes she did, and found me wanting.


That strong woman, my mother – I drank her dry.


A proud boy, I’d turn into a proud man,


You’d tell me tales about my father.


He did a man’s work – I could smell his strength.


Saving Greece, saving all and sundry,


Killing what needed to be killed –


Madmen and monsters, the beast of Crete,


The Minotaur’s blood – you spared me nothing.


I know my father’s sins – women weakened him.


He played his part in her – Helen’s downfall.


He forced young girls and forgot their names.


There are still women speaking to the sea –


Telling of his treachery – turning


Sister against sister, Ariadne –


Phaedra, one left to languish, the other –


Tricked into his tribe, Phaedra triumphant.


I shorten your story – I’d love it wiped clean.


It shames me to be his son – his shadow.


Theseus is an almighty man –


That absolves him of all his crimes –


Monsters died at his hands – if he failed elsewhere.


I have no such excuse, I accuse myself.


Aricia might conquer me – hurt my pride –


It would do no good – my father’s unbending –


We’re not allowed to live in love together.


He’s warned her – by law – she can have no sons.


Her name will be buried with her –


Her brothers’ deeds have damned their brood –


She’ll marry her grave – clay will be her mate.


Should I stand up to him – he’s no right to do this?


Am I that mad in love I’ll be disloyal?





Theramenes




Do what you have to do.


It’s the only way to live.


Your father puts a stop to your gallop –


So – you have to be fearless.


His hatred is your love.


It makes her all the more gracious.


Nobody is to blame for this.


You are entirely innocent.


First love is sweet – try it.


What is it holds you back?


Be the brave man, the hero –


Let Venus tame your proud heart.


Where will you be without her?


Your mother knew her power –


She burned with love for Theseus.


What is the use of loud lies?


Admit it – all is changed.


Where is the man you used to be?


Where is the chariot you’d drive –


Wild, dangerous, on the shore?


Where are the savage stallions


You beat into submission?


We now find the forests quiet –


Your men see you less often.


You have a secret we can see,


Your eyes are on fire –


You are in love – there is no doubt at all –


You try to hide the pain,


But you will perish with it.


Aricia is a witch –


Does she know how to charm you?





Hippolytus




I need to search for my father first.





Theramenes




Will you see Phaedra before you leave?





Hippolytus




I’ll see her, yes – only out of duty.


Oenon approaches – Phaedra’s pet whinger.


What is she weeping for now?





Oenon enters.


Oenon




Sir, am I not the world’s pity?


The Queen may be breathing her last.


I watch her morning, noon and night.


She’s going to die in my arms –


And I know next to nothing why.


Her head is splitting with the pain.


Her bed is sour with her sighing.


Light – light – all she cries for is light –


She wants no comfort – none near her –


She’s coming –





Hippolytus




I’ll leave the two of you – come on.


She hates the sight of my face.





Hippolytus and Theramenes exit.


Phaedra enters.


Phaedra




Living – go on living – I don’t know how –


Daylight blinds me –


Feet, give way beneath me –


Pity me.





She sits down.


Oenon cries to the heavens.


Oenon




Are there gods above us –


Do you hear us crying –


Will you not spare us?





Phaedra




Every stitch on my back –


Every useless jewel –


It sticks to me.


Who knotted the hairs on my head?


They hurt me –


Each and every one.





Oenon




Yourself demanded we dress you.


You wanted back your strength.


You insisted on seeing the light.


Now you see it, you want to hide.


Do you hate the day you looked for?





Phaedra




Look at the sun.


My mother said


She was the sun’s child.


It’s red with shame.


It knows what I’ve done.


Father of my sad family,


Radiant, noble –


I see you for the last time.





Oenon




This desire to die –


It is cruel.


Why do you waste your life?


All you’re fit for is death.





Phaedra




Dear gods – lead me into a forest –


Let me sit in its shade.


Let me bathe in the dust


His chariot raises –





Oenon




What do you say, Madam?





Phaedra




Nonsense – talking nonsense.


Where am I – what did I say?


I’ve led myself astray.


I am losing my mind.


The gods rob it.


Oenon, my face is scarlet.


I show you too much.


I am broken to the bone.


My eyes fill with tears –


I cannot stop them.





Oenon




It’s your silence should shame you.


These secrets rip you open.


You defy all we do for you.


You are deaf to every prayer.


Will you end your days a savage?


You are possessed – what by?


Poison, or some witch’s brew –


Is that where this stems?


Three nights since you knew sleep –


Three days since a bite passed your lips –


Who has tempted you to do this?


What right have you to take your life?


You betray the husband you brided –


Your poor children – you betray them.


You die, they lose their dear mother –


Who will win then?


That hateful woman’s son –


Sworn enemy to you,


Sworn enemy to all your breed –


Hippolytus –





Phaedra




No – God –





Oenon




What ails you?





Phaedra




What name have you spoken?





Oenon




Your anger has its reason –


I’m glad to see you rage.


His name is death.


You do your duty – you’ll live.


You love what you should love.


Will you let them be crushed –


Your children – under his heel?


He is a barbarian –


Your blood is the best in Greece,


It flows through the gods.


You stay in command – not him.


Every day you weaken,


Your time’s running out –


But where there’s life there’s hope –





Phaedra




I have lived too long –


That is my guilt –





Oenon




What is this guilt – why does it eat you?


What harm sits in your sore heart?


There is no blood on your innocent hands.





Phaedra




My hands are clean, thank God,


But my heart, my obscene heart –





Oenon




What is it that horrifies you?


What dirty deed is it –





Phaedra




I’ve said enough – spare me.


I do not wish to confess.


It is why I want to die –





Oenon




Die then – keep your deadly secret.


Another’s hand will close your eyes.


There might be a spark of life left in you,


But my soul will land down among the dead.


There are thousands of ways to get there –


My broken heart will choose the shortest.


You are very cruel – am I not loyal?


How did I ever leave you in the lurch?


My country – my children – I gave up all –


All for you, my fine, most cruel lady.


Is this the way you give me back what’s owed?





Phaedra




Your words are sourest apples and pears –


I do not feast on your great goodness.


Were I to speak, I’d turn you to stone.





Oenon




You make me watch you die –


That in itself is stone enough.


In the name of the gods, tell me –





Phaedra




When you know what I’ve done –


What I’ve brought on myself –


The guilt of it will kill me –


I will die –





Oenon




I’ve shed tears for you, Madam.


I ask you answer them.


Will I kneel and beg –


Will I embrace you –


My soul needs to know –


This doubt does no good –





Phaedra




Get up – I’ll speak – you asked –





Oenon




Speak – I’m listening.





Phaedra




What will I say to you?


Where to begin –





Oenon




I see you terrified,


And I suffer –





Phaedra




Venus hates me – she’s angry –


She’s out for blood – human blood.


She perverted my poor mother –





Oenon




Madam, say nothing – time to forget –


On that matter eternal silence.





Phaedra




Ariadne – my sister –


She died from love


On the wounded shore


Where she was abandoned.





Oenon




Why torment yourself?


What about your family?





Phaedra




I am the last of my breed to die.


The last and the most lost.


Venus wants that – she gets that.





Oenon




Are you in love?





Phaedra




I am in agony – in love.





Oenon




Who –





Phaedra




It is horror – it is horror –


I love – death – his name – a state of shock –


I love –





Oenon




Who?





Phaedra




You know him – his son – her son – the Prince –


I pained him – I punished him –





Oenon




Hippolytus?





Phaedra




It’s you who’s said his name.





Oenon




Heaven, hear me – my blood’s turned to ice.


My heart, my head know this is very wrong.


Whatever was it brought us to this place?


That was the true unfortunate journey.


Better for us two had the boat gone down.


Why did we set foot on this dangerous shore?





Phaedra




I know where my bother begins –


The day, the hour I married Theseus.


My life a riot of roses and wine.


Then, in Athens, I saw him – saw his son.


My soul was stained at the sight of him.


I was a woman who was starved of sin.


My eyes stopped seeing, my mouth not speaking.


My body turned twice, my blood was fire.


It was herself, Venus, breathed me to life.


She hates myself – she is a hound that hunts me –


I prayed – I tried to shake my secret from me –


I sealed myself in a pretty temple


I’d built that goddess for her great glory.


She wanted sacrifice – I provided –


I spilled blood in pursuit of her pleasures,


Satisfying her every hour – every day.


I looked in entrails for my lost reason.


I was innocent, but she was incurable.


My hands burned incense on her helpless altars –


My mouth says, Venus, goddess I implore –


I adore Hippolytus – I love him –


I cannot stop seeing Hippolytus.


I see his face on the face of his father –


I had to deny my own desire.


I hardened my heart to hate him –


I was in league with a god of lies.


I became the cruel stepmother.


Banish him – out of sight, out of body.


I tore him from his father’s embrace.


He was gone – and I breathed, Oenon.


I revel in my innocence,


I do what my husband demands –


He’s married death and we have children,


He thinks he’s safe, but fate’s savage.


He brought me here to see Hippolytus.


Venus has caught her prey by the throat –


She will shake me stupid into sinning.


I hate my life and I hate what I love.


Were I to die, what would be worth saving?


This day of dark and dirty passion –


I can’t bear your tears – can’t bear you arguing –


I’ve told you all – I don’t regret a word –


You see me now – respect my dying.


Don’t hurl abuse I do not deserve –


You can do nothing – the flame’s flickering –


Let it burn to its end, then let it leave –





Panope enters.


Panope




I can’t conceal the news, Madam.


Death unmanned your mighty husband.


The world knows it – so must you.





Oenon




Panope – what are you saying?





Panope




Ships have arrived in the harbour.


They’ve told his son, Hippolytus –


He’s learned of his father’s death.





Phaedra makes a sound like a cry to the gods.




Athens is divided – torn against itself.


Who will rule the roost?


Some give the nod to your son, Madam.


There’s others who forget themselves.


They favour the foreign woman’s son –


Miss Amazon and the mongrel Hippolytus.


That’s not the whole story –


A fair few want the lovely Aricia.


They forget the badness of her brothers.


You need to know what’s afoot.





Oenon




Hippolytus –





Panope




He’s getting ready to leave.


We’re worried – he’s worried –


Things are not as they should be –


Who knows how the wind blows?





Oenon




That’s enough, Panope.


The Queen hears you.


She knows what she knows.
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