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First performance





Performances was first produced in the Gate Theatre, Dublin, on 30 September 2003, with the following cast:




Leoš Janáček Ion Caramitru


Anezka Ungrova Niamh Linehan


Ruth Nicola Sweeney


Judith Jana Ludvíčková


Miriam Fay Sweet


David Tony Woollard







Director Patrick Mason


Designer Joe Vaněk


Lighting Designer Paul Keogan





Nicola Sweeney, Jana Ludvíčková, Fay Sweet and Tony Woollard make up the Alba String Quartet, whose performance of ‘Intimate Letters’ is woven through the play.
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Quotations from Intimate Letters: Leos Janáček to Kamila Stösslová, edited and translated by John Tyrrell (1994), reprinted by kind permission of Faber and Faber.






















Music







Pre-curtain: ‘I’ll Wait for You’ (piano)


‘You Promised to Marry Me’ (piano). Played twice


‘On that Clear Field of Hurasky’ (piano)


‘A Stream is Running’ (piano)


‘On that Javorina Plain’ (piano)


Dvořák’s String Quartet in F major, Op. 96, finale, bars 38–84


Janáček’s Second String Quartet, third movement, bars 29–50 (the ‘Lullaby’ sequence)


Janáček’s Second String Quartet, first movement, first 9 bars


‘I’ll Wait for You’ (piano)


Janáček’s Second String Quartet, second movement, bars 1–11


Janáček’s Second String Quartet, second movement, the flautato (‘Nightingale’) sextuplets


Janáček’s Second String Quartet, first two movements in full, offstage, second last movement in full, onstage

























Characters





Leoš Janáček


composer





Anezka Ungrova


graduate student





Musicians





Ruth


first violin





Judith


second violin





Miriam


viola





John


cello





Set





Janáček’s workroom in Brno, capital of Moravia





Time





The present
























PERFORMANCES











 





Piano music before the lights go down: ‘I’ll Wait for You’. Curtain up.


Janáček’s workroom in Brno, Moravia. The decor, furnishings, curtains, etc., are all in the style of the twenties. A functional, bachelor’s room. A wood-burning stove, unlit. A piano stage right. (Right and left from the point of view of the audience.) The composer’s work table and chair stage left. A few chairs along the back wall. These will be used later by the musicians. Two chairs and two music stands are already in position – one chair for the cellist, placed below the piano, and one chair for the first violinist, placed below the work table. All four instruments – two violins, viola, cello – are onstage. On top of the piano, a very large bowl of lettuce leaves. A large jug of water on a small table. Janáček drinks from it frequently throughout the evening.





Janáček wrote his String Quartet No. 2 – ‘Intimate Letters’, as he called it – over a period of three weeks in January–February 1928. He was then in his seventy-fourth year. He died on 12 August 1928.


It becomes apparent very early that Janáček is long dead. It is important that he is played by an actor in his fifties or energetic sixties.


 





Janáček is seated at the piano. He finishes the piano piece we have been listening to (‘I’ll Wait for You’), turns a few pages, begins another piece – ‘You Promised to Marry Me’. He is a small man, plump and vigorous, with grey hair. He exudes vitality. He speaks rapidly, his mind leaping impatiently and with seeming illogic from one idea to the next. While Janáček plays, Ruth arranges flowers in a vase. She is first violinist in the quartet. She is fully at ease in this house – as indeed are all the members of the quartet.




Ruth Pretty, aren’t they?


Janáček Sorry?


Ruth Freesias. Aren’t they pretty?


Janáček Lovely. Are they your own?


Ruth Miriam’s. She’s a genius with flowers. Get her to show you around her garden some day.


Janáček Is she here?


Ruth Just arrived. She’s been to the dentist.


Janáček Poor child. Does she feel like playing?


Ruth Of course she does. (looking around – housework finished) Now. That’s your fresh water.


Janáček You’re a saint.


Ruth That’s true. And your fresh lettuce – Miriam’s, too.


Janáček An angel.


Ruth Also true. I might shampoo that carpet next week.


Janáček The carpet’s spotless. When are you going to play for me?


Ruth Ten minutes. John’s making a pot of coffee. Do you want some?


Janáček Coffee doesn’t agree with me, Ruth. Don’t you know that?


Ruth Forgot. Sorry – sorry. (as she leaves) Do you know that the sashcord in that window is broken?


Janáček The window is fine, thank you.


Ruth I could fix it for you.


Janáček Thank you.


Ruth Take me no time at all.


Janáček Out – out!


She leaves. He continues playing and turning pages.


Enter Anezka. She is an anxious, intense and earnest young woman. She uses glasses for reading. She is in her late twenties, a student at Prague University, where she is working on a doctorate on Janáček’s later work. Even though she is in awe of Janáček, she is very dogged in her questioning. Because she is late for her appointment, as she enters she is already pulling off her hat, coat and scarf. Eventually she will sit at the work table, take her notes from her briefcase and spread them across the table. Janáček’s letters, to which she constantly refers, are in a large clip-folder with a distinctive bright green back.


    The moment she enters, Janáček – without interrupting his playing – challenges her. He moves on to another piece, ‘On that Clear Field of Hurasky’.


Anezka Forgive me, Mr Janáček, I –


Janáček Late again.


Anezka What happened was –


Janáček Second time, Anezka.


Anezka I know. I really am sorry.


Janáček What was the catastrophe this time?


Anezka Power failure in Prague. So the computer system crashed. So the whole railway network is in chaos. No trains at all from Prague to Pisek and the connection from Jihlava to Brno here was over an hour –


He begins a new piece, ‘A Stream is Running’.


Janáček What’s this?


Anezka I do apologise. And they wouldn’t tell us how long we’d have to –


Janáček (irritably) The piece – the piece – what is it?


Anezka (immediately) ‘A Stream is Running’ – from your Moravian Love Song collection of nineteen –


Janáček Exactly. And this?


He plays ‘On that Javorina Plain’.


Anezka (immediately) ‘On that Javorina Plain’.


Janáček (surprised) Exactly, Anezka!


Anezka Published by Hudebni Matice in –


Janáček I know when it was published, don’t I? Twenty years after I was buried, for God’s sake.


He leafs though the pages and plays casual arpeggios. As he does:


Do you find this room chilly?





Anezka I’m fine, thanks.


Janáček I’d light the stove, but the fumes aggravate my asthma. You’ll have to forgive me, Anezka – I’ve forgotten your surname again.


Anezka Ungrova.


Janáček Of course. Anezka Ungrova from Jihlava. Is there a man in your life?


Anezka (deeply embarrassed) No – not at the moment – well, what I mean is, not exactly a man.


He considers this briefly.


Janáček What then?


Anezka What I mean is – not in the sense of somebody who –


Janáček Should be. You’re an attractive woman.


Anezka Thank you.


Janáček Very attractive.


Anezka Actually there was somebody – four and a half years ago – from Milan – visiting lecturer in Statistics – Orlando –


Janáček (not listening) Statistics? Beautiful …


Anezka Tiniest little man – with shy brown eyes …


Janáček Not bad at all …


Anezka He used to say he was sometimes taken for a dwarf – because he was so tiny.


Janáček Very nice too …


Anezka He wasn’t, of course – a dwarf. Just … not tall. We corresponded for a full year after he left. Every day at least. Sometimes twice a day. Scores of letters. Hundreds. Then for some reason it all just seemed to fizzle –
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