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First Performance





The Orphan of Zhao was first presented by the Royal Shakespeare Company at the Swan Theatre, Stratford-upon-Avon, on 30 October 2012. The cast, in alphabetical order, was as follows:




 





Ti Miming Matthew Aubrey


Ballad-Singer Jeremy Avis


The Princess Lucy Briggs-Owen


The Assassin, Chu Ni Adam Burton


Tu’an Gu Joe Dixon


Cheng Bo Jake Fairbrother


Dr Cheng Ying’s Wife Nia Gwynne


Princess’ Maid Susan Momoko Hingley


General Han Jue Lloyd Hutchinson


Gongsun Chujiu’s Servant Joan Iyiola


Captain of the Guard Youssef Kerkour


Ghost of Dr Cheng Ying’s Son Chris Lew Kum Hoi


Guard Siu Hun Li


Gongsun Chujiu Patrick Romer


Zhao Dun James Tucker


Dr Cheng Ying Graham Turner


The Emperor Stephen Ventura


Wei Jiang Philip Whitchurch




 





Musicians


Ian Reynolds (flutes), Nicholas Lee (guitar),


Ben Stevens (cello), Andrew Herbert, James Jones


(percussion), Michael Keelan (keyboard/violin)




 





Directed by Gregory Doran


Designed by Niki Turner


Lighting designed by Tim Mitchell


Music by Paul Englishby


Sound designed by Martin Slavin


Movement Will Tuckett






















Characters







The Emperor


Tu’an Gu 


a powerful courtier, head of the Palace Guard


Zhao Dun


a minister and head of the Zhao clan,


married to the Emperor’s daughter


Wei Jiang


a general and counsellor


Gongsun Chujiu


a counsellor


Han Jue


a general


Young Zhao known as Cheng Bo


the Orphan of Zhao, son of Zhao Dun,


sole survivor of his clan


The Princess


daughter of the Emperor,


wife of Zhao Dun, mother of the Orphan


Her Maid


Cheng Ying


a country doctor


Dr Cheng Ying’s Wife


Chu Ni


an assassin sent to kill Zhao Dun





Ti Miming


a servant of Zhao Dun


Ballad-Singer


Captain of the Guard


Ghost of Dr Cheng Ying’s Son


Guards, Soldiers, Eunuchs, Neighbours etc.






















THE ORPHAN OF ZHAO


based on traditional Chinese sources



























Part One












SCENE ONE



THE SONG OF THE INNKEEPER’S SON











Ballad-Singer








Aiee, father of mine, father of mine,


What are these shouts in the rain, these voices in the air?


The petal is ripped from the flower, the branch from the tree.


The torn limbs lie everywhere.











The warriors come to the inn. They do not dismount.


They come from the north and they shout and they call for strong wine.


They point to the east and they point to the west and the south.


They point to the barn where you hide me, O father of mine.








Aiee, father of mine, father of mine,


What are these shouts in the rain, these voices in the air?


The petal is ripped from the flower, the branch from the tree.


The torn limbs lie everywhere.











You kiss me. You whisper. You bid me lie still in the grain.


You fill up the bowl from the jar. You go back to the yard.


And the warriors drink and they laugh in the heat of the wine.


There is blood on the saddle-cloth, blood on the sheath of the sword.











Aiee, father of mine, father of mine,


What are these shouts in the rain, these voices in the air?


The petal is ripped from the flower, the branch from the tree.


The torn limbs lie everywhere.











A magpie comes pushing its head through the thatch of the barn


And it hops to the bin and it pecks at the grain where I lie


And it pecks at the grain and it pecks at the face of your son


And they throw down the bowl and they run to the barn where I cry


Crying








Aiee, father of mine, father of mine,


What are these shouts in the rain, these voices in the air?


The petal is ripped from the flower, the branch from the tree.


The torn limbs lie everywhere.













*





He will mend the bowl with a wire. He cannot mend the heart.


He will pour out the wine from the jar. He will come to the grave


And from every tear that he pours, every drop that he spills,


I shall drink from the heat of the wine of his grief and his love.












SCENE TWO


THE DEMON MASTIFF










Tu’an Gu I am Tu’an Gu, head of the Palace Guard and one of the most powerful ministers at the Court of the Emperor of China.


‘One of’ – funny how much frustration can be conveyed by two simple words. One of the most, but not, somehow, the most powerful – it’s a distinction hardly worth achieving. One of the most feared – but what’s the use of being feared when there are others around who are more feared than you are? Or equally feared – so that a man may take care not to cross you, but, equally, may take care not to cross your chief rival and enemy.


‘Equally’ – there’s another idiot word, as if there were any purpose in being another man’s equal.


To be powerful, one must be feared, really feared. Not feared like some yapping little lapdog that we step gingerly past in the street, but feared like this dog …


He opens door on Demon Mastiff, which gives a terrifying display of hunger and rage.


Feared like the Demon Mastiff I have been training here in my compound. Nasty piece of work, isn’t he? The sort of dog that makes you clutch at your throat for fear. A gift, this dog was, to the Emperor, from the Tibetan people, who said that this kind of mastiff has the power to sniff out treachery and deceit. Treachery and deceit! I said I’ll take care of that. If there’s treachery to be sniffed out, I’ll be the one holding the leash.


Come here, boy. There! You have to know how to handle them, or you can lose a limb. Down! I said. Down, boy! Get them young enough, you can train any sort of dog.


That’s what they say. And I got my hands on this dog in the nick of time. I keep it hungry, and here’s how I train it. Once a week, a servant of mine makes a trip to the slaughterhouse and brings back, slung across his strong shoulders, two great buckets of offal. Tripe. Liver. Lungs. Blood, lots of it. All good stuff. The dog goes wild as the servant passes his cage.


The dog goes wild, of course he does. This is a hungry, angry dog. But here’s where the training comes in. I set up three models made to look like ministers of the Court. The offal is hidden in one of them, and the dog’s task is to sniff it out and go at it.


Well, this is a clever dog as well as a nasty piece of work. What the Demon Mastiff learnt very quickly was that the offal is always hidden in the figure with the purple robe. Watch.


Demon Mastiff, released from chain, goes straight for purple dummy, which it destroys in order to get at the offal.


That’s what I call a well-trained dog. And if I were a minister in a purple robe, and I saw how this dog had been trained, I should be mortally afraid. I should clutch my throat for fear. That is, if I had time to clutch my throat, if I could see the fate that was being planned for me.


Heel, boy, heel. Back to your cage. Your moment is yet to come.












SCENE THREE


THE PEACH GARDEN MASSACRE










Enter Gongsun Chujiu, Wei Jiang and Zhao Dun.


Gongsun Chujiu This is the time of year when we travel out to the countryside to encourage the peasants to plough the fields and plant the crops. Come, Wei Jiang, Zhao Dun, let us go and perform the traditional rituals. In the old days of course the Emperor himself would always take part, and plough a symbolic furrow.


Wei Jiang Have you invited him, Gongsun?


Gongsun Chujiu I take care to do precisely that every year, but the invitation has to get past Tu’an Gu. The Emperor has never been keen on these ceremonies, though for us they are highly important. Without agriculture we would have no state.


Zhao Dun The Emperor is devoted to his pleasures, and Tu’an Gu understands him very well. He was the one who laid out the Peach Garden, sparing no expense, and his masterpiece has been the Crimson Cloud Tower – that tall building devoted to the pursuit of every pleasure, a place for banqueting, music and every form of sexual depravity.


Wei Jiang We seem to have become the Old Guard at the Court, always walking away from the festivities.


Gongsun Chujiu But someone at the Court must respect the ancient rituals. They bind us all together. Let us go and visit the farmers.


Exeunt. Tu’an Gu and the Emperor look down from the Crimson Cloud Tower.


Tu’an Gu As soon as the crowd heard that the Crimson Cloud Tower was to be opened today, they came flocking from all over the city.


Emperor How small they all look, like ants. I’ve never looked down on so many men before. They would make a fascinating target. Pass me my bow.


Tu’an Gu Your Majesty …


The Emperor begins shooting down into the crowd.


Emperor Like fish in a bowl. Here, Tu’an Gu. You aim at the crowd on the left. I’ll shoot to the right. See? They don’t know what’s hitting them. You see that idiot looking around?


Tu’an Gu Now they’re beginning to panic. They simply have no idea. What a sport.


Emperor There’s one man looking up. He’s seen us. I’ll fix him, though.


Tu’an Gu Amazing shot. He’s holding his face.


Emperor Now they’re all looking up. They can’t get away. The place is jammed. Give me more arrows.


Zhao Dun Where is the guard? There’s a massacre down there. Some madman is shooting into the crowd.


Tu’an Gu Here, Zhao Dun. Have a go. The Emperor has invented a new sport.


Zhao Dun You murdering fool, have you gone crazy?


Tu’an Gu Are you addressing the Emperor?


Emperor We were just having a little fun.


Gongsun Chujiu What’s going on here? Who has been shooting at the crowd?


Zhao Dun Be careful what you say.


Tu’an Gu You haven’t answered my question, Zhao Dun. I asked you, when you used the words ‘murdering fool’, were you referring to the Emperor, your father-in-law … or to me?


Wei Jiang You don’t need to answer him. He wants to trap you.


Gongsun Chujiu But an emperor who shoots his own subjects for sport? What is such a ruler to be called?


Emperor Oh, spare me the sight of this tedious old counsellor. I have had quite enough of his wisdom.


Tu’an Gu You hear that, Gongsun?


Gongsun Chujiu Yes, indeed I have heard that, and I shall, with the Emperor’s permission, leave the Court forthwith, and retire.


Emperor An excellent idea. Go and practise virtue on your farm. I’m sick of sermons.


Wei Jiang Your Majesty, if Gongsun Chujiu is to be exiled from the Court, I too would prefer to go back to where I am most at home. I am a soldier, and there is plenty of work for me to do, guarding the borders of Your Majesty’s empire. The city is like a prison to me. Let me go back to the mountains.


Emperor Wei Jiang, Wei Jiang, my dear general, not you as well? You had promised to teach me more of the arts of war.


Wei Jiang It seems there is little more I can teach you.


Emperor No, I can see from your expression there won’t be much more fun with you. But you liked me once. You used to play with me.


Wei Jiang You have a new playmate now.


Tu’an Gu And now, Zhao Dun, your friends have left the Court. Maybe you too will want to pursue the rural life?


Zhao Dun My place is here at Court. I have no plans for retirement.


Exit.


Tu’an Gu But I have plans, Zhao Dun. I have plans.









SCENE FOUR


A RELUCTANT ASSASSIN










Tu’an Gu Chu Ni, a word with you.


Chu Ni Your Excellency.


Tu’an Gu I have always been good to you, haven’t I?


Chu Ni I am deeply grateful to you. My obligation is enormous.


Tu’an Gu There is something I need you to do for me. It is important. Dare you undertake it?


Chu Ni For you, sir, I would go through fire and water.


Tu’an Gu Zhao Dun has insulted the Emperor. The Emperor commands you to assassinate him.


Chu Ni My lord.


Tu’an Gu You seem reluctant to obey the Emperor.


Chu Ni I will do it.


Tu’an Gu Go to his house tonight. Take him by surprise. Kill him. You will be very well rewarded.


Chu Ni I will obey.


Tu’an Gu Stop. Come back. If you fail in this, do not expect to live long.


Chu Ni I understand.


They part.


The Emperor commands! The Emperor commands me! I do not think the Emperor knows much about this. I do not think he plans to assassinate his son-in-law. I do not think Zhao Dun has insulted the Emperor or deceived the nation. But what can I do? I am bound to obey Tu’an Gu. Here is Zhao Dun’s house. I will conceal myself behind this pagoda tree.


Enter Zhao Dun and the Princess.


Zhao Dun It is cool in the garden, and you, my dear wife, are with child. Go in now and leave me alone here to pray a while.


Princess You are worried. I know that. Something happened today in the Peach Garden, and people were killed. Were you in danger?


Zhao Dun I was not in danger, but we will all be in danger if your father continues to listen to Tu’an Gu. Go in now.


Princess I will obey you, but I do not like to leave you alone with these heavy thoughts.
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