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Premiere Production





Brideshead Revisited in this adaptation was presented by English Touring Theatre in a national tour which opened at York Theatre Royal on 23 April 2016. The cast, in alphabetical order, was as follows:




Anthony Blanche / Father Mackay / Samgrass /  Nick Blakeley


Charles Ryder  Brian Ferguson


Lady Marchmain / Nanny  Caroline Harker


Julia  Rosie Hilal


Cara / Celia  Samantha Lawson


Cordelia  Kiran Sonia Sawar


Lord Marchmain / Mr Ryder  Paul Shelley


Sebastian  Christopher Simpson


Bridey / Kurt / Rex  Shuna Snow







Director  Damian Cruden


Designer  Sara Perks


Lighting Designer  Richard Jones


Sound Designer  Yvonne Gilbert


Composer  Chris Madin


Casting Director  Polly Jerrold


Associate Director  Kirsty Patrick Ward


Movement Director  Philippa Vafadari




















Characters





Charles Ryder


Hooper


Sebastian


Anthony Blanche


Nanny Hawkins


Mr Ryder


Hayter


Julia


Rex Mottram


Cordelia


Bridey


Lord Marchmain


Lady Marchmain


Cara


Samgrass


Kurt


Celia


Father Mackay


Wilcox


Plender


Footman


Doctor




 





Each member of the company plays both English society in all its many glories … and their specific parts
















How It Works







‘My theme is memory, that winged host that soared about me one grey morning of wartime.’


We are in the Second World War.


There are the barest minimum of useful artefacts.


Because mostly it is where memory arrives in a succession of images …


Each location we visit has its particular tones and colours in Ryder’s, and our, mind …


All performers are, until required, sort of assistants – like the Wakikata of Noh theatre – who become what we need for the memory evoked.


All scenes and characters should appear surprisingly like memories do.


Everything is sort of late-at-nightish, until it flares into colour and line when a memory arrives …


There is music.


There are the faintest suggestions of houses, countries.


There are drinks.


Servers of drinks.


Various listeners …


It is all incredibly artful and theatrical and beautiful.






















for Damian Cruden


co-creator




















Note on the Text





The odd line lengths


weird           spacing


and plethora of exclamation marks


and question marks in the text


are the author’s attempt to convey


the frenetic nature of these characters


in their situation!!




 





In the text / indicates one character


talking over another
















BRIDESHEAD REVISITED
























Act One
























ONE








Total darkness … until …




Ryder   




… the blackout


just after love had died between me and the army …


We arrived somewhere by train in the dead of night, just before dawn …


My adjutant said …







(Hooper appears.)





Hooper   




The house is up here


This way, sir.







(Exterior footsteps.)











Frightful great fountain.


All rocks and carved animals.


Come in.













(Vast door opens.)











Great barracks of a place


I’ve just had a snoop round.


Very ornate.













(Interior footsteps.)











Look in here …!!

















Queer thing, sir, it’s a sort of private personal Roman


Catholic church


You never saw such a thing.











Ryder   




And I said


Yes, Hooper, I did.


I’ve been here before.





Hooper   




Oh well, you know all about it.





Ryder   




Yes I know all about it.


This place is Brideshead.


I came here


With Sebastian


my first year at Oxford …







(Hooper disappears.)
























TWO








Ryder experiences a mixed arrival of Brideshead memories.




Sebastian   




Oh Charles, don’t be such a tourist!





Cara   




He is dying of a long word.





Lord Marchmain   




And you …


You will no doubt


Become an official war artist …?





Nanny   




Ring the bell.


We’ll have tea.





Sebastian   




Shall we try a bottle from every bin?





Lord Marchmain   




The Chinese Drawing Room.


And Wilcox …


The Queen’s Bed.





Lady Marchmain   




We must make a Catholic out of Charles …





Cordelia   




Rex’s tortoise has disappeared.





Samgrass   




You find me in solitary possession of this magnificent house!





Bridey   




Julia …


Where are Mummy’s jewels?





Cordelia   




Send Sebastian my special love.





Julia   




Your poor face …





Cordelia   




I think perhaps he is afraid of the dark …





Julia   




Papa … it’s Bridey’s …





Cordelia   




I’ve just seen Sebastian … he’s awfully drunk!





Lord Marchmain   




I think I shall give it to Julia and Charles …
























THREE








Tom bell tolls curfew …




Ryder   




My room is heavy with


Smoke


My mind quite weary with metaphy / sics





Voices   




Hold up! He’s swaying! He’s leaning!


Come on? Get hold of him! Hurry!


No! Plenty of Time There Isn’t!!


Yes!!! / Till Tom stops ringing.


No artifice … a Max Reinhardt nun!







(Sebastian appears.)





Sebastian   




Gentlemen


I must leave you a minute …







(Sebastian vomits hugely into the room.)











The wines were too various


It was neither the quality nor the quantity


It was the mixture


Grasp that


And you have the root of the matter


To understand all is to forgive all …













(And disappears …)





Ryder   




The next day


My room is full of flowers …


The ‘gentleman’ from last night had left a note …





Sebastian   




‘I am very contrite


Aloysius won’t speak to me until he sees I am forgiven


So please come to luncheon today


Sebastian Flyte.’
























FOUR








Ryder walks into a luncheon party … rich birds of prey.




Ryder   




He is peeling a plover’s egg.







(Sebastian peeling a plover’s egg with a menial holding nest full of …)





Sebastian   




I’ve just counted them


There are five each and two over


So I’m having the two over


I’m unaccountably hungry today!


I’m also drugged up


And have begun to believe the whole of yesterday was a dream.


Please don’t wake me up.







(Ryder takes a plover’s egg.


Both peel and eat plover’s eggs as they fall in thrall to each other.)





Ryder   




And in an instant I am drugged too.







(Into this drugged state, Anthony Blanche arrives.)





Blanche   




Well, hello!







(He snatches the plover’s eggs.)











Hurrah p-p-plover’s eggs


The first this year


Where did you get them?











Sebastian   




Mummy sends them from Brideshead


They always lay early for her





Blanche   




Lady Marchmain.


Even p-p-plovers do her bidding.





Ryder   




Hello.


I’m Charles Ryder





Blanche   




Hello, Charles Ryder!


Anthony Blanche!


The Oxford byword of iniquity


I do think it is perfectly brilliant of Sebastian to have discovered you


What an unexpected t-t-treat!!!


I want you to leave with me …







(A slight but steely competition for Charles as …)





Sebastian   




Have some more Cointreau, Charles.





Ryder   




I think I’ll stay.







(Blanche disappears …


Something connects. Something happens …)





Sebastian   




I must go to the Botanical Gardens





Ryder   




Why?





Sebastian   




To see the ivy.







(And disappears.)





Ryder   




It’s a dream


And I don’t want to wake up …
























FIVE








And is discovered by …




Blanche   




Charles Ryder!


I have discovered where you l-l-lurk


and have come down to your burrow


to ch-chivvy you out like a stoat!


I’m taking you to d-d-dinner …







(Looks around.


Hones in on …)











I say


These little drawings


Who are they by?











Ryder   




Me





Blanche   




They’re


Exquisite





Ryder   




Are they?





Blanche   




Utterly exquisite!


Why are they practically h-h-hidden away …?







(Sebastian arrives …)











(To Sebastian.) You’re an artist.


You know Charles is an artist?

















Look …


He draws like – a young Ingres













(Sebastian has Aloysius, his teddy bear … who inspects the drawings too.)





Sebastian   




Yes.


Aloysius draws very prettily too


But, of course, he’s rather more modern.











Charles …


Oxford has become most peculiar suddenly.


Since last night it has been pullulating with women.


You’re to come away at once, out of danger.











Ryder   




Where are we going?





Sebastian   




To Brideshead.
























SIX










Ryder   




A cloudless day in June twenty years ago …







(English countryside sounds.


An early vintage car drives …)











Sebastian and I


In a borrowed, open, two-seater Morris Cowley …


A turn in the drive …













(And he’s there.)











A new and secret landscape opens before me …


We’re at the head of a valley


Below us


A mile distant


Grey and gold among the green


The dome and columns of an old house …











Sebastian   




Brideshead.







(Beat.)











Well …?













(Ryder falls in thrall to Brideshead, stares at …)





Ryder   




What a place to live in!





Sebastian   




You must see the garden and the fountain.


And …


There’s someone I want you to meet.


…





Ryder   




At the open window


Fast asleep


A rosary in her hands





Sebastian   




Nanny … wake up!





Nanny    (wakes up somewhere, as Sebastian kisses her)




Well – this is a surprise.


Who’s this?


I don’t think I know him.





Sebastian   




My friend, Charles Ryder.





Nanny   




Julia’s here for the day


You must have just missed her.


It’s the Conservative Women.


Her Ladyship was to have done them 


But she’s poorly in London.


Julia won’t be long


She’s leaving for London immediately after her speech


Before the tea.





Sebastian   




I’m afraid we won’t see her.





Ryder   




But I should like to.





Sebastian   




Well, you can’t


Nanny Hawkins is what we’re here for.





Nanny   




Now what’s the news?


Studying hard at your books?





Sebastian   




Not very, I’m afraid, Nanny.





Nanny   




Cricketing all day long like your brother!


He’s not been here since Christmas


But he’ll be here for the Agricultural I expect.


Ring the bell, dear


And we’ll have some tea.


I usually go down to Mrs Chandler


But we’ll have it up here today.


My usual girl has gone to London with the others.


The new one is just up from the village.


She didn’t know anything at first


But she’s coming along nicely …


Ring the bell.







(A household bell rings.)





Sebastian   




Poor Nanny


She does have such a dull life.


Let’s go drink wine under the elm trees!











I’ve a good mind to bring Nanny to Oxford to live with me …


Only she’d always be trying to send me to church …

















We must go …











Ryder   




Am I not going to be allowed to see any more of the house?





Sebastian   




It’s all shut up.







(Beat.)











Well … come and look if you want to …











Ryder   




His mood had changed since the wine.





Sebastian   




There’s nothing to see


here’s the chapel …







(Sebastian genuflects. Ryder is surprised.)





Ryder   




You’re Roman Catholic?





Sebastian   




Yes.


Didn’t you know?





Ryder   




No


Your own private chapel …?





Sebastian   




It was Papa’s wedding present to Mummy


It’s apparently a monument of art nouveau …







(And they look …)





Ryder   




Golly





Sebastian   




Now, if you’ve seen enough …





Ryder   




Leaving …


We pass a closed Rolls-Royce driven by a chauffeur.


In the back


A vague girlish figure who looks round at us through the window …







(Young Julia lit, looks round from a chair …)





Julia   




Light one for me, would you?





Sebastian   




Julia.





Ryder   




Julia.





Sebastian   




We just got away in time.







(Beat.)











I’m not going to have you get mixed up with the family.


All my life they’ve been taking things away from me.


If they once get hold of you with their charm


They’ll make you their friend not mine and I won’t let them.













(Beat.)











I’m sorry


I’m afraid that wasn’t very nice.


Brideshead often has that effect on me.
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