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For Paul, Phil and Ian. We do these things together.
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Characters



	M1
	Winston




	M2
	O’Brien/Pub Barman




	M3
	Syme/Gambling Prole




	M4
	Parsons/Gambling Prole




	M5
	Old Prole/Goldstein




	M6
	Charrington (Thought Police Agent)




	M7
	Martin/Bumstead




	W1
	Julia




	W2
	Mrs Parsons/Face Painted Prostitute




	W3
	Mother/Starved Young Woman




	
	The Parsons’ son



	
	The Parsons’ daughter.




In the original Royal Exchange production in addition to the ten actors specified above, five ensemble players were:

Katharine, Party Members, Proles, Guards, Prisoners, Doctors, Nurses and potentially the Parsons’ children, depending upon the style of the show.

The world should feel like post-war England. Late 1940s.

There is little colour in anything.

Occasionally there should be a divertingly incongruous piece of technology.

We regularly hear the sounds of hovering helicopters.


Matthew Dunster’s adaptation of 1984 was first performed at the Royal Exchange Theatre, Manchester on 1 March 2010 with the following cast:



	Winston

	Jonathan McGuinness



	Julia

	Caroline Bartleet



	O’Brien/Pub Barman & Ensemble

	Matthew Flynn



	Syme/Gambling Prole & Ensemble

	Jamie De Courcey



	Parsons/Gambling Prole & Ensemble

	Ian Midlane



	Mrs Parsons/Face Painted Prostitute & Ensemble

	Alice Selwyn



	Mother/Starved Young Woman & Ensemble

	Daniele Lydon



	Old Prole/Goldstein & Ensemble

	Paul Moriarty



	Charrington/Though Police Agent & Ensemble

	Richard Clews



	Marin/Bumstead & Ensemble

	Adam Venus






	Ensemble
	Max Caldicott
Rebecca Gleeson
Blaire Harthern
Howard Hutt 
Katrina Innes
Majid Mehdizadeh
Laura-Marie Ring



	The Parsons’ Daughter
	Harriet Dean
Caitlain Earnshaw
Ellen Gallagher


	The Parsons’ Son
	Ben Branchflower
Matty Kennedy
Matthew Tomlinson



Other Parts played by the Company



	Director
Designer
Lighting
Sound
Choreographer
Fight Director
Assistant Director

	Matthew Dunster
Paul Wills
Philip Gladwell
Ian Dickinson
Aline David
Kate Waters
Sam Pritchard




Post-war England. 1940s






ONE



	April 4 1984. Bright. Cold.



	The interior of the Ministry of Truth.



	A member of the Outer Party in a dark blue overall takes a seat in a cubicle and begins working.



	A second member does exactly the same.



	And a third.



	And many more.



	They are reading from rolled up pieces of paper that are sent down from tubes in front of their desks.



	They then talk into a speak-write.



	As they work a light picks out one man – Winston Smith.



	He has unrolled four pieces of paper.



	He blows the dust off his speak-write and talks into it.



	WINSTON
	times 17.3.84, times 19.12.83, times 14.2.84,
times 3.12.83



	The four issues of The Times appear.



	WINSTON takes one checks the date and opens it. He finds the relevant article.



	He picks up the speak-write.



	WINSTON
	times 17.3.84 page 11 col 4 amend Big Brother’s prediction of Eurasian offensive on North African front to South Indian front. Repeat; delete North African replace with South Indian.



	He takes another Times and looks for offending article.



	Picks up speak-write. As he does O’BRIEN enters in black overalls of the Inner Party.



	He wears spectacles and is studying a piece of paper.



	 
	times 19.12.83 page 16 col 2 amend miniplenty forecast for 4th quarter of 83 boots output estimated at a hundred and forty-five million to sixty-two million.



	WINSTON thinks. Looks at his own worn out boots.



	
	Correction – to fifty-seven million.



	A clock strikes – all the workers begin to move their chairs.



	
	Repeat; delete a hundred and forty-five and replace with fifty-seven.



	O’BRIEN checks his watch. Decides to stay. Finds himself a chair.



	Clock continues to strike as chairs are dragged out of the cubicles and placed in a rough formation facing a big telescreen.



	A Girl With Dark Hair in her mid- to late twenties enters, rushing somewhat. Around the waist of her blue overalls she wears a scarlet sash, the emblem of the Junior Anti-Sex League.



	WINSTON can’t take his eyes off her. A mixture of fear and fascination.



	The clock strikes eleven.



	Everyone is now seated.



	A horrific noise bursts through the screen. The Two Minutes Hate has begun.



	TSCREEN
	Ingsoc. We are the party. Ingsoc. We are the party and our glorious leader is Big Brother.



	There are salutes from the Ministry of Truth workers, some cheer and some murmur quietly:



	WORKERS
	Big Brother – Big Brother – Big Brother



	TSCREEN
	Big Brother, fearless protector of Oceania, standing like a rock against the dark hordes of the Eurasian Armies.



	A dull rhythmic tramp of soldier’s boots – a marching army.



	
	Their threat is always with us.



	Some of the workers begin to call out at the screen. They are becoming restless and emotions are creeping up. WINSTON is kicking his heel against his chair.




	 
	Big Brother and the brave soldiers of Oceania fight to keep these murdering Eurasians from invading our frontiers.



	Some cheers from the WORKERS.



	
	Yet from within is someone who seeks to undermine this fight….



	A WORKER

	(To all the other workers.) You know his name.




	 The WORKERS begin an aggressive chant.



	WORKERS
	Goldstein – Goldstein – Goldstein.



	TSCREEN
	…a man who threatens to wreck the very structure of our civilization with his evil teaching. The first traitor. The defiler of the Party’s purity. Emmanuel Goldstein.



	The workers are now in a frenzy. Only WINSTON and O’BRIEN are not at fever pitch.



	Books are thrown. Chairs are banged on the floor.



	WINSTON watches the fury of The Girl With The Dark Hair, violently shouting GOLDSTEIN’s name and screaming as his image appears on the screen.



	Standing in silence WINSTON and O’BRIEN catch each other’s eye. O’BRIEN takes off his spectacles. It is momentary – but there is a real connection made. The noise of the telescreen and the screaming workers fades away. O’BRIEN’s attention goes back to the screen and the volume surges back up. Winston turns back to the screen.



	WINSTON
	Hate! Hate!



	GWTDH
	Swine! Swine! Swine!



	TSCREEN
	The enemy of the people. Emmanuel Goldstein.
Listen to him.



	GOLDSTEIN’s voice – synthetic and sheep-like – emerges from the screen.



	GOLDSTEIN
	Down with Big Brother. Big Brother the evil dictator. People of Oceania, rise up against the dictatorship of the Party.



	 
	The revolution has been betrayed, a revolution that was about freedom, freedom of speech, freedom of the press, freedom of assembly, freedom of thought. The revolution was about peace. I demand an immediate ceasefire with Eurasia.



	 

	…an immediate conclusion of peace with Eurasia…an immediate conclusion of peace with Eurasia




	This line repeats, each time becoming less distinguishable from the bleat of a sheep – until it is indeed a sheep bleating. Over it we hear:




	TSCREEN
	Listen to this man. A day never passes when the moles and saboteurs that make up his vast shadowy army of conspirators seek to overthrow the State. Under the protection of his foreign paymasters Goldstein and his evil underground network are attempting to weaken Oceania so that the enemy Eurasia can defeat us.



	The rhythmic tramp swells to a terrific volume. Added to it are sounds of a sub-machine gun. The workers flinch, as though they genuinely fear the Eurasian army may burst through the screen.



	But then we hear the soothing sounds of the Party anthem.



	
	One man will never allow this to happen.



	The telescreen emanates a beautiful warm light.




	WORKERS
	Big Brother – Big Brother – Big Brother



	TSCREEN
	Remember, Big Brother is watching you.



	WORKERS
	Big Brother – Big Brother – Big Brother.



	They all stand and salute. real joy and adoration is on their faces.
The light and the anthem swell and then fade away.









TWO



	That evening. WINSTON’s flat. Dingy.



	Bed. Sink in a cabinet. Chair and small desk.



	A telescreen at one end. When there is no image on the telescreens they are blue. They turn red as they pick up noise from the rooms they are in.



	Continual voice from telescreen.



	WINSTON pours himself a Victory Gin. Winces. Touches his ankle.



	He is aware of the telescreen.



	Sound of helicopter. It unnerves him.



	He takes another cup full of Victory Gin.



	He squeezes into the chair and desk at side of telescreen.



	Opens a drawer in the desk and takes out a book. He takes out a pen with a real nib. His hands are shaking.



	He opens the book.



	He writes and we hear:



	V/OVER
	April 4th 1984.



	He sits back terrified and helpless.



	He waits and listens to the telescreen



	He picks up the pen again and writes.



	V/OVER
	DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER
DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER
DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER



	The scratching of the pen has made the screen go red momentarily. He stops. Panic. He is suddenly gripped with the need to write again at great speed.



	
	theyll shoot me i don’t care theyll shoot me in the back of the neck



	 

	i don’t care down with big brother they always shoot you in the back of the neck i dont care down with big brother –




	There is a sudden knock at the door. WINSTON freezes. His mouth open. He sits still as a mouse.



	Knocking. Screen goes red at sound of knocking.



	He goes towards the door looks back realises he has left the book open.



	Too late – he has to open the door.



	It is his neighbour MRS PARSONS. Early thirties. Looks older. Worn.



	MRS P
	Oh, comrade, I thought I heard you come in. Do you think you could come across and have a look at our kitchen sink. It’s got blocked up and –



	WINSTON
	– Mrs Parsons – er – comrade –



	MRS P
	Of course it’s only because Tom isn’t home.



	Her children enter the space and with a few adjustments to the furniture create the Parson’s home. The telescreen moves to a different part of the stage also. One child is waving the scarlet banner of the Youth League. One is playing along with the anthem coming from the telescreen with a comb and a piece of toilet paper. They jump up and down on the bed. They are both dressed in the blue shorts, grey shirts and red neckerchiefs of the Spies.



	
	It’s the children, they haven’t been out today. And of course –



	WINSTON lies on his back as though under a sink. He winces. Touches his ankle. He looks up as though at the angle-joint of the pipe.



	
	Of course if Tom was home he’d put it right in a moment. He loves anything like that. He’s ever so good with his hands, Tom is.



	WINSTON
	Have you got a spanner?



	MRS P
	A spanner, I don’t know, I’m sure. Perhaps the children –



	The boy, an aggressive nine-year-old jumps off the bed.



	BOY
	On your feet! Put up your hands!



	His sister joins him. MRS PARSONS searches for a spanner.



	
	You’re a traitor!



	GIRL
	Traitor!



	BOY
	You’re a thought criminal! You’re / a Eurasian spy!



	GIRL
	Traitor!



	BOY
	I’ll shoot you. I’ll vaporize you, I’ll send you to / the salt mines.



	GIRL
	Bang bang! Bang bang!



	MRS PARSONS hands WILSON a spanner as the children leap around him repeatedly shouting: ‘Traitor!’, ‘Thought criminal’. Winston works the nut.



	MRS P
	They do get so noisy. They’re hanging some Eurasian prisoners in the park this evening. They’re disappointed because they couldn’t go to see it, that’s what it is.



	BOY
	Why can’t we go and see the hanging?



	MRS P
	I’m too busy to take them and Tom won’t be back from work in time.



	GIRL
	Want to see the / hanging.



	BOY
	Hang the Eurasians. Hang / the war criminals.



	GIRL
	Want to see the hanging.



	WINSTON stands and hands back the spanner.



	WINSTON
	That should do it, for the time being.



	The children start to move the furniture back to the position it was in for WINSTON’s flat.



	MRS P
	Thank you comrade. I wouldn’t have troubled you if Tom was home.



	WINSTON
	It’s no trouble. Good evening.



	The boy fires something from a large catapult and it smashes into the back of WINSTON’s neck.



	
	Aaaggh!



	BOY

	Goldstein!!




	WINSTON turns as MRS P drags the boy away. A look of helpless fright on her face.



	WINSTON rubs his neck and returns to his seat at the desk hidden at the side of the telescreen.



	The telescreen is still listing facts and figures about industrial production.



	Suddenly:
	



	TSCREEN
	Your attention please! A newsflash has this moment arrived from the Malabar front. Our forces in South India have won a glorious victory. I am authorised to say that the action we are now reporting may well bring the war within a measurable distance of it’s end. Here is the newsflash –



	A different voice.
	



	
	Today’s offensive on the Malabar front by the glorious Oceanic forces has led to all but the annihilation of the Eurasian, 2nd and 5th India Armies.



	
	The attack was organized to test the strength of the enemy forces, to exhaust those forces as much as possible, and to prepare for an eventual conquest of the area.






	WINSTON writes:
	



	V/OVER To the future or to the past, to a time when thought is free, when men are different from one another and do not live alone-to a time when truth exists and what is done cannot be undone.

As the voiceover continues WINSTON closes the book and hides it. He notices ink on two of his fingers. He scrubs at it. He gets into bed.

From the age of uniformity, from the age of solitude, from the age of Big Brother, from the age of doublethink - greetings.

Freedom is the freedom to say that two plus two equals four. If that is granted, all else follows.

Two plus two equals four.

	TSCREEN Our soldiers stormed across the ever-retreating line of Eurasian defence. Their losses on the battlefield are numbered at upwards of ten thousand and over fifty thousand military and civilian personnel have been captured. Oceania now has control of vast proportion of Southern India. This assault brings the war within measurable distance of its end. Ultimate victory is very near.

An anthem begins.

Victory!

Victory!
Victory!




	WINSTON is asleep.





FIRST DREAM



	WINSTON is dreaming of his mother. She is holding his baby sister. She is a statuesque woman with slow movements and magnificent fair hair.



	WINSTON
	Mother!



	MOTHER
	Look Winston, it’s your baby sister.



	They seem to be in a deep well or a grave. Then under water. They are being sucked down to death.



	WINSTON
	Mother!



	They fade away and O’BRIEN enters. He takes off his spectacles and looks down at WINSTON.



	O’BRIEN
	We shall meet in the place where there is no darkness.



	O’BRIEN fades away and the dream changes colour. It is beautiful. We hear bird song, a breeze blowing gently through the trees and a stream.



	The Girl With The Dark Hair appears in her blue overalls and red sash. She pulls down the zipper of her overalls and is naked inside. She is about to peel off the overalls when –



	Suddenly there is an ear-splitting whistle from the telescreen. WINSTON wakes with a start.









End of sample
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OEBPS/images/pub.gif





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 
   
    
		 
    
     
		 
		 
    
     
		 
    
     
		 
		 
    
     
		 
    
     
		 
		 
    
     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    
  
   
     
  




OEBPS/images/f0001.png
WWW.OBERONBOORS.COM
B [i Follow us on vewwwicercom/@oberonbooks
8 werwfacebook comioberonbook





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
GEORGE ORWELL's

ADAPTED BY
MATTHEW DUNSTER

OBERON MODERN PLAYS





