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            Production notes

         

         
            All the Angels was first staged in this version in the Sam Wanamaker Playhouse at Shakespeare’s Globe, London, on 6 December 2016. The cast, in order of appearance, was as follows:

            Crazy Crow / Jennens / Cavendish  Sean Campion

George Frideric Handel  David Horovitch

Susannah Cibber  Kelly Price

Ensemble Soprano / Signora Avoglio  Lucy Peacock

Ensemble Mezzo-Soprano  Saskia Strallen

Ensemble Tenor / Charles Burney  Laurence Smith

Ensemble Bass  Paul Kemble

            Additional roles played by the company

            MUSICIANS

Michael Haslam (Musical Director / Harpsichord), Jorge Jimenez (Violin I), Naomi Burrell (Violin II), Joanna Levine (Cello), Adrian Woodward (Trumpet)

            SINGERS FROM THE SIXTEEN

Tom Castle, Nancy Cole, Camilla Harris, Rebekah Jones, Angus McPhee, Ben Vonberg-Clark, Daisy Walford, Jamie Wright

            Director  Jonathan Munby

Designer  Mike Britton

Movement Director  Imogen Knight

Assistant Director  Martin Leonard

Costume Supervisor  Sydney Florence

            All the Angels was originally produced in 2015 by Dominic Dromgoole

         

      

   


   
      
         

            Characters

         

         
            George Frideric Handel

fifty-seven, big, awkward, imposing,

dignified, grumpy, benevolent,

capable of titanic rages.

Wears a major wig

            Susannah Cibber

twenties–early thirties,

tragic actress who sings

            Crazy Crow

Irish, of indeterminate age

            also plays

            Charles Jennens, librettist 

William Cavendish, Lord Lieutenant of Ireland and other small parts

            Charles Burney 

teens

            Singers / Actors 

Soprano, Mezzo, Tenor, Bass
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               SCENE ONE

            

         

         The Chorus sing out with all their hearts:

         
            Chorus    

            ‘Hallelujah, hallelujah, hallelujah, hallelujah, hallelujah …’

            
               Suddenly the trapdoor slams open, stopping the Chorus dead.

               A wild, dishevelled figure rises, festooned with instruments – a black case on his back, a horn around his neck, a trumpet in one hand, a violin and flute in the other

            

            Crazy Crow   (Irish) Halle-feckin’-lujah yourselves. If I say this is the year of Our Lord one thousand seven hundred and forty-two, and here I stand, in Dublin, fair city, not – you’d better believe me. They call me Crazy Crow, but that is not my real name, which I shall not tell you. And in case you’re asking, I am not drunk, or a wife-beater. This is a refined theatre, and I am of the back street beyond the back street. So what am I doing in here? Well, I’ll tell you. Well, maybe you can guess. By day I’m the musicians’ porter. They make the beautiful music, with these mad contraptions of hollow wood and tinkling brass and elephant ivory and keening cat gut; but someone has to do the lifting, the carrying, the sweating, the back-breaking, zero-hours, no-contract no-pension, no-thankyou labouring! The enchanted emerald isle may be full of sweet noises but someone round here has to do the fecking work! But Christ, they pay miserable peanuts. So I’ll be off, soon, when the sun sinks and no moon rises, to my other, darker trade just next door – down St Andrew’s graveyard. More of that anon. But listen: I will be part of this story. And I will play many parts in this story. Because even though I am of the back streets, and not of the musical wonder-world, this is my story too. I was there. Watching. Listening. Raging! And I saw him, with these glittering eyes. The Great Composer. Mr Handel. And Crazy Crow has a bone to pick with him … Believe me, don’t believe me. We start before Dublin. It’s winter. There’s a man in a coach with a black portmanteau bag at his side. The roads have rattled his teeth all the way from London heading north. His head is full of shadows, he fears he’s finished, he’s been ill and has not fully recovered, despite the appearances he maintains, and his finances are what you might call – catastrophic. But now the sky has turned storm dark, the wind is blowing, and a hard rain is going to fall … On Chester …

            
               Sounds of the storm, a great blowing wind …

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               SCENE TWO

            

         

         The Golden Falcon Inn, Chester.

         The Chorus sings.

         
            Chorus    

            ‘And with his stripes we shall be healed –’

            
               But the Bass makes a mistake.

               Now, from the back of the theatre, Handel storms on to the stage wearing a large white wig, in a rage.

            

            Handel   HALT!

            
               Silence. 

            

            This is nothing but a simple fugue! The instruments double the voices! What is so complicated about that?

            Again.

            
               The Chorus Master has them begin again.

               The Bass makes the same mistake.

            

            HALT! I requested Choristers who could sing at sight! And that means at first sight!

            
               Silence as Handel prowls like a titan among the Chorus.

            

            I have written Coronation anthems for Kings. Funeral music for Queens. Oratorios and cantatas. Odes and masques. Church music in Latin, German and Italian. Canticles, concertos, concerti grossi, arias, chamber music, keyboard suites, trios, sonatas, serenatas and songs!

            Crazy Crow   And forty-two operas!

            Handel   Don’t talk about the opera!

            
               Silence.

            

            I am my own industry. There is even a statue of me, in Vauxhall Gardens. I have now written a new work. An oratorio. You have that work before you. Why? Because although I should be in Dublin, rehearsing, the sea is in the sky, and the wind blows backwards and the cowardly packet boat refuses to sail, and so I am stuck for four beschissene days, in beschissene CHESTER!

            
               He tries to control himself.

            

            But I must make the best of it. Your choir master has lent you to me, and so you, God help me, are the first human voices to sing any of it. So we may be in a room above the verficktem Golden Falcon Inn, but you will please imagine you are in your Cathedral and it is Passion week, and God is listening. Do not disappoint me again.

            
               Now the Chorus sings again:

            

            Chorus    

            ‘And with his stripes we are healed …’

            
               A Young Man (Charles Burney) creeps in to listen, enthralled …

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               SCENE THREE

            

         

         The Golden Falcon Inn. Wind and rain blow on …

         Handel removes his wig, and lowers his head into his hands, in despair.

         Charles Burney enters bearing a dish of coffee in his trembling hands, and with anxiety and awe sets it before the great man. He waits as long as he dares. Then:

         
            Burney   (nervous) Sir …?

            Handel   The Lord giveth and the Lord taketh away. Blessed be the Lord –

            Burney   Amen –

            Handel   (anger gathering) He blows me back, again and again! Why? Failure after failure! Reverse upon reverse, does he think I have the patience of Job? And what can His divine purpose possibly be in keeping me prisoner in Chester?

            Burney   Chester’s actually quite nice. There are the city walls, and the canals, and the Watch – 
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