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            Premiere Production

         

         The False Servant in this new translation by Martin Crimp was first presented in the Cottesloe auditorium of the National Theatre, London, on 26 May 2004. The cast in order of speaking was as follows:

         
             

         

         Frontin  David Shaw-Parker

         Trivelin  Adrian Scarborough

         The Chevalier  Nancy Carroll

         Lélio  Anthony Calf

         Arlequin  David Collings

         The Countess  Charlotte Rampling

         
             

         

         Director  Jonathan Kent

         Designer  Paul Brown

         Lighting Designer  Mark Henderson

         Music  Jeremy Sams

         Sound Designer  Rich Walsh

         Company Voice Work  Patsy Rodenburg

      

   


   
      
         
            Revival

         

         The False Servant was revived at the Orange Tree Theatre, Richmond, on 9 June 2022, with the following cast:

         
             

         

         Frontin  Uzair Bhatti

         Trivelin  Will Brown

         Lélio  Julian Moore-Cook

         The Countess  Phoebe Pryce

         The Chevalier  Lizzy Watts

         Arlequin  Silas Wyatt-Barke

         
             

         

         Director  Paul Miller

         Designer  Simon Daw

         Lighting Designer  Mark Doubleday

         Sound Designer and Composer  Liz Purnell

         Casting Consultant  Vicky Richardson

         Technical Director  Stuart Burgess

         Production Manager  Lisa Hood

         Company Stage Manager  Jenny Skivens

         Costume Supervisor  Sarah Frances

         Deputy Stage Manager  Julia Crammer

         Assistant Stage Manager  Jamie Craker

      

   


   
      
         
            Characters

         

         
            
        The Countess
      

            
        Lélio
      

            
        The Chevalier
      

            Trivelin

the Chevalier’s servant

            Arlequin

Lélio’s servant

            Frontin

another of the Chevalier’s servants

            
        Peasants
      

            
        Dancers
      

         

         The action takes place outside

the Countess’ château, close to a village

outside Paris.

         
             

         

         
             

         

         
             

         

         Passages inside brackets (thus)

are marked ‘aside’ in the original.

         
             

         

         A slash / indicates a suggested overlap.
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               Act One

            

         

         
            
               Scene One

            

         

         Frontin, Trivelin.

         
            Frontin My God: that looks exactly like Trivelin. Well, well – the man himself. So, my friend – how are you keeping?

            Trivelin Marvellously, Frontin, marvellously – still holding on to my two most famous assets: tip-top health and bottomless appetite. But what are you doing here? You’re supposed to be running your own small business in Paris. What happened?

            Frontin Went bust, basically. What about yourself? How’s life been treating ‘His Lordship’ since we last met?

            Trivelin The way it normally treats a man with high hopes and a low income.

            Frontin You mean like shit.

            Trivelin Exactly. But it has taught me one lesson: don’t tempt fate – don’t even attempt to tempt fate. The lower your horizons, the less you can be humiliated – maybe that’s all a human being can realistically ask. I’m not happy – but I’m quite happy not to be – that’s my philosophy.

            Frontin Christ, you’ve always been one step ahead of the game – but for a man like yourself to renounce worldly goods – to take up philosophy – well, I’m impressed.

            Trivelin No – wait – stop – this is embarrassing – nobody said ‘renounce’. My disdain, such as it is, for worldly goods is probably so much bullshit. And between you and me, anyone who leaves their valuables in the care of my philosophy leaves their valuables in the care of my philosophy entirely at their own risk. Because deep down, man is a piece of shit.

            Frontin A statement I could not in all conscience contradict.

            Trivelin And I can say that to you, Frontin, because I know we speak the same language.

            Frontin So – anyway – what’s this bundle you’re carrying?

            Trivelin This bundle, as you call it, depressingly contains everything I own.

            Frontin At least you travel light.

            Trivelin I’ve been travelling light for the past fifteen years. You know how hard I’ve tried – you know I’ve sweated blood to find some kind of security in this world. I was advised not to have scruples – and it’s advice I’ve scrupulously followed. I’ve been the perfect gentleman if required – and – against my better judgement – the equally perfect hypocrite. Occasionally I’ve made money – but money has a habit of disappearing – especially when wine and women are involved – which they invariably have been.

            Frontin Absolutely.

            Trivelin What can I say? Master on Monday, servant on Tuesday, cautious on Wednesday, cunning on Thursday, aims high Friday, falls low Saturday, crawls back Sunday, starts again Monday. Bowed and scraped to as Mister X, kicked in the teeth as Mister Y – different names, different jobs, different clothes, different personalities – high-risk, low-success-rate – outwardly decent, inwardly debauched – denounced by some, mistrusted by others – basically a totally unknown quantity – except for my debts – which are numerous. I owe money to two kinds of people: the ones who expect it back, and the ones who don’t even realise I’ve taken it. I’ve slept between clean sheets, infested sheets, bourgeois and aristocratic sheets, out on the streets, and frequently as a guest of the prison service – although I’ve tried to keep my depressing stays there to a minimum. And basically, my friend, after fifteen years of effort, agony and grief, this pathetic bundle is all I possess – after all my attempts to please, this is what the world’s left me: one small pile of crap.

            Frontin You’re taking it too seriously – although of course no one wants to be a guest of the prison service – so let’s move swiftly on. I may have a job for you – although it will rather depend on what you’ve been up to for the past couple of years.

            Trivelin Well, the first thing I did since you last saw me was I signed up.

            Frontin What? For the army? You don’t mean you’ve deserted?

            Trivelin Not for the army – for domestic service.

            Frontin Very good.

            Trivelin But before taking this humiliating step, I sold my entire wardrobe.

            Frontin You? A wardrobe?

            Trivelin Yes – three or four nice little second-hand numbers whose approximate fit had allowed me to pass as a gentleman. I didn’t want anything reminding me of my former glory. I was ruthless: sold every last stitch – not only that: drank every last penny.

            Frontin Very good.

            Trivelin Succeeded, my friend, over a number of degenerate evenings, in committing myself to a life of ongoing poverty – an idea, as it seemed at the time, of sheer alcoholic genius. Until one fine morning, there I was – completely broke. I needed help fast, so a friend of mine suggested I meet this Monsieur So-and-so, a married man in need of a servant, who was an authority on dead languages. This was fine by me – I can handle authority – so I moved in. All he ever talked about was books – the man was obsessed with what he called the ‘classics’ and totally detested something called ‘modernity’. So I asked what he meant.

            Frontin And?

            Trivelin Well ‘classic’ – let me get this right – classic is when a writer’s extremely old and preferably dead. For example, it could be … Homer.

            Frontin Could be what?

            Trivelin Homer – the poet – we’re talking ancient Greek.

            Frontin I thought we were talking French.

            Trivelin We are talking French (well, trying to), but he was talking ancient Greek – heroes, myths – you know the kind of thing: Helen of Troy, Dido of Carthage, Plaster of Paris. I could go on.

            Frontin Never heard of them.

            Trivelin Never heard of them? Key figures, my friend, of western civilisation.

            Frontin If you say so. So what’s ‘modernity’?

            Trivelin Modernity is … well, you, basically.

            Frontin Oh? Are you sure about that?

            Trivelin Absolutely. You are not just modern, you are ultra-modern. Only a tiny tiny baby is more modern than you and me.

            Frontin So what did your employer have against us?

            Trivelin Simply the fact that we are not – whatever – four thousand years old. So to ingratiate myself, I learned the names of all these dead authors: Thucydides, Sophocles, Euripides, Simonides, Socrates, Aristophanes, Demosthenes … and he was so impressed he let me have a key to the cellar where he kept a particular vintage wine he assured me was ‘a classic’. He’d give me the occasional glass – and out of respect for Sophocles and so on, I helped myself to the occasional bottle. Not that I neglected modernity. His wife was much more progressive – so it was in her honour that I tasted the more contemporary wines – and siphoned some off for personal consumption – albeit discreetly.

            Frontin I can imagine.

            Trivelin Now wouldn’t you’ve said this would keep them both happy? On the contrary. Instead of appreciating my extreme open-mindedness they called me a thief and threw me out. Was I wrong?

            Frontin I’d say you were entirely human. But look: down to business. I’m being sent tonight back to Paris, and while I’m away I need someone to take over from me here and look after my master. Interested?

            Trivelin Absolutely. What’s he like? Generous with the food? Because for me right now, eating is a priority.

            Frontin Very generous – she’s a real delight – a great person …

            Trivelin ‘She’s a real delight?’

            Frontin Mmm?

            Trivelin I thought it was a man. What d’you mean, ‘She’s a real delight’? Is something going on, Frontin?

            Frontin Well, yes it is, Trivelin. It isn’t a man, it’s a girl dressed like one. You weren’t meant to know that – but now – well – like an idiot I’ve told you. Please be discreet.

            Trivelin I was born discreet, my friend. So basically you and this girl are plotting something – would that be correct?

            Frontin Yes. (But let’s not tell him just how important this ‘girl’ really is …) That’s her now – back off a bit so I can talk to her.

            Trivelin backs off and moves away. 

         

         
            
               Scene Two

            

         

         The Chevalier, Frontin.

         
            Chevalier Well? Have you found me a servant?

            Frontin Yes, Mademoiselle: he’s just / waiting to –

            Chevalier I’ve told you not to call me that. The word is ‘Monsieur’.

            Frontin I’m so sorry, Mademoiselle … I mean Monsieur. I’ve just met a friend of mine – extremely reliable – unexpectedly available due to the sudden death of his previous employer, and very keen to be introduced.

            Chevalier I assume you haven’t been stupid enough to tell him who I am?

            Frontin Please – Monsieur – I do know how to keep a secret (well, at least in theory …) Shall I ask him to come over?

            Chevalier Of course – then please leave immediately for Paris.

            Frontin I’m just waiting for your letters.

            Chevalier I don’t think letters are a good idea. Someone else might get to read them – and I mustn’t have my plans made public. So listen carefully to what I want you to say. You’re to tell my sister she’s not to worry – but that when some friends took me to a ball disguised like this – like a man – I happened to meet a gentleman I’d never seen before – who I’d been told was out of town – but who turned out to be Lélio – the same Lélio that my sister’s husband has been angling for me to marry. Tell my sister that, surprised at finding this man in Paris – where he was not supposed to be – and what’s more with a woman, I decided I’d use my disguise to make him open up to me. Tell her I made friends with him incredibly easily, in a man-to-man sort of a way, and that he asked me to join him the following day at the country house of the woman he was with. Explain that that’s where we are now and that I’ve already found out a number of things I need to follow up before I can commit myself to actually marry. Tell her this is extremely important to me. Fetch me this servant of yours, then go immediately back to Paris.

         

         
            
               Scene Three

            

         

         The Chevalier (alone).

         
            Chevalier No one owns me, or controls me, and the moment I met Lélio was a gift from God, which I intend to fully exploit. My sister won’t be surprised: she knows I’m not scared to be perverse. I have money, yes – but also the capacity to love. These are both great gifts – and I need to know who I’m giving them to.

         

         
            
               Scene Four

            

         

         Chevalier, Trivelin, Frontin.

         
            Frontin (to Chevalier) This is the man, Monsieur. (under his breath, to Trivelin) Keep the secret to yourself.

            Trivelin My lips are as sealed as yours were.

         

         
            
               Scene Five

            

         

         Chevalier, Trivelin.

         
            Chevalier Come over here. What do I call you?

            Trivelin Whatever you like, Monsieur – butler on Monday, footman come Tuesday – by the end of the week your unquestioningly faithful slave.

            Chevalier Very good – I’m just asking for your name.

            Trivelin The fact is is that’s a slightly painful request because I’m the first member of my family to serve rather than to be served. Although I do have to say that a man in my position can think of a number of very interesting ways of serving a man like yourself.

            Chevalier (What’s that supposed to mean? What’s he talking about: / interesting ways?)

            Trivelin Which is why – Monsieur – it gives me great pleasure to say that my name is Trivelin – a name handed down from father to son as legitimately as is biologically possible – and that from that long line of Trivelins, this one, at this moment, is, thanks to you, the happiest Trivelin of all.

            Chevalier I don’t need your flattery. All a servant has to do is work.

            Trivelin Servant! That’s a hard word, which I personally find offensive. Shouldn’t this degrading terminology be banned?

            Chevalier You’re unusually sensitive.

            Trivelin Exactly – so let’s try and come up with something slightly more intimate, shall we?

            Chevalier (This is a joke.) Why are you smiling like that?

            Trivelin Simply at the delightful prospect of placing my own humble body entirely at the service of your own.

            Chevalier Any more of this and you’re dismissed: your behaviour is inappropriate.

            Trivelin Inappropriate? I’m sorry, but I don’t think that’s true.

            Chevalier (This is outrageous.) I want you to leave.

            Trivelin I’m not going anywhere until you accept that my behaviour is more appropriate than you’re prepared to admit.

            Chevalier I’m telling you to leave.

            Trivelin And I’m telling you I won’t.

            Chevalier Oh, really?

            Trivelin Yes, really – let’s stop wasting time and both get down to business.

            Chevalier You realise you’re playing a very dangerous game?

            Trivelin Not dangerous for me: I’ve nothing to lose.

            Chevalier (This idiot’s ruining everything.) (He makes as if to go.) I’m going. (to Trivelin) Are you following me?

            Trivelin Of course. I’m not someone who gives up without a struggle. In fact I quite enjoy it.

            Chevalier How dare you be so insolent!

            Trivelin How can you be so cruel!

            Chevalier So what?

            Trivelin Cruel – that’s right – you heard what I said. Well, go on – don’t stop – break my heart if it makes you happy.

            Chevalier (This is not the conversation I expected.)

            Trivelin (That’s right – you just think about it – pause to reflect – be more accommodating – and the two of us should reach a healthy compromise – I can picture it now.) My desire to serve you is absolute – it burns in my blood with an unquenchable fire.

            Chevalier I shall deal with you in the way you deserve.

            Trivelin Please! No violence – that’s not your area of expertise. A woman stops a man’s heart simply with a glance.

            Chevalier I’ve been betrayed!

            Trivelin Game’s up, sweetheart – I know who you are.

            Chevalier What?

            Trivelin Frontin let slip.

            Chevalier You mean that idiot told you who I am?

            Trivelin All he said was you were female – I don’t quibble when it comes to sex.

            Chevalier In which case, you might as well hear the rest.

            Trivelin Why you’re dressed as a man, for example.

            Chevalier Not to cause trouble.

            Trivelin Obviously – dressed as a woman you’d be more dangerous still.

            Chevalier (I’ll have to lie.) Look, I was only trying to keep this secret to protect my mistress, a very important person. I’m just a servant – but my mistress – who is keen to marry a man called Lélio – wants me to break up this Lélio’s relationship with the Countess who owns this château.

            Trivelin What? By getting you to seduce him? Sounds rather high-risk, my sweet and obedient servant.

            Chevalier Absolutely not. My job, in this disguise, is to work on the feelings of the Countess. As you can see, I can pass myself off as a fairly attractive young man – and I’ve already caught her looking my way. If I can make her fall in love with me, I’ll force her to break with Lélio: Lélio will go back to Paris – in Paris he’ll meet my mistress – and once he’s met my mistress – a highly desirable woman – he’s sure to marry her instead.

            Trivelin And what about us?

            Chevalier Us?

            Trivelin Are you in a relationship?
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