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First presentation





Damned by Despair in this version was first presented in the Olivier auditorium of the National Theatre, London, on 2 October 2012. The cast, in alphabetical order, was as follows:




 





Paulo Sebastian Armesto


Celia Leanne Best


Lisandro Jonathan Broadbent


Lidora Lorna Brown


Enrico Bertie Carvel


Escalante Ashley Chin


Albano John Cormack


Anareto Michael Gould


Prison Governor Jonathan Jaynes


Pedrisco Rory Keenan


The Devil Amanda Lawrence


Roldán Tunji Lucas


Roderigo Okezie Morro


Octavio Pierce Reid


Cherinos Dwane Walcott


Galván Alex Warren


Governor of Naples Simon Yadoo


Ensemble Marianne Adams, Anne Bird, Nick Blakeley, Brian Martin




 





Director Bijan Sheibani


Set Designer Giles Cadle


Costume Designer Moritz Junge


Lighting Designer Jon Clark


Video Designer Finn Ross


Music and Sound Dan Jones


Movement Director Aline David


Fight Director Kate Waters
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Act One



















SCENE ONE





Two caverns among small crags.


Paulo, a hermit, enters.




Paulo






This place of shades – my shelter,


Saving me, its heat and cold –


This forest, its loneliness,


I am blessed and welcome here.


The green grass and pale shrub.


The dawn dews the same grass


Emerald and pure crystal –


Staining it with mortal beauty,


The mortal sin of foul beauty.


I come out from this cave


That lies in this craggy pyramid


That nature did create,


Sister to the shifty clouds,


Alone keeping me company.


There is nothing else in the sky.


The same sky is blue beneath


The lovely feet of Christ.


And I know, Lord, you watch over me


From your luminous throne,


Served by handsome angels,


More splendid than the sun.


How will I, all unworthy,


Thank you for guiding me so well –


Grant me grace in this wilderness,


Give me that glorious victory.


The rush and the thyme resound


With love of the sweet birds’ song.


Their soft airs whisper and caress.


I hear you in their voices –


If such beauty beggars belief on earth,


What wonders are there in Heaven?


The streams are shards of glass


From broken silver mirrors


In which I see my dreams


Lulling me, leading me to sleep,


Suffusing my soul with thoughts of you.


The flowers in the field,


They perfume the passing day.


Their colours play like children


In this fertile meadow,


Astounding, lovely –


More rare than a Moorish carpet.


For this garden of delights,


These joys, these gifts, this goodness,


Bless you a thousand times,


Almighty Lord, Almighty God.


Here will I serve you,


Follow you in word and deed,


For I have left the world behind me.


Madmen hammer at my door,


Distracting me, deceiving me –


Come back to my old ways.


No – divine Lord, I want –


I beg you on my knees


Keep me on this path,


Show me your mercy.


Mankind is made of clay,


Fragile and filthy clay.








He enters a cave.






















SCENE TWO





Pedrisco enters with a batch of hay.




Pedrisco






Look at this boy – a pack horse,


My cargo green grass


Hauled from the side of this hill.


Eat this feed –


I’ll end the sorry man,


No better than beasts in the field.


When my ma whelped me into this world,


These were her words:


Pedrisco, my pet,


May I live to see you a saint.


My granny and aunt agreed.


Saints, yes – they have the best of luck,


But a hungry man’s hard up.


Starvation is sinful.


I’m speaking like a lunatic,


But then I look like one.


So, Lord, forgive the lunacy –


You see the cut of me.


Don’t lose the rag at this request.


Fill my belly to the brim,


I’ll deafen you with prayers,


Or I’ll pass on being canonised.


In your infinite wit and wisdom,


I know, Lord, your love has no limit –


Let me be a saint that stuffs his face.


That would be sweet, my Lord.


Ten years ago Paulo removed me


From all my kith and kin.


We moved to this back of beyond,


He in one cave, me in another.


It’s here we do our penance,


And sometimes they stray into our head –


All the things we left behind us,


And me, I say to the mournful elms


– Why aren’t you plates of ham?


Big juicy fistfuls of ham?


Ham was the lad when hunger hit –


Stick your teeth into succulent pig


And grunt all the way to your granny’s –


But now my throat’s cut with want,


I give birth to the month of May,


My belly one big burst of flowers.


There’s Paulo coming from his dark cave.


I want to go into my own pit of darkness


And dine delicately all on my own,


Turning green as this feed of grass.








Pedrisco exits as Paulo enters.



















SCENE THREE







Paulo






Sleep is like death, its spitting image,


Cruel, fearful as are my dreams.


A devout man driven to distraction,


I forgot to say my fervent prayers.


Then a strange, similar vision came


Where I enraged eternal God –


Or is it our old enemy, Satan,


Who’s making mock with his illusion?


Christ protect me – I’ve set my eyes on Death,


Terrible, terrible, cursed that I am.


Though I was spared his scythe,


He flattened me with his right fist,


And his bow and arrows aimed at my heart.


I see myself bleeding with his wounds,


Waiting for Mother Earth to devour me.


I gave up the ghost of my own body.


That’s when my soul took leave of my senses


And I – I saw – I saw God.


Hide me away from those terrible eyes


That looked on me without pity.


He held a sword righteous, rampaging.


Beside him, the Archangel Michael –


He read out all my misdeeds.


My guardian angel defended me.


And the Great Judge of all the heavens


Who puts the fear of God in Hell,


Our Saviour Jesus weighed me up


And found me sorely lacking.


Christ condemned me to darkness.


I awoke then – trembling with fear – exhausted –


I saw only that I am to blame,


But I do not know where I stand –


Is this some trap the Devil sets?


Does he raise his sword of fire against me?


I do not know why this is happening.


God above, give me a reason.


Will I be condemned, a guilty man,


As this dream decrees I will be?


Will I see you deliver me into


Your most holy, crystal citadel?


You owe me that kindness, my Lord.


I follow the straight and narrow path –


You would not want me led astray, Lord.


What will my end be like?


Will I go to Heaven or Hell?

























SCENE FOUR





The Devil enters on the peak of one of the crags.







Devil






May I be so familiar – to introduce myself –


I am a man with a mission.


Ten years I’ve hounded this holy man


To pine for what is passing.


The sweet boy is solid as a rock –


I cannot make him waver,


Till today, he starts to doubt,


And his faith, it’s out the window.


What makes a mighty Christian?


Serve your God and do good deeds,


Everything is honky-dory,


Welcome – welcome to Paradise.


But this one, this – living – saint,


He’s begun to grow demanding,


He wants to hear from the boss in person.


The sin of pride becomes him.


No better man than me knows that –


The source of all I suffered once,


The source of all I suffer now.


He has no faith in faith,


And it’s all down to a dream.


Who can doubt that this is sin?


An open sewer of sin.


Now this supreme, this honest judge,


This God, he gives me licence


To tempt and to seduce him


With more of my little tricks.


Will he be a brave little soldier


And become my flesh and blood?


He questions God – not good,


I’d say there might be trouble.


And it gives me a great idea


To see if he’s mine for the taking.


Watch me become an absolute angel,


And give the boy a helping hand,


To dally with me down the primrose path –


To where? – where he may be going.








The Devil becomes an Angel.


Paulo






God of mine, will I be saved?


Almighty God, hasten to my aid.


Incline, Lord, to help me.








Devil






God has heard you, Paulo.


He has seen your tears.


Lose your illusions and dreams –


They are what confuse you.


I am asked to command you –


Go to Naples – at the harbour


You will see a certain man –








Paulo






Your wise words delight me –








Devil






His name is Enrico, son of noble Anareto,


This is how you will know him –


He is tall and elegant, a gentleman.


I can tell you no more –


When you arrive, you’ll see him.








Paulo






I would know what to ask him


When I at last set eyes on him.








Devil






You must do only one thing.


See him, and be silent.


Watch what he does, what he says.








Paulo






Is that all I must do?


I don’t understand –








Devil






God wants you to observe him.


Why?


That man’s end will match your own –


Absolutely your own.








He disappears.


Paulo






What mystery is this?


Who could Enrico be?


I am dying to see him.


I am happy and contented.


He is – he must be –


A man steeped in scripture.


Who can doubt that?
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