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  Introduction




  It’s been a rich journey getting to know Lorca’s work – plays, poems and drawings. He was a bold, instinctive, poetic, sad, funny, beautiful artist. In my task to rework Bodas de sangre into a new English version I have chosen to deviate from the original in places. This is safe in the knowledge that the play has already been faithfully delivered into English in many delicate, line-to-line translations, and is only inspired by Lorca’s own daring and playful experiments with form.




  He makes tough demands on his translators, with his courageous, unexpected, plain-speaking passions. He has an ease and a solidity with the way his words hit the page which is as complex and as simple as a Picasso line-drawing. A tall order to reproduce. Like skinning eels or herding cats. I found solutions in bursts and starts. Sections would slip suddenly into place, yet others felt as though they would never come clean. Single lines I’d fiddle with, try this way and that, for months on end in an effort to catch Lorca’s remarkable clarity.




  The genius of his work, his horrific death, make him a difficult man to change a single word of. But in English it can sound melodramatic, too much for our taste, maudlin, funny in the wrong places. So rather than trip up on some of the alienating factors, I tried to free them from the text. My first challenge was this: to lift the sections of verse out from the play and throw them up into the poetics of the whole. I didn’t know where they would land. In the set? The casting? The music? In Death’s mouth? This evolved as the creative team started building towards our newly described Lorca world. I was writing towards a production that was poetic, rather than a production with tracts of poetry/song in it. And where the poetry remains in the text, I looked for the language to be more spare. Rhythmical without rhyming. The more sparse and terse the language became, the more space opened up for the visual and musical inventions. And the more I could imagine English-speaking actors getting their lips around it.




  I’m grateful to have been given the liberty by the Lorca estate to tackle the problems holistically, invited to do so with such a whole heart by Michael Attenborough and his associates at the Almeida Theatre, and to have shared so wholly in the process with core collaborators Rufus Norris, Katrina Lindsay, Orlando Gough, Paul Arditti, Tim Mitchell and Maggie Lunn, who dreamt the project up and assembled such a remarkable, international, intrinsically poetical, cast.




  Tanya Ronder




  





  




  This version of Blood Wedding was first performed at the Almeida Theatre, London, on 6 May 2005, with the following cast:




  

    

      	

        MOTHER


      



      	

        Rosaleen Linehan


      

    




    

      	

        BRIDE


      



      	

        Thekla Reuten


      

    




    

      	

        MOTHER-IN-LAW


      



      	

        Sue Roderick


      

    




    

      	

        WIFE


      



      	

        Lyndsey Marshal


      

    




    

      	

        SERVANT


      



      	

        Adjoa Andoh


      

    




    

      	

        NEIGHBOUR


      



      	

        Maria de Lima


      

    




    

      	

        GIRL


      



      	

        Jess Murphy


      

    




    

      	

        MOON and SHY GIRL


      



      	

        Assly Zandry


      

    




    

      	

        GROOM


      



      	

        Björn Hlynur Haraldsson


      

    




    

      	

        LEONARDO


      



      	

        Gael García Bernal


      

    




    

      	

        FATHER


      



      	

        Paul Bhattacharjee


      

    




    

      	

        BOY


      



      	

        Jason Baughan


      

    




    

      	

        DEATH


      



      	

        Daniel Cerqueira


      

    


  




  Director Rufus Norris




  Designer Katrina Lindsay




  Lighting Designer Tim Mitchell




  Sound Designer Paul Arditti




  Music Orlando Gough




  





  




  Characters




  MOTHER
BRIDE
MOTHER-IN-LAW
WIFE
SERVANT
NEIGHBOUR
GIRL
MOON (and SHY GIRL)
GROOM
LEONARDO
FATHER
BOY
DEATH




  





  ACT ONE




  Scene One




  A yellow room.




  GROOM. Mother?




  MOTHER. Son?




  He waits.




  GROOM. I’m off.




  MOTHER. Where to?




  GROOM. The vineyard.




  MOTHER. Wait.




  GROOM. What for?




  MOTHER. Your lunch.




  GROOM. Don’t bother, I’ll have grapes. Pass the knife.




  MOTHER. Which knife?




  GROOM. The jack-knife.




  MOTHER. What for?




  GROOM. Lunch!




  MOTHER. Pass the knife, he says. Pass the jack-knife. Hell burn every knife to ashes. And the hoodlum who invented them.




  GROOM. Mother.




  MOTHER. And guns, and pistols. Rifles. Those tiny little knives you clean your nails out with. Hoes. Pitchforks.




  GROOM. Alright.




  MOTHER. Anything that can hurt a man. A sweet man, his flower in his mouth. When all he’s doing is out minding his olives, pruning his vines, watering his land because it’s his after all, he inherited it . . .




  GROOM. No.




  MOTHER. But one afternoon he doesn’t come back. Or he does, he does come back, so we can make him a palm-leaf cross and salt him up like a pig to stop him bloating in the heat.




  Why do we keep this snake in the house? Where do you find the gall to pocket it like sugar lumps?




  GROOM. Are you finished?




  MOTHER. No. Stand there for a hundred years and I’d not be finished.




  I had your father, his smell of carnations, for three years then he was gone. Then your brother. Why? How does a thing as small as a knife, do for a man who to me was a bull? Finished. Month after month it pecks at my eyes and eats at the ends of my weedy old hair.




  GROOM. Can we stop now?




  MOTHER. What do you think? Can you stop them being dead, your father and brother?




  GROOM. Please, Mother.




  MOTHER. And they offer us ‘prison’. Prison what? They eat, they smoke in there, they pick their guitars. My two turning to grass, not talking, just liquidating. They were flowers my men, two geraniums, and the killers sit in prison smelling of spring, watching the mountains change shape in the sun.




  GROOM. Do you want me to kill them? Is that what you want?




  MOTHER. No! I talk because. How can I not when you head for the door? I don’t like you with that thing in your pocket. I don’t want you going out to the fields.




  GROOM. Is that all!




  MOTHER. Why aren’t you a girl? You’d not be going anywhere. We’d sit here stitching pretties together, knitting dogs for children.
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