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Prologue


IF THERE IS NO GOD, EVERYTHING IS PERMITTED.


Celebrated as a literary masterpiece, Dostoevsky’s final novel is a story of love and betrayal between a brutal father and his neglected sons: The Brothers Karamazov. DELIRIUM is a daring new theatrical adaptation of this dark and violent work presented by theatre O and multi-award-winning writer Enda Walsh.


Similar to the masterpiece it is based on, DELIRIUM explores a world without morals, depicting the human condition in a harsh and uncompromising way. The determined brothers of the title, and their despicable father, are each driven by an individual mix of passion, intellect, faith and frustration. Feuds over women and money ensue and bad blood runs deep, as beliefs and spitefulness ignite a frenzy of emotion so strong it is impossible to contain. From its explosive opening, this bold and muscular interpretation demands its audiences to sit up and take notice.


‘The Brothers Karamazov is a haunting and epic story that deals with the human condition in the most profound way. It is a ‘classic’ text, but the story is absolutely relevant today, and working with Enda Walsh we have created a powerful and explosive adaptation for a modern audience. We hope you enjoy the piece, and look forward to hearing your thoughts.’


Joseph Alford and Carolina Valdés


Co-Artistic Directors, theatre O




 


 


Introduction


Almost all Dostoevsky’s fiction reads as if it is happening at high temperatures. Rapid and not always comprehensible speech, hallucinatory clarity which suddenly dissolves, baffling changes of emotional register — all these feverish symptoms mean that Dostoevsky’s characters are a lot more than just ‘realistic’ (a word he was suspicious of). But to say that he is the narrator of extremes, extreme circumstances and personalities, doesn’t mean that he has nothing to say to the supposedly ordinary experience of those whose temperature is rather lower.


Dostoevsky assumes that when you put human characters in something of a test situation, where the main thing they have to work at is their own emotions and interaction, you discover some — most — of the things that really drive them. You discover the questions that they are afraid to ask and the beliefs they are afraid to own in other circumstances. This makes sense of the way in which he handles issues about religious belief, a theme important in all his work but particularly prominent in BROTHERS KARAMAZOV: the reality or otherwise of God isn’t to be settled by arguing about ideas. Put your speakers or characters to the test of extreme experience and you’ll see whether the possibility of God is or isn’t around; you’ll see whether someone is fundamentally wounded or crippled by the absence of God, whether the presence of God makes possible actions that fly in the face of bourgeois common sense. Dostoevsky is not very interested in arguments about religion between people with normal temperatures, because they don’t reveal the truth — which, for him, is that belief and unbelief are bound up with basic issues of sanity, self-knowledge and the imperatives of compassion beyond calculation. And, as KARAMAZOV makes abundantly clear, they are bound up also with how you understand the way you have been parented, the way in which you’ve first learned how to be loved — or failed to learn this; and the nature of the images you then carry around with you which determine your sense of who or what you are responsible to.


Dramatising Dostoevsky means finding theatrical equivalents for the sense of soaring temperatures, not just reproducing the plot and dialogue of the novel. This play attempts to do just that, looking for ways of translating the violence, the terrible poignancy and the pitch-dark comedy of one of the greatest European writers of fiction.


Dr Rowan Williams


Archbishop of Canterbury




 


 


Characters


ALYOSHA, twenty-three


MITYA, twenty-seven, Alyosha’s brother


IVAN, twenty-six, Alyosha’s brother


FYODOR, fifty-five, their father


SMERDYAKOV, twenty-four, their servant


KATERINA, twenty-nine, Mitya’s fiancée


GRUSHENKA, twenty-three, Mitya and Fyodor’s lover


FATHER ZOSIMA, Alyosha’s Elder, a voice
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ACT ONE


Scene One


The lights come up on the innocent ALYOSHA, dressed in a large green poncho. We hear the Northern English voice of his Elder, FATHER ZOSIMA. ALYOSHA writes FATHER ZOSIMA’s words into a notebook.


FATHER ZOSIMA. We are all interwoven, us people. We all have a shared responsibility for the sins of the world… so our first action must be to forgive lovingly. If an evil spirit rises up inside you – repeat a prayer to yourself. Do not abandon God and He will not abandon you. Remember always to live your life in faith, to love others unconditionally, to devote your life to goodness… but always to forgive. (Pause.) Now, Alyosha… begin with your family. Pray for your father’s troubled soul, help your brother Ivan find some peace in himself, some love for his heart. Be with them both in your father’s house and wait for Mitya. It is Mitya who will drag a violent future onto all your heads and this is why I’m speaking to you, Alyosha. I saw it in his eyes. A terrible fate shaped from hatred and jealousy. A maddening force that only you can stop, Alyosha. Do not judge your brother… but listen, understand and forgive him. In your sorrow – seek happiness. Work unceasingly for goodness. Be strong. Now be with your family. Love them. (Slight pause.) Alyosha?


ALYOSHA stops writing.


ALYOSHA. Yes, Father Zosima.


FATHER ZOSIMA. Live.








 


 


 


 


Scene Two


Impossibly loud music.


MITYA slams into ALYOSHA, knocking him to the floor.


MITYA grabs his father, FYODOR, and starts to beat him incessantly.


His brother IVAN tries to stay out of the way as ALYOSHA tries desperately to stop them.


In the shadows stands the servant SMERDYAKOV. He films them.


During the fight IVAN, SMERDYAKOV and ALYOSHA drag the furniture of the living room into place. As well as the dialogue between MITYA and FYODOR, the others are also shouting to each other and to the brawling men. We listen hard and hear snatches of dialogue.


MITYA. Grushenka! Grushenka!


FYODOR (to SMERDYAKOV). Get me a knife!


SMERDYAKOV keeps filming.


Smerdyakov?!


SMERDYAKOV. The knives are in the dishwasher, boss.


During the fight we hear – and, significantly, ALYOSHA can hear – the voice of FATHER ZOSIMA.


FATHER ZOSIMA. Everything is an ocean. Everything flows. A small movement, a whisper maybe and that movement is felt on the other side of the world.


The fight continues.


MITYA. With my hands I’ll rip you apart, insect!


FYODOR. Hold him!


MITYA. I need to speak with her! (Calls.) Grushenka!


FATHER ZOSIMA. So, every day and every moment of that day, walk round yourself. See that your image is a good one, Alyosha.


FYODOR. Out of my house, you thief! You think I’ll allow you steal my woman?!


FATHER ZOSIMA. Don’t allow the sin of men to confound your work.


MITYA. WHERE?! ARE! YOU! KEEP! ING! HER!


FYODOR. Nowhere!


FATHER ZOSIMA. Don’t feel overawed by sin and say that, ‘Sin is mighty, we are lonely, wickedness is wearing us away, is killing my good work.’


The fight continues. MITYA may kill his father.


MITYA. I know it’s tonight! I know it’s in Mokroe! Tell me where she’s hiding…!


FATHER ZOSIMA. You are working for the whole, for the future. Look for no reward and don’t fear those more powerful than you.


At the moment that MITYA is about to throw his suitcase down onto FYODOR’s head, there is a movement from the whole group. The fight ends with a cry of:


ALYOSHA (screams). NO!


Slight pause.


FATHER ZOSIMA. Be wise and serene.


ALYOSHA only hears white noise. He calls out to FATHER ZOSIMA.


ALYOSHA. Zosima…?! Father Zosima…?





 


 


 


 





Scene Three


MITYA enters the living room with his suitcase. He’s late.


FYODOR. Hasn’t he got a good tan, boys? The usual place or was it somewhere new?


MITYA. I’m sorry I’m late, Alyosha.


MITYA throws ALYOSHA a small duty-free bag.


Little present I bought you. Open in private. Are you well, Ivan?


IVAN. Four months here; I’m imploding.


MITYA. Successful dinner?


IVAN. Not for the turkey.


IVAN sips his Advocaat. MITYA sits.


Have you seen Katerina yet?


MITYA. Tomorrow maybe.


IVAN. She’s missed you.


MITYA. Right.


FYODOR. We all have, haven’t we? Would have been nice to eat together.


MITYA. I did apologise.


FYODOR. That’s right, you did. First thing you said.


FYODOR rings the bell for the servant, SMERDYAKOV.


Brandy!


IVAN. Bring me a yogurt!


SMERDYAKOV pours FYODOR a brandy and then goes to get the yogurt.


FYODOR. Where was it you was, Mitya? On holiday?


MITYA. Initially?


FYODOR. ‘Initially’?!


MITYA. Well, after…


FYODOR. I myself haven’t seen the sun in months. Have you holidayed recently, Alyosha? Of course, you visited Rostov Cathedral with Zosima! But that wasn’t really a holiday.
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