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First performance





Voyage was first performed in the Olivier auditorium of the National Theatre, London, as the first part of The Coast of Utopia trilogy, on 27 June 2002. The cast was as follows:




Alexander Bakunin John Carlisle


Varvara Felicity Dean


Liubov Eve Best


Varenka Charlotte Emmerson


Tatiana Lucy Whybrow


Alexandra Anna Maxwell Martin


Miss Chamberlain Jennifer Scott Malden


Baron Renne Jack James


Semyon John Nolan


Michael Bakunin Douglas Henshall


Nicholas Stankevich Raymond Coulthard


Masha Janet Spencer-Turner


Vissarion Belinsky Will Keen


Ivan Turgenev Guy Henry


Alexander Herzen Stephen Dillane


Mrs Beyer Janine Duvitski


Nicholas Sazonov Jonathan Slinger


Nicholas Ogarev Simon Day


Nicholas Ketscher Paul Ritter


Nicholas Polevoy Nick Sampson


Natalie Beyer Rachel Ferjani


Peter Chaadaev Iain Mitchell


Stepan Shevyrev Sam Troughton


Dyakov David Verrey


Katya Jasmine Hyde


Pushkin Jack James


A Ginger Cat Richard Hollis


Other parts played by Thomas Arnold, Martin Chamberlain, Sarah Manton, Kemal Sylvester




 





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 Bakunin


Varvara, his wife
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Miss Chamberlain, an English governess


Baron Renne, a cavalry officer


Semyon, senior household servant


Nicholas Stankevich, a young philosopher


Michael Bakunin, the Bakunins’ son


Vissarion Belinsky, a literary critic


Ivan Turgenev, a would-be writer


Alexander Herzen, a would-be-revolutionary
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Nicholas Polevoy, editor of the Messenger


Mrs Beyer


Natalie Beyer, Mrs Beyer’s daughter


Peter Chaadaev, a philosopher


Stepan Shevyrev, editor of the Moscow Observer


Katya, Belinsky’s mistress


Pushkin, the poet


Dyakov, a cavalry officer


A Ginger Cat


Servant, Party Guests, Musicians, etc.



























Act One
























SUMMER 1833








Premukhino, the Bakunin estate, a hundred and fifty miles north-west of Moscow.


Interior, verandah, garden. There are places to sit in the garden, and a hammock. One setting is intended to serve for Act One.


Family supper is coming to an end. At the table: Alexander Bakunin (sixty-five) and his wife Varvara (forty-two); their daughters Liubov (twenty-two), Varenka (twenty-one), Tatiana (eighteen) and Alexandra (seventeen); and Miss Chamberlain, a young English governess, and Baron Renne (thirty-six), a cavalry officer in uniform. Household servants (serfs), notably Semyon, who is senior, attend the table as may be.


‘English’ dialogue is spoken with a Russian accent, except in the case of Miss Chamberlain. The tempo is lively. Alexander Bakunin’s rule is benign despotism but the family atmosphere is prevailingly democratic.




Alexander Speaking of which – Liubov, say something in English for the Baron.


Liubov What do you want me to say, Papa?


Alexander All my daughters have been educated in five languages – call me a liberal if you like, I read Rousseau as a young man, I was there at the storming of the Bastille, not storming it personally but I remember my feelings were decidedly mixed, that’s how liberal I was when I was nineteen. But education for women, yes indeed! – not just piano lessons and Russian grammar pour les filles Bakunin, though mind you, they write better Russian than I do – what a shame there’s nothing worth reading, (over his daughters’ protests) apart from –


Daughters Pushkin!


Alexander – Pushkin. But I tell you, Baron, in choosing my eldest daughter you have chosen the cleverest –


Varvara I prefer Kozlov to Pushkin.


Alexander – brains before beauty. I wish I’d done the same –


Daughters Oh shame! – Shame on you, Papa – I hereby protest on behalf of my beautiful sister. – Don’t you listen, Liubov –


Varvara Quiet when your father is speaking –


Miss Chamberlain What did your father say?


Liubov I took it as a compliment, Papa.


Varvara So did I.


Tatiana (to Liubov) The Baron doesn’t think so! (To Renne.) Do you?


Renne No! No … Liubov is as beautiful as her mother is intelligent.


Alexander That’s what I said. What a diplomat! Come on, Liubov, my darling, we’re waiting.


Liubov I’m sure the Baron doesn’t want …


Alexandra I can, Papa! (She pops up, standing rigid. In ‘English’.) ‘How do you do, Baron Renne! I say, charming weather, you do not think!’ (She sits just as suddenly, and Tatiana follows suit.)


Tatiana (in ‘English’) ‘The quality of mercy is not strained, it dropping like gentle dew from heaven!’


Tatiana sits. Alexander continues imperturbably.


Alexander I myself was educated in Italy. My doctorate in philosophy is from the University of Padua.


Miss Chamberlain Jolly good effort, Tatiana.


Renne Really? Philosophy?


Varvara What did she say?


Alexander Natural Philosophy. My dissertation was on worms.


Tatiana Shakespeare, Maman.


Renne Worms the philosopher?


Alexander No, just worms.


Varvara I mean Miss Chamberlain, qu’est-ce qu’elle a dit? [What did she say?]


Renne Ah, the philosophy of worms.


Varenka Elle l’a felicitée, Maman, c’est tout. [Good effort, Maman, that’s all.]


Alexander Not at all. Worms have no philosphy as far as is known.


Varvara (to Miss Chamberlain) How can you teach them anything if you can’t talk to them?


Alexander Exactly.


Miss Chamberlain I’m so sorry, what did your mother say?


Alexandra (in ‘English’) ‘No lessons tomorrow, she said, holiday.’


Miss Chamberlain I think not, see me afterwards.


Alexander That’s enough English for now. Anyway, a wife who knows English is not the first consideration for an officer in the cavalry, otherwise you’d be better off with the governess – No, I only have one serious objection to this marriage, my dear Baron –


Daughters Oh, no! – What’s he going to say next?! – Don’t you listen, Liubov! – Father, don’t –!


Varvara (raps the table) Enough!


Alexander Thank you. What was I saying? Oh, well, it’s gone.


Renne Actually, I have to be going myself while there’s still light in the sky, if you forgive me, it’s a good ride back to camp –


Varvara Yes, you must, it wouldn’t do to break your neck before the happy day, or after, of course.


Noises of arrival and greeting are heard.


Alexander What’s going on?


Renne A thousand thanks – (for Liubov, gallantly) a thousand and one –


Varenka Someone’s come.


Semyon (entering) It’s Michael, sir, large as life! He’s come home!


Alexander It’s my boy, he’s at the Artillery School.


Michael Bakunin is nineteen, in uniform. His entry causes an excited and emotional reunion, as ‘the table’ breaks up.


Family Michael! – Oh my, look at you! – Why didn’t you let us know? – So grown up! Look at his uniform! – Let me kiss you! – You’re not in trouble, are you? I prayed and prayed for you. – How long are you staying?


Renne Of course – the famous Michael.


Liubov (to Renne) Thank you for your visit, I’m sorry my family is …


Renne Oh no, you’re all so … wonderfully unrussian …


Michael And congratulations are in order, I believe. Do I have the honour …?


Liubov Baron Renne – I present my brother Michael –


Renne You have been in St Petersburg?


Alexandra For five years!


Michael I’m on leave – I came straight from summer exercises! –


Alexander (to Miss Chamberlain) Run and tell Semyon to bring champagne. ‘Command Semyon to … provision …’


Miss Chamberlain (running out) Champagne, champagne, I understand –


Tatiana Our English governess, do you think she’s pretty?


Michael No, I think you’re pretty.


Renne (tapping his glass) Ladies and gentlemen! (Addressing Michael.) The Cavalry drinks to the Artillery. But a family reunion is a sacred affair, and I was just saying goodnight –


Alexander (remembering) Ah, yes. That was it. I have only one serious doubt about this marriage –


Liubov (tearfully) Father …


Varenka (to Liubov) It’s a joke.


Alexander – and that is the difference in your ages.


Renne But I’m only thirty-six!


Alexander A good ten years too young for her! The husband should be at least twice the age of the wife.


Varvara But you’re not.


Alexander Not now, of course. (To Renne.) Beauty before brains.


Renne (to Michael) Regimental duties, who understands better than you? So farewell! I embrace you, and am proud to call you brother!


Applause from the family. Michael and Renne shake hands and embrace.


Alexander Good! Come along, we’ll give you a proper send-off. Semyon! – Pavel! – one of you – his horse – the Baron is leaving! – Family on parade! … Handkerchiefs for waving and weeping –


A general exodus begins.


Alexandra Are you coming, Michael?


Tatiana (hanging back) Yes, he’s coming.


Michael (to Liubov) Do you want to see him off without everybody …?


Liubov (hastily) No, no, let’s all go.


Alexander (to Renne) My wife was eighteen and I was forty-two. See my point? – Just when the wife starts getting a mind to kick over the traces, she realises she only has to show a little patience …


Michael, Varenka and Tatiana are left alone.


Michael Well! He won’t do! Liubov doesn’t love him, that’s obvious.


Varenka We know that.


Tatiana She won’t go against Papa, and the Baron is a good match, isn’t he?


Semyon enters with a tray of champagne glasses, and Miss Chamberlain with a bottle. Voices outside: ‘Tatiana! Michael! And where’s Varenka?’


Michael Thank you, Semyon. Leave us be.


Semyon leaves deferentially. Miss Chamberlain, unwisely, approaches gushing.


Miss Chamberlain So you are Michael.


Michael ‘Go away please.’


Miss Chamberlain gasps. The girls are shocked and admiring. Miss Chamberlain runs out. From outside ‘Varenka!’ is called. Varenka runs out.


Michael I’m speaking of love and you are speaking of matchmaking. Tata, Tata, don’t you know? Dawn has broken! In Germany the sun is already high in the sky! It’s only us in poor behind-the-times Russia who are the last to learn about the great discovery of the age! The life of the Spirit is the only real life: our material existence stands between us and our transcendence to the Universal Idea where we become one with the Absolute! Do you see?


Tatiana (desperately) Tell it to me in German.


Michael This marriage cannot take place. We must save Liubov. To give oneself without love is a sin against the inner life which is our only real life. The life of our bodily existence is mere illusion. I’ll explain it all to Father.


Tatiana and Michael are being called from outside. She launches herself at Michael to embrace him, and runs out.


God, I’m starving!


Michael pauses to stuff his mouth with food from the table, then follows Tatiana.





















SPRING 1835








Garden and verandah.


Varvara comes out onto the verandah.




Varvara Where are you all? The newlyweds are here!


Liubov appears in the garden.


Liubov Maman, they’ve been married for months.


Varvara Oh, Miss Know-it-all! You wouldn’t be so calm if you knew what I know!


She sees Tatiana and Alexandra and calls to them before hurrying back inside.


Come on! – Varenka’s here with her husband.


Tatiana and Alexandra enter, making a beeline for Liubov and beside themselves with outrage. Alexandra has a letter.


Alexandra Liubov! Michael’s in love with guess who, Natalie Beyer!


Tatiana No, he’s not, she’s in love with him. The nerve of the woman!


Varvara (reappearing crossly) Tatiana!


Tatiana We’re coming, Mother, what’s all the fuss?


Liubov Varenka’s having a baby.


Varvara (panicked) Who told you?


Liubov You did.


Varvara I did not, I did not! You don’t know, do you hear, you don’t know.


She darts back inside.


Tatiana (sobered) Poor Varenka!


Alexandra Aunties! What a day!


Liubov What’s happened?


Alexandra Michael’s back from Moscow and he’s brought this stupid letter from Natalie Beyer … Listen, it’s to you too, are you ready? ‘My friends! I take up my pen as a duty to myself, to you, and to the Universal Idea. Michael has opened his heart to me. Ah, if only you knew the Michael I know! If only you understood him!’


Tatiana Imbecile!


Liubov But in Moscow she was all over Nicholas Stankevich.


Tatiana It’s because Nicholas Stankevich likes you.


Liubov demurs.


Yes, he does, he led Natalie up the garden – I told you! Go on, Alexandra!


Liubov (ignored) But did he say he liked me?


Alexandra ‘With all the love you bear him, you can’t see that Michael’s virile and vigorous nature is being frustrated by your limited progress in transcending the objective reality in which you see him’ – listen to this! – ‘only as your brother –’


Tatiana Well, he is.


Alexandra There’s lots more.


But Varenka comes from inside, her eyes brimming with emotion. Her pregnancy does not show.


Varenka Oh, there you are!


Alexandra Varenka!


Varenka It’s just us … Oh good.


Alexandra Look at this. From Natalie Beyer!


Tatiana She’s after Michael!


Liubov Varenka …!


Alexandra Can you believe the little minx?


Then they recall themselves to Varenka, suddenly shy.


How are you?


Tatiana Hello, Varenka.


Liubov We’ve missed you horribly.


Varenka Oh, so have I! I’ve told Dyakov I’m going to come back again and stay for a few months.


Tatiana Until the ba—?


Alexandra claps her hand over Tatiana’s mouth.


Alexandra We don’t know, we don’t know!


The four sisters collapse together in tearful happy embraces.


Alexander appears on the verandah, fulminating.


Alexander Did you know about this?


Tatiana/Alexandra No!


Liubov About what?


Alexander Where is he? Damnable boy! Egoist!


Dyakov, a cavalry officer, comes out to join Alexander. He is smoking a cigar.


(Reminded.) Oh, congratulations, my dear. – Dyakov told me – very good.


Tatiana/Alexandra/Liubov (to Dyakov) Congratulations! How lovely! We’re so proud of Varenka!


Dyakov I’m the happiest man in the world.


Alexander (resuming) But your brother’s going to end up in the Peter and Paul Fortress under lock and key! Come on, Dyakov!


They go back inside.


Michael, keeping a canny eye out for Alexander, appears from near the house, smoking a cigar. He is in uniform.


Michael Have you heard? Wonderful news. I’m going to be an uncle! Well, of course you have.


Liubov Congratulations.


Michael Thank you, thank you. I haven’t got used to it yet. Yes, it’s an amazing feeling, an uncle at last. Congratulations to you, too, Varenka. And Dyakov, of course. Another cavalry officer! Behind my back while I was serving my country.


Tatiana Father’s looking for you.


Varenka (in regard to Alexander) What have you been up to?


Michael What have you been up to is more like it.


Varenka, speechless for a moment, turns to flee in tears. Liubov, with a reproachful look at Michael, leaves with Varenka, further into the garden.


Michael (watching them go) Illusion … it’s only illusion. Well … have you read Natalie’s letter?


Alexandra crumples the letter and throws it at him.


Alexandra There you are, keep it! Natalie Beyer is a pompous impertinent little snot and she’s going to get what for!


Tatiana Go to her, then – it’s obvious you care more for her than us, she understands you so well.


Michael So in general you disagree with her analysis.


Alexandra In general she can go and boil her head. And you should know better. She isn’t even pretty.


Tatiana Yes, she is.


Tatiana bursts into tears.


Michael Tata, Tata, my beloved, don’t cry. I renounce all love except pure philosophical love. The so-called love of human animals removes people two by two from the only possibility of happiness, which is the communion of beautiful souls.


Tatiana No, no – we don’t mind – you’ll meet somebody one day.


Michael It’s not for me. Don’t be angry with Natalie. She thinks it’s your fault that I couldn’t … that I can’t be …


Alexandra What?


Alexander, emerging, sees them from the verandah.


No spunk, simple as that! (Explains.) Your brother’s an army deserter!


Michael (casually) Oh yes, I’ve resigned my commission.


Alexander He’s refusing to return to duty.


Michael On grounds of ill health, Papa. I’m sick of the army.


Alexander No discipline, that’s the problem!


Michael No, it’s riddled with discipline, that’s the problem. That and Poland.
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