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            Premiere Production

         

         Linck & Mülhahn was first performed at Hampstead Theatre, London, on 27 January 2023. The cast was as follows:

         
             

         

         Johan / Man 1 / Juryman 1 / Soldier 2  Daniel Abbott

         Anastasius Linck  Maggie Bain

         Mother  Lucy Black

         Doctor / Market Trader / Man 2 / Priest / Soldier 3  David Carr

         Spinster / Lady / Clerk  Marty Cruickshank

         Captain / Judge  Kammy Darweish

         Soldier 1  Qasim Mahmood

         Girl / Maid  Leigh Quinn

         Cornelius / Juryman 2 / Executioner  Timothy Speyer

         Catharina Mülhahn  Helena Wilson

         
             

         

         Director  Owen Horsley

         Designer  Simon Wells

         Lighting  Matt Daw

         Sound  Max Pappenheim

         Movement  Natasha Harrison

         Fight and Intimacy  Rachel Bown-Williams and Ruth Cooper Brown of RC-Annie Ltd

         Casting  Helena Palmer cdg
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            Note

         

         
            The world of Acts One to Three is dimly lit, with the tenebrous magic of a painting by the likes of Joseph Wright of Derby. It has a slightly worn, homely quality to it, but there is also a febrile, glowing mystery in its dark corners and secret encounters. By contrast, the second world (of Acts Four and Five) should feel bright, clinical and almost ahistorical, with less room to hide.

            
               *

            

            Doubling is encouraged.

            
               *

            

            My only hard and fast rule for casting is that Anastasius should be played by a queer actor e.g. not a cis heterosexual male or female. This is not up for debate.

            
               *

            

            – indicates an interruption.

            … at the end of a line of dialogue indicates trailing off, unable to find the words.

            A new line indicates a new thought.

            A forward slash / indicates where the next line overlaps.

            A blank space in place of a printed line indicates a beat of silence.

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               Act One

            

         

         
            
               
                  Prologue

               

            

            A shiver of cello music [I like to imagine ‘4.3 Courante’ from Bach: The Cello Suites recomposed by Peter Gregson].

            The late eighteenth century. In a small, poorly lit room, a Spinster sits at a spinning wheel. 

            Spinster Tick. Tick. Tick.

            
               Have you ever in your life looked up, and seen that it is not minutes, but years that have passed? There is a great turning in your stomach as you realise – you are old.

               And what do you have to show for it?

               Wrinkles and regret.

            

            
               Hark at me, I sound a right old curmudgeon. A true spinster.

               I have spent many a long year on regret.

               Now I feel the thread of my life running short. I must try, for the first time, and perhaps the last, to speak the truth. It is what he wanted.

            

            
               A strange thing, truth. I often think it resembles a web, that catches you no matter what. For if I were to say, ‘We cannot know what happened, for there is no such thing as truth,’ you would say, ‘Ah, but then, how do you know that to be true?’ Tricky.

               The best I can do is tell you what I remember.

            

            
               I ought to start with the first time I saw him.

            

            
               Across a gauzy veil of time, a warm, gorgeous light rises gradually on a dashing soldier in military dress.

            

            
               He wore the uniform of the Hanoverian troops – which I must say I always admired.

               I would leave my sewing and go to the window when they rode by, and mother would strike me with her embroidery frame.

               Or the poker.

               Or whatever she was holding at the time.

            

            
               By god did he look fine.

               White worsted stockings, up to the knee.

               Gaiters over the stockings, buttoned up the side.

               Shoes of cow’s leather, with thick heels and brass buckles.

               White shirt of oznabrig. Billowing. White linen breeches. Snug.

               Navy frock coat, with red collar and cuffs.

               And a black felt hat, with a puschel – a pompom, on top. 

            

            
               On the other side of the stage a young woman, who bears a striking resemblance to the Spinster, appears.

            

            
               Sometimes I look back on that first moment I saw him, and it is as if I had been living my life half in shadow. Then suddenly – there was light.

            

            
               But I am getting ahead of myself. I must first set the scene.

            

            
               The two figures come to life. The girl takes out a book and a peach. The soldier is handed a flagon of mead.

            

            
               It begins with two strangers. In the year of our lord 1720. A soldier at a dance, out Gehowen way. And a girl, hiding in her pantry in Halberstadt.

               Their lives will meet and intertwine, weaving a story of great passion. There will be suffering and there will be beauty.

            

            
               But that is all I can tell you. The rest you must imagine for yourselves.

            

         

         
            
               
                  1

               

            

            A raucous dance spills across the stage. A woman flashes her bloomers. A man downs his flagon of mead. Everyone is having the time of their lives. The soldier from the Prologue is swept up in it. This is our hero Anastasius, a charming, enigmatic cad. They begin dancing with a Girl. 

            Split scene: in a pantry, the woman from the Prologue sits reading her book and eating a peach. This is our heroine Catharina, a spirited person who longs for something more. 

            Meanwhile: in a quiet corner off the dance-hall the soldier embraces the Girl. She has an orgasm. 

            Girl God’s wounds!

            Anastasius Quite.

            Girl I never knew pleasure like it.

            That thing you do with your hand …

            Anastasius Years of practice.

            Girl That I can tell.

            Now, what might I do for you?

            Anastasius For me?

            Girl Surely you wish to have your pleasure too.

            Anastasius I took my pleasure in watching yours.

            Girl And you a man? I never heard the like.

            Give it here.

            She reaches for their breeches. They back away. 

            Anastasius I beg you do not.

            
                

            

            Girl ’Tis all the same to me. Saves me the gin and hot water.

            Anastasius puts on their hat.

            Might we meet again?

            Anastasius I am afraid not. My regiment marches tomorrow.

            Girl A shame.

            Anastasius But I will hold these fleeting moments we have shared forever in my heart.

            And with that, fair maid, adieu.

            Girl Not so fast. That’ll be forty thalers.

            Anastasius Beg pardon?

            Girl Forty.

            Thalers.

            The coins you use to pay for things.

            Anastasius But …

            Girl You did not think I was –

            Anastasius A lady’s maid? A parlourmaid? Here for the dance –

            Girl I am a tail.

            Anastasius But. You look so clean –

            Girl I wash.

            Monthly.

            Anastasius Your face is fair.

            Girl Paint and powder. You can barely make out the pox scars, see?

            Anastasius You ought to make yourself known.

            Girl Ah, but people see what they wish to see.

            Pay up, sir. I have three toothless babes and no husband to speak on.

            Anastasius But –

            Girl Do not try my patience.

            I will gladly go out there and shout rape.

            Or papist, that they may move quicker.

            Anastasius Alright, alright.

            They hand her some money. 

            Girl My thanks.

            Forgive me if I misled you. A girl must make a living somehow.

            Anastasius I quite understand.

            Girl If you weren’t such a good fuck, I would swear you were born yesterday.

            She marches out, leaving Anastasius standing. 

            In Catharina’s world, a voice shouts from offstage. 

            Mother (off) Catharina?

            Catharina Yes, Mother –

            Mother (off) Catharina!

            Catharina I’M COMING! 

            She stomps off. 
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            An army barracks. Anastasius spars with a fellow Soldier, an earnest young man and a true friend. The Soldier is trying not to laugh as he fights.

            Anastasius Rosenstengel.

            The soldier laughs harder. 

            Enough, Rosenstengel. This is no cause for mirth.

            Anastasius jabs at the Soldier, who falls on his back and lies there, laughing uncontrollably. 

            Anastasius I was made to look a fool.

            Soldier That is what is so funny.

            Anastasius I take great pride in my ability to woo a woman through wit, not through my purse.

            Soldier It is the state of her purse you should be worried about.

            Anastasius Such disrespect!

            Anastasius keeps practising their fencing moves, while the Soldier lounges on the ground. 

            Just because you could not get a woman a-bed for a thousand thalers.

            Soldier I do not wish to.

            I would rather wait.

            Anastasius (snorts) You will disappoint her.

            Soldier Who?

            Anastasius Your wife.

            She will be expecting a stallion and be met with a – a lapdog.

            Soldier As long as I am in her lap I warrant she won’t complain.

            Anastasius You will be clumsy with her. A novice.

            Soldier We will learn together.

            Anastasius Loving takes practice. It is an art. As with fighting, and with dice –

            Soldier No. Love is no art. It is inborn. Like … like a taper inside each of us, waiting to be lit. And our beloved is the flame. Once the two meet, they illuminate the darkness. Like … lightning over a field. Moonlight bathing a lake.

            Anastasius Hogwash.

            Soldier Anastasius. You are so insensible.

            Anastasius I am unsentimental. There is a difference. En garde.

            Anastasius proffers their weapon. The Soldier ignores it. 

            Soldier Do you truly not believe in love?

            Anastasius I do not believe … in the signs they call love.

            The blushing cheek. The amorous glance. The heart that beats a-pace. These are mere seeming.

            A person’s soul is their true self. And that cannot be seen. You can never truly know another. Therefore love is but a sham.

            Soldier What of – maternal love?

            Anastasius Ah, you forget, Rosenstengel. My mother was a poor unfortunate, who left me on a church step for nuns to find.

            Soldier Because she loved you!

            Anastasius Because she could not.

            ‘Mother’. ‘Love’. These are but words. In the end we have no one but ourselves.

            Soldier You know, you remind me of my uncle.

            Anastasius Is he terribly handsome?

            Soldier He too is all ideas. He reads Mr Locke, Descartes, Leibniz –

            Anastasius Fine thinkers.

            Soldier He pretends he is all head. But I can tell beneath he has a heart.

            See, here he writes and calls me ‘son’. Asks when I may visit him.

            He gets out a letter and shows Anastasius, who takes it. 

            Anastasius Let me see that.

            Cornelius Rosenstengel.

            Soldier He is a clothmaker. Out in Gültenberg, near Prague.

            Anastasius I should like to be a clothmaker, were I not a soldier. To fashion beauty out of nothing.

            And I am good with my hands.

            Soldier You are a rake.

            Anastasius Do you know what you are?

            Soldier What?

            Anastasius A sissy. Your uncle too.

            Soldier A sissy?

            Anastasius A sissy, a molly and a sap.

            Soldier En garde.

            Anastasius Oh, so now you want to fight? With the best swordsman in the barracks?

            Soldier En garde.

            Anastasius Very well.

            Prêt?

            Allez.

            They spar. Anastasius is by far the better fighter; they barely have to try. 

            The Soldier puts up a decent – if effortful – resistance, then ends up on his back again. 

            Soldier I surrender! I surrender.

            Anastasius See? Sissy.

            Soldier Help me get up.

            Anastasius Get yourself up. You must be good enough at it by now.

            The Soldier laughs. 

            Soldier One day I wager you will fall in love. Then you will change your tune.

            Anastasius Wager what?

            The Soldier thinks. Then: 

            Soldier My silk cravat.

            Anastasius The yellow moire? That is a fine cravat.

            Soldier I know it. It is yours upon your wedding day.

            He holds out his hand. Anastasius shakes it and pulls him to his feet. 

            Anastasius Knave. I shall never marry. Not unless I meet a girl who can see beyond the carapace into my soul. And no such wench exists.
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            Catharina is in her parlour staring out of the window. Mother, a woman preoccupied by appearances, sits embroidering nearby. 

            Catharina I wish I were dead.

            Mother Tush. That is blasphemy.

            Catharina What is the point of being alive? All I do is sit. Take a turn about the garden. Sit some more. I may as well be dead.

            Mother Play a tune on the harpsichord. Your dear departed father always loved it when you played.

            Catharina I’d rather stick pins in my eyes.

            Mother Try some embroidery.

            Catharina Then I would have pins to hand and that would seal my fate.

            A grandfather clock ticks. 

            Tick. Tick. Tick. That clock.

How is it only a quarter off one?

            Mother Nearly luncheon.

            Catharina Then tea. Then dinner. Then breakfast once again. The days of my life drift by like bubbles. Before I know it I will be five-and-twenty and then I will die and I will have done nothing except watch that damn clock –

            Mother Such drama. If it was not immodest I should suggest you take to the stage.

            Catharina I would love to be an actress.

            Or a woman of letters.

            Mother Tush. Reading makes you cross-eyed.

            Catharina Says who?

            Mother And it debauches the mind.

            Catharina I long for some debauchery.

            Mother You know what leads to excitement …

            Catharina Don’t. Don’t say it –

            Mother The greatest excitement in a woman’s / life is marriage.

            Catharina If you say marriage I will lift up my skirts and crap right here upon the hearth.

            Mother Catharina. Don’t be grotesque.

            Catharina Rather be grotesque than boring.

            Mother Then you shall die alone.

            Catharina Rather die alone than live a life of tedium shackled to some brainless booby.

            Mother You are insufferable.

            Catharina And you are getting lines by your eyes.

            Mother Tush!

            Catharina It is true. I can see them by the light of this window.

            Mother tries to contain herself but …  

            She cannot. 

            Mother You … devil.

            She rushes out of the room to check her lines. 

            Catharina smiles. 

            She takes her chair to the window, kneels on it and looks out. Perhaps we can hear the sound of the street. There are soldiers marching by. 

            Mother rushes back in. 

            Catharina! Catha—

Whatever are you doing?

            Catharina Just – looking. There is a regiment passing by.

            Mother It does not do to look. You may be seen.

            Johan Pieterson is here. I saw his hackney carriage coming down the lane. Get down from there.

            Catharina One moment –

            Mother hits Catharina with her embroidery frame. 

            Mother Now.

            Go and do something with your hair.

            Catharina Like what?

            Mother Powder it.

            And hide the patches on your dress. You need a new one.

            Catharina I like this one. It is comfortable.

            Mother Go.

            Catharina I will go upstairs. And I will submit to a new dress. If you let me read for an hour each day this week.

            Mother Catharina –

            Catharina Fine. I shall stay here. With my bad hair.

            And I think I feel a fart coming …

            Mother Fie. You – harpy –

            Catharina Takes one to know one.

            Mother You may read your book. But only by the light of the window, to save your eyes.

            And the design of your dress shall be of my choosing.

            Catharina My thanks, Mama.

            She goes. 

            Mother Do not be long! You mustn’t keep Mr Pieterson waiting!

            She sits to receive her visitors, striking an ‘attractive’ pose. 

            Then she remembers the lines. Quickly smooths them out with her fingers. Satisfied. 

            Lines. Poppycock.
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            Anastasius and the Soldier stand to attention in a line of Troops under inspection by a Captain. 

            Captain Gentlemen of the Regiment of Hanoverian Musketeers. It has come to my attention that some of you have been fraternising with peasants. Soldiers in uniform were seen at a local dance indulging in wine, women and song.

            Anastasius smirks at the Soldier while the Captain’s back is turned. 

            This is unacceptable, not least because plague is on the rise. Thus, we will be enforcing full medical examinations of every soldier within the week.

            Anastasius But sir –

            Captain Corporal Linck, is there a problem?

            Anastasius None of us have symptoms, sir.

            Captain Are you a doctor, Linck?

            Anastasius No sir.

            Captain Well Dr Francken fucking is.

            Stand to attention.

            Anastasius does so. The Captain shouts in their face. 

            HOW MANY MEN, WOMEN AND CHILDREN DID OUR FINE COUNTRY LOSE IN THE PLAGUE OF 1710?

            Anastasius …

            Captain HOW MANY, BOY?

            Anastasius I do not know, sir.

            Captain ONE HUNDRED AND EIGHTY-EIGHT THOUSAND. THAT IS A THIRD OF OUR POPULACE, BOY.

            Anastasius Sir.

            Captain ARE YOU A FUCKING SAINT?

            Anastasius No, sir.

            Captain ARE YOU A FUCKING CORPSE?

            Anastasius No, sir.

            Captain ARE YOU A FUCKING LOAF OF BREAD?

            Anastasius No, sir.

            Captain THEN YOU CAN CATCH THE FUCKING PLAGUE, BOY. AND YOU WILL BE EXAMINED BY DR FRANCKEN WITH THE REST OF US.

            Anastasius Yes, sir.

            The Captain comes close to Anastasius. 

            Captain I am going to ask Dr Francken to pay special attention in your examination. I wish to know how many hairs there are on those pearly smooth balls of yours. Ganymede.

            Anastasius keeps their cool. 

            ATTENTION.

            The Troops snap to attention. 

            MARCH.

            They goose-step. 
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