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First performance





Salvage was first performed in the Olivier auditorium of the National Theatre, London, as the third part of The Coast of Utopia trilogy, on 19 July 2002. The cast was as follows:




Alexander Herzen Stephen Dillane


Sasha Herzen Dominic Barklem/Alexander Green/William Green/Ashley Jones


Maria Fomm Anna Maxwell Martin


Tata Herzen Alexandra Thomas-Davies/Francesca Markham/Samantha Thompson


Gottfried Kinkel Nick Sampson


Joanna Kinkel Felicity Dean


Malwida von Meysenbug Eve Best


Hungarian Aide Sam Troughton


French Aide Jack James


Alexandre Ledru-Rollin David Verrey


Lajos Kossuth Martin Chamberlain


Mazzini Richard Hollis


Ernest Jones Iain Mitchell


Karl Marx Paul Ritter


Arnold Ruge John Nolan


Stanislaw Worcell John Carlisle


Louis Blanc Will Keen


Mrs Blainey Janine Duvitski


Olga Herzen Clemmie Hooton/Alice Knight/Harriet Lunnon/Casi Toy


Parlourmaid Janet Spencer-Turner


Czerniecki Richard Hollis


A Polish Émigré Sarah Manton





Michael Bakunin Douglas Henshall


Emily Jones Jennifer Scott Malden


Zenkowicz John Nolan


Tchorzewski Kemal Sylvester


Nicholas Ogarev Simon Day


Natasha Ogarev Lucy Whybrow


Sasha Herzen as an adult Sam Troughton


Ivan Turgenev Guy Henry


Tata Herzen older Anna Maxwell Martin


Olga Herzen older Madeleine Edis/Ruth Jones/Charlotte Nott Macaire


Mary Sutherland Charlotte Emmerson


Nicholas Chernyshevsky Raymond Coulthard


Henry Sutherland Lewis Crutch/Freddie Hale/Thomas Moll/Greg Sheffield


Doctor Sam Troughton


Pavel Vetoshnikov Nick Sampson


Perotkin Martin Chamberlain


Semlov Jack James


Sleptsov Jonathan Slinger


Korf Thomas Arnold


Liza Alexandra Thomas-Davies/Francesca Markham/Samantha Thompson


Teresina Rachel Ferjani


Tata Herzen as an adult Anna Maxwell Martin


Olga Herzen as an adult Jasmine Hyde




 





Director Trevor Nunn


Set, Costume and Video Designer William Dudley


Lighting Designer David Hersey


Associate Director Stephen Rayne


Music Steven Edis


Movement Director David Bolger


Sound Designer Paul Groothuis


Company Voice Work Patsy Rodenburg






















Characters







Alexander Herzen, a Russian exile


Sasha Herzen, his son


Tata Herzen, Herzen’s daughter


Olga Herzen, Herzen’s and Natalie’s daughter


Maria Fomm, a German nanny


Gottfried Kinkel, a German exile


Joanna Kinkel, his wife


Malwida von Meysenbug, a German exile


Arnold Ruge, a German exile


Karl Marx


Ernest Jones, an English radical


Alexandre Ledru-Rollin, a French republican in exile


Louis Blanc, a French socialist in exile


Stanislaw Worcell, a Polish nationalist in exile


Mazzini, an Italian nationalist


Lajos Kossuth, a Hungarian nationalist leader in exile


An Aide to Kossuth


An Aide to Ledru-Rollin


English Parlourmaid


Zenkowicz, a Polish émigré


Emily Jones, Jones’s wife


Czerniecki, a Polish printer


Tchorzewski, a Polish bookshop owner


Michael Bakunin


Nicholas Ogarev, poet and co-editor of The Bell


Natasha Ogarev, his wife


Mrs Blainey, the Herzens’ nanny


A Polish Émigré


Ivan Turgenev





Mary Sutherland, Ogarev’s mistress


Henry Sutherland, Mary’s son


Nicholas Chernyshevsky, a Russian radical editor


Doctor, a nihilist


Perotkin, a visitor from Russia


Semlov, a visitor from Russia


Korf, a Russian officer


Pavel Vetoshnikov, a visitor from Russia


Sleptsov, a Russian revolutionary


Liza, Alexander’s and Natasha’s daughter


Teresina, Sasha Herzen’s wife





The action takes place between 1853 and 1865 in London and Geneva.
























Act One
























FEBRUARY 1853








London. The Herzen house in Hampstead. Alexander Herzen, aged forty, is asleep in an armchair, attended by dreams. The room is (at this first appearance) without boundaries. The space under the Herzen roof will remain loosely defined, serving for different rooms and changes of address, and sometimes, as now, for exteriors.


There is a wind blowing. Birdsong.


Sasha Herzen, aged thirteen, runs backwards across the stage pulling on a kite string. He is accompanied by a young nurse (nanny), Maria Fomm, who is in charge of Tata Herzen, aged eight, and of a stroller or simple pram in which a two-year-old (Olga) is asleep. Speech is without accent except when inside quotation marks. Herzen speaks from his chair.




Maria Bring it down now, it’s time to go home!


Sasha No, isn’t, it isn’t!


Maria (as Sasha leaves) I’ll tell your father!


Herzen Can you see, Tata? … the Cathedral of St Paul … the Parliament House …


Tata I know why it’s called the Parliament House, Papa, because you can see it from Parliament Hill.


Sasha returns, loudly aggrieved, winding his broken kite string.


Sasha It broke!


Maria Don’t wake Olga …


Tata Look! – There it goes! It’s much higher than all the other kites, Sasha!


Sasha Well, of course it is – the string broke!


Maria (looking in the pram) She’s dropped a glove, we’ll have to go back and look …


Herzen It’s in your pocket.


Maria Oh, look, it’s in my pocket!


Herzen If we stay here, you know, we’ll have to learn to speak I-say-ki.


Sasha ‘I say, I say!’


Herzen (correcting, drawls) ‘I say, I say!’


Sasha follows Maria, Tata and Olga out.


Sasha (leaving, mimicking) ‘I say, I say!’


Herzen ‘I say, old chap!’


In Herzen’s dream, a number of people are taking the air on Parliament Hill. They are émigrés, political refugees, from Germany, France, Poland, Italy and Hungary.


The Germans: Gottfried Kinkel (thirty-seven), a tall, greying poet with a Jove-like head attached incongruously to a fastidious professor. He is his greatest admirer but his handsome wife, Joanna (thirty-two), runs him close. Malwida von Meysenbug (thirty-six), their friend, is plain, intelligent, unmarried, romantic. Arnold Ruge (fifty) is a failed radical journalist, embittered and self-important. Karl Marx is thirty-four. His companion, the exception, is an Englishman, Ernest Jones (thirty-three), a prominent Chartist of the middle classes.


The French: Alexandre Ledru-Rollin (forty-five), a very large man, the leader of the ‘official’ (bourgeois) Republicans in exile; he is accompanied by an Aide. Louis Blanc (forty-one) is a very small man, the leader of the socialist faction of the Republicans in exile.


The Pole is Count Worcell (fifty-three) a radicalised aristocrat, a gentle soul suffering from asthma.


The Italian is the famous revolutionary Guiseppe Mazzini (forty-seven).


The Hungarian is Lajos Kossuth (fifty-one) the hero of his country’s revolution, a handsome leader-in-exile. His Aide wears semi-military uniform.


The Kinkels and Malwida are the first to appear.


Joanna Dearest heart, are we wearing our special waistcoat? I’m simply terrified you’ll catch a chill!


Kinkel Light of my life, the chills reel back in confusion from our special waistcoat.


Joanna I’ve given Gottfried a life-preserver, you know.


Malwida Is it flannel? I’m a firm believer in flannel, myself.


Joanna Let Malwida have a look, my dearest. Don’t scream when he pulls it out.


Meanwhile, Kossuth and Ledru-Rollin have entered separately with their Aides.


Joanna helps Kinkel to unbutton his coat. Malwida gives a little squeal.


Malwida/Joanna Oh!


Malwida Can I hold it?


Malwida/Joanna Oh!


Mazzini, entering, greets Kossuth warmly, just as Jones, accompanying Marx, enters and sees Ledru-Rollin.


Mazzini Kossuth! – Carissimo!


Kossuth Guiseppe Mazzini!


Jones I say! – Ledru-Rollin! And Governor Kossuth! I say!


Mazzini (noticing Ledru-Rollin) Ministre! Bravissimo! (Introducing.) You know Kossuth …


Jones (simultaneously, to Kossuth) You know Ledru-Rollin?


Kossuth and Ledru-Rollin recognise each other with incredulity and rapture.


Ledru-Rollin France greets the hero of that great nation, Hungary!


Kossuth Your noble character, your courage, your sacrifice, will be remembered wherever the torch of freedom burns!


The French and Hungarian Aides acknowledge each other with formal bows.


Kinkel (to Joanna and Malwida) Don’t look – it’s that blackguard Marx.


Marx (to Jones) So you’re still keeping in with that great flatulent bag of festering tripe, Ledru-Rollin?


Jones Oh, I say!


Marx Kossuth doesn’t know when history’s scraped him off its shoe. As for Mazzini, the boil on my arse is more use than an Italian nationalist.


Kinkel (to Joanna and Malwida) What a charlatan!


All insults are spoken so as not to be audible to the insulted. Marx and Kinkel catch each other’s eye.


Marx Kinkel! … Unctuous jackass.


Ruge enters.


And here’s Ruge, another impudent windbag.


Ruge (greeting Ledru-Rollin and Kossuth) I see my countryman over there, that swindler Marx. Oh, and Gottfried Kinkel – well, he’s just a long streak of piss. So, when’s the revolution?


Ledru-Rollin But for a miserable hundred thousand francs I could give the signal for revolution in Paris tomorrow.


Mazzini Paris – the whole of mankind for that matter – will be liberated from Milano!


Worcell and Blanc enter.


Worcell (coughing asthmatically) Poland greets Hungary, Italy and France!


Blanc Socialist France greets Hungary, Italy and the bourgeois Republic in exile! … And Germany, Germany and Germany, ‘divided they fall, united they’re fucked!’


Ruge and Kinkel cut one another. Ruge cuts Marx.


Marx (to Jones) Watch out for that preening glove puppet Louis Blanc – a deviationist to his stinking arsehole.


Worcell (shaking hands) Herzen! Poland forgives Russia!


Jones I say! It’s Herzen!


Marx Russia is irrelevant. I propose Herzen is expelled from the Committee.


Jones Oh, I say – that’s simply not on.


Marx I resign!


Marx leaves. The émigrés watch him go, overtly catcalling now.


Ruge Abortionist!


Kinkel Parasite! Sponger!


Ledru-Rollin Onanist!


Mazzini Economist! (Generally.) Arrivederci! Today Milano – tomorrow the world!


Mazzini leaves.


Blanc Fantasist!


Worcell (to Jones) Can we get on? I have to give a maths lesson in Shepherds Bush at five o’clock.


Jones Gentlemen! Order, order! The International Committee for Friendship and Co-operation between Democrats in Exile is now in session.


Unadvertised, a localised drama involving the Kinkels and Malwida reaches an operatic climax, ignored by everyone else, with Joanna waving the pistol at Kinkel and Malwida.


Joanna Serpent! Do up your buttons! I was blind, blind!


Kinkel No, no! Don’t shoot! Remember Germany!


Joanna fires the pistol.


The noise, like a slammed door, startles Herzen awake.


The Herzen interior from now on incorporates, permanently or otherwise and according to needs, tables, chairs, armchairs, desk, couch and so on, as well as notional doors and enclosed spaces.


Malwida has just entered the room where Herzen has been asleep.


The remaining members of the dream are ‘next door’ chatting socially, holding glasses of wine, smoking, eating snacks replenished by a Parlourmaid.


Herzen (waking) Oh! … Are you all right?


There is a burst of jovial laughter from the émigrés responding to some remark.


Malwida I’m so sorry, the wind caught the door … I did knock.


Herzen (getting up) No – no – forgive me! I felt tired for a moment … and the next thing I knew …


Malwida Were you having a dream?


Herzen My God, I hope so.


Malwida I received your letter.


Herzen That’s it. My letter.


Malwida You want a tutor for your children.


Herzen Only for Tata. Sasha has his own tutors, and Olga is not old enough yet. The girls have been living with friends in Paris since my wife died, it’s time I brought us all together again. Tata will need mathematics, history, geography … you have some English?


Malwida I could teach a beginner. Would I be teaching in French or in German?


Herzen Undoubtedly! We speak Russian en famille.


Malwida I’d like to learn Russian. I’ve read your book From the Other Shore, but only in German, of course.


Herzen I long to see it printed in Russian! Little chance of that!


Malwida I was close to someone who took part in the revolution in Germany. He died last year. He died young … Somebody’s lost a glove. A child …


Herzen It’s mine.


She picks up a small-sized glove from the floor by Herzen’s chair. Malwida gives him the glove. Herzen puts it in his pocket.


Herzen Well – how much will I pay you?


Malwida I would like to suggest two shillings an hour.


Herzen I would like to suggest three. Should we shake hands on it like Englishmen?


They shake hands. He starts escorting her to the other room.


At home we used to call Englishmen ‘Eyseyki’ – ‘I-say-ki!’


Malwida joins the Kinkels. Joanna is buttoning Kinkel’s coat. Kossuth is making a round of farewell handshakes. The party is breaking up, assisted as appropriately by the Parlourmaid, helping with coats and hats.


Joanna It is foggy out? My foolish cavalier is determined to provoke the Grim Reaper into an indiscretion!


Herzen It’s always foggy out.


Hungarian Aide (to Herzen) Monsieur le Gouverneur begs to take his leave, that your guests may feel free to depart.


Ruge (in English) ‘Mr Jones – Marx tells me you Chartists will be the government in two years – and private property abolished in three!’


Jones Oh, I say – I think that’s premature.


Ledru-Rollin The revolution can only radiate from France! France means Europe! (Complaining to his Aide.) Look at that! – Kossuth is leaving before me!


Worcell Goodnight, Your Excellency.


Kossuth (to Worcell) That admirable man Ledru-Rollin has his head in the clouds, I’m afraid.


Worcell You heard? Mazzini is alive but in hiding.


Kossuth A brave patriot but, alas, a hopeless romantic.


Kossuth and Worcell shake hands. Kossuth shakes hands with Herzen and leaves.


Kinkel (saying goodbye to Jones) ‘You show the steep and thorny way to Heaven while we the Primrose Hill of dalliance tread.’


Ledru-Rollin (to his Aide) And now those Germans! You’d better fetch a cab or I’ll be last.


The Aide leaves on his errand.


Kinkel (to Herzen) Malwida showed me your letter, and I must tell you I was horrified. Letters in England must be folded in three – never in quarters! Especially when writing to a lady!


Herzen (to Malwida) The children will be arriving with their nurse. She’s German, so you’ll get on.


Malwida I hope so.


Joanna We must go, we must go! Gottfried is losing his voice, and where will Germany be then?


Kinkel, Joanna and Malwida leave.


Jones (to Herzen) Herzen, I promised Emily an early start on the compost.


Herzen (politely baffled) Compost?


Jones leaves. Herzen returns to the remaining guests – Blanc, Ledru-Rollin, Ruge and Worcell, who has fallen asleep.


Ledru-Rollin (to Blanc) But, you know, in France Kossuth talked socialism to the workers, and when he got to England he praised parliamentary democracy!


Herzen Well, he would have been a fool to do it the other way round.


Ledru-Rollin But that’s hypocrisy.


Herzen Cutting people out like pastry with your one true pastry-cutter makes you no better than Marx.


Blanc What’s this?


Herzen It’s all right … I had a dream about exiles. What a snake-pit. The only thing that unites the émigrés is criticising the English.


Ledru-Rollin Not that the English aren’t in some respects capable of improvement … The slavery of restaurants closed on Sundays. And when they’re open, you want them closed on humanitarian grounds.


Blanc And they take us up with cries of interest and delight as if they’ve discovered a new amusement, like an acrobat or a singer …


Herzen But their coarseness is the sinew of some kind of brute confidence which is the reason England is home to every shade of political exile. They don’t give asylum out of respect for the asylum-seekers but out of respect for themselves. They invented personal liberty, and they know it, and they did it without having any theories about it. They value liberty because it’s liberty. So when the Republic collapsed, you socialists – (He nods to Blanc.) and you bourgeois republicans – (He nods to Ledru-Rollin) ran straight for the Dover ferry.


Ledru-Rollin’s Aide enters with his master’s coat.


French Aide Your carriage awaits, Minister.


Ledru-Rollin Ah, well. I part reluctantly from your comfortable and elegant house where we might have continued to discuss bourgeois republicanism …


Ruge I’ll come with you. Goodnight, Blanc.


Ledru-Rollin (displeased) But where do you live?


Ruge Brighton.


Ledru-Rollin Brighton?!


Ruge Good night, Herzen.


While Ledru-Rollin is helped into his coat, Ruge goes out.


Herzen He’ll sleep on a bench at the station.


Herzen tactfully shepherds Ledru-Rollin to the door.


For the sake of the old days in Paris, eh?


Ledru-Rollin (grumbling) Oh yes, I remember Ruge in the forties, hanging around with Marx and that ladies’ man Herwegh …


Herzen (sharply) Let me see you out.


Herzen leaves with Ledru-Rollin and the Aide.


Blanc (to Worcell) Oh-oh! Did you hear that? We don’t mention Herwegh! Are you asleep?


Worcell (waking) What?


Blanc That ass Ledru-Rollin mentioned Herwegh … (He uses his index fingers to make cuckold’s horns.) Herzen’s wife and Herwegh, you know …


Worcell (shortly) What of it?


Blanc Ah, yes – you’re right. What of it?


Herzen returns.


Did you hear that poor Ruge announced a public lecture on German philosophy, and only two people turned up?


Herzen I was one of them.


Worcell And I was the other.


Herzen is near tears. He wipes his eyes covertly.


Herzen Ruge was one of our minor deities when I was young in Moscow. We studied contraband copies of his newspaper like religious texts. When I read Bakunin in Ruge’s paper, I thought, ‘Yes, this is the language of free men! We’ll make the revolution in Berlin, Paris, Brussels!’ And the revolution when it came might have swept Ruge high up into the company of vindicated prophets … But the wave broke, and washed him up on the English shore, a refugee in the flotsam of refugees, their moment missed, their clothes shabbier by the month, their hopes shabbier, too … forever going over the past, schemers, dreamers, monomaniacs from every failed insurrection from Sicily to the Baltic, men who can’t get their shoes mended sending agents with earth-shaking instructions to Marseilles, Lisbon, Cologne … men who walk across London to give a piano lesson redrawing the frontiers of Europe on the table-tops of cheap restaurants, toppling emperors like so many sauce bottles … and Marx in his proud retreat in the British Museum, anathemising everyone else … The clock has stopped in this theatre of political exile! You want to start it again at the moment when all was lost, so that you can make the same mistakes again. You reject the logic of why things went the way they did. That’s vanity and cowardice.


Blanc Your language is extravagant. I ignore it because you’re a bystander. Your father left you rich, and you have been generous, but you’re a tourist. Count Worcell, on the other hand, leads the cause of Polish independence from his basement room and gives mathematics lessons to earn a few shillings, but he is a revolutionary. Goodnight, gentlemen.


Blanc leaves.


Worcell (deflecting) Don’t.


Herzen I wasn’t going to. (Pause.) Independence isn’t all it’s cracked up to be, you know.


Worcell laughs asthmatically.


What country could be more independent than Russia? And in Russia now there isn’t a squeak or a pinpoint of light. I have nowhere to publish. The Contemporary has stuck its head up out of harm’s way. So I’ve stopped quarrelling with the world.


Worcell laughs.


No, I really have. I sat in this chair the first morning I woke up in this house … and for the first time … for a long time, there was silence. I didn’t have to talk or think or move, nothing was expected of me, I knew nobody and nobody knew where I was, everything was behind me, all the moving from place to place, the quarrels and celebrations, the desperate concerns of health and happiness, love, death, printer’s errors, picnics ruined by rain, the endless tumult of life … and I just sat quiet and alone all that day, looking at the tops of the trees on Primrose Hill through the mist. It was as if I’d come to the end of a long journey that started when I left Moscow years ago with Natalie and the children and my mother, packed into a carriage hung with furs against the January cold. Half-a-dozen sledges with our friends came to see us off as far as the staging post, and then we were on our way. I came to Paris as people used to come to Jerusalem or Rome, and found the city of the plain. It made one half-hearted effort to be worthy of itself and then collapsed satisfied under six feet of dung. I have lost every illusion dear to me. I’m forty. I will dwell in the land of Nod, on the east of Eden, and the world will hear no more of me.


Worcell I came to speak to you … about … to ask you to help us … to start a Polish press in London.


Herzen A free Polish press? Yes. You should. You should. It’s a good idea. Isn’t there a Pole who runs a bookshop –


Worcell Tchorzewski –


Herzen (simultaneously) – Tchorzewski! Yes, in Soho. Not only that, you’ve got people coming and going all the time, you could get material from home and smuggle in real news and discussion – wake up the intelligentsia, educate the young people. I’ll write something for you – you can translate it. Better still … can you get hold of Cyrillic type?


Worcell (nods) From Paris … We can buy secondhand fonts.


Herzen (galvanised) A free Russian press! – And Polish. Do you know a printer?


Worcell Czerniecki is a printer.


Herzen We’ll need –


Worcell Premises –


Herzen (simultaneously) – premises.


Herzen sits down and grabs a sheet of paper and a pen.


We’ll need a supplier, paper, ink, an assistant, part-time to begin with … What else? How much? Have a seat! I’m going to make you famous …
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