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Premiere Production





Blood Wedding in this version by Marina Carr was first presented at the Young Vic Theatre, London, on 19 September 2019. The cast, in alphabetical order, was as follows:




Weaver  Bríd Brennan


Wife of Leonardo  Scarlett Brookes


Leonardo  Gavin Drea


Bride  Aoife Duffin


Housekeeper  Annie Firbank


Mother  Olwen Fouéré


Woodcutter 2  Faaiz Mbelizi


Woodcutter 1  Roger Jean Nsengiyumva


Father  Steffan Rhodri


Moon  Thalissa Teixeira


Son / Groom  David Walmsley




 





Director  Yaël Farber


Designer  Susan Hilferty


Lighting Designer  Natasha Chivers


Sound Designer  Emmsa Laxton


Movement Director  Imogen Knight


Composer  Isobel Waller-Bridge


Casting Director  Julia Horan CDG


Dialect  Brendan Gunn


Fight Director  Kate Walters


Jerwood Assistant Director  Monique Touko


Jerwood Assistant Director  Emily Ling Williams
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Act One
























SCENE ONE








Music. Lights.


Mother stands before a huge, garish, tormented, crucified Christ, blood and nails and crown of thorns, expression of agony on his face. She holds a knife to his throat.




Mother   (rosary flying round her neck) How many times do I have to say it? I’ve been more than patient with you! There’s only so much a body can beg from above!


You won’t be happy till you leave me with nothin!


This hurts me more than it hurts you!


I’ll crucify you again if I have to! I’ll wipe that alabaster streesh off your puss!




Enter Son. Watches her.





Son   At your prayers again?


Mother   I am.


Son   I’m away. Give us the knife.


Mother   What you want the knife for?


Son   What you think I want it for?


Mother   Knives. Knives. Curse of God on the man invented them.


Son   Don’t start in on that again.


Mother   You know the power of a knife? You ever pack a knife wound with salt? Stuff the guts back into the stomach cave? You ever see a man slit from his throat to his rubies? I’ll talk about knives if I want to. I know knives. Have a bite before you go, line your stomach.


Son   Not hungry now, Ma.


Mother   I’d sooner you stayed within.


Son   I have to get up the fields.


Mother   Your father had to get up the fields with his knife too. Came back with it buried in his spine. Your brother …


Son   That’s not happenin me.


Mother   Them Felix!


Son   You want me to kill one of them?


Mother   I want you to kill all of them. I want to cook their liver and lights on this fire, fry them up with parsley and onions, serve them to their mothers.


Son   All the talk in the world won’t bring them home.


Mother   Them Felix! Sittin beyond in jail, smoking their brains out, strummin their guitars, howlin their cracked laments at the bullin moon, lookin at God’s sky every mornin, and my man and my son packed under a ton of clay. Them Felix savages are alive and mine not even voices on the wind.


Son   Ah will you whisht up.


Mother   I wish you were a girl. I’d keep you locked in here the whole time.


Son   Do you want to come up the fields with me?


Mother   What good would I be to you up the fields?


Son   (lifts her up, swings her around) You’d do for an auld scarecrow.


Mother   Your father used take me up the fields. Summer nights we often slept there before your brother was born, drinkin the stars. Kissin your father, like kissin the breeze. He’d crush roses between his teeth and then some nettles. Can’t know bitter if you don’t know sweet. And your grandfather, he had a cradle rockin in every townland for miles around. They were men. The way men should be. The way God made them. Men that’s men. Women that’s women.


Son   Speakin of?


Mother   Your she goat off the mountain?


Son   You don’t like her?


Mother   I don’t know her.


Son   Then what’s botherin you?


Mother   I heard nothin again her.


Son   Nothin again her to hear.


Mother   I can’t stomach the thought of her, suckin the life out of you, filthy hands all over you.


Son   You’re goin to have to part with me sometime.


Mother   Why should I part with you when I’m the one that made you? Why should she get the benefit of all the rearin I had to put into you?


Son   You may come and live with us.


Mother   And leave your father and your brother here?


Son   They’re dead, Ma.


Mother   Do you understand anythin? I have to keep watch for fear one of them Felix gets buried alongside them.


Son   The Felix! The Felix!


Mother   And that young one off the mountain is related to them through the Moor and all.


Son   What Moor?


Mother   La Manchita. Wild unbiddable yoke up on her stallion.


Son   The one blindfolded the horse and galloped over the cliff?


Mother   The very one. Twenty children from twenty different men. The gypsy tang. That’s her great-grandmother. That’s the blood line your girl comes from. And I heard she had a lad before you.


Son   And if she had, what about it? Young ones needs to look round a bit.


Mother   I looked at no one bar your father and when I lost him I looked at the wall. One man. One woman. That’s all you get.


Son   Different times now, Ma.


Mother   I wish I knew what her mother was like.


Son   None of that matters a damn.


Mother   I’ll say no more. I suppose you want me to meet the father.


Son   I do.


Mother   When?


Son   Sunday.


Mother   I’ll give her this pearl rosary. I wore it to the altar. A present from your father, blessed by the Black Madonna of Montserrat herself.


Son   Whatever you think, Ma.


Mother   You have to buy her lots of things. Swank and glitter so no one can say we let our side down. Silk stockins and all that frippery fandango. She better give me grandsons or we’ll peg her back to where she came from. Get as many sons as you can out of her because them bastardin Felix took your father before I had the time.


Son   The first son will be for you, Ma. I know you’ll approve once you see her.


Mother   What does she look like?


Son   Like a field on a clear night, the stars leanin in.


Mother   Oh the lovesick monk with his chronicles of the unblemished virgin. She better treat you well or I’ll mow her into the dirt. Go on, away off to your fields.




She kisses him.





And keep your kisses for your new bride on your weddin night if that night ever comes.


Son   That a curse or a blessin, Ma?




Exit Son. Enter Weaver.





Mother   Is it yourself that’s in it, is it?


Weaver   Myself and no other.


Mother   Sit in and take the weight off your bones. Any news?




Pours wine for the two of them. Gets out her pipe.





Weaver   And where would I get news in this godforsaken hole of the fallen world?


Mother   I haven’t a word to throw to a ghost either.




Weaver takes out her pipe, fills it.





Weaver   You could be dead and none of us would be any the wiser till your corpse comes stinkin across the valley floor. We never see you abroad any more.


Mother   The graveyard and this kitchen is the circum-navigation of my world now.


Weaver   (puffing away on her pipe) And maybe you’re better off, the things that happen to a body when they stick their nose outside the door. Poor Raphael above was brought in last night with his two arms after him, cut off at the shoulder and him messin with the mowin machine. He’s above now in the bed ravin about them havin to get up a funeral for the two beheaded arms.


Mother   Mowers, knives, axes, pitchforks, hatchets, billhooks, daggers. Is there any end to these inventions for killin a man?


Weaver   I swear to God and his Mother of Sorrows, your son better off where he is. Havin his eternal sleep, out of harm’s way, clay in his eyes, maggots in his hair.


Mother   I’d sooner have my boy here. Arms or no arms a son is still a son. They’re not given to us twice.


Weaver   That’s for sure.


Mother   Never the truer word.


Weaver   Never.


Mother   Indeed.


Weaver   Indeed itself.


Mother   That’s it now.


Weaver   ’Tis. ’Tis.


Mother   In a nutshell.


Weaver   Oh for the love of God.


Mother   And his Virgin Mother in her immaculate solitude.


Weaver   Nights only copyin us on to the stars.


Mother   And horses ridin the Primavera Moon.


Weaver   Sacred heart of Jesus, why’re we in it at all?


Mother   Riddle me that, riddle me everythin.


Weaver   Now you’re talkin.


Mother   ’Tis not me talkin at all, girl ’tis the pipe.


Weaver   Or the wine.


Mother   The wind.


Weaver   The cat. And tell me this and tell me no more, how is himself?


Mother   Oh, himself is away off over beyond in the fields above.


Weaver   He finally bought the new field?


Mother   He did.


Weaver   He’ll be married so before we can say an Ave.


Mother   Listen to me now and listen well till I parse your memory.


Weaver   Parse away, girl.


Mother   Have you heard tell of this little trollop from the mountain himself wants to put the ring on?


Weaver   Yera I have. I have indeed heard tell.


Mother   And?


Weaver   Oh, she should be on a postcard, the eyes on her blazin like diamonds and the mane like a horse and the neck like a giraffe from the wild savannah.


Mother   That’s fine and dandy but does she have the hips for the bearin of strappin big-boned chaps? Does she have the hips for the task ahead?


Weaver   She’ll calve, don’t you worry. With your lad? Sure he’s like a caged bull, stridin up the fields like he’d descend on a herd of cows.


Mother   You knew her mother didn’t you?


Weaver   I did, back in the old time, proud as Lucifer, no good to her husband, too busy with everyone else’s husbands. A terrible weakness on her for the men of the species. I’d like to have heard her confession. A royal tramp and a streel for the men though I don’t know would I stone her alive and that caveman she was married to.


Mother   Didn’t she deserve every bit of her stonin alive for all her gallivantin and carousin? Stonin too good for her.


Weaver   They stoned her anyway and they stoned her well and then at the finish didn’t they hang her from an oak above in that orchard. Still they’ve money and they’ve land and if the mother got her comeuppance who are we to cast aspersions on the daughter? It’s a good match.


Mother   I wish to God my lad had never laid eyes on her and I heard she was nearly married before. Is there a grain in that at all?


Weaver   More than a grain.


Mother   So the girl’s a walkin streel like her mother?


Weaver   No, the girl’s kept close to her father up the mountain. She’s a good girl I hear but sure how could she be bad and not a black soul to pass the time of day with unless she’s found a demon lover for herself kept prisoner at the back of the cave.


Mother   But who was the chap she was meant to marry before?


Weaver   That would’ve been one of the Felix.


Mother   (gets up) The who? The what?


Weaver   One of the Felix tribe, sure I thought you knew that the whole time.


Mother   Indeed’n I did not know that the whole time! Which of the Felix?


Weaver   The youngest of them.


Mother   Leonardo Felix?


Weaver   That’s right. Leonardo.


Mother   The Felix paws and hooves near any of mine.


Weaver   Would you calm yourself, girl. Leonardo was only a child when the Felix came for your man with their knives.


Mother   What them Felix did to my husband and my son. Their bodies given back to me in flitters and lumps, rivers of blood flowin across this kitchen floor.


Weaver   Let bygones be bygones. You’re old and I’m old too. We had our turn and if it was a bitter one it’s not the fault of the young. Leonardo Felix is married now and your lad will marry his girl and you’ll say nothin, nothin at all, let them have their chance at happiness. They’ll learn. In time they’ll learn.


Mother   Fierce hard to say nothin.


Weaver   Of course ’tis hard, if it was easy it wouldn’t be hard. I’ll be away off beyond.


Mother   Do. They’ll be comin in from the fields growlin with the hunger, the sweat and bad temper steamin off them for the dinner.


Weaver   Oh feed the men.


Mother   That’s it, feed the men and mind the men for the men hasn’t the cop on nor the wherewithal to feed and mind themselves. God speed.


Weaver   God speed, girl.




Lights.
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