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            For my mother, who lied, and lied well

            
                

            

            Thank yous

            Chris Campbell

Dr Clare Finburgh

Kara Fitzpatrick

Lisa Foster

Frances Grey

Joe Hill-Gibbins

Patrick Marber

Dinah Wood

            Blanche McIntyre for her ceaseless support and encouragement, and the entire company of Tartuffe for their wit and invention

         


      

   


   
      
         

             Premiere Production

         

         Tartuffe in this version was first performed on the Lyttelton stage of the National Theatre, London, on 9 February 2019. The cast, in order of speaking, was as follows:

         
             

         

         Pernelle  Susan Engel

         Elmire  Olivia Williams

         Cleante  Hari Dhillon

         Dorine  Kathy Kiera Clarke

         Damis  Enyi Okoronkwo

         Mariane  Kitty Archer

         Orgon  Kevin Doyle

         Valere  Geoffrey Lumb

         Tartuffe  Denis O’Hare

         Loyal  Matthew Duckett

         Officer  Henry Everett

         Ensemble  Adeyinka Akinrinade, Nathan Armarkwei-Laryea, Fayez Bakhsh, Will Kelly, Penelope McGhie, Kevin Murphy, Roisin Rae, Dominik Tiefenthaler

         
             

         

         Director  Blanche McIntyre

         Set and Costume Designer  Robert Jones

         Lighting Designer  Oliver Fenwick

         Composition and Sound Design  Ben and Max Ringham

         Physical Comedy Director  Toby Park

         Company Voice Work  Jeannette Nelson

         Staff Director  Ed Madden 

      

   


   
      
         

            Characters

         

         
            in order of speaking

            Pernelle

            Mariane 

            Cleante 

            Dorine 

            Elmire 

            Damis 

            Orgon 

            Valere 

            Tartuffe 

            Loyal 

            Officer

            
                

            

            Actions are largely implied from the text.

Occasionally, for clarity, these are specified.

         

      

   


   
      
         

            TARTUFFE

         

         Ils n’ont eu garde de l’attaquer par le côté qui les a blessés: ils sont trop politiques pour cela, et savent trop bien vivre pour découvrir le fond de leur âme.

         [They have been careful not to attack those elements that really wound them. They are too sly for that, smart enough not to reveal what lies deep in their soul.]

         
             

         

         Moliere, from his introduction to Tartuffe

         
            *

         

         The liberal deviseth liberal things.

Isaiah 32, 8

      

   


   
      
         
             

         

         This version of the text was correct

at the time of going to press, but may differ

slightly from the play as performed

      

   


   
      
         
            

                Tartuffe

            

         

         A period town house in what appears to be modern London – Highgate, to be specific.

         Mirrors, places to hide.

         As the play opens, the world of the play will look quite normal – almost. Something not quite right, perhaps you can’t put your finger on it.

         By the end the world will be ruptured entirely. This change may be gradual, subtle, barely perceptible, but by the end we will ask ourselves: how did we end up here?

         
            *

         

         Tartuffe shuffles on to the bare stage, in front of the curtain.

         You barely notice him to begin with, as he dispenses single flowers to members of the audience, along with small cards – on which are printed his name and the message ‘Truth, friend’ and a smiley face.

         This dumbshow should carry on for longer than is comfortable, long enough to raise the terrifying prospect that Tartuffe may seek to dispense flowers and cards to the entire audience.

         A masked, naked man runs across the stage. Tartuffe barely seems to notice, if at all.

         Tartuffe closes his eyes, beats a tattoo on his chest, softly, slowly at first, increasing in speed, mouthing a silent prayer as he does so.

         The rumble of a party, barely audible, in time with Tartuffe’s fist, as if he brings it into being. The rumble closer now, louder. We barely glimpse it. We feel it. 

         Tartuffe opens his eyes, looks at us – is that a smile? – and as mysteriously as he took the stage, he is gone.

         The noise deafening, overwhelming, then suddenly silent, making way for: 

      

   


   
      
         
            
               One

            

         

         Mariane and Cleante at repose.

         Pernelle enters, pursued by Elmire and Dorine.

         Damis enters shortly after.

         
            Pernelle    No, no, no, no, no.

            Mariane    What’s Granny saying this time?

            Cleante    I can’t be sure but I think your grandmother is saying no.

            Mariane    To what?

            Dorine    Everything.

            Pernelle    I cannot and will not stay another moment in this madhouse.

            Elmire    What exactly is the matter this time?

            Pernelle    There was a man in my room.

            Cleante    Don’t shout, we’ll all want one.

            Elmire    Why would a man be in your room?

            Cleante    I know, the mind boggles.

            Pernelle    I was occupied in the en-suite when I heard a noise.

            Elmire    What kind of noise?

            Pernelle    A groan. I ventured out to find him sprawled on my bed.

            Dorine    Doing what? 

            Pernelle    Decorum prevents me from saying.

            Damis    What’s happening?

            Mariane    Granny had a strange man in her room.

            Damis    Well done, Granny.

            Pernelle    He was not welcome.

            Damis    Oh, sorry I thought you might have –

            Pernelle    Damis darling, don’t think, certainly not out loud or in company – it gives you the most pained expression as if you’re passing something and spoils that lovely face of yours.

            Mariane    What did this man look like?

            Pernelle    I couldn’t say, I was distracted.

            Cleante    By what?

            Pernelle    His person.

            Elmire    What about his person?

            Pernelle    That is the point. There was nothing about his person.

            He was fully nude and in a state of partial arousal.

            Damis    Which part?

            Dorine    He could still be there, someone should take a look.

            Cleante    I’ll go.

            Pernelle    I was entirely at his mercy, he could have done anything he wanted.

            Elmire    And what did he do?

            Pernelle    He leapt from the window.

            Dorine    The fall would have killed him! 

            Pernelle    It was broken by a hedge.

            Elmire    How convenient.

            Pernelle    Not exactly. He bounced into the pond.

            Cleante    Ah.

            Pernelle    Then leapt over the fence and made his escape.

            Cleante    With you in hot pursuit no doubt.

            Pernelle    How droll we all are. How pleased with our inconsequence.

            Elmire    No harm was done.

            Pernelle    No harm! Sexual deviants charging about the place willy-nilly.

            Elmire    According to you he was trying to escape.

            Pernelle    What on earth the neighbours make of these orgies I have no idea.

            Elmire    Orgies! There are no orgies here, this is Highgate.

            Pernelle    What would you call them then?

            Cleante    Soirées.

            Mariane    Gatherings.

            Damis    PARTIES!

            Cleante    Whatever you call them, they’re fun, who cares what the neighbours think?

            Pernelle    Well, I want no part in any of this. I’ve been telling my son for months this house has gone to seed. I’d intended to tell him to pull his bloody socks up but apparently he’s in the country – God knows what that’s a euphemism for. And it’s not just the parties, it’s the whole self-congratulatory merry-go-round, you haven’t the faintest interest what happens outside your own front door – there’s people sleeping on the streets, not that you’d notice. Too busy being seen, attending openings, cavorting with your rugger bugger mates or that awful poet of yours.

            Mariane    He’s a street poet and his name is Valere.

            Pernelle    I can do without his biography, thank you.

            You’re detached, the lot of you, and it’ll be your undoing, mark my words.

            I blame you, this wouldn’t have happened when their mother was alive. I told my son not to marry you, did he listen? Led by his rod. Thought you were quite the catch when we all know the truth is you were the one playing him, and got yourself landed, I wish he’d thrown you back.

            I said at the time, all she is is decoration, and the problem with decoration is sooner or later the baubles lose their shine.

            Elmire    Any more metaphors you intend on mixing or are you finished?

            Pernelle    I’m sorry, is there something you need to be seeing to – or someone perhaps?

            Elmire    Well I was hoping to polish my baubles.

            Pernelle    I’ll bet you were.

            The only consolation of my entire visit is the prospect that finally there’s someone in this household with a modicum of decency.

            Cleante    Who could she mean?

            Mariane    Let me think.

            Damis    It beats me

            No it really does, who does she mean?

            Cleante/Dorine/Elmire/Mariane    Tartuffe!

            Damis    Tartuffe, yes, I knew that.

            Pernelle    That man has more decency in his little finger than the lot of you put together.

            Cleante    He’s a zealot.

            Pernelle    A zealot is merely someone with principles as described by someone who has none.

            Cleante    I do so have principles.

            Pernelle    Yes, a great many, one for every occasion.

            Damis    Tartuffe is trying to take over.

            Pernelle    Good, it’s about time someone took the reins.

            Mariane    He’s got Daddy wrapped around his finger.

            Damis    Our stepmother is banned from having visitors.

            Pernelle    Don’t exaggerate, no one’s banned.

            Mariane    He doesn’t have to ban them, he’s just made it so unbearable, no one wants to show up.

            Damis    Nearly ruined last night’s party with his lecture on spiritual values.

            Cleante    That was the highlight of my evening! When he started chanting and doing that weird movement of his, I thought he was going to pop!

            Dorine    What gives him the right to barge in here and do all this?

            Pernelle    No barging necessary, as you well know, he was invited by my son, whose house this is.

            Dorine    He’s made himself at home all right.

            Pernelle    I’m sorry, this is a family discussion, I thought you were the help.

            Dorine    My official title is housekeeper, thank you very much, although I like to think of myself as a little more than that. 

            Pernelle    Oh we all like to think of ourselves as a little ‘more than’, don’t we?

            Damis    Anyway, he couldn’t stop us having last night’s party, that showed him who’s really in charge.

            Pernelle    All that’s going to change. I have my informers.

            Cleante    Informers?

            Mariane    She means Daphne.

            Damis    What’s a Daphne?

            Dorine    Her across the way.

            Elmire    You see her at the window, binoculars at the ready, curtains twitching.

            Pernelle    Daphne is a woman of impeccable character.

            Dorine    I remember the moment she became a woman of impeccable character. When the offers started drying up, that’s when she had her attack of righteousness.

            Pernelle    What a vicious little thing you are.

            Dorine    Wasn’t so long ago Daphne was the most popular woman this side of the ponds. Then time caught up with her, and now she’s not getting any, no one else is allowed any either – like some others I could mention.

            Pernelle    I’m so pleased you have these tawdry fantasies to fall back on, it must enliven an otherwise torpid existence.

            Where is my son? I was told he was due back.

            Elmire    Don’t ask me, I’m just the decoration.

            Pernelle    When you see him, tell him from me, he has made many regrettable decisions, some of whom are in this room, but one thing for which I shall remain eternally grateful is bringing in this man Tartuffe. 

            Last night’s act of petty rebellion notwithstanding, he has had an invigorating effect on this household.

            Dorine    He’s had an invigorating effect on someone.

            Pernelle    One of the benefits of advancing years is no longer having to pretend to give two shits what people think of you.

            What’s that hollow noise I hear? Oh that’s right, it’s the sound of your laughter catching in your throats.

            You’ll learn, everyone has to, that none of this lasts forever.

            
               Pernelle leaves.

               Elmire follows – as do Mariane and Damis.

            

            Cleante    Is it just me or is she getting nuttier?

            Dorine    It’s not her I’m worried about.

            Cleante    Orgon. How concerned do you think we need to be?

            
               Orgon appears.

            

            Orgon    Concerned about what?

            Cleante    Where the hell did you spring from?

            Orgon    Has my mother gone?

            Dorine    You just missed her.

            Cleante    How was your business in the country?

            Orgon    Why, what did you hear?

            
               Elmire enters.

            

            Elmire    You’re back.

            
               Orgon looks directly at her, then ignores her.

            

            Orgon    So how is he? 

            Cleante    How’s who?

            Elmire    He means Tartuffe.

            Orgon    Well, how is he?

            Elmire    Why don’t you ask him yourself?

            
               Elmire exits.

            

            Orgon    What’s up with my wife?

            Dorine    Her migraines have returned.

            Orgon    But how is Tartuffe?

            Dorine    He’s put on a little weight.

            Orgon    Oh God, is he all right?

            Dorine    I would say so, yes, the other night he ate his own meal, then your wife’s, then emptied the larder of cheese and was last seen heading for the wine cellar.

            Orgon    The poor man!

            Dorine    Your wife hasn’t ate or slept in days, at night you can hear her crying throughout the house, three times I’ve gone in to find her doubled-up in agony, moaning and wailing.

            Orgon    That’s awful. She must be keeping Tartuffe awake.

            Dorine    Not judging by the volume of the snoring coming from his room, no.

            Orgon    He needs his rest.

            Dorine    Well he’s certainly getting that. Night before last he washed his meal down with three bottles of your best claret, staggered upstairs, farted a prayer, then passed out on the landing.

            Orgon    What was the prayer?

            Dorine    Two ‘Hail Marys’, an ‘Our Father’ and for the climax a Buddhist lament. 

            Orgon    Oh God, the poor man!

            Dorine    The doctor prescribed medication for Elmire’s headaches and anxiety.

            Orgon    So where is he now?

            Dorine    Back at his surgery.

            Orgon    Not the doctor, Tartuffe!

            Dorine    He appeared for breakfast in a kimono that was scarcely there, sank four Bloody Marys then returned to bed, where as far as I know he’s been ever since.

            Orgon    The poor man!

            Dorine    I’ll be sure to tell your wife you were asking after her.

            
               Dorine exits.

            

            Cleante    She’s taking the piss out of you, you know that.

            Orgon    Of course I do, I’m not stupid. But I ignore the complaints of this world. It is the good man’s burden to be despised.

            Cleante    You’ve started talking like him now. You’ve even started to dress like him.

            Orgon    You mean Tartuffe.

            Cleante    What’s got into you – fine, you want to give something back, take someone in off the street, do your bit, that’s one thing, but why him?

            Orgon    That’s what bothers you, that he’s off the street?

            Cleante    Of course not.

            Orgon    Then what?

            Cleante    The way you are with him it’s … odd. 

            Orgon    Oh I see, that’s the only way you can make sense of it, some tawdry notion.

            Cleante    For God’s sake. Men, women, in between, as if I care – what a married man gets up to in the privacy of his own pied-à-terre is no business of mine.

            Orgon    I’m not getting up to anything.

            Cleante    But all this mooning around – Tartuffe this, Tartuffe that – allowing him to dictate the running of the house. How can you be so blinkered?

            Orgon    Without blinkers the horse doesn’t finish the race.

            Cleante    You’re not a horse! And this isn’t a race.

            Orgon    I need to regain my focus, I’ve paid attention to too many people for too long.

            Cleante    Focus is one thing, this is an obsession.

            Orgon    It’s not an obsession!

            Cleante    What do you call it?

            Orgon    An awakening.

            Cleante    What is he? A guru, a spiritual advisor?

            Orgon    A friend.

            Cleante    Well so am I – your oldest friend, and I’m worried.

            Orgon    If you only gave him a chance you’d understand the kind of man he is.

            Cleante    And what kind of man is that?

            Orgon    A man who – a man who – a man who – a man!

            Cleante    Well, I’m glad we cleared that up.

            Orgon    I’m not as clever as you with words, I never have been. What Tartuffe does is … inexpressible. He inspires me to be who I am, more than I am, a me I didn’t even know existed.

            Cleante    He’s taking you for a ride.

            Orgon    How? He refuses my money. I tried paying him, he wouldn’t take it.

            Cleante    He eats your food, drinks your wine, he’s obsessed with my sister, your wife – remember her? She barely goes out any more and spends most days in her room avoiding him. She used to be so full of life, she’s shrinking, that doesn’t bother you?

            Orgon    He’s protective.

            Cleante    He’s controlling.

            Orgon    His concern is my wife’s honour –

            Cleante    Honour! Can you hear yourself? This language, what year do you think this is?

            And it’s not her honour he’s interested in, I assure you.

            Orgon    It’s your eyes are polluted, not his heart.

            You’re so immersed in this squalor you can’t see the world as it truly is.

            Cleante    And what is it, truly?

            Orgon    A dungheap encircled by flies.

            Cleante    We’re the flies, I take it?

            Orgon    He gives me clarity, purpose. Thanks to Tartuffe, all doubt, all uncertainty has melted away.

            Cleante    A little uncertainty, a little humility even, is not a bad thing.

            Orgon    Why can’t you be happy for me? 

            Cleante    I don’t know who you are any more, you’ve turned into a totally different person.

            Orgon    Thank you.

            Cleante    It’s not a compliment! What is this? A mid-life crisis? Why can’t you just buy a car, or sleep with one of your daughter’s friends like a normal person?

            Orgon    This is exactly what I mean, this flippancy, it’s the default position of the modern age.

            Cleante    The modern age!

            Orgon    No one takes anything seriously any more. Values are devalued, people do what they want, live how they like.

            Cleante    And what’s wrong with that, as long as no one is harmed?

            Orgon    A line must be drawn, before we entirely lose a sense of who we are.

            Cleante    Honour, values, losing a sense of who we are, what is all this regression, what are you trying to get back to?

            When you and my sister found one another, I was pleased, for both of you, but I admit I was also a little concerned – I didn’t want to say it at the time because you seemed so happy. Delirous. So was she. But you were still grieving. It was quick, maybe too quick. I can’t help wondering if there was something unsettled in you, even then, something that has taken root and it’s manifesting itself in this back-to-basics bullshit.

            Orgon    Something has taken root, Cleante. It’s been building. Change is coming, mark my words, the old orders are falling, out there and now within these walls people are saying ‘No more!’ 

            Cleante    No more what?

            Orgon    For some time now, something has sat uneasy within me.

            At first, a feeling, a murmur, a sense something was missing. A nagging voice that grew and grew, until a few months ago the pressure in my head, my chest, I couldn’t take it any more. I was in the middle of going over some papers and found myself gripped by a terror – what am I doing? What’s it all for? – I stood up, left my desk and walked from the office, no idea where I was going. The sorrow I felt as I looked around me – people begging, hopeless – I walked and walked until I found myself in the most desolate place you can imagine, a place devoid of all joy, all life, no beauty, no humour, just misery and despair in the eyes of everyone around you.

            Cleante    You walked to Archway?

            Orgon    I stopped on the overpass, watched the cars speeding below, wondering if I’d ever make it home.

            Cleante    You never told me this.

            Orgon    Are you surprised? Everything’s a joke to you.

            I kept going and as the shops melted away, I turned into an industrial estate, some unseen force compelled me. A cry came from a clapped-out old Portakabin with a sign in front: ‘Truth, friend’.

            Grotty little place. Horrible tablecloths, noticeboards. People scattered here and there, nothing about them – serving food, tea. No ostentation. Just doing good honest work. And at the far end of the room, a very basic makeshift altar, nothing ornate, just … straightforward. Simple.

            In front, there were cheap plastic chairs in rows. I sat, overwhelmed by the heaviness that descends before you give in, closed my eyes, silently hoped for a sign. 

            At first nothing. Of course, nothing, there is nothing, but then, a tingling, a warmth in my heart. I felt a presence. I opened my eyes and there he was.

            Cleante    Tartuffe?

            Orgon    No, the caretaker. He needed to clear the chairs away. Of course Tartuffe, that’s the point of the bloody story!

            Cleante    I wasn’t meaning to be facetious, I was – carry on, please!

            Orgon    There he was on his knees, chanting softly, hands clasped, knuckles straining white. With his fist, he began to drum a tattoo on his chest, slow at first, but then faster, his voice rising with each strike, on and on, until finally he let forth moans and groans the like of which I have never heard. I was enraptured. Who was this man? Then suddenly without warning he stopped dead, turned to me, drew my ear close to his mouth, and whispered a single word:

            ‘Reckoning.’

            ‘Reckoning.’

            Then, I’ll never forget this, he looked directly at me, those eyes of his, piercing me. As if he knew everything I had ever done. And the relief, oh God, to be known.

            A tide of shame engulfed me.

            Drowning in the life I’ve lived, the things I’ve done, the endless compromise.

            I tried to give him money – my guilt! – he snatched the notes from my hands, tossed them in the air like they were nothing, he was mocking me and I ran. In a frenzy, ran vowing never to go back but that night in my dreams, those eyes – bearing down on me.

            The next day I returned, grabbed him like a madman, insisted he join me here, that he may inspire me and I others. 

            He tried to refuse but I was resolute. Now that I’d found him how could I let him go?

            Since then I have put my trust in him and, Cleante, I have opened like a flower to a bee.

            You’re right, he has transformed me. I am not who I was and if you knew the kind of man he is, you would join me too.

            A week ago, we took a stroll on the Heath, a fly buzzed near us, instinctively he clapped his hands and there it was, squashed in his palm. And the sense of loss he felt, the remorse – it broke him, he wept.

            Cleante    Over a fly?

            Orgon    Yes, a fly. The compassion of the man! Do you see?

            Cleante    Finally, I think I do.

            Orgon    You do, really?

            Cleante    Yes. You’ve completely lost your mind.

            Orgon    I forget, you have all the answers, no wiser man walked the earth.

            Cleante    I will not abandon my critical faculties at the altar of blind faith.

            Orgon    You sneer at faith, you always have, you’re a slave to your intellect, to people like you belief is a punch-line.

            Cleante    I have no objection to religion, spirituality, faith, whatever this is, but in moderation.

            Orgon    And where has your moderation gotten us, look outside these four walls? There are people who want to destroy our way of life, do we tolerate them? All your ‘yes, but’ and ‘on the other hand’, this world is in pain and reason cannot heal it. 

            Cleante    This is idiotic!

            Orgon    I’m an idiot now? That’s how you win me round, by insulting me?

            Cleante    I can’t stand by and watch as you push your family away.

            Orgon    I won’t pander to them any longer, that was my mistake.

            Cleante    You will lose everyone you love, including my sister, including me if you’re not careful.

            Orgon    There is no room for sentiment in my heart, not any more. I would rather kill my family with my own hands than see them continue down this path of self-destruction.

            Cleante    You’re not serious?

            Orgon    They are suffocating themselves with their lifestyles, killing themselves day by day.

            You know nothing of the world apart from what you read in supplements, you haven’t served your country the way I have, seen what I’ve seen. You think the world is powered by reason, you’re naive, what is required is clarity and order.

            Cleante    At the expense of rational thought?

            Orgon    A persuasive argument, some killer fact, and we all fall into line with what you consider acceptable, that’s what you think! That is not how the world runs. It runs on emotion, feeling, that’s what drives us, not reason.

            Cleante    Without reason we are animals.

            Orgon    We are animals! Why pretend otherwise! We have a need deep within to nurture and protect. To deny that is to deny our true selves! When my first wife – God rest her soul – was dying I promised I would take care of our children. I failed them. And I failed her.

            When I married your sister it was for selfish reasons.

            Cleante    Love is not selfish.

            Orgon    I have been lax. Now my family are lax. Profligate, slovenly, their concerns trivial.

            Cleante    They’re young.

            Orgon    They’re not children any more.

            Cleante    So why treat them as such?

            Orgon    I am to blame and I must take responsibility.

            Cleante    How does handing over all moral authority to Tartuffe square up with taking responsibility?

            Orgon    He gives them a discipline I cannot provide. That may be my failing, but with Tartuffe’s help I can right that wrong.

            Cleante    What about love? Don’t you love your family any more?

            Orgon    This is love. Real love. Tough love.

            Not the love of nice words, of simpering, of romance.

            A love that is strong, unbending, unafraid to be hated, because it knows itself to be right.

            Cleante    You’re planning something aren’t you? What is it?

            What do you have in mind?

            Orgon    The time for talk is done. I must go.

            
               Orgon leaves.

            

            Cleante     

            
               His eyes! Full of a zeal he doesn’t fully understand.

               All logic and compassion ripped from his hands

               By some unseen force – 

               You saw! Entirely without remorse.

               In times like these, a man like this

               Tartuffe can prosper. – If you insist,

               Despite the evidence of your eyes,

               That right is wrong and black is white,

               With enough fervour, you’ll be believed,

               Because truth is now the poor man’s currency.

               And that really does worry me, because who knows,

               To serve an idea, how far a man like that’ll go? 
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