PREFACE

AMADEUS: THE FINAL ENCOUNTER
BY SIR PETER SHAFFER

The Scene of the last meeting in my play between Salieri-and Mozart was
always hard for me to get right.

S_tructurally itobviously forms the climax of the piece. The whole impetus
of its story increasingly demands a final confrontation ot some kind between
thosg two desperate men: some dramatic resolution, even if it has to be
fashioned out of the impediment of a situation that can never really be
resolved.

_The hjstqrical facts are not helpful; they are even in some ways anticlimac-
tic. Saherl survived Mozart by thirty-four years, living on in Vienna, at first
in his accustomed state of huge fame and honour until — inevitably in that
supcrl‘}cxal and impatient town — it faded away completely. The First
Imperla! Kapellmeister lingered in ever-increasing obscurity, a new tide of
Romanuasm running in to obliterate his Classicism, popular taste for
mﬂusllcal easiness relentlessly overwhelming the virtually used-up formulae
of hls restrained compositional language. He abandoned writing opera, at
which hg had most succeeded; his audience turned to less austere and m(’)re
sugary forms of it; and finally he came to find himself a ghost — retired
replaced and essentially rejected. ’

Thep suddenly, at the age of seventy-three, no doubt abetted by this
wounding experience, there came an act of terrible violence. The old man
attempted to cut his throat and spent his last three years in the City Infirmary
endlessly accusing himself of having poisoned his immortal rival to death’
Between 1823 and (825 these anguished declarations were duly reported iﬁ
respectable newspapers and periodicals, and they also appear in the Conver-
sation Bpoks of Beethoven, where visiting {riends wrote down the news for
the deaf man. They are quoted verbatim to the theatre audience in the last
moments of Amadeus.

Unquestionably these convulsed self-denunciations form together the
smoke Fhat proverbially indicates fire: they stink of burning guilt, and fearful
de_solatlon. But, unfortunately for the dramatist, none of them contains the
slightest suggestion of a serious emotional confrontation having occurred
between himselt and Mozart. Of course this is hardly surprising, since it is
the nature of professional assassination to be covert. Nevertheless, for the
purposes of Drama, there needs tobe sucha Scene: the play urgently d’emands
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one. Just as Schiller’s Queen of Scots must face his Queen of England brow
to brow, so must my protagonists confront each other. Something —
admission or denial, shame or justification, defiance or repentance — has to
be revealed to Salieri’s victim, and whatever transpires at the conclusion of
it has to tighten even more sharply the vice of his torment. Paradoxically, the
scene must simultaneously release its audience through a sense of Form and
increase the irremovable anguish of its Narrator. The objection that no
evidence exists for such encounter is no excuse for not providing one. The
playwright’s absolute obligations are clear: to obey the formal insistences of
theatre, employing Possibility and Credibility as his counsellors, and proudly
to produce the specific electricity which he may thereby be able to conjure.

My task here is to review the half dozen Versions of the climax, which I
constructed over twenty years under this hard imperative. Thankfully, in
doing so, I had the unflagging support of my singularly patient and sympa-
thetic director, Peter Hall, who actually staged the play twice (and brilliantly)
in entirely different productions of 1979 and 1999; also the enthusiastic
cooperation of Milos Forman, who filmed it in 1982, and the loving
assistance of several finely intelligent actors along the way.

However, in the end, of course, the whole conceptual struggle remained
what all such writing has to be: the rigorous, obsessed and solitary exercise
of the Author. I recall it here now, as briefly as I can, so that this book may
stand as at least the partial record of a compulsive and long-evolving process.

THE FIRST VERSION OF THE LAST ENCOUNTER

Amadeus was presented by the National Theatre of Great Britain in
December 1979 with Paul Scofield as Salieri and Simon Callow as Mozart.
It was a tremendous success with the public; the Sunday Times of London
reported that people were lining up outside the theatre at six-thirty each
morning for seats available only that day. I mention this agreeable tact only
to make it clear that it was not because the play was a failure that I became
involved in changing it. From the start of its run I was aware of a certain
dissatisfaction in myself with its second act. For one thing, Salieri had not
enough to do histrionically with making Mozart’s ruin. He was a little too
removed from it, insufficiently contributing to the action through other
people, and not quite where he should have been — at the wicked centre of
it all. This was particularly noticeable with regard to the circumstances
surrounding the commissioning of the Requiem, which had to lead directly
to whatever climax was involved.

The factual truth of this anonymous commission is almost too improbable
for belief. On a morning in the autumn of 1791, as Mozart sat working alone
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in his poor lodging in the Rauhensteingasse, the figure of a man, extremely
tall and cadaverous, all muffled in grey and staring out at the world with the
face of a death’s-head, entered unannounced. In deep sepulchral tones he
declared: “I am sent by my Master to commission from you a Requiem
Mass.” Mozart naturally asked: “Who is this Master? And who has died?”
The reply came: “Do not seek to know. Only work fast. He will be much
displeased if the work is not finished when you see me next.”” Then he set
down a modest bag of money, turned and left the room. The distraught
composer, in rotten health and now living largely on medicines and cheap
white wine — also quite alone since his wife had (temporarily) abandoned
him —at once conceived the vile idea that the Figure was a visitant from the
other world, ordering him to compose the Mass for his own death.

In actuality, this Messenger was simply an exceptionally tall, skeletal
fellow named Leutgeb, the grim-looking Steward of a rich and eccentric
music lover called Count Walsegg, who actually maintained a private
orchestra and was consumed by a desperate desire to be regarded as a
composer. The Count’s wife had just died, so he sent this alarming servant
anonymously to Mozart in strictest secrecy to commission her Requiem.
Incredibly, his plan was simply to copy out the manuscript in his own hand,
perform it in his mansion before an audience of friends — and pass it off as
his own work!

In the first production of the play, [ employed this weird true story as part
of the mechanism of the plot to lead the action to its climax. I invented for
Salieri a cadaverous and fanatically religious Valet whom I called Greybig.
Salieri confessed to the audience that he had somehow learnt of the Count’s
preposterous intention and offered to help him accomplish it; accordingly he
dispatched his own Valet, in grey cloak and mask. to commission the
Requiem from Mozart, in secret and anonymously. He informed Greybig
that Mozart was a libertine composer of sublime talent, who had written no
religious music for years, that he was rotten with sexual disease and might
soon die, and that for the good of his soul he must be persuaded into writing
the great Church Mass he was put on earth to compose. The Valet must order
him to begin immediately, and finish without delay. Salieri’s real motive in
doing this, as he also confessed to us, was “a design to hasten Mozart toward
madness, or toward death.”

In other words, Salieri took a backseat whilst his servant did the dirty work,
on and off stage, until one day the man flatly refused to go on with it. It was
only then that his master excitedly took over himself, donning the same cloak
and mask and appearing nightly below Mozart’s window, extending his
fingers upwards and implacably reducing their number with each visit to
indicate the days running out for the terrified creature writing frantically
above. Finally, when there were none left to show, the crazed Kapellmeister
wickedly changed his gestures into a slow and insistent beckoning. Where-
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upon, half in terror, half in bravado, Mozart threw open his casement and
called down to him, using the words of Leporello from his opera Don
Giovanni,inviting the statue to dinner: “0 statua gentilissima, veﬁi{ea cenal”
And so began the First Version of the Last Encounter, with Sahen qnablc to
help himself, accepting the invitation — “tramping up the stairs VYlth stone
feet,” and entering the miserable chamber of his now demented rival.

This confrontation scene, bravely played by Scofield and Callow, was quite
short. It involved a scared, disordered speech from Mozart, drunkeply
apologetic for not having finished the Mass, confessing a feelipg of bplng
poisoned, and imploring more time, the while desperately hugging Salieri’s
knees until finally the man could bear it no longer and, with a great shout of
self-loathing, tore off the mask and revealed himself. There followed a
dreadful silence — and then suddenly Mozart’s shrill accusation that his
“friend” had murdered him. And, helplessly, Salieri admitted it! In a reply
consisting only of the word yes, repeated ten times, he acknowledged the
truth of the accusation: “*Eccomi! — il tuo assassino! ... For youlgoto Hell.”
And in answer to Wolfgang's horrified, uncomprehending “Whys?”, he
added: “Eccomi — il tua vittima! ... Be with God!” Then gravely he bowed
to the swaying Mozart and departed. As Mozart fell, calling out for his wite
and crawling weakly over the floor to his worktable, Salieri walked down-
stage and addressed the audience:

And there it was. It came out of me so easily, the appalling'lie!
Why?Because it was true. I iad poisoned him. Not witharsenic. No.
With everything you’ve seen me do.

Then Mozart painfully clambered up the table and turned it thereby imq his
deathbed, curling up on a mattress made of uncompleted manuscripts of the
Requiem. Salieri continued:

Oh, my friends: when youcome here, you will feel! God cannot teel.
He canonly need. He cannot pity. Only Man can pity. Only Mancan
know shame. Only Man can atone. (Pause) In that freezing slum 1
saw my victim. 1 stood there in my masquerade and looked on my
work. The slashes | had cut in him, the Creature. The stinking
wounds of all hope denied him. I saw the kind of murderer 1 was.
And I confessed.

And the Scene finished thus:
Salieri 1 knew he would repeat it through the City.
Mozart Salieri! ...

Salieri And the city would repeat it through the world.
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Mozart Salieri! ...

Salieri And the world through the years after he died, as die he
must, louder and louder. As his tame grew, so would mine. “Salieri,
the poisoner of Mozart!™ Just that. A horror for all eternity. Bene e
bene ancora! This would be my atonement!

THE SECOND VERSION

In some ways theabove Scene (to be found only inthe first version of the play
pubhshed in London by Andre Deutsch in 1980, with a glorious photograph‘
on the cover of Scofield as the shawled and dressing-gowned old monster)
was tremendously effective. It allowed both actors to play with all guns of
_melodrf'lma blazing, but, more important, it contained the idea of Salieri’s
increasing need for aronement — a theme which was abandoned in the
succeeding Version brilliantly acted on Broadway by lan McKellen (and
then alt over the world by many other actors) and only put back much later

when | came to work on the play again with David Suchet twenty years afterj
[ stress this most particularly because what in 1999 was announced as a
wholly new rewrite really contained at its heart a motif which had actually
been there from the beginning. I had dropped it, largely I think because I had
come to feel that a lust for repentance might be a weakening emotion in
Salieri’s strongly villainous character. Now [ believe I was wroﬁg. “A small-

town Catholic, full of dread™, as he came to define himself, would almost
cem_nnly become invaded by a deep measure of guilt, especially when
controntgd by the now helpless and dying object of his hitherto pitiless
persecution.

Incidentally, the need for atonement also gave to this First Version another
and most powerful dimension to the whispers that open the play. It was
originally Salieri’s idea to circulate the calumny through gossiping Vienna
thathe was a factual — not justa metaphorical — murderer, as an extravagant
act prenance. violently besmirching his own reputation forever. In all later
versions the same idea is replaced by another, far less worthy motive: to grab
a piece Qt Mozart’s immortality at any price, so that he would live for future
generations, “if not in fame, at least in infamy!" I did this because I felt that
the figure we see thirty-odd years later should be more recognizably
gnbalanced —even indeteat still challenging God. The effect of the rewrite
1s to su‘bsti'tu[e a blackly comic effect for a tragic one. (The line about his
becommg immortal afterall is always greeted with a huge laugh in the theatre
—asis the moment when his suicide attempt is unsuccessful and his batty
intention thwarted.) All the same, over the years, I really came to think it had
been an error to dispense with the theme of atonement so completely.
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Why. it may be asked, did 1 actually embark on the long process of changing
anvthing”? The answer is threefold, and entirely to do with the commissioning
of the Requiem. (A) Salieri’s action in dispatching his Valet to Mozart was
« wrong choice because it was highly improbable that he would ever get to
hear about Count Walsegg’s extremely secret plan to pass it off as his own
work in the first place. (B) Sending his Valet was far too public an act for
Salieri to initiate; he was much too oblique and hidden a plotter to risk being
connected with it, or having his servant gossip about it later to others. (C) 1
cametorealize that there was no way at all that Salieri could reckonon Mozait
behaving in the weirdly superstitious manner we now know that he did when
confronted with the real-life Steward of Count Walsegg — treating him as
a Messenger from the Other World. This was to read History backwards. My
whole invention in fact was a rather too cheeky exercise in hindsight.

Clearly I had to devise a more natural way into my climactic Last
Fncounter. Salieri’s complicity with Walsegg had to go, and so did Salieri’s
complicitous Valet. Although he had been played at the Olivier Theatre with
a splendid spookiness by the actor Philip Locke, I reluctantly exercised the
dramatist’s divine right of character assassination and killed off Greybig.
Now, whatever I devised, Salieri would have to move to the centre in this part
of the play, as I had long wished him to do.

The solution lay finally in inventing something that somehow foreshad-
owed the arrival of the real Grey Messenger sent by Walsegg, anincidenttoo
dramatic in its horrid influence over Mozart’s imaginings for me not to use.
I decided therefore to invent for him a recurring dream, containing a
menacing image prefiguring the Count’s grim Steward: a misty Figure
cloaked and faceless, but with extended arms approaching nearer every
night. That gesture was suggested by the sinister beckoning of Scofield in the
Iirst Version —an image both paternal and eternal, and growing more urgent
with each visitation.

Let me say that this was not just a contrivance. [ was sure it was an entirely
natural and credible dream for Wolfgang to have, considering the guilt he
almost surely must have felt heavily after the death of the father he had
regarded all his life as his only real Protector, but whom he had neglected
markedly in the ageing man’s last years, spent all alone miles away in
Salzburg. And of course such a menacing dream was also informed by my
knowledge of what he was going to tell Salieri in their final meeting: that he
is writing the music for his own death.

Having created the dream, and of course getting Mozart to tell it to his
increasingly trusted new friend, I was able to expand the whole notion of
Salieri offering himself as a substitute father. This theme became extremely
explicitinthe new Version. Itremainedonly for Mozarttorunto himinterror,
announcing that the Grey Figure in his dream had actually become real —
acquiring a skull for a face and boldly invading his apartment to demand a
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Requiem — and the scene was set for Salieri to conceive the cruellest thing
he could do to his victim. He would appear himselfbefore him, disguised as
the Messenger. In his view, of course, Mozart was now starting to “‘see
things™: an opinion shared by the audicnce — who were only told inan aside
after his death that the incident with the skeletal figure coming into his
chamber had not been a hallucination at all but a real event.

What all this led to was a significant transformation of the Confrontation
Scene, achieved on the pre-Broadway tour in Washington. The first great
change occurred with the introduction of the actual music of the Requiem.
When Salieri reluctantly received a page of the opening movement at the
hands of the sick Mozart and sat, still masked, to read it, something glorious
happened. As soon as one heard that grief-drenched sound of the Kyrie
staining the atmosphere with its aching D Minor lamentation. whilst over it
Mozart spoke his own verbal lament for his spentyouth, the temperature rose
perceptively. Since the first time [ heard it in rehearsal, standing in the stalls
of the theatre, that moment has always been unnervingly moving to me.
Suddenly we were in a world totally different from the First Version.

The ensuing week was a tremendously difficult time of labour tor the four
of us: two magnificently unflagging actors, adirector with nerves of steel and
a stubbornly possessed author. Together at full stretch over five feverish
days, we worked out a largely new Last Encounter. [ would write a virtually
fresh version of the Scene every morning and leave it at the desk of the Guest
Quarters Hotel for lan McKellen and Tim Curry; they would learn it in the
afternoon; Peter Hall would direct it in the early evening,and they would play
itas convincingly as they could (which meant very) two hours later before
an audience, for us to evaluate. We were all simultaneously wrecked and
exhilarated by the challenge of breakneck discovery.

At one performance I conceived the most extreme innovation — Salieri
actually chewing a piece of the paper on which the Kyrie is written, 10
demonstrate his own poison, and spitting it out at its composer. At another,
one of the most effective moments found by Hall was the gentle removal of
Salieri’s mask by Mozart standing behind him as he sat. And, finally, the
Scene ended with Wolfgang scuttling under a long worktable, desperately
singing his father’s little bedtime “Kissing Song™ to the tune of “Twinkle,
Twinkle, Little Star,” with Salieri yelling down through it from above,
“Alone! Leave me alone, 1i imploro! Leave me alone at last!”

The entire sequence worked extremely well on the tingling plane of
melodrama—although I confess it finally went too far, with Mozart tmagin-
ing he saw his father in the room. and trying to leap up into his arms to form
anending which, despite its boldness, always somewhat embarrassed me. In
sum, however, | was pleased with our joint labours, although still notentirely
satistied. The Scene really demanded something more searching than
fireworks.
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1 was going to have to wait quite a long time before I at last saw on stage
a version which pleased me all through.

THE THIRD VERSION

The film of Amadeus was vastly different from the play, qnd its [reatm’ent Qf
the elusive Final Encounter was spectacularly so: utterly improbable, and in
irely fitting!
mgg}\lllr)/szlifl?z: Be rzadwai rewrite was much too “theatric“al” for the screen,
and once more finding a substitute taxed inggnunly to the full. Milos Fnrr’nﬁn
and I holed up in his Connecticut farmhouse tor_what sgemed years (ai“t:la 2/1
about sixteen weeks) and came up in th.e end with a script which was fi rine I
virtually without alteration of any k}_nd in Prggue in 1983. Prnt/)ate' y
mourned the frequently banal simplification of the Ianvguage but became
partly persuaded that it was, for movie purposes, unavoidable. N
Its astonishing triumph worldwide ensured that more people acl ually
received and rejoiced in Mozart's music in one year than in all the near yf»lxio
hundred years since his death. As with Shakespeare, even‘such potentia lg
annihilating popularity — the tapes of our sound track (designed l;y myse n
misused in apparently every café on earth — co_u]d not stale the etefrntil
miracle of his sound. And unquestionably the solution we found for tbe 1n¢1(
encounter was in part responsible for that success. ensuring tf}al .th<el‘€ was a
highly appropriate dramatic climax to crown tbe film and excite its VIelwet;s.
This solution was actually conceived out of a sudden realization that ‘ g
logic of the story could well lead finally to a desperate attempt by.the ol\t;[s’es‘si
and increasingly unbalanced Salieri actuz»illy‘t‘o steq[ the Requxe?n} ass ei
knows Mozart is writing, and then pass it off as hls'own work.‘a grlevnllg
Tribute offered at his rival’s tragic funeral, which might not b; far off. The
idea of course was obviously suggested to me by the equally unlikely bgt [r}lxe
tale of Count Walsegg’s secret commission. However, it also ObVlO}llliz
inferred the possible necessity of having actua‘lly to murder Mozart— v;/] 1K~ '
forme was always acoarse and unacceptable finale. Only wh»en the muchless
sensational idea arrived of an extremely sick Mozart gol}apsmg ata perfohrlr?};
ance of The Magic Flute and being borne off by tShallerl to a sickbed, whic
rove his deathbed, did things come together. .
W’l?tl:ldp?ece of music I selected from the Requiem to be dictated by th’e‘dyx ﬁg
Mozart to a ravening Salieri was the opening of the Conquans. I dctue}lly
travelled out to Minneapolis to see the music d}ﬁactor of our film, Sir Ne\;l e
Marriner, and persuaded him to lie ona sofa and perform ‘the partbo .Sn
expiring young genius, urgently dictating that movement whilst I ]gat . e;lv ?
him, pen in trembling hand, playing an eager and predatory Salieri. As
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recall it, my verbal part consisted largely of crying, “Not so fast!” over and
over again.

It was a bold but right decision to construct this Scene deliberately as the
climax, because its central preoccupation is exclusively with sound —— and
Sound is actually the name of the main character in our story. Neither of the
principal human characters moves much — one lies on his soaked mattress
sweating to compose in his head, the other sits at the foot of it, sweating with
greed as he scribbles it all down for his own despicable uses. On paper it all
looks to be pretty uncinematic — Just line after line of instrumental and vocal
notation — but when it is played on a screen, it bursts into vibrant life.

I was especially pleased because I had reflected as I wrote that it would

really be an excellent achievement if [ could demonstrate, even in a rather
obvious way, the kind of mental effort this unique genius could engage in. [t
involved conjuring almost instantaneously out of his head long aural
sequences, heard by him both individually and interlocking, to make a
perfectly formed and (in both senses) perfectly moving sound. If the resultin g
music had not been good, the process would have been no more thanacurious
phenomenon. But here what was written was actually the code fora profound
and absolute beauty, simultaneously fixed in structure, intensity, key and
color, all in the same working minute. And I wanted viewers, especially
younger ones, who sometimes tend to imagine the act of composition more
orless as simply croaking tentatively to a guitar, to feel something of the awe
— though not of course the envy — my Salieri knew,

The only thing [ regretted about this Scene was actually a dialogue
improvisation exchanged by the two actors in the heat of shooting, when
Salieri failed to follow Mozart’s direction that the drums “go with the
harmony”. It really would be very unlikely indeed for him not to be able to
understand a statement so obviously basic, and, as Mozart has already
pointed out, Salieri’s own music is largely made of such obviousness.

THE FOURTH VERSION

After the film, the first significant new stage production of Amadeus with
which T was again involved was in 1997 at the Stratford Festival Theatre,
Ontario. It was very beautitully set by Desmond Healey and boasted a fine
performance of Salieri by Brian Bedtord, a dedicated and hugely accom-
plished actor who, over the years, has excellently played several of my other
pieces, starting with Five Finger Exercise and including Equus. For him, I
renewed my struggle with the [_ast Encounter. For a moment I was tempted
totry putting the bedroom dictation scene from the tilm on to the stage, but
I'soon came to feel that it would not work. Paradoxically [ felt that the very
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] q H > \e_
quality I cherished about it on the screen would nOt'trdHSf?r[\glltfl]l(]);l :)l;)tshe
ially since it could not be interrupted, as it was in the ,byt
ups — especially since it cou \ : A o
cEcited cF())unterpoint of Constanze’s carriage dashing towards her dying
hﬁsband through the night, or any other equlv(alfn_tt ‘Su:[r):&s;'a ace. ogether
s 1's ave ¢ d it, but my intuitiv ,

Perhaps I should have attempte I, ny i ' ogeier
with theptotal alteration of the play’s plotline such a ;?lari »gougi(;rf\l:/(and [
collapse of Mozart in the opera house, et cetera — cooled m [ha,d nd |
returned to renewed work on the same masked Messenger scene

ssling with seventeen years before. _ o
‘Lfrshe vgork I1did in Stratford was really notradical enough, butl it chd s:)e;: rf
thinking very seriously about how I could hurpamze Sdrizzlg ir:[he -

> 1 . 3
i as comi hink of as a betraying coarseness i '
>moving what I was coming tot ' _ ctra ene
f:r the mfsked figure, and deepening his emotions when he is confronted in

the end with his palpably dying victim.

THE FIFTH (AND SIXTH) VERSION

So we come finally to what is published here tor lhe t'ir?tlt;rgse: tth;, ldgtlc\im\)/rll;
. : { dmirable revival o atthe
the Last Encounter, done for the a . alof : \ ’
(;ie'ltre in London, with some absolutely vital additions the following year
ni St i les) to Broadway.
‘hen it transferred (via Los Ange Y.
\\,ro my great satisfaction, Peter Hall agreed to direct aganﬂp, the eg;rfirr?efis)/
skilled David Suchet played Salieri with a totally persglaslive'tt_rut dlllld thé
\ ; ception 1 th cities; ¢
i dous personal reception in bo A
nightly evoking a tremen o tn > ties; and the
illi 1 : as a superbly credible hyperac
brilliant Michael Sheen appeared as a sup chyperactive Mozart
: duction was that the Lincoln Ce
My only regret about the pro uc e v
’ i ack of funds thanks to governmen > P
York, entirely through lack o : . e cuts, proved
ini konfilm, as ithad soexpertly done wi ‘
unable to record the finished wor! had:s ertly done with the
i ail is was a calamity, since for an ins
tirst Broadway production. This was a : Ly, Sir e ieved by
inenc sess two filmed versions of the same work, a :
that eminence to possess two filme : o achievee 0
at director and separated by twenty years, would have
the same great director and separa : < st
cdarare ggift to all serious students of theatre and given a wonderful examp
] i 5 of al archive.
he proper usefulness of a cultura arcl ‘
N [I bglie;:/e these final rewrites of this most tro;:blesome SCTHS ;vuegz
i ] ¢ I undertook. They represent @ 1g
ltimately the best of the many ~und The esen
:'lct;ninkin)é of the whole trajectory of action concemmgdSah::‘n S grgzlwt%gi
e | th: a ne
I ic ‘ to explore in greater dep |
auilt, which T had long wanted ' :  depih. 4 freed for
aone irs chedi rliest production with Scofie
atonement — firstbroached in the ear ‘ uction wit field :
'tnd more urgently arising in the man from his 1ed}ilzlat1on of Wg;ielgl;ittj]nag
: ithhis self-debasing life. The whole scene, repres g
actually done with his own self de‘ g cene, re ‘
it it do):es the ultimate confrontation between the two protagonists, should
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be delivered with an increasingly agonized intensity, and by Salieri — in his

pleas to receive Absolution — a tiercely voracious passion. His need to get

it must approach dementia.

To prepare for the necessary alteration in my villain’s implacable destruc-
tiveness, I had first to reconceive the episode where the two men go together
to The Magic Flute, substituting for the great choral outburst at the end of Act
Twothe infinitely serene song for Prince Tamino in Act One whenhe literally
plays on the magic flute he has been given and wild animals draw near to
listen: “Wie stark ist nicht dein Zauberton” Sitting on his bench Salieri also
becomes enchanted — moved to a hitherto unexperienced wonder that such
sweet exaltation can issue from a man whom he has deliberately reduced to
ruin. Instinctively he reaches upto grasp Mozart’s hand. only to be prevented
by a furious interruption he himself has brought about: Baron van Swieten
appears, scandalized at discovering his cherished Masonic secrets exposed
inatheatrical vaudeville. From this moment. the seeds of shame start to grow
in Salieri, leading ineluctably to a desperate need to acquire some sort of
forgiveness — not from God but from Man: Mozart.

The rejection of Mozart by the Masons (an obviously fictional event,
though there were persistent rumours in the ensuing two centuries that some
of the Brotherhood had been deeply displeased by the vaudeville and its
indiscreet composer) is the final and most lethal injury engineered by Salieri
in the play. The Venticelli now report to him that the poor man has shut
himself away in his apartment, seeing nobody, yet glimpsed continually at
his window staring down wildly into the street. as if expecting something —
or someone. The gossip in Vienna is that Mozart has lost his wits. Salieri is
suddenly galvanized: loss of wits would surely mean loss of talent! Excited
andhorrified as well that he mighthave literally drivena manmad, he muffles
himselfin his cloak and hurries across the freezing city atdead of night to spy
on him in secret.

What follows is almost farcical, as unexpectedly the moon comes out to
expose him staring up from the dingy alley, and a seemingly demented
Mozartcalls down an infantile little rhyme inviting him to enter the **Palazzo
Amadeo”. Salieri has no choice but to climb his stairs. And so their Last
Encounter begins. There is really no need for me to describe this hugely
emotional meeting between the two men in detail here, since it is to be found
initsrightful place in this book, published for the first time. I would like only
to point out the enormous differences in the scene from anything that was
ever played in previous Versions, which made it for me supremely worth
doing.

As soon as Salieri enters the chamber which is Mozart’s last lodging, and
looks upon the foul place to which his machinations have consigned him, he
sees also, strewn across the floor, a pavementof manuscripts — and of course
guesses instantly what Wolfgang has been doing all this time alone. He is
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actually engaged in writing the Requiemto presentto that ghpstlg Mc;gen%z;
whom he has already described, and who Saller‘1 (along with t e au |4emh
ol course believes does not exist. And now he is even mor‘e‘ Shak,??tfis in:
unstrung man confesses his conviction that he is writing th]svmusl(c 0\;}_[h
owndeath. The idea of death in fact invade§ theroomina s}artlllng wgyt:t'erént
deep apprehension (as in all previous Verslqns but now w1thla V?ry thlc crent
result) Salieri is persuaded to read the Kyrie — and experiences
: i ent of his life. _ .
hk}[r‘;)(;wnl)riliizj?sn;ppa]ling. He holds in his hand an unnerving u)tnérddtl}:n;;l[
something indestructible yet rotting, nlmmormlv yet stinking (’) . e‘:j : ou
whose? ... As the terrible chorus fills his head with its rever‘berdtm'g (la)sp ! ,
he is seized with a sickening realization. It i§ sounding not for Mozart 1(1; ﬂ(l);
a Boy: that eager, innocent boy he him_selt once was, slumblmgdr;)urll the
ficlds of Lombardy singing his apprentice anthems up to the _Go e] ache
(o serve — now destroyed forever by his own unrelenting malice. Only then
S ntly seek Mozart’s pardon. o
dozbn?lenlcl)%ecorﬁes the most bitter consequence. Dcsperatg, S;}lle.rl'tr'les :o
confess, even begging for forgiveness on hls knee_s w41th wnI'd trustf;lm.)‘r:n()
anincreasingly terrified victim, who inself-protection is palpa‘b’ly réﬁrgis '1?
betore him into childish avoidance. The more prgenlly h_e dcddre: 1s ngu d
the more Mozart sings his father’s little good-night “Kissing Soni; i](_)ver d?‘.[
over again, to exclude all possible knowledge of whut is b‘emg t?}(\jb 1n? ?Zn
finally Salieri gives up indefeat and leaves —denied any torm o' 1\/;(?[([1:111 .
We are some way from the 1980 scene on Broadway with lan Mc Lh'e‘E
yelling down, “Leave me — alone! Alone !_” through the table under whic
Mozart sits cowering — undeniably effective as §hut was. - o
Of course it is a different kind of effectiveness with \_Nhlch this alter‘at'lon 1:5
concerned. It seems to me the play is moved tro.m high r}nelod{rama‘mto]a
more awful area, akin to tragedy. This was certaml‘y my intention, eagcrly
abetted by the director and the leqdiqg actor, both of Wh()lT} were n(l)lt T(ﬁ;\r/i y
supportive but passionately grateful forall th? new writing s_(Tmmg‘t ‘l<=71r [ tge
I'rom the beginning, it had been Mr Suchcvt s greatest desire [L;]P'd‘ lg.e the
monstrosity in Salieri with a slrolng df)s?hof tﬁmlllix;ty, so that his audie
: stually recognize themselves in the character. A -
u';“L::SsPel:Lrt;;ri}tles all(g)wed him to do that. Salier.i remained a cunning assin]sslr;
but emerged as more complex. One now recgwled a f:learer sense‘(w)t w ati
might feel like to be a man for whom Music is Life. yet who ‘r}s§% e_:ver)i
m(;ming with the fixed determination to destfoy:ts finest nlmamte;tauon.ld
always wanted him to be what he called himself —**A good man, a‘s‘t 1i‘wotrhe
calls Good” — corrupted by an unassuageablle neqd to be a vessel for !
Great: a nature turning evil through an infatuathn VYlth an Abso_lute.~ E\((?n an
archvillain like Richard HI has his nightmafe of self-controntation 1nh|s ten(;
on the night before the battle: the ghosts of those he has murdered arise an
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Amadeus

denounce him, all with the same phrase — “Despair and die!” Salieri’s tent
is that freezing, filthy room in the Rauhensteingasse, and the Requiem
intones to him the same damning injunction.

I know that to some people my attempts to escape from unalloyed
melodrama are unwelcome, and partof me sympathizes with them. | actually
adore melodrama — the world of masks and muffled figures at midnight —
and especially the enlarged gestures on which theatre thrives, for which [
believe it is still most properly loved. This is why I restored in this published
version the wildest moment, when Salieri chewed a piece of the Requiem. |
missed this sorely in our revival, because it really belonged there and should
never have been omitted. But I did not miss (or perhaps missed just a little)
his standing cloaked in that dingy alley with upraised fingers ticking off the
time left for Mozart to complete his Death Mass. That always seemed to me
to be forced. The most extreme genres, like melodrama or farce, have the
most palpable limitations, to be ignored at the peril of discrediting them.

And now, before concluding my observations on this final, Final Encoun-
ter, L have one last, considerable change in it to reveal. For the pages in this
volume, and all subsequent copies, I have inserted not merely Salieri’s
chewing of the Kyrie but, a few minutes later in the action, some totally new
additions which I now consider vital. As | worked on this whole scene for
publication, I came to realize that, longer as it already was than any of the
other performed Versions described in this Preface, it was actually not long
enough. Essentially, the way Salieri’s emotional journey was charted after he
had embarked on his attempt to get Absolution from Mozart appeared to me,
on reviewing it, too compressed. It seemed almost over before it started.

At the risk of prolonging the encounter too much for the play to bear, I
knew Ihad to giveits unfolding a more expansive rhythm. Chiefly I felt Thad
to deal more fully with the ambiguity of Salieri’s anguish — and also to
accommodate what must surely by now be a need in the audience to hear this
wretched man, standing before his victim. offer not only contrition but some
fierce words of self-justification as well. Even his demand had to show some
ferocity as well.

A few of these words (referring to the indifference of God) are actually
reproduced from the 1980 Broadway version where they were spoken with
memorable intensity by lan McKellen: the majority, however, are new. As
aresult, I believe Ihave now achieved a realer exchange between the two, and
also— though I have not actually heard it all acted out on a stage — that the
added stretch of dramatic action will give it a more powerful charge of
theatrical suspense. This last quality is essential: it is, after all, the drama’s
true climax, wherein my corrupt chief protagonist is clearly seen to be foiled
in his desperate attempt to gain forgiveness, which generates the finale of the
piece.
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In his disturbed head, Salieri would naturally attribute his de;l‘eat to thef
mtervention of God. Hence — after thirty-two increasingly anguished years
he would finally come to hatch his crazed counteratte}c}(: aldes;’)eiraté;‘
attempt to achieve, through false confession follpwed by SUICIFIG, in place 0
\bsolution an infamous Immortality. This constitutes the man’s last pathgtlc
plot. putinto motion atthe very beginningofthe play (when'he“ls heard cjr‘yl:ngf
out for all Vienna to hear: “Mozart, pardon your assassin!"y — .whlc o
course is also foiled, even more humiliatingly, at thfs very end of it. o
A playwright lucky enough to have his work done in several large cities in
several different Versions over several years cannot really be blgmgd fqr
repeatedly considering textual material as it reappears — grutlm}l)lr;}g it
through the glasses of Then and Now, as perspectives change and w1t ’t em
his own taste. Indeed, sometimes I wonder at those writers who display no
desire to alter anything when work is rcvivgq‘. And sometimes, t00, I envy
their seeming certitude — or even their indifference, which may be a form
of mstinctive wisdom! '
| 1( ]xI:::iI:L()r perceptive friends are of little help in thi§. mzu.nly because they
recall— or more often misrecall — a past Version with a tondness that will
automatically exclude all one’s efforts to alterit. In the case of Amadeus,on
the one hand, many strangers in the audiences contcssed to me they‘were
strongly moved by this latest reshaping, and [ could see in thelr eyes hgw
this was true. On the other hand, there were others whg prefer being
appalled, in the deepest sense, to being moved. It is hard to judge bc:f\lvyel:en
such reactions; although one should always remembervw.hen appraising
uagedy that Aristotle spoke not only of terror but also of pity. ng‘talnl?{ 1F
has 1o be recorded here that the “new” play was greeted every nlght_ of its
mne-monthrun at the Old Vic Theatre with arapturous stand}ng ovation—
arare sight in London at a play — and with the same athletic accolade on
oadway. o
Hllt‘)::;impsylhe last word on all this really belqngs 0 Peter Hall, who 1s 1,n a
position to know the piece rather well, having directed all lea.dlng‘slage
versions in England and America. He regards the play now, in hlsﬁowr;
words. not only as “immeasurably impl‘oyed" but also as “finished ].l ,It‘k
Jdon’tagree with him publicly here in print, it is only because I may we ,db
hiim to direct it again in another twenty years, and would need to have
something in reserve with which to tempt him.
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THE SET

Amadeus can be played in a variety of settings. What is described here is to
a large extent based on the exquisite formulation found for the play in 1979
by the designer John Bury, helped into being by the director, Peter Hall.

This is not to denigrate in any way the superbly original set designed twenty
years later for this newly published Version by the brilliant William Dudley,
whichIshall always remember with pleasure. Ichoose to describe Bury’s set
again here partly as a tribute to this most dazzling career but also in homage
to the man himself, who died in November 2000 after a long and distressing
illness. John was a fine, hugely talented man and a great designer.

The set consisted basically of a handsome rectan gle of patterned wood, its
longestsides leading away from the viewer. set into a stageof ice-blueplastic.
This surface shifted beguilingly under various lights played upon it, to show
gunmetal grey, or azure, or emerald green, and reflected the actors standing
upon it. The entire design was undeniably modern, yet it suggested without
self-consciousness the age of the Rococo. Costumes and objects were
sumptuously of the period, and should always be so wherever the play is
produced.

The rectangle largely represented interiors: especially those of Salieri’s
salon; Mozart’s last apartment; assorted reception rooms and opera houses.
At the back stood a grand proscenium sporting gilded cherubs blowing huge
trumpets, and supporting grand curtains of sky blue, which could rise and part
toreveal an enclosed space almost the width of the area downstage. Into this
space superb backdrops were flown, and superb projections thrown, to show
the scarlet boxes of theatres, or a vast wall of gold mirrors with an immense
golden fireplace, representing the encrusted Royal Palace. Initalso appeared
silhouettes of scandalmongering citizens of Vienna, or the formal figures of
the Emperor Joseph II of Austria and his brocaded courtiers. This wonderful
upstage space, which was in effect an immense Rococo peep show, will be
referred to throughout this text as the Li ght Box.

On stage, before the lights are lowered in the theatre, four objects are to be
seen by the audience. To the left, on the wooden rectangle, stands a small
table, bearing a cake-stand. In the centre, farther upstage and also on the
wood, stands a wheelchair of the eighteenth century, with its back to us. To
theright, on the reflecting plastic, stands a beautiful fortepianoinamarquetry
case. Above the stage is suspended a large chandelier showing many globes
of opaque glass.

\madcus

As this 1s an acting edition, all directions will be given from the viewpoint
of the actors. N

Changes of time and place are indicated throughout by chgnge§ of light.

In reading the text it must be remembered that the action is whol!y
continuous. Its fluidity is ensured by the use of servants played by actors in
cighteenth-century livery, whose role it is to move the furniture and carry on
props with ease and correctness, while the action proceedg around th;m.
I'hrough a pleasant paradox of theatre their constant coming qnq going,
bearing tables, chairs or cloaks, should render them virtually mvmblej apd
certainly unremarkable. This will aid the play to be acted throughout in its
proper manner; with the sprung line, gracefulness and energy for which
Movzart is so especially celebrated. The play throughout must be fleet and
tlowing.
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