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Trifon Borisovich, an innkeeper in Mokroe – bass
Pan Musyalovich – baritone
Pan Vrubelvsky – baritone
Zosima, the elder – bass
inspector of police – bass
Devil – baritone
Grand Inquisitor– bass
MOTHER – soprano
Wanderer – silent role
Hieromonk, worshippers in the monastery, waiters and rural chorus in the inn, police constables, the President of the Court, the jury and public in the court, funeral procession, guards of inquisition. 
Part I
№1. THE BEGINNING OF THE LEGEND (Prelude)

The raised curtain reveals the slight glimmering stage. 
children's chorus. (offstage)
A quiet summer evening, the window open

The lamp is lit before the icon

Slanting rays of the setting sun

Blood red glows reveal the square of a medieval town. The sinister fire is lighting upstage. A man is being burnt in the auto-da-fe. The Grand Inquisitor moves across the stage. It’s an old man in a coarse cassock. His guards follow him. 
male voices.
You are accused of the murder…

The murder of your father…

Retired Lieutenant Karamazov… 

You are accused of the murder of Fyodor Pavlovich…

	male voices.
You are accused of the murder…

The murder of your father… Fyodor Pavlovich, this past night

You are accused of the murder …


	CHILDREN’S VOICES.
Slanting rays of the setting sun…

Slanting rays… 


The image of the auto-da-fe vanishes away. The Grand Inquisitor with his guards cross the stage and fade from the scene.

CHILDREN’s VOICES. 

A quiet eve… a summer eve… 

The lamp… The window … Slanting rays of the setting sun…

Little by little the stage lightens.

Fyodor Pavlovich. Devil take it! Who to ask among these idiots... Where do I go? *
№2. … Anything goes!
Outside the monastery hermitage of the elder Zosima. The worshippers wait for his appearance. A landlady, Hohlakova, is among them.

WORSHIPPERS. (Female chorus)

Heal us, bless us, hear our confession!

…See the great healer!

...‘Tis three months since we left home

… Bless us, heal us. Kiss his hand!

May God reward you, our benefactor! 

Let us kiss your hand!

	HOHLAKOVA.
I close my eyes and feel an insuperable

force inside myself

No wounds, no purulent ulcers can frighten me!
	worshippers.
... Heal us, bless us, hear our confession!

... Heal us, bless us, hear our confession!


_______________

* The underlined phrases are said.
The hieromonk leads Fyodor Pavlovich Karamazov and his sons Ivan and Alyosha through the crowd of worshippers to the elder. The hieromonk with a sort of reverence offers his companions to enter the hermitage. Then he speaks to the crowd.

hieromonk. Our Elder Zosima will receive Mr. Karamazov and his sons. He asks to wait outside. Follow me.

Hohlakova and the worshippers follow the hieromonk on the downstage.
	HOHLAKOVA.
I would sit with these poor sufferers

I love the people, I want to love them...

Our Russian people, so majestic in their open-heartedness…

 
	WORSHIPPERS.
... Heal us, bless us, hear our confession!

... Heal us, bless us, hear our confession!..


The interior of the cell of the elder is lightened. The elder is in his armchair. Alexey is by his bedside. Ivan sits on the chair in the corner of the cell. Fedor Pavlovich walks up and down. The clock strikes twelve.

FYODOR PAVLOVICH. 
‘Tis midnight, and my son Dmitry Fyodorovich has still not come

This disagreement with my son about his inheritance,

Which you, father, promised to judge,

must be treated with great care!

ZOSIMA. There is still time. We shall wait.

FYODOR PAVLOVICH. 
Since we must wait I’ll entertain you… I was in a little town where I had business. Out came the inspector of Police. I went straight up to him, and with the ease of a man of the world, you know, ‘Mr. inspector (Ispravnik),’ said I, ‘be our Napravnik.’ ‘What do you mean by Napravnik?’ said he. ‘Conduct us. Mr. Napravnik is our well-known orchestra conductor.’ – ‘Excuse me,’ said he, ‘I am an inspector, and I do not allow puns to be made on my calling.’ Well, what do you think? (He laughs.)

The elder silently looks him up and down. Alyosha stands with his head lowered. Ivan, his brother, sits still, his eyes on the floor. 

Teacher! Tell me, do I offend you with my liveliness?

ZOSIMA.  I beg you, be not ashamed of yourself…

FYODOR PAVLOVICH. 
Oh great and venerable father! (He falls on his knees.) 

What must I do to deserve eternal life?

ZOSIMA. (with a smile)
You know full well: no drunkenness,

no voluptuousness, no love of money

And most important, no lying. No lying to yourself

FYODOR PAVLOVICH. 

Oh blessed man! 

I have lied! All my life I have lied!

Let me kiss your hand

(He jumps up and gives the elder a rapid smack on his hand.) 

My son Ivan Fyodorovich takes a different view of such things.

Blessed father, have you heard of his article

on the soul’s immortality?

ZOSIMA. I have heard of it… (to Ivan) Remind me…

IVAN. 
…It says there is nothing on earth

to force men to love their fellows…

No law of nature that man should love mankind

Hence, there is no reason for faith and immortality

And if there is no immortality, there is no virtue

And if there is no immortality, nothing is immoral

Everything is permitted.

ALYOSHA. Everything is permitted?! Ivan!! What are you saying? 
FYODOR PAVLOVICH. (wickedly) 

Everything! Everything! Everything is permitted! Everything is permitted! Everything! 

(slightly jigging up and down) Everything is permitted! Everything is permitted! Everything is permitted!
ZOSIMA. (to Ivan) If you believe that you are either blessed or most unfortunate!

IVAN. Why unfortunate?

ZOSIMA. You have not resolved the question in your own heart, therefore it tortures you.

The elder raises his hand to make the sign of the cross over Ivan. The latter stands up, comes up to him, receives the blessing, kisses his hand and returns to his place. Mitya enters. He is irreproachably dressed in a frock-coat. He wears black gloves and carries a top hat.
MITYA. I crave your pardon. Forgive me for making you wait so long.

Bowed to his father in a notably dignified silence, Mitya lowers himself on the chair, indicated by the elder.

FYODOR PAVLOVICH. (He jumps up and continues to talk with malice.)
Divine and most holy father!

This is my son, Dmitry Fyodorovich, flesh of my flesh...

Regarding whom I seek justice from you.

Judge us and save us!

MITYA. (He jumps up.) I don’t deserve this comedy, of which I had a premonition as I came here!

FYODOR PAVLOVICH. (mock-tearful)
I am accused of keeping their inheritance from them,

But tell me, is this not a land with courts?

You’ll be suitably dealt with there, Dmitry Fyodorovich.

	FYODOR PAVLOVICH. (to the elder) 
The whole town resounds with his drunken brawls!

Where he used to live he paid a thousand a time for girls. 


	MITYA. 

You want a scandal.

Be quiet! Be quiet! 

Be quiet! Shut up!


FYODOR PAVLOVICH. 
Holy father, can you believe, he has an affianced bride,

A girl of noble family, who loves him,

Yet he visits the local temptress.            

MITYA. (He chokes with anger.) 

Shut up! Be quiet! 

I’ll not let you sully that purest of girls!

FYODOR PAVLOVICH. And asked for three thousand to pay her!
MITYA.
I’ll not permit this!

You accuse me because you yourself

wish to enjoy her favours

FYODOR PAVLOVICH.
A duel… Pistols! 

At a distance of three metres…

Through a handkerchief! Through a handkerchief! A duel!

MITYA .
Why does such a man exist?

Should he be permitted to dishonour the earth?

FYODOR PAVLOVICH. Patricide! Do you hear? Patricide! Patricide!

The elder rises suddenly from his seat, and, sunk on his knees before Mitya, bows down at Dmitri's feet; his forehead touched the floor.

	ALYOSHA.
Heavens! 
The holy father on his knees! 

Heavens! 

The holy father on his knees! 

Good Heavens! What can this mean?
	MITYA.
The holy father on his knees .
What can this vision mean?
	FYODOR PAVLOVICH. 
The holy father on his knees! 

Why is he at his feet? 

Is this a sign?


ZOSIMA. (to Mitya) Forgive me.. Forgive me all of you...
MITYA. Oh Heavens!
His face in his hands Mitya rushes out of the room. Fyodor Pavlovich and Ivan flock out after him, bowing hurriedly. Alyosha rushes to assist the elder to get up again. 
ZOSIMA. 

I bowed before the terrible suffering that awaits him…

His terrible suffering I bowed before.
The terrible suffering! 

Your place is not here, Alyosha.

As soon as God sees fit to take me -

Leave the monastery.

Go to your brothers. They need you most. They need you most. Most.

Blackout.

№ 3.  Confessions of a passionate heart
Outside the hermitage. Alexey goes out of the gate. Mitya, lain in wait for him, rushes to Alyosha.

MITYA. 

I beg you, go to her. Tell her I shall never … come again.

Say ‘He said to give you his regards’.

ALYOSHA.  To Katerina Ivanovna? Your affianced bride?

MITYA. 

Remember, ‘He said to give you his regards’. 

And if she asks ‘Where is the money?’

ALYOSHA. What money, Mitya?
MITYA. 

Answer her: 

‘You asked him to send money to Moscow. Three thousand.

He squandered them with Grushenka.

With Grushenka. Squandered.

Like a filthy beast’

That, Alyosha, is my great shame, 

My greatest suffering of all

If I don’t get the money, my soul is damned

I may be a scoundrel!

But I’m not a thief. Never a thief!

Go Alyosha. Don’t forget. ‘He said to give you his regards’  (He wants to leave.)

ALYOSHA. (He takes a step or two, stops and swings round.) 

Mitya... (Mitya turns at his voice.) Is it true 

that when you were with your regiment …you tempted girls with money?

MITYA. 

That’s how it looks. But ‘tis not true!

Money is the fire in my soul. 
Music, uproar, gypsies.

I loved dissipation, I loved shame of dissipation.

ALYOSHA. And Katerina Ivanovna knew this?..

MITYA. 

... Her father, our Lieutenant-Colonel, was accused of embezzlement,

And I’d just received my first share of our inheritance.

So I hinted to her…

Come over, I’ll pay to save your father from shame

She came… ‘Give me the money…’

But she couldn’t keep it up… she choked, took fright, her voice broke…

ALYOSHA. Mitya! I know you’ll tell the whole truth!

MITYA. 

I gave her the money.

Then opened the door, with a respectful bow…

And she? She went pale, then suddenly, gently,

bent down low before me, in Russian manner.

Leapt up and ran away.

ALYOSHA. How did you get engaged?

MITYA. 

…She returned the money from Moscow by post, with a letter.

I sent Ivan with my reply. He fell in love with her…

He loves her now. You know it yourself.

Following the hieromonk, Hohlakova and the worshippers go backwards. They go past Mitya and Alyosha.    

MITYA. Alyosha, ask our father for money for me.
ALYOSHA. But he won’t give it, not for anything.

MITYA.
I know he won’t. I believe in miracles. I hope for a miracle
Enough – go, Alyosha: ‘He said to give you his regards!’
I’m off to keep an eye on Grushenka

Smerdyakov is going to tell me 

if she goes to the old man.

ALYOSHA. And if you find out she goes?

MITYA. I’ll break in and stop them…

ALYOSHA. And if…
	HOHLAKOVA.
I do so love mankind … 

I’ll become a nurse…
I love the people!     

I love the people!     
	WORSHIPPERS.
Heal us, bless us, hear our confession! 

May God reward you. 

May God reward you, our benefactor!
Heal us, bless us, hear our confession! 

Heal us, bless us… 
Heal us, bless us… 
	MITYA.
And if… I’ll kill him.

Perhaps I’ll kill him.

Perhaps I’ll kill him!

I’ll kill him! I’ll kill him!

Perhaps I’ll kill him! 

Perhaps I’ll kill the old man…
	ALYOSHA. 

My brother! What are you saying? Mitya!    
Mitya!    
Mitya!    


Blackout.

№4. Both together
In the chamber of Katerina Ivanovna. Alyosha comes inside the room.

KATERINA IVANOVNA. (She rushes to meet him.) 

You! I waited for you to come

He sent you… Was it him? Was it?

ALYOSHA. 

Yes, he asked me… ordered me … to give his regards,

And say that he will never come again … but he sends his regards…

KATERINA IVANOVNA. Was that what he said, how he expressed it?
ALYOSHA. Yes, he said it just as I have said: ‘to give his regards’. 

KATERINA IVANOVNA. 
Then he has decided, and is frightened of his own decision!

He did not walk away firmly, but fled, fled in panic

And thus he is not lost! He is not lost!

He is simply in despair and I can still save him.

Wait, did he say anything about money, about three thousand?

ALYOSHA. (feelingly) 

Not only did he mention it, 

but it disturbs him most of all.

He said that he is dishonoured, 

and it tortures him.

	KATERINA IVANOVNA. 
How is it he still does not know me? 

After all we have been through?   

He was not afraid to reveal all to you!

He was not afraid to reveal all to you!
He worries he has been dishonourable to me.
	ALYOSHA.
He frets, not knowing 

how to get three thousand. 

That you think him a thief. 

The thought is unbearable to him.




ALYOSHA. 

He cannot bear to see you.

He spent your money on rioting with Grushenka…

(He stops short.) Forgive me…

KATERINA IVANOVNA. 
You think I hate her name? You’re wrong.

That girl is an angel.

She’ll not marry him.

(She turns round.) Agrafena Alexandrovna, my dear, come here!

The door curtain rises. Grushenka, on the laugh, steps up to Alyosha.

(to Alyosha, taking Grushenka by her arm) 

Grushenka has explained her intentions.

Like an angel she came to me, bringing peace and joy.

GRUSHENKA. She did not drive me away, this sweet, worthy lady.

Katerina Ivanovna takes Grushenka by the arm. They join hands with Alyosha and all together reel in a seriocomic round dance.

	KATERINA IVANOVNA. 
Peace and joy…

Peace and joy…

Peace and joy…


	GRUSHENKA.
She did not drive me away…
She did not drive me away…


GRUSHENKA.

You are kind to me, my lady,

 and perhaps I am not worth it.

KATERINA IVANOVNA. 
Not worth it?

Alexey Fyodorovich, we have an independent but proud heart!

There was an officer, a Pole, we loved him…

It was long ago, five years ago.

He forgot us, married.

And now he’s widowed. He’s coming here, and you know, 

we have always loved him alone!

GRUSHENKA. You defend me, sweet lady, but perhaps you are too hasty.
KATERINA IVANOVNA. 
Grushenka, my angel, give me your hand

Look upon this plump little hand,

It brought me happiness, brought me back to life,

And now I shall kiss it.

The women dance round Alyosha.

	KATERINA IVANOVNA. 
Back to life! 

(She kisses Grushenka’s hand.)

I shall kiss it! (She kisses her hand.).
I shall kiss! (She keeps kissing.)
	GRUSHENKA.
You are kind, 

my lady, 

very kind…


GRUSHENKA.
And if I do like him again, what about Mitya?

I am bad, capricious…

KATERINA IVANOVNA. 
So be it, you shall save him.

You’ll tell him you love another. 

You gave your word.

GRUSHENKA.
Oh, my lady, how noble you are.

I shall take your hand and kiss it

And once again the women dance round Alyosha.

	KATERINA IVANOVNA. 
You shall save him... 

You’ll save, save... 

You’ll save him...
	GRUSHENKA.
What a little hand 
you have,

What a little hand!


GRUSHENKA.
You know, my lady angel, I shall take your hand,

but not kiss it. I’ll not kiss it.

KATERINA IVANOVNA. (She stops short.) What is it?

GRUSHENKA. (She keeps reeling.) 

Let it remain thus in your memory,

that you kissed my hand, but I did not kiss yours.

I shall tell Mitya.

KATERINA IVANOVNA. Bold creature!?

GRUSHENKA.
Oh, how he’ll laugh!

And laugh! And laugh! 
KATERINA IVANOVNA. 
You harpy! Be off with you!

Mercenary creature!

GRUSHENKA.
Well, and what if I am?

You yourself have been known to visit a man 

at twilight for money

Taking your beauty to sell.

Katerina Ivanovna utters a scream and throws herself on Grushenka. Alyosha holds her back.
ALYOSHA. Don’t move! Not a word!

	GRUSHENKA. (waltzing)
Laugh! Laugh!

How he’ll laugh!  

Laugh! Laugh!

How he’ll laugh!  

How he’ll laugh, laugh!  


	Katerina Ivanovna. Be off with you!

Mercenary creature! 

Be off with you! I’ll whip her! 

Whip her all the way to the gallows! To the executioner!


	ALYOSHA.
Don’t move, 

not a word! 

Be silent, not a word! 

She will leave!

She will leave, leave!




GRUSHENKA. 

Alyosha, see me out!

I played that scene for you, Alyosha dear. (She withdraws.)
KATERINA IVANOVNA.  

 “Taking my beauty to sell…”, “…my beauty to sell!”

“Sweet lady!!!”

She knows! He told her!

Your brother is a villain, Alexey Fyodorovich! A villain! A villain!

Your brother is a villain!

Katerina Ivanovna burst out convulsive sobbing.

Blackout.

№5.What for? Why? (Mitya's aria)
A spotlight brightens up Mitya who stands center-stage.
MITYA.
I am lost. Utterly lost!

Every day of my life, beating my breast,

I promise to improve... Yet I commit the same vile deeds.

I hate this insect that sits within me.

Why is it thus? Why?

Why is the steppe bare, why are people poor?

Why do they not sing joyous songs?

Why have they blackened from vile suffering?

Why is the child not fed?

Why is it thus? Why?

Man is tortured by too many unanswered questions…

I saw Grushenka, her beauty, and was lost

There is a way she bends her body that is reflected

in her legs, even in her little finger.

I am lost, utterly lost.

Beauty is a terrible thing!

What is shame to the mind, 

is beauty to the heart

Why is it so? Why?

Blackout.

№6. Drinking Brandy…
The house of Fyodor Pavlovich. Fyodor Pavlovich with his son Ivan have their afterlunch coffee. The servants Grigory and Smerdyakov attend their master.

FYODOR PAVLOVICH. (to Smerdyakov)
Well then, my Jesuit, tell me your wise thoughts again.
SMERDYAKOV. 

I can repeat them, though there is no wisdom in them.

God created the light the first day,

The Sun, Moon and stars on the fourth day,

So where did the light come from on the first day?

Alyosha enters.
FYODOR PAVLOVICH. 
Alyosha, my boy, sit down.

Balaam’s ass has spoken.

(to Smerdyakov)You question Holy Writ, but here’s what they say

in the newspapers.

(Reads) ‘A Russian soldier taken prisoner in Asia

was tortured to renounce Christianity...

but let them flay him alive and died praising the Christ.’
What do you say to that, you philosophising ass?

SMERDYAKOV. 

I say the feat is of course great

But there would have been no great sin

If he had renounced his baptism

in order to save his life for good works,

with which he would redeem his pusillanimity

FYODOR PAVLOVICH. 
You lie, and for that you shall roast in hell

like mutton on a spit!

GRIGORY. He’s a scoundrel, that’s what he is.

Grigory and Smerdyakov leaves.

FYODOR PAVLOVICH. (He pours out the brandy.) Ivan, tell me: is there a God or not?
IVAN. No, there is no God.
FYODOR PAVLOVICH. Alyosha, my boy, is there a God?
ALYOSHA. There is a God.
FYODOR PAVLOVICH. (He tosses off a glass of cognac.) And immortality?
IVAN. No, there is no immortality!      
ALYOSHA. There is!
FYODOR PAVLOVICH. So who is it who makes such a mockery of men?

IVAN. (grinning) The devil!
FYODOR PAVLOVICH. (He gets tight.) Does the devil exist?
IVAN. No, there is no devil.
FYODOR PAVLOVICH. 

What is it with you? Whatever I think of, it doesn’t exist!

FYODOR PAVLOVICH. (He is somewhat tipsy, to Ivan) 

I ask you a third time. Go to Chermashnya.

I’ll show you a girl there, I’ve had my eye on her for ages.

She is still young as yet.

But don’t let it worry you – those girls are pearls!

Pearls!.. (He kisses his little finger.) 

You can find something damned interesting in any woman,

You just need to know how to look!

It’s a talent! It’s a talent!

I always amazed your late mother, Alyosha, my boy.

(Alyosha’s countenance changes. He leaps up.)

Never petted her... then suddenly I’d fire up and be down

on my knees, kissing her feet.

And afterwards: ‘here’s your icon,

you think it miracle-working,

Well I’ll spit on it, I will! And nothing will happen!’

Alexey sinks back in his chair and bursts into tears. 
Alyosha! What is it? Give him water, quickly. 

It’s … just like his mother.

IVAN. But his mother was my mother too! Mine too!

A terrible noise and violent screams are heard in the hall. Mitya, held by Grigory and Smerdyakov, bursts into the room. 
FYODOR PAVLOVICH. He’ll kill me! Don’t let him kill me!

MITYA. (He fitfully looks around, sights Grigory, 

who outstretches his arms in front of the door.) 

She’s in there! You’ve hidden her!

I saw her turn towards the house!

Where is she? Get away you scoundrel!

Mitya hits Grigory. The old man falls. Mitya, leaping over him, brakes in the door.   

FYODOR PAVLOVICH. She’s here? Grushenka is here?

Fedor Pavlovich dashes after Mitya. 

Grigory. (He gets up from the floor.) I bathed him as a babe and now he dares…

Ivan Fedorovich and Alyosha run after their father and forcibly bring him back.

FYODOR PAVLOVICH. 
She’s here! She’s here! (He seems frantic. He speaks breathlessly.) 

Ivan, my son; Alyosha, my boy, so we’s here,

Grushenka is here, 
He said he saw her himself, running...!

Grigory. I bathed him as a babe…
MITYA (He reappears.) Where are the keys? The keys!!!

	FYODOR PAVLOVICH. 

She’s here!

That’s one in the eye for him!  

She’s here!

Help!..
	MITYA.
She’s here, 

I saw her, 
I saw!

Where are the keys?
	IVAN.
Go away! 

He’ll kill 

you right now! 

Go away!
	ALYOSHA.
Go away! 
Go away, 

Mitya! 
Leave now!
	SMERDYA-KOV.
She could not have passed me!

She couldn’t…

She couldn’t…

She could not have passed me!

She couldn’t!

	Grigory.

I bathed him as a babe … 
And he dares.


Tearing himself from Ivan, Fyodor Pavlovich rushes again at Mitya. Mitya clutches the old man by the hair, flings him with a crash on the floor and kicks him with his heel. Ivan and Alexey pulls Mitya away.

IVAN. You’re mad! You’ve killed him! 

MITYA. If I haven’t I’ll come back and do it. 

ALYOSHA. Go away, Mitya, leave right now!
Ivan and Grigory raise the old man and seat him in an arm-chair. His face is covered with blood.

MITYA. (He looks at his father with hatred as he goes out.) 

Take care of yourself, old man! Keep hoping

Because I too have my hopes!

I curse you and renounce you, entirely!

(He runs out of the room.)
IVAN. (to Smerdyakov)
Give me water, a towel! Go, Smerdyakov! 

(He whispers to Alyosha.) Do not grieve, brother. One lot of vermin will

kill the other, and that’s what they deserve! 

(He leaves. Smerdyakov minces after him.)

FYODOR PAVLOVICH. (He sits up in his arm-chair.)
Alyosha, where is Ivan? I am afraid of Ivan. 

I fear him more than that other

I am afraid of Ivan… Ivan…

 Blackout.
№7. A Laceration in the drawing room
Hohlakova's chamber. Katerina Ivanovna, Hohlakova and Ivan. Alyosha enters.
KATERINA IVANOVNA. (Seeing Alyosha, she says joyfully.)
Here he is! I wish to hear this man’s opinion. (She makes Alyosha sit down.) 
(She points at Ivan.) My only friend approves of me... 

IVAN. Yes, Alyosha, I approve. 

KATERINA IVANOVNA. 
After yesterday’s shameful scene with that filth 

I received from your brother a drunken letter on a filthy scrap of paper.

He threatens to kill his father if he cannot get the money

In order to give it to me.

I don’t know if I love Mitya any more.

He seems pitiful to me now, how pitiful

HOHLAKOVA. I understand you, how I understand you! 

KATERINA IVANOVNA. 
But I have decided and I will not change my mind

Even if he marries that… filth, I shall not abandon him!

I shall keep my eye on him forever. 

When he is unhappy, let him come to me,

And he will find a friend, a sister

Let him see that I am faithful to my word forever!

Forever! That is my decision

IVAN. In anyone else, it would be wrong, but you are right...

HOHLAKOVA. But the insult will pass!

IVAN. 

For another, yes, but with Katerina Ivanovna’s character

It will last all her life

Katerina Ivanovna, you’ll spend your life observing

in suffering your own feat, your own sorrow…

HOHLAKOVA. Oh Heavens, this is all wrong!

IVAN. 
Unfortunately, I may have to depart tomorrow

and leave you for a long time... 

KATERINA IVANOVNA. Tomorrow? Are you going to Moscow?

IVAN. Perhaps to Moscow.

KATERINA IVANOVNA. 
Heavens, how lucky! You can tell my aunt

all the horrors I am experiencing… 

How pleased I am!

ALYOSHA. (Being all adrift, he half-rises.)
I don’t understand: he’s going, perhaps for a long time,

and you shout that you are pleased.

You deliberately shouted, you did it deliberately

KATERINA IVANOVNA. 
Alexey Fyodorovich, what is it?

What are you talking about?

ALYOSHA. (as if he were a clairvoyant) 

Perhaps you don’t love Mitya, but you love Ivan

You love not Mitya but Ivan, Ivan!

KATERINA IVANOVNA. (She stands up in anger.) I refuse to understand you, I absolutely refuse.

ALYOSHA. Your torture Ivan because you love him... 

IVAN. (He speaks naturally, with restraint, with dignity.) 

You are mistaken, good Alyosha

Katerina Ivanovna has never loved me!

She punishes me for the numerous insults

She receives every second from Mitya... 

Such is her heart! Such is her heart!

I am leaving now, but you know Katerina Ivanovna,

You love only him, and you love him when he insults you

If he were to treat you better, you would cease to love him

You need him in order to be proud of your own loyalty

Farewell, Katerina Ivanovna

You must not be angry with me, for I am punished already...

I shall never see you again. Farewell.  (He runs away.)

	ALYOSHA. 

Ivan! Come back!

Ivan! 

It’s my fault! 

He must come back... Ivan! Ivan! 
	HOHLAKOVA. (to Alyosha)
You are an angel! An angel!
You told the truth!

You are an angel! 

You told the truth! 


KATERINA IVANOVNA. (to Alyosha)
Do you know who you are?

You are a little holy fool
A God's fool, that’s what you are.

Blackout.

Ivan goes quickly along the downstage. A brisk little man appears in his way. He dresses the same way as Ivan himself. Ivan doesn’t notice him passing by. Then he stops dead and turns towards him. Quickly bowing to Ivan, he removes his top hat, exposing his little devil’s horns. Ivan falls into a second stupor and leaves. The devil caps himself and swings his tail with dignity.

Blackout.

№8. It's Always Worth While Speaking to a Clever Man
Smerdyakov with his guitar and Marya Kondratievna are seated on a bench beneath bushes in front of Fyodor Pavlovich's house. 
SMERDYAKOV. (He accompanies himself on the guitar.)
My loyalty to my loved one is invincible.

May the Lord have pity on her and me! 

On her and me!

MARYA KONDRATYEVNA. Oh! Oh! Oh!
SMERDYAKOV.
I’d give up a royal crown to save my loved one.

May the Lord have pity on her and me!

On her and me!

MARYA KONDRATYEVNA. I just love all kinds of poetry, if it runs right.

SMERDYAKOV. Poetry is nonsense, Maria Kondratyevna.

MARYA KONDRATYEVNA. How come you know so much?
SMERDYAKOV. 

I’d know more, if fate hadn’t decreed otherwise.

I’m Smerdyashchaya’s illegitimate son.

I’d call out and kill anyone who says I’m a knave.

MARYA KONDRATYEVNA. I imagine a duel is a very good thing.

SMERDYAKOV. 

It’s all our ignorance.

In 1812 there was a great invasion of Russia by Napoleon, 

first Emperor of the French.

it would have been a good thing if they had conquered us. 

A clever nation would have conquered a very stupid one... 
We should have had quite different institutions.
Ivan enters.

IVAN. Who are you with, Smerdyakov?
Marya Kondratyevna.

Don’t worry, I’ll be off. Goodbye. (She leaves.)

IVAN. ...How is my father? Has he calmed down?
SMERDYAKOV.
People don’t get worked up in the mornings

(He drops his eyes affectedly, setting his right foot forward, and playing with the tip of his boot.) 

Why is it you won’t go to Chermashnya?

IVAN. Devil take you! Speak frankly, what do you want?

SMERDYAKOV. (He goes on with the same serenity and the same little smile.) 
I’m in a difficult position. I get home, your father’s off:

‘Why hasn’t she come? Why hasn’t she come?’

Then soon as it gets dark, your brother appears with a gun:

‘See here, you rascal,’ he says,

‘I’ll kill you first if you don’t tell me when she comes’

Tomorrow I think I’ll have a serious epileptic fit

IVAN. You’re going to play sick?

SMERDYAKOV. 

I’m within my rights, to save my life.

It’s allowed, you said it yourself, Ivan Fyodorovich. It’s allowed.

IVAN. You’re a coward and that’s it!

SMERDYAKOV. 

He’ll kill me easy as a fly. 

Most of all I’m frightened I’ll be thought an accomplice,

Since I told of those secret signs.

IVAN. What signs?

SMERDYAKOV. 

Signs… How to knock so that Fyodor Pavlovich opens the door.

I told those signs to Dmitry Fyodorovich.

He knows that Fyodor Pavlovich has three thousand

sealed up in an envelope.

On which is written ‘To my angel Grushenka, if she wants to come’.

And then underneath: ‘and to my little chick’.

IVAN. Nonsense! Mitya will not steal, nor kill his father. 

SMERDYAKOV. He needs exactly three thousand. 

IVAN. (He gives a strange laugh; to Smerdyakov.) 

So why, you rascal, did you tell me to go to Chermashnya? 

SMERDYAKOV. (softly and reasonably) 

What do you mean, why? I pity you. 

The Devil in his top hat rises from the bench. Ivan desires to escape. He bangs into the Devil. For an instant Ivan's gaze is fixed intently upon him. With a devilishly sneering smile, the Devil bows. Ivan quickly departs. 

SMERDYAKOV. (to the Devil) It’s interesting to talk to an intelligent man.

	SMERDYAKOV. (He musingly 

accompanies himself on the guitar.) 
Whatever I do, I must leave 

and go to live in the capital...

To live in the capital…
	THE DEVIL. (playing with his tail)
My loyalty to my loved one

is invincible!

My loyalty to my loved one

is invincible!


Blackout.

№9. "In filthiness there is sweetness!" (Fyodor Pavlovich's monologue)
A spotlight brightens up Fyodor Pavlovich who stands center-stage.
FYODOR PAVLOVICH. 
No, dearest Mitya Fyodorovich, not a rouble! Not a rouble!

I’ve another twenty years of life ahead of me.

But I’m getting older - I’ll turn into a toad.

So I’ll have need of my money

and that’s why I’m saving it.

‘Tis more fun to indulge in sin! ‘Tis more fun to indulge in sin!

Everyone decries it, but they’re all at it,

just they hide the fact.

Everyone sins, just they hide it!

But I want to indulge in it right to the end,

and openly! Without hiding it!

That’s my philosophy!

I don’t want to go to your heaven, Alyosha, my boy.

I think that when you die, you never wake again.

There’s nothing after

Even a good man’ll not go to heaven.

‘Tis more fun to indulge in sin! 

Remember me if you will,

and if you don’t, may the devil take you!

May the devil take you all!

‘Tis more fun to indulge in sin!

Blackout.

№10. the priceless message from Mokroe 
Grushenka's house. Grushenka is well-dressed. She holds a letter in her hands.
Grushenka. 

Oh, is that not my long-awaited love returned?

My heart is alight once more with passionate love.

Marya Kondratievna enters with a mortar in her hand.
Marya Kondratyevna. Oh!  I just love all kinds of poetry, if it runs right.

Grushenka. 

Alight once more, unlocked: but to good or ill?

Will my dream come true or does suffering await?

Lit once more, unlocked, but for good or for ill?

Will my dream come true or does suffering await?

A gentle knock at the door.
GRUSHENKA. (frightenedly) 

A knock! Ask who it is! Don’t open it to Mitya!

Say I’m not here. (The knock at the door recurs.)
Marya Kondratyevna. That’s not Dmitry Fyodorovich’s knock. 
She places the mortar onto the table and goes to open the door. She escorts Alyosha into the room.

GRUSHENKA.
Heavens! Whom have you brought!! Come in. 

(to Alyosha.) I thought it was Mitya trying to get in.

Today, Alyosha, I await news, precious news.

ALYOSHA. I thought I’d find my brother here I must be with him.
GRUSHENKA.
I’m told he’s rushing round town scraping money together.

Don’t remind me of him, he has broken my heart.

(She make Alyosha sit down.) 

It’s a special day for me today, Alyosha

Kondratyevna, bring champagne.

Will you let me sit on your lap, Alyosha? There we are!

(She jumps up on Alyosha’s lap.) 

I’ll liven you up, my pious lad! (She kisses Alyosha.)
I used to wonder why I was frightened of you, such a boy?

I’ll swallow the lot and then I’ll be laughing.

See what a vicious dog I am,

A vicious dog.

Marya Kondratievna comes in, puts a tray with an uncorked bottle and two glasses of champagne on the table and leaves. 
(She takes a glass of champagne.) Drink, Alyosha, drink!

ALYOSHA. 
‘Tis a day of bitterness for me.

The holy father, Zosima, is dead.

GRUSHENKA.
Zosima is dead! 

And here I am sitting on his lap! (She jumps down from his lap.) 
My officer is coming, Alyosha! 

He’ll come, he’ll give the sign,

And I’ll come running like a little dog, whipped and cowed!

(She shakes the letter she held at the beginning of the scene.) 

He’s coming, the man who wronged me!

He’s at Mokry, he’ll write me from there; he gave a sign.

ALYOSHA. And Mitya?.. Does he know of this?

GRUSHENKA.
Once I told him of my first love.

He’s probably forgotten

Because if he hadn’t forgotten he’d have killed me.

I’ve been playing with Mitya all month so as not to run to him…

…But at night, in the dark, I weep into my pillow

And I think – if we just meet, how I’ll make him pay!

So perhaps I’ll take a knife with me today…

I’ll take a knife… I’ll take a knife…
Alyosha jumps up. All of a sudden Grushenka bursts out sobbing. 

Tell me, do I love him or not?

Should I forgive him?

ALYOSHA. But you have already forgiven him.
GRUSHENKA.
I’m still wrestling with my heart

Perhaps I just loved my grievance, and not him at all…

(She suddenly falls on her knees before Alyosha.) 

Why did you not come before, my cherub?

I’ve been waiting for one such as you all my life.

I believe that someone would love wicked me,

Not just for the pleasures of the body!..

There comes to the door a loud knock. Marya Kondratievna runs out to open the door.

Mitya!!

Marya Kondratyevna. (She comes back.)
My love, ‘tis the message arrived!

A carriage sent for you from Mokry,

A letter for you, a letter!

Grushenka snatches the letter out of her hands and reads it in a blink.

GRUSHENKA.
He’s called me! He whistled! Now come running, little dog!

Oh, is that not my long-awaited love returned?

I’ll go! Farewell! Farewell, Alyosha, my fate is determined…

Grushenka flies off to a new life…

Marya Kondratyevna. (She passes a pouch to Grushenka.) 

Take it! I shelled some nuts for you…

God be with you!

GRUSHENKA. (She flings off, but comes to a stop.) 

Dear Alyosha, give my regards to your brother Mitya.

Tell him ‘Grushenka went with the bastard, not you, the noble one!’

And say that Grushenka loved him for just one hour,

That he should remember that hour all his life!.. (She runs away.)
Blackout.

№ 11. She won't take the knife, she won't take it   (Alyosha's prayer)
A spotlight brightens up Alyosha who stands center-stage.
ALYOSHA. 

Oh Lord! So much should not be asked of one man…

Son of God, who preached that we should

do good to those who hate and offend us,

Pray for those who bring us misfortune and banish us.

Look down upon her: how she had mercy on me!

I came here to find an evil doer, and found a true sister,

A treasure, a loving spirit…

After five years of suffering, I was the first

to speak sincerely to her – 

She forgave all, forgot all, and weeps.

Her seducer has returned and she forgives him,

hurries to him in joy!

She will not take a knife, she will not! She will not take a knife, she will not!

Forever and ever, Amen!

Blackout.
№12. "The copper pestle"
At Grushenka's house, having rejected Marya Kondratievna Mitya bursts in. 
MITYA. 
Where? Where is she? Answer me! Where is she?

(He suddenly falls on his knees before Marya Kondratievna) 

For the love of God, tell me, where is she?

Marya Kondratyevna. 

Sir, I know nothing, nothing, nothing.

She went out this morning and has not returned.

I swear, she went out early this morning.

MITYA. 

Liar! Alright then, but if you’re lying, if Grushenka

has gone to the old man…

I’ll flatten you! Flatten! Flatten you like a fly!

He rushes to the doors, comes back, grabs the pestle from the mortar on the table and runs out.

Blackout.

№13. Praise be to God! 
The square of a medieval town in Spain. The glows of the auto-da-fe fire diminish.
CHILDREN’S VOICES.
(A prayer in Latin.)
Ave Regina coelorum, Ave, Domina angelorum

Salve radix sancta, Ex qua mundo lux est orta.

Blackout. Pale, hardly visible glimmer. A children's CHORUS breaks the silence singing a prayer in low tones. Its sound amplifies and falls silent again.
DMITRI’S VOICE.
Not guilty...

I wanted to kill him, but I didn’t…
Men's voices. (in a low voice, from a distance)

They’re hearing a case of murder…
A funeral procession approaches the church. At some distance a spotlight brightens up the other group. The Grand Inquisitor – an old man in a coarse cassock. His guards follow him.
	DMITRI’S VOICE.

Not guilty of this bloodshed,
of this bloodshed not guilty.
	MALE voices. 

The murder case of a retired titular counsellor…

The murder of Fyodor Pavlovich Karamazov…

	
	


The Wanderer appears in the middle of the square. The funeral procession, having stepped on the church porch, turns towards him. Everyone recognises him. With a silent smile of compassion he moves towards the church porch.
CHILDREN’S AND FEMALE VOICES.

(A prayer in Latin.)
Gaude, gloriosa super omnes speciosa

Vale, vale decora, Et pro nobis semper Cristum exora!

VOICES.

It’s Him! It’s Him! It’s Him! 

It must be Him!   

He has come down to us!

‘Tis He Himself! It’s Him! Hosanna! Hosanna!

The Wanderer stops on the church porch near the white coffin. There is a dead girl buried in flowers. 

MOTHER. (She falls on her knees before the Wanderer with her arms outstretched.)
If you are He, bring my child back to life!

The Wanderer passes his hand over the dead child's body... The girl in the coffin rises and sits up. She holds the bouquet of white roses she had with her in the coffin. The crowd gathers round the raised from the dead girl.

CROWD. 

It’s Him! It’s Him! Hosanna! Hosanna! Hosanna!

It’s Him! ‘Tis He Himself! It must be Him! No one but Him! 

Hallelujah! Hallelujah! Hallelujah! Hallelujah! Hallelujah!

GRAND INQUISITOR. (to his guards) Arrest him.

The crowd draws aside to let the guards pass. And in deathly silence the Wanderer is seized and led away. The Grand Inquisitor raises his outstretched arm over the crowd. The crowd bows down before him.

VOICES.

(A prayer in Latin.)
Et pro nobis semper Christum exora Hosanna!

Hosanna in excelsis!              
GRAND INQUISITOR. (He blesses the crowd.) 

Praise the Lord!

Praise the Lord!

Praise the Lord!

CROWD. Hosanna! Hosanna! Hosanna!
Blackout. 

The end of Part I
Part II
№14. Russian monk (Symphonic Entr'acte) 
Notes of the Life of the deceased Priest and Monk, the Elder Zosima, taken from his own words by Alexey Fyodorovich Karamazov.
№15. Darkness…
Late evening. The garden in front of Fyodor Pavlovich's house. The lights are on in two windows. Mitya appears.
MITYA. 

‘Tis true. The lights burn in the old man’s bedroom. She’s there!

(He hearkens. He works his way forward. He peers into the window.) 

She’s behind the screen, perhaps already sleeping…

(Fyodor Pavlovich goes to the window. Mitya hides in the shadows.) 

She can’t be there, or why would he look out into the dark?

(Fyodor Pavlovich disappears.) Is she there or not?
Again Mitya approaches the window, knocks gently and retreats. Fyodor Pavlovich immediately comes to the window.
	FYODOR PAVLOVICH. 
(He leans out of the window.) 

Grushenka, where are you?

My little one, my angel, my little chick?

She’s come! How I have waited for you.

Where are you? Come here! I’ve laid out sweetmeats for you. (He shows a parcel and reads an inscription on it.) For my angel! My little chick! For my angel! My little chick!

I’ll open the door. (He leaves.)
	MITYA. 

There he is, my rival, my torturer! 

My eternal torturer! 

I hate his Adam’s apple, his eyes, his shameless mockery. I feel deep disgust.

(He takes the pestle from his pocket and hides behind the house.)



Grigory appears. 
Grigory. 

Why is the door open? It isn’t summer!

(Mitya comes back with the pestle raised high.)
Fiend! Patricide!..

(Grigory catches hold of Mitya’s dress. Mitya strikes Grigory with the pestle.) 

I killed him... I killed him... (Grigory falls. Mitya throws the pestle away.) 

MITYA.
Heavens, why did I do that? 

So much blood! Is he dead or not? 

Does it matter?

If I killed him, I killed him.

Blackout.

№16. The Grand Inquisitor
There are fanciful glows on the darkened stage. 

CHILDREN’S VOICES. (offstage)
A quiet summer evening, the window open…

The lamp is lit before the icon...

Slanting rays of the setting sun...

MALE VOICE. (from a distance, mysteriously) 
Gentlemen, all rise.
The case is being heard!.. The case is being heard!..
The stage brightens little by little. 

	CHILDREN’S VOICES. 

A quiet summer evening,

the window open…

Slanting rays of the setting sun...

The lamp is lit before the icon...

Slanting rays of the setting sun...


	MALE VOICES. 
Arise! 

Arise! The judge is coming!

Arise! The judge is coming!

The judge is coming!


Prison bars can be made out, and behind them is the Wanderer. Carrying a lantern, the Grand Inquisitor approaches him. He stops before the Wanderer and lights up his face to take a better look.   

GRAND INQUISITOR.
Why did you come to interfere?

The tempter advised you out in the wilderness:

‘instead of promising freedom to people 

turn lifeless sand into bread and people

will follow you like sheep’

You despised him: ‘Man is free! I reject

obedience bought with bread!’

You fool, you ignored his advice.

We understood the weight of freedom.

We gave them bread and they followed us

And the people were pleased

Why did you come to interfere?

MALE VOICES. The case is being heard! The case is being heard!..

GRAND INQUISITOR.

The second advice that you ignored:

‘Give people miracles’

You ignored this too: ‘Let the people follow me freely,

making a conscious choice between good or evil’

You fool, we took that advice. 


We amended your feat.

We sanctified your faith with mysterious miracles.

And the people were pleased

Why did you come to interfere?

MALE VOICES. The case is being heard! The case is being heard!

GRAND INQUISITOR.

And I myself lived in the wilderness, guided by your finger.

But I woke up in mercy to crowd. 
And I’m with those who aren’t with you. 
We aren’t with you – that’s our secret. 
Yes, we guide people by your name. 
We deceive them to make them happy. 
We are those who are unfortunate ones for we must lie. 
And this lie is our suffering.

MALE VOICES. The case is being heard! The case is being heard!..
GRAND INQUISITOR.


The man is weaker, than you thought of him. Weaker and meaner.

You gave him a freedom of choice… 

You laid it upon him,

As if you stopped loving him. 

And by means of it you shake faith in you.

The tempter told you out in the wilderness:

‘Take Caesar’s sword, and with it

provide all that mankind seeks…’

What to do with their conscience,

that is what tortures people

And you ignored this advice. We did not.

We are Caesars with swords, earthly rulers

We are your conscience

Heretic! We have corrected your chosen path!

Forever and ever!

Stage lights go out little by little.
№17. Let me love  (Mitya's prayer)
 
Mitya appears.
MITYA. 
Oh Lord, pass this terrible cup away from me!

Bring back the old man I struck down!

He bathed me as a babe

Do not judge me harshly, oh Lord

For I have judged myself.

Let me love to the end…

Just five hours until your burning rays…

until your burning rays…

If Grushenka’s first love has come back to her

There is no hope… no hope… no hope…

(He tears the amulet from his neck .)

There they are, one and a half thousand,

Half of Katya’s money – I could give it back!

(He frantically tears the amulet and takes out a bundle of banknotes.)
№18. Take me away, far away…
A spacious hall in the inn is brightened up. Pan Musyalevich and Pan Vrublevsky sit playing cards at a table. There are two bottles of wine and a plateful of fruits on the table. Grushenka sits in an armchair with a half-full glass in her hand. Mitya is at the door, he grips the bundle of banknotes.
GRUSHENKA. Mitya?! Mitya!!
MUSYALEVICH. Pan, this is a private party. There are other rooms.

GRUSHENKA. Sit down, Mitya. I’m pleased to see you.

TRIFON BORISOVICH. They’ll bring champagne. (He leaves.)
All of a sudden Mitya turns sharply round and walks to the window. His whole frame shakes with sobs.
GRUSHENKA. What’s this? Why do you weep?

MITYA. I… I am not weeping… (He laughs.) Greetings!

A waiter brings a tray with all sorts of food and a bottle of champagne. He pours out champagne and leaves.

GRUSHENKA.
I’m glad you came, it is so boring here…

Put the money in your pocket. Where did you get so much?

(to Pole) I want him to sit here with us. 

MUSYALEVICH. (He kisses Grushenka’s hand.) 

My queen’s wish is law! 

MITYA. (He pours everyone champagne.) To Poland, Panovie, Hurrah!

(To Vrublevsky) Hey, kind Pan, take your glass! 

(The four of them drink together. Mitya replenishes the glasses.)

Now to Russia, Panovie, and to brotherhood!
MUSYALEVICH, VRUBELVSKY. (They raise they glass.) Hurrah! Hurrah!

MITYA. Now to Russia, Panovie, and to brotherhood!

GRUSHENKA. Pour me some – I want to drink to Russia

VRUBELVSKY. To Russia, in its borders of 1772!
MUSYALEVICH. That’s very good!
They swig off their glasses of wine.
MITYA. You’re fools, Panovie. 
VRUBELVSKY, MUSSYALEVICH. Pan!!
GRUSHENKA. Silence! Don’t argue! No arguments!

MITYA. 
Will you play cards, Panovie? 

(He lays two hundred-rouble notes on the table.) 

I want to lose lots to you. 

MUSYALEVICH. Indeed. But we use the host’s cards. 

Trifon Borisovich hastens with an unopened pack of cards.
MITYA. How much in the bank?
MUSYALEVICH. How much do you play?
MITYA. Two hundred roubles!

The play cards.

VRUBELVSKY. (to Mitya) You lose, Pan. Another two hundred?
TRIFON BORISOVICH. Enough!
VRUBELVSKY. How dare you, you bastard!
TRIFON BORISOVICH. 

What cards are you playing with?

(He adroitly slips his hand into Pan's frock-coat pocket and pulls a pack of cards out of it.)
Here’s my sealed pack!

MITYA. 
Leave them. Kind Panovie, a word with you. 

The Poles and Mitya step aside. A waiter enters with one more tray full of food and drinks.

Take three thousand and be off, you know where.

Right now and forever. Out of my sight!
VRUBELVSKY. ...Where are the roubles, Pan?

MITYA. Five hundred now, the rest tomorrow. 

The Poles exchange glances.

VRUBELVSKY. Huh! Filth and shame!
Both of the Poles scornfully spit on the floor.
MUSYALEVICH. (He returns to Grushenka.) 

I am most insulted, madam Agrafena,

I came to forgive and forget…

GRUSHENKA. (She jumps up from her seat.) Forgive? You forgive me?

MUSYALEVICH. 

Indeed, Pani, most magnanimously.

Your lover, Pan Mitya, gave me three thousand to leave

I spit in his face.

GRUSHENKA.
Mitya! How dare you? Am I for sale?

Did he really not take your money?

MUSYALEVICH. 

Madam Agrippina, I am a noble, a knight.

I’d have married you but you’ve change.

GRUSHENKA. Be off with you, back to where you came from! 

She sinks back in her armchair and hides her face in her hands. 
VRUBELVSKY. Harlot!

Mitya flies at him. 
All sorts of people playing music and girls singing burst into the room and stop Mitya’s way. Two girls are dressed up as bears and the third one with a stick in her hand acts the part of a keeper. 

Chorus.

The master tried his luck with the girls,

Will they love him, will they not?

No, master, no! No!

The master’ll beat me, but I won’t love him

MITYA. (to Grushenka) I thought to come here and shoot myself.

Chorus.

The gypsy tried his luck with the girls,

Will they love him, will they not?

No, gypsy, no, no! 

The gypsy’ll thieve and I shall grieve.

GRUSHENKA.
I want a drink. I want to be drunk.

Did you really think to shoot yourself, you fool?

CHORUS.

The soldier tried his luck with the girls,

Will they love him, will they not?

No, soldier, no, no!

The soldier’ll carry a knapsack and I shall starve.

GRUSHENKA. I love someone who’s here, Mitya. Guess who!

CHORUS.

The merchant tried his luck with the girls,

Will they love him, will they not?

Yes, yes, yes, merchant, yes!

The merchant’ll ply his trade and I’ll live like a queen!

GRUSHENKA.
Mitya, I want to be drunk.

I want to dance. I want to sing.

(She jumps up. She’s about to dance but drops into her armchair.)
Forgive me. ‘Tis my fault… 

I am weak… I cannot...

Mitya rushes to her. 

Mitya. Mitya…Take me away.. Take me, Mitya

…Don’t touch me Mitya… 

It must be honest…

We must be honest and good, not animals, but good…

Take me far away… far away…

Take me far, far away...

Only Mitya and Grushenka are brightened up.

	GRUSHENKA.
Take me far, far away. 

Honest and good, not animals...

We’ll fly far away...

What is the money to us? Take mine…

What’s mine is yours.

Love me… Don’t love her. 

I won’t be your mistress 
but your faithful slave. 

Love me! Love me!

Take me far away... 

We’ll fly together, far away… 

Take me, take me away
There’s snow in Siberia…

I love travelling across the snow, 

with sleigh bells…

Can you hear the bells ringing…

Take me away, far away,

We’ll fly away together, fly far away…

The snow sparkles...

The bell rings. 

The snow sparkles, 

the moon peeps out, – 

If the snow sparkles

We’ll fly far, far away.

We’ll fly far, far away.


	MITYA.
I shall take you far away. 

Fly far away...

You want honesty but I am a thief. 

I stole Katya’s money…

I’ll give my life for but one hour. 

I’ll take you far, far away...

Far, far away...

We’ll fly… far away…

We’ll fly together, far away… 

I love you, I shall love you alone, 

even in Siberia…

I’ll take you away, far away, 

The snow sparkles…

the bell rings.

The snow sparkles, 

the moon peeps out, –

If the snow sparkles

We’ll fly far, far away.

We’ll fly far, far away.


The hall is suddenly lightened. Horror-stricken girls, players gaze at the inspector of police. Two police constables are behind him. And there at some distance Trifon Borisovich. Musyalovich and Vrubelvsky appears.
INSPECTOR OF POLICE. 
Retired Lieutenant Karamazov, you are accused of the robbery and the murder
of your father, Fyodor Pavlovich Karamazov, this past night…

MITYA.
Not guilty! Not guilty of this bloodshed! 

I did not shed my father’s blood...

Not me! Not me!

GRUSHENKA. (She falls to her knees before the inspector of police .) 

Twas I, damned as I am! 

He killed him because of me!..

Arrest us both, execute us both!     

We will be accused together, let’s be accused capitally!

MITYA. 

Yes, I am guilty… 

I killed an old man, a different old man. Not my father! 

INSPECTOR OF POLICE. 

The servant Grigory Vasilyev lives, he has revived

And is giving his statement.

MITYA. 

He lives! I am not a murderer!

Oh thank you Lord!

MALE VOICES.
You are accused of the murder of your father…

Retired Lieutenant Karamazov! 

You are accused

Of the murder of Fyodor Pavlovich…

Of the murder of your father…

Arise! The judge is coming!

Blackout.

№19.What I need exists not on earth  (Katerina Ivanovna's aria)
KATERINA IVANOVNA. (She pulls a letter out of her corsage and reads.)  " Fateful Katya… I’ll give you the money. I’ll break the old man’s head and take it from under his pillow... But Ivan must leave.” (She crumples up the letter.)
I remember I came to him!..

I remember I came to save my father from shame.

I choked, was frightened, my voice broke.

There they are! The money! Four thousand in my hands…

I remember his respectful gestures:

‘Go, the door is open’.

My bow down to the ground, I remember that.

 (She smoothes out the letter.) Mitya! Mitya! Mitya could not kill him!

My window is high up above the ground. *
I see only the sky with its sunset.

The sky seems empty and pale.

It has no pity on my poor heart.

I wish for that which never happens,

The pale sky promises miracles.

I weep tearlessly for a broken promise...

I want that which does not exist…

Blackout.
№20. Not you, not you who killed
Winter dusk. A snowstorm. Alyosha comes up with Ivan.

ALYOSHA. Katerina Ivanovna is right. You are ill, Ivan!

IVAN. (brusquely, maliciously) 

Now she’ll spend all night asking the Virgin Mary

to show her the way, to say...

if she should appear in court tomorrow

as saviour or destroyer!

ALYOSHA. Katerina Ivanovna loves you. Loves you...

IVAN. 

Perhaps, but I no longer want her.

But… If I break with her now, she’ll take her revenge

By dooming that scoundrel in court tomorrow.

She has a paper, in Mitya’s own hand,

proving he killed him.

___________

* An extract from Zinaida Gippius’s poem. 

ALYOSHA. 

That cannot be! 

That cannot be: he was not the murderer!

IVAN. Who then?

ALYOSHA. Not he!
IVAN. Who then?
ALYOSHA. (after a lengthy pause) I’ll tell you one thing… It wasn’t you killed our father.

IVAN. (dumbfounded) ‘It wasn’t you!’ What do you mean?

ALYOSHA. 

It wasn’t you who killed him,

not you who killed our father!

IVAN. Were you at my place in the night, when he came?

ALYOSHA. Of whom do you speak?
IVAN. Admit it, you saw him?!

ALYOSHA. Who?

IVAN. 

Alexey Fyodorovich, I despise prophets and epileptics

And most particularly messengers of God.

From this moment on, our relations are at an end.

I would ask you to leave me.

He turns round and leaves with resolute step.

ALYOSHA. (He piles after him.) Brother! Brother!

IVAN. (He turns at Alyosha's voice.)
I warn you particularly not to come to me today!

Blackout.

№21. "Alyosha's dream "

The stage is filled with splashes of light. Alexey is in the centre of a pulsating beam of light.
ALYOSHA.
Twilight and the dome of the heavens, filled with glittering stars...

Somewhere in the distance an unreal vision of the deceased Elder Zosima appears. It slowly moves towards standing downstage Alyosha.

ZOSIMA. Where are you, Alyosha?.. Where are you?..

ALYOSHA.
The heart dreams… The trees are still… 

The church sleeps in the gloom…
ZOSIMA. Where are you, Alyosha?..

	
ZOSIMA.
The sound of silence, like the fading echo of the mystery of spiritual loss....
	ALYOSHA. 

The sound of silence, like the echo of loss.


Mysterious, indefinable silhouettes of Mitya and Ivan appear in different parts of the stage on various vertical levels. 
	ALYOSHA, ZOSIMA.
The truth is that each man is guilty before all others for all,

and shares the guilt of all.
	MITYA.
Where are you, Alyosha? 
Where are you, Alyosha? Where are you?
	IVAN.
Where are you, Alyosha? 
Where are you?
Where are you, Alyosha?


Silhouettes of Fyodor Pavlovich and Smerdyakov appear. 

	ALYOSHA, 
ZOSIMA. 

The truth is that each man is guilty before all others for all,

and shares the guilt of all.

The trilling thrush would sing hymns to each grateful soul.


	MITYA, IVAN.
The truth is that each man is guilty before all others for all,

and shares the guilt of all.

The trilling thrush would sing hymns to each grateful soul.


	FYODOR PAVLOVICH. Where are you, Alyosha? 

Where are you, Alyosha? 
Where are you?

One shares the guilt of all.

One shares the guilt of all.

The trilling thrush would sing hymns to each grateful soul.
	SMERDYAKOV.
Where are you?

Where are you, Alyosha? 
One is guilty for all.

One is guilty for all.

The trilling thrush would sing hymns to each grateful soul.




Silhouettes of Grushenka, Katerina Ivanovna and Hohlakova appear. 

	ALYOSHA, ZOSIMA, MITYA, IVAN, 

FYODOR PAVLOVICH. 

O all-forgiving dome of the heavens,

filled with glittering stars. 
	Katerina Ivanovna. Where are you, Alyosha? 

Where are you, Alyosha? 
	GRUSHENKA.
Where are you, Alyosha? 

Where are you, Alyosha?
	SMERDYAKOV.
O all-forgiving dome of the heavens,

filled with glittering stars.
	HOHLAKOVA.

Where are you?

Where are you, Alyosha?


ALL.
The sound of silence, like the fading echo

of the mystery of spiritual loss…
The truth is that each man is guilty before all others

for all, and shares the guilt of all.
Everyone except  Ivan slowly begins to move away from Alyosha and gradually disappears. 
	GRUSHENKA, HOHLAKOVA, FYODOR PAVLOVICH, ZOSIMA.
Where are you Alyosha?
	ALYOSHA, IVAN. 

The truth is that each man is guilty before all others for all,

and shares the guilt of all.


	ALYOSHA, IVAN.
One is guilty for all,

shares the guilt of all…

One is guilty for all,

shares the guilt of all…
	ZOSIMA.

Where are you Alyosha? 
Where are you?

Where are you?
	GRUSHENKA, KATERINA IVANOVNA, HOHLAKOVA, SMERDYAKOV, FYODOR PAVLOVICH.
Where are you, Alyosha? 

Where are you, Alyosha? 

Where are you, Alyosha? 
Where are you?


Two brothers are alone.

IVAN. I warn you particularly not to come to me today!

Blackout.

№ 22.  And so it was you who killed…  

Ivan appears in Smerdyakov's room. An old leather sofa. The bed is made. Smerdyakov in a dressing gown sits on it. Ivan enters.

IVAN. (entering) 

Are you really ill? Where can I sit?

Why do you sit staring in silence?

SMERDYAKOV. (somewhat contemptuously and even with disgust)
Why do you care? Because the hearing starts tomorrow?

I’ll not incriminate you. Go home.

It wasn’t you who killed him.

IVAN. (with diffidence) I know it wasn’t me... 

SMERDYAKOV. You know?
IVAN. Tell all, you vermin, tell all!

SMERDYAKOV.
It was you who killed him, you knew about the murder

You knew all, you went away and told me to kill him.

You are the chief murderer.

I was just your stooge, carrying out your commands.

The Devil appears downstage with a mandolin under his arm and a travelling bag in his hand. Ivan follows him with his eyes.  

IVAN. (in a low voice, with unbearable anguish) So it was you who killed him?
SMERDYAKOV. As if you didn’t know!..

IVAN. You lied! You lied when you said you killed him.

SMERDYAKOV. Wait.

Stretching his left leg in a long white stocking and a slipper, Smerdyakov begins turning up his trouser leg. Then he fumbles to the bottom of his stocking.

IVAN. You’re mad!

At last Smerdyakov gets hold of it and begins pulling out a roll of papers. 

SMERDYAKOV. (He lays it on the table.) Here. Take a look.
Ivan steps up to the table, takes up the roll of paper and begins unfolding it, but suddenly draws back his fingers.

SMERDYAKOV. 

Your fingers are shaking.

You used to be more daring: ‘Everything is permitted’, you said.

Smerdyakov deliberately unfolds the bundle himself. Under the wrapper are three packets of hundred-rouble notes.

It’s all here, all three thousand. Take it.

Ivan sinks back in his chair. 
I knew you wouldn’t make a fuss

about the loss of the three thousand.

And once you’d got your inheritance you might reward me…

So I took up the iron paperweight, swung it and got him

with the corner, right on the top of his head.

He fell backwards, face up, all bloody.

IVAN. (He cries.) 

Listen here, you unfortunate man… I’ll tell all tomorrow…

I’ll tell all in court! We’ll go together!

SMERDYAKOV. 

You won’t tell. You won’t want to ruin a life. 

For all we four brothers… 
IVAN. What?!

SMERDYAKOV. 

I’m your half brother… 

Smerdyashchaya’s illegitimate son. By our father...

I’m your brother!

Of all four of us brothers, you are most like

your father in spirit.

IVAN. (after a pause, in a blunt whisper) 

If I don’t kill you now, it’s only because

I must bring you to the court!

SMERDYAKOV. Kill me! So what? Kill me!

Ivan puts the rolls of notes in his pocket and moves to go out.

Wait… Show them to me once more…

Ivan takes out the notes and shows them to Smerdyakov forever and a day. 


Blackout.
№23. You are me, but with a different face
The Devil sits on a sofa in Ivan's room and while waiting for him sings accompanying himself on the mandolin. A full wine glass is on the table in front of him.
THE DEVIL. 
Whatever I do, I shall leave and enjoy life in the capital,

I won’t grieve at all…I have no intention of grieving.

Ivan enters.
IVAN. Here already?

THE DEVIL. 

My loyalty to my loved one is invincible…

IVAN. 
No, you bastard. You won’t drive me wild like last time.

THE DEVIL. May the Lord have pity on her and me!
He takes a mouthful of wine.

IVAN. 

Not for a second do I think you are real.

You are a lie, my sickness.

You are me, but with a different face.

THE DEVIL. 
I’d give up a royal crown to save my loved one…

You’re going to court tomorrow to save your brother

And sacrifice yourself… 

С'est noble, c'est charmant, a serious decision.

IVAN.
You don’t care about my decision.

Your aim is to convince me of your own existence.

THE DEVIL. 

Why not just go off to Moscow, if all is permitted?

I shall leave and enjoy life in the capital,! 

IVAN. Your face and that devilish mandolin repel me.

THE DEVIL. A thousand pardons. (He sets his mandolin aside, scrounges around his bag and takes out a trumpet.)
I know not how to please you. You’re so fastidious.

That’s what comes of your science… 

(A passage on the trumpet.) While there were still atoms 

you had some success… (A passage on the trumpet.)

But as soon as you discovered the ‘chemical molecule’...

(A passage on the trumpet.) and ‘protoplasma’…
(A passage on the trumpet.) 

and the devil knows what else... (A virtuoso passage on the trumpet..) it all started going wrong. 

An overemotional passage on the trumpet. The passage is over and the Devil makes bows to right, left and straight. 
IVAN. ‘Tis boring here with you, unbearably, tortuously boring!

THE DEVIL (He blows the trumpet out.) 

I know how to entertain you, my friend.

I hasten to congratulate you. Not long ago I had the pleasure

of reading your poem ‘The Grand Inquisitor’…

One of the best fantasies on an up-to-the-minute subject.

Snatching up a glass, Ivan dashes unfinished wine in the Devil’s face.

IVAN. I forbid you to speak of it!

THE DEVIL. 

Ah, mais c'est bete enfin! How foolish.
(He aggrievedly packs up the trumpet into the bag.) 

He writes about the Grand Inquisitor

then tosses wine in the face of his own hallucination.

It’s in a purely feminine way!
He takes his mandolin again and all at once executes a long virtuoso passage on it. A knock at the window. 

THE DEVIL. 
Open up, ‘tis your brother Alyosha

With the most interesting news.

(A passage on mandolin.) 

Ivan unlocks the door. Alexey enters. The Devil stares perfectly indifferent at the ceiling.
ALYOSHA. Smerdyakov hung himself an hour ago. 

THE DEVIL. (He accompanies himself on the mandolin.)
 … Enjoy life in the capital…

Blackout.

№24. All rise! Court is in session…
Mitya, Alexey, Grushenka and Katerina Ivanovna stand aside on the empty stage. The President of the Court, the jury and the public are discerned in the background. 

MALE CHORUS. (in dull impassive voices)

Retired Lieutenant Karamazov is accused of the murder

of his father...

Retired Lieutenant Karamazov… of the murder of his father...

MITYA.
I admit my guilt of drunkenness and dissipation...

But of the death of the old man, my enemy and father,

I am not guilty!

But of the robbery I am not guilty! Not!

Mitya Karamazov is a villain, but not a thief!

	ALYOSHA.
I am convinced my brother is not guilty

Believe him.

Believe him.

I am convinced my brother is not guilty

Believe him.

He is not guilty!

He is not guilty.
Believe him.


	KATERINA IVANOVNA. 
I don’t believe for a second that he killed him and robbed.

Believe him. Believe him.

Believe him.

I don’t believe for a second that he killed him and robbed.

Believe him.
He is not guilty!

He is not guilty.

Believe him.

	GRUSHENKA.
I am guilty. Mitya is not guilty

Believe him.

Believe him.

It was all my fault.

Believe him.

He is not guilty!

He is not guilty.

Believe him.


	MITYA.  

It’s true.


	JUDGES, JURY.
Dmitry Karamazov is accused of the murder… of the murder of his father.

… is accused of the murder of his father.


Ivan appears. He enters, looking about continually, as if he sought after someone. 
ALYOSHA. Ivan! Why are you here? You are ill!

IVAN. (to the auditorium) 

Here is the money… the money for which my father was killed.

I got it from Smerdyakov, from the murderer,

before he hung himself.

He killed our father, not our brother.

But ‘twas I taught him to kill.... 

KATERINA IVANOVNA. He is ill, don’t believe him! He is in a fever!!

IVAN. 

Calm down, I am not mad. I am simply a murderer.

I am a murderer! 

I have a witness. A filthy little devil.

He’s here somewhere, under the table I expect.

I told him: I don’t want to remain silent,

And he kept on about ‘The Grand Inquisitor’.

Well, let my brother go! Take me!

MALE VOICES. Is he sick? What is this!?
The usher of the court nears Ivan. 

IVAN.
My loyalty to my loved one is invincible…
MALE VOICES. Is he sick!? He’s mad!!

Ivan seizes the usher by the shoulders and flings him violently to the floor. He screams furiously. Ivan is seized, tied up and removed.
KATERINA IVANOVNA. (She exclaims impetuously.)
I must tell you now!.. 
(She takes out a letter.) Here is a letter... 

MITYA. I remember my letter by heart!

KATERINA IVANOVNA. 
This monster killed his father.

He writes that he will kill him, but Ivan must go.

GRUSHENKA.
Mitya! That snake has destroyed you! 

That is what she really is! (She wails.) A-а-а...
Blackout.

№25. The Wanderer (Postlude)
The Grand Inquisitor is lightened.
GRAND INQUISITOR. (to the auditorium) Who is guilty? Tell me!

The prison bars come into view, the Wanderer is behind them. 
VOICE of THE President of the Court. 

Is the accused guilty of premeditated murder for the purpose of robbery?
VOICES of the jURy. Yes, guilty. Yes, guilty.  
	ALYOSHA’S VOICE.
Twilight and the dome of the heavens…

Twilight and the dome, the dome, of the heavens…

The dome, the dome, of the heavens…
	GRUSHENKA’S VOICE.
The snow sparkles.

Take me far, far away. 
Take me away…
	MITYA’S VOICE.
Why is the ‘child’ crying again?

I didn’t kill him but I have to go for the ‘child’…

I’ll go for the ‘child’.
	MALE VOICES.
Yes, guilty!

Yes, guilty! 

Yes, guilty! 

Yes, guilty! 


GRAND INQUISITOR. (He marches slowly towards the downstage.) Look around you! Fifteen centuries have passed... 
MALE VOICES. Yes, guilty... Yes. Yes, guilty... Yes, guilty... (They fall silent.)
GRAND INQUISITOR. (to the auditorium)
Look upon them: who are these people

that you have taken unto you?

Tomorrow you shall burn!

The Wanderer, slowing down, passes through the bars and approaches the downstage. He takes a long look at the audience, then steps up to the Grand Inquisitor, kisses his bloodless ninety-year-old lips and slowly disappears. Grown torpid the Grand Inquisitor follows the Waderer with his eyes.
children's CHORUS. (offstage)
A quiet summer evening, the window open…

Slanting rays of the setting sun…

The lamp is lit… 

Slanting rays of the setting sun…

A quiet eve…

The Grand Inquisitor turns towards the audience. There is a look of horror and hope on his face. 
	The curtain is slowly dropped.
The end of the opera.





