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Alison (At Ironing Board)
Cliff (Armchair nearest her)
Jimmy (Armchair)

READY OFF:

LATER:

VITAL PRESETS:

British Papers about Armchairs

Ironing Board

Iron

Basket of Clothes

Keys, liatches, Handkerchilef in Cliff's trousers
Clgearettes and Matches on Stove

Secissors on Stove

Teapot on Stove

Kettle on Stove

Dictionary on buffet

Radlo on Buffet

Bear and Squlrrel on Buffet

Ashtrey on Buffet

Allson's stockings in Buffet (Side Compartment)
Place ¥ats in Buffet (First drawer) '
Napkins in Buffet (Second drawer)

Silverware in Buffet (Second drawer)

Bandages on Dresser

Handbag on Dresser

Ashtray on Dresser

Letter to Alison 1in Handbag

Helf-a- crown in Handbag

Clothes in Closet

Salad Utenslils on Kitchen Table

Inife on Kitchen Table

Jimmy's shoes under bed on headbosrd side
Alison's shoes in Closet
Cliff's shoes on Living room table
Aghtray on Living room table

Pipe for Jimmy

Soap on offstage Prop Table
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WARN I/ ON ST GHE
AL Nty ELEETRIE # /f
WARNING  on QueTsHiN
n

———— ——— HOUSE 7O Al
i ’\ LOUSE QUT
S |
: ’ ‘ CURTAIN ¢IF
LOOK BACK IN ANGER* p
ACT ONE : - GO EAEIREC

/.

The Porters’ one-room flat in a large Midland town. Early evening.
April. ’
The scene is a fairly large attic room, at the top of a large, Victorian house.
The ceiling slopes down quite sharply from 1. to R. and ends in two small
" windows, beneath which is a double bed running along the back wall. Most
of the u.s. wall is occupied by an alcove with a high, oblong window at the
back which gives light into CLIEF'S room across the landing. Beneath the
window and to the ®. of it is a collapsible table and to L. of it a cooker. There
is a door to the landing v.L.C. and a food cupboard 1. of it. Another table is
against the 1. wall and D.L. is ALISON’S dressing table and stool. D.x., below
the bed, is a chest of drawers, littered with books, neckties, etc. D.s. of it is a
wardrobe and D.R.C. a covered-in water cistern on which lie a large, tattered
teddy bear and a soft woolly squirrel. An assortment of wooden kitchen chairs
and one or two shabby leather ones completes the simple, and rather old,
Sfurniture. ‘
At rise of curtain, JivmY and CLIFE are seated in the two armchairs
R. and L., respectively.” All that we can see of either of them is two pairs
of legs, sprawled way out beyond the newspapers which hide the rest of
St them from sight. They are both reading. Beside them, and between them,
: is a jungle of newspapers and weeklies. When we do eventually see o
them, we find that Toamy is a tall, thin young man about twenty-five,
wearing a very worn tweed jacket and flannels. Clouds of smoke fill the
room from the pipe he is smoking. He is a disconcerting mixture of
sincerity and cheerful malice, of tenderness and freebooting cruelty; rest-
less, importunate, full of pride, a combination which alienates the sensi-
tive and insensitive alike. Blistering honesty, or apparent honesty, like
his, makes few friends. To many he may seem sensitive to the point of
vulgarity. To others, he is simply a loudmouth. To be as vehement as
he is is to be almost non-committal. CLIEF is the same age, short, dark,
big boned, wearing a pullover and grey, new, but very creased, trousers.
He is easy and relaxed, almost to lethargy, with the rather sad, natural
intelligence of the self~taught. If Jovaay alienates love, CLIFF seems to
exact it—demonstrations of it, at least, even from the cautious. He is a
soothing, natural counterpoint fo JIMMY.

*Before starting to rehearse this play it is advisable to ensure that there are no restrictions on its
performance. For fll particulars refer to COPYRIGHT NOTICE inside front cover.
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8 LOOK BACK IN ANGER [ACT I

Standmg L., below the food cupboard, is Arison. She is leaning

‘ over an ironing board Beside her is-a pile of clothes. Hers is the most
1 elusive personality to catch in the uneasy polyphony of these three
people. She is tuned in a different key, a key of well-bred malaise that is

often drowned in the robust orchestration of the other two. Hanging over

, }\ the grubby, but expensive, skirt she is wearing .is a cherry-red shirt of
N Jovmy’s, but she manages somehow to look quite elegant in it. She is
Ay roughly the same age as the men. Somehow, their combined physical
fot oddity makes her beauty more striking than it really is. She is tall, slim,

dark. The bones of her face are long and delicate. There is a surprising
reservation about her eyes, which are so large and deep they should make
equivocation impossible. The room is still, smoke filled. The only
sound is the occasional thud of ALISON'S iron on the board. It is one of
those chilly spring evenings, all coud and shadows. Presently, Jiamy
throws his paper down.

Juamy. Why do I do this every Sunday: Even the book reviews seem.

L to be the same as last week’s. Different books—same reviews. Have

1 you finished that one yet:

“ Crrr. Not yet.

Jmmy. YI ve just read three whole columns on the Enorhsh Novel. Half
-ofit’sin French,iDo the Sunday papers make you feel § ignorant:

Crrr. Not’arf.

Joamy. 'Well, you are ignorant. You're just a peasant. ; (To Ar1soN.)
"What about you: You'renota peasantare you?

Ax1sON (absently). What's that:

Joamy. 1 said do the papers make you feel you're not so brilliant after
all:

ArrsoN. Oh—TIhaven’tread them yet.

; Jovamy. Ididn’task you that. Isaid—

| Crier. Leave the poor gitlie alone. She’s busy.

Joavy. Well, she can talk, can’t shez} You can talk, can’t you: You
can express an opinion.§ Or does the White Woman’s Burden make
it impossible to think:

5 ArisoN. I'm sorry. I'wasn’t Iistem"ng properly.

| Jivamy. You bet you weren't listening. Old Porter talks, and everyone
turns over and goes to sleep. And Mrs. Porter gets ‘em all gomg with
the first yawn.

Crrer. Leave her alone, I'said.

Jamy (shouting). All right, dear. Go back to sleep. It was only me
talking. Youknow: Talking: Remember: I'm sorry.

l
|
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ACT I] LOOKX BACK IN ANGER .9

Crrer. Stop yelling. I'm trying to read.

Jimmy. Why do you bother: You can’t understand a word of it.

Crrre. Uh huh.

Joamy. You're too ignorant.

Cure. Yes, and uneducated. Now shut up, will youz

Jovmy. Why don’t you get my wife to explain it to you: She’s
educated. (To her.) That’s right, isn’tit?

Crir (kicking out at him from behind his paper). Leave her alone, I said.

Joamy. Do that again, you Welsh ruffian, and Tl pull your ears off.

(He bangs Crige's paper out.of his hands.)

Crgr (leaning fbr-szrﬁ ). Listen—I'm trying to better myself. Let me get
on with it, you big, horrible man. Give it me. (Puts his hand out for
paper.) '

ArnisoN. Oh, give it to him, Jimmy, for heaven’s sake! I can’t think!

Crr. Yes, come on, give me the paper. She can’t think.

Joamy. Can’t think! (Throws the paper back at hini.) She hasn’t had a
thought for years! Haveyou: =~

Azson. No.

 Jom (picks up a weekly). Tm getting hungry.

Arison. Ob, no, not already! ‘

Crrer. He’s a bloody pig.

Jmvmy. T'm not a pig. I just like food—that’s all.

Currre. Like it! You're like a sexual maniac—only with you it’s food.
You'll end up in the News of the World, boyo, you wait. James
Porter, aged twenty-five was bound over last week after pleading
guilty to interfering with a small cabbage and two tins of beans on
his way home from. the Builders’ Arms. The accused said he hadn't

been feeling well for some time, and had been having black-outs. He

asked for his good record as an air-raid warden, second class, to be
taken into account.

Joamy (grins). O, yes, yes, yes. 1like to eat. T'd like to live too. Do
you mind: ,

Crrer. Don’t see any use in your eating atall. You never get any fatter.

Jivmy. People like me don’t get fat. I've tried to tell you before. We
just burn everything up. Now shut up while I read. You can make
me some more tea. _

Crrr. Good God, you've just had a great pot-ful! I only had one cup.

Jivmy. Like hell! Make some more.

Cret (fo ALisON). Isn’t that right? Didn’t I only have one cups

Arson (without looking up). That’s right.
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10 LOOK BACK IN ANGER [acT 1

Cries. There youare. And she only had one cup, too. I saw her. You
guzzled thelot. .
Ty (reading his weekly). Put the kettle on.

" Crmr. Putit on yourself. You've creased up my paper.

Jovamy. Tm the only one who knows how to treat a paper, or anything
else, in this house.| (Ricks up another paper.)] Gixl here wants to know
‘whether her boy friend will lose all respect for her if she gives him
what he asks for. Stupid bitch.

Cree. Just let me get at her, that’s all.

Jamy. Who buys this damned thing: (Throws-itdownz) Haven't you

read the other posh paper yet: .

Crrr. Which:

Joamy. Well, there are only two posh papers on a Sunday—the one

. you're reading, and this one. Come on, let me have that one, and
you take this.

Crrr. Ob, all right.

(They exchange.) s

I was only reading the Bishop of Bromley. (Puts out his hand to
Artson.) How are you, dullin’2 »

ArtsoN. All right thank you, dear.

Crreg (grasping her hand). Why don’tyou leave all that, and sit down for
a bit: Youlook tired.

ALISON (smiling). Thaven’t much more to do.

Crrzr (kzsses her hand, and puts her fingers in his mouth). ‘She’s a beautiful
gir], isn’t she?

Jovmy. That's what they all tell me. (st eyes meet ALISON'S )

Crre. It’s a lovely, delicious paw you've got. Ummmmm. I'm going
to bite it off.

Axrson. Don’t! Tll burn his shirt.

Jovmy. Give her her finger back, and don’t be so s1ckemng What's the
Bishop of Bromley say:

Crer (letting go of Auson). Ob, it says here that he makes a very

moving appeal to all Christians to do all they can to assist in the

manufacture of the H-bomb.

Tivmy. Yes, well, that's quite moving, I suppose. (To Arison.) Are

youmoved, my datling:
ArrsoN. Well, naturally.

- Joamy. There you are: even my wife is moved. I ought to send the

Bishop a subscription. Let’s see. What else does he'say: Dumdidum-
didumdidum.\ Ah yes. He’s upset because someone has suggested

RN
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ACT I] LOOK BACK IN ANGER : IX

that he supports the rich against the poor. He s he denies th.
ference OfE class distinctions. ThlSPldCa i Al;ycen pe?ﬁs%gg.rff
wickedly fostered by—the working-classesI” Welll
(He looks up at both of them for reaction, but CLIEF is reading, and
ALISON is intent on her ironing.)
Jovmy (fo Crr). Did youread that bit:
Crrer. Ums:
(He has lost them, and he knows it, but he won’t leave it.)
Jovmy (to Arzson). You don’t suppose your father could have written
it, do yous
ArrsoN. Written what?
Jovany. What I just read out, of course.
ALSON. Why should my father have written it:
Joamy. Sounds rather like Daddy, don’t you think:
Arson. Daes it:
Jovay. Is the Bishop of Bromley his nom de plume, do you think:
Crirr. Don’t take any notice of him. He’s being offensive. And it’s so

easy for him. » t{j

Jovmy (quickly). Did yoffl/cie /dfaggi:t/ e woman who went to the mass
meeting of a certain American evangelist at Earls,Court: She went
forward, to declare herself for love or whatever it is, and, in the rush
of converts to get to the front, she broke four ribs and got kicked in
the head. She was yelling her head off in agony but, with fifty-
thousand people putting all they’d got into “Onward Christian
Soldiers”, nobody even knew she was there. f{

(He looks up sharply for a response, but there isw’t any.)
Sometimes, I wonder if there isn’ 't sometbmg wrong with me
about thattea:

Cuer (still behind paper). What tea?
Jommy. Put the kettle on.
(Axison looks at him.)
AzisoN. Do you want some more teaz
Jmamy. Idon’tknow. No,Idon’t think so.
Arrson. Do you want some, Cliff? ’
Joamy. No, he doesn’t. How much longer will you be doing that:
ALISON. Wont be lon. Y
Joamy. God, how‘fﬁaﬁg/ d"azrsl If’s alwé%?sﬂ? a;;pr’c/{;ﬁg, Wa?s ’gh}
same. We never seem to get any farthcr do we? Always the same

ritual. Reading the papers, drinkin: }]? ﬁ;‘% and
another week gone. Our youth'is ppmg d&way. Do you kno hata

What
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12 ' LOOK.BACK IN ANGER [acT 1

Crer (throws down paper). What’s that?

Jovmy (casually). Oh, nothmg, nothing, Damn you, damn both of you,
damn them all.

Crer. Let’s go to the pictures. (Lo Arrson.) What do you say, lovely:

AvsoN. Idon’t think I'll be able to. Perhaps Jimmy would like to go.
(ToJnamy.) Would youlike to?

| Jimmy. And have my enj ﬁn’c r%n /,1 .)s‘ Jl Sunday night yobs in

the front row: No, ¢ You. "(Pause) Did you read Priestley’s
piece this weeks Why on earth T ask, I don’t know. Iknow damned
well you haven’t. "‘Why do Ispend ninepence on that damned paper
every week:? Nobody reads it except the. Nobody can be bothered.

No one can raJse themselves out, o eir dehc10us sloth. You two

/!oA/f

will drive me r5TEAAR bARLES soon—— know it! as sure as 'm sitting ,,qo/ymﬁ

here. Iknow you're going to drive me mad. Oh heavens, how Ilong
for a little ordinary human enthusiasm. TJust enthusiasm—that’s all.

I want to hear a warm, thrilling voice cry out I—Ia]lelu ah! (He bangs
his breast theatrically.) Hallelu_]ahl Im alive! 5% /ﬁVhy don’t
we have a little game? Let’s pretend that we're human beings, and

that we're actually alive. Just for a while. What do you sayz Let’'s

pretend we're human. (He looks from one fo the other.) Ob, brother,
it’s such a long time since I was with anyone who got enthusiastic
about anything.

Crxer. What did he say:

Jovmy (resentful of bezng Jragged away from his pursuit of ALISON) What

did who say:
Crirr. Mr. Priestley.
Jivmy. What he always says, I suppose. He's like Daddy—still casting

well-fed glances back to the Edwardian twilight from his comfort-

‘able, disenfranchised wilderness. What the devil have you done to

those trousers?

Crmr. Done:

Jivmy. Are they the ones you bought last week-end: Look at them.
Do you see what he’s done to those new trousers?

AvuisoN. Youare naughty, Cliff. They look dreadful.

Jvmy. You spend good money on a new pair of trousers, and then
sprawl about in them like a savage. What do you think you're going
to do when I'm not around to Jook after you: Well, what are you
going to doz Tell me.

Cure (grinning). T don’t know. (To Arison.) What am I going to do,
lovely: B : :

]




ACT I] LOOK. BAACKVIN—-ANGEP; . I3 -

ArisoN. You'd better take them off.
Joamy. Yes, go on. Take ’em off. And T'll kick your bebmd for you.
Arson. T1L give them a press while I've got theiron on. {2 Af‘ ./4_‘7L Q"}éﬂ}fj
Crer. O.K. (Starts taking them off.) T'll just empty the pockets.” ( Takes
out keys, matches, handkerchief))
Jmvmy. Give me those matches, will yous
Crr. Oh, you're not going to start up that old pipe again, are you:
It stinks the place out. (To Arxson.) Doesn’t it smell awful:
(Jovmay grabs the matches and lights up.)
Arrson. I don’t mind it. I've got used to it.
Jmvmy. She’s a great one for getting used to things. If she were to die,
and wake up in paradise—after the first five minutes, she’d have got
used to it.
Crer (hands her the trousers). Thank you, lovely. Give me a cigarette,
will you: '
Jmamy. Don't give him one.
Crrrr. I can’t stand the stink of that old pipe any longer. Imust havea
cigarctc. R Siisen X 70 STEXE FOR C/G)
; Joancy. I thought the doctor said no cigarettes: (#4500 X : . ‘
A Crrrr. Oh, why doesn’t he shut up: ' ‘
Lo Jvmmy. All right. They’re your ulcers. Go ahead, and have a belly-
! ache, if that’s what you want. I give up. I giveup. I'm sick of doing
E things for people. And all for what? (Bsan! LIGHTE OLiess ¢ /)
P (Arison gives CLIFF @ cigaretfe. They both light up,-and she goes :
‘ on with her ironing.)
Nobody thinks, nobody cares. No beliefs, no convictions, and no
enthusiasm. Just another Sunday evening.
(Crr sits down again, in his pullover and shorts.)
Perhaps there’s a concert on. (Picks up Radio Times.) Ah. (Nudges
Curer with his foot.) Make some more tea.
(Crer grunts. He is reading again.)
Oh, yes. There’s a Vaughan Williams: Well, that’s something, any-
way. Something strong, something simple, something English. I
suppose people like me aren’t supposed to be very patriotic. Some-
body said—what was it2—We get our cooking from Paris. (That’s a
; laugh.) Our politics from Moscow, and our morals from Port Said.
; Something like that, anyway. Who was itz (Pause) Well, you
wouldn’t know anyway. Ihate to admit it, but I think I can under-
; stand how her Daddy must have felt when he came back from India,
i after all those years away. The old Edwardian brigade do make their
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14 LOOK BACK IN ANGER - Jacr1

brief little world look pretty tempting. All home-made cakes and
croquet, bright ideas, bright uniforms. Always the same picture:
high summer, the long days in the sun, slim volumes of verse, crisp
linen, the smell of starch. ‘What a romantic picture. Phoney, too, of
course. It must have rained sometimes. Still, even I regret it some-
how, phoney or not. Ifyou ve no world of your own, it’s rather
pleasant to regret the passmg of someone else’s. I must be getting
sentimental. But I must say it’s pretty dreary living in the American
Age—aunless you're an American of course. Perhaps all our children
will be Americans. | That’s a thought, isn’t it:
(He gives CLIFF a kick, and shouts at him.)
I said, that's 2 ‘thought!
Cime. You did:

Joamy. Yousit there like a lump of dough. I thought you were going

to make me some tea.
(Crrer groans. JIMMY turns to ALISON.)
Is your friend Webster coming tonight?

Arrson. He might drop in. You know what he is.

Joamy., Well, T hope he doesn’t. I don’t think I could take Webster
tonight.

Arzson. I thought you said he was the only person who spoke your
language:

Joavy. So heis. Different dialect but same language Ilike him. He’s
got bite, edge, drive—

Arzson. Enthusiasm.

Jimmy. You've gotit. When he comes here, I begin to feel exhilarated.
He doesn’t like me, but he gives me something, which is more than I
get from most people. Not since—

ArtsoN. Yes, we know. Not since you were living with Madeline.

' (She folds some of the clothes she has already ironed, and crosses to
the bed with them.)

Crxer (behind paper again). Who's Madelinez

ArrsoN. Oh, wake up, dear. You've heard about Madeline enough
times. She was his mistress. Remember: When he was fourteen.
Or was it thirteen:

Jmamy. Eighteen.

Arrson. He owes just about everything to Madeline.

Crrer. I get mixed up with all your women. Was she the oneall those -

years older than you:
Jiamy. Ten years.

SN



ACT I] LOOK BACK N ANG]/ZR I35

Crrer. Proper little Marchbanks, you are!
Joviary. What time’s that concert opz (Checks paper.)*;)//\gé N X BReE 7T )
Crrs (yawns). Oh, I feel so sleep‘)'frc Don’t feel like standing behind that 5
| blinking sweet-stall again tomorrow. Why dor’t you do it on your |
I own, and let me sleep in: .
1 © Jivmy. T've got to be at the factory first thing, to get some more stock,
so you'lk have to put it up on your own. Another five minutes.
(Avxsow_has returned fo_her ironing board. _She stands with her
arms folded, smoking, staring thoughtfully.)
She had more animation in her little finger than you two put together.
Crrrr. Who did:
Ar1soN. Madeline.
Joamy. Her curiosity about things, and about people was staggering.
( It wasn’t just a najve nosiness. With her, it was simply the delight of
| being awake, and watching.
[ : (ALISON starts'to press CLIEF'S frousers.)
Crer (behind paper). Perhaps I will make some tea, after all.
! Jivmy (quietly). Justto be with her was an adventure. Even to sit on the
top of a bus with her was like setting out with Ulysses.

7 -Crirr. Wouldn’t have said Webster was much like Ulysses. Hes an
ugly little devil. z@/!aéff * CRUSEC 7¢ BlUrrer Wﬁte/V//V§
Jovamy. Tmunot talkmg about Webster, stupid. He’s all right though, in 2 4 e 4
his way. A sort of female Emily Brontg. He’s the only one of your BRECTR S
friends (To ArsoN.) who's worth tuppence, anyway. I'm surprised “* 2.
you get on with him. _ —
Arson. So is he, I think. ' .!.oéw//? G ouT diydoe)

Jovmy (Bisingefasmindom R:zand looking=m). He's not only got guts, but
sensitivity as well. That’s about the rarest combination I can think of.
None of your other friends have got either.

ALISON (very quietly and earnestly). Jimmy, please—don’t go on.

(Tamy turns and looks at ArisoN.  The tired appeal in her voice
has pulled him up suddenly. But he soon gathers himself for a new
assaylt. He walks c., behind Crier, and stands, looking down at his

head) ( x 7:550,,\/;0 /}/Jcn, F7opc aF frs alin /,q) 1

Joamy. Your friends—there’s a shower for yot.

P Crisr (mumbling). Dry up,, Let her get on %1 .d )

_{ Jivmay (musingly). Don’ ttbmkf}:c% Provéﬁ‘ /ﬁé F odds )
: would provokeher. Not evenifI were to drop dead. ; .
: Crirr. Then drop dead. :
| - Joamy. They're either militant—like her Mummy and Daddy—
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militant, arrogant and full of malice, or vague. She’s somewhere
between the two. :

Crrr. Why don’t you listen to that concert of yours: And don’t stand
behind me. That blooming droning on behind me gives me a funny
feeling down the spine.

(Jovmay gives his ears a twist and CLIFE roars with pain. Jovmy

grins back at him.) ,
That hurt, you rotten sadist! (To Arson.) I wish you'd kick his
headinfo?bir'n. % Y BECK L LS CHA
Jamy (moving in between them). Have you ever seen her brother:

Brother Nigel: The straight-backed, chinless wonder from Sand-
* hurst: I only met him once myself. He asked me to step outside
when I told his mother she was evil-mihded.

V2
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Crrer. And did you: i

Jvmy. Certainly not. He's a big chapf Well, you've never heard so

many well-bred commonplaces come from beneath the same bowler
hat. The Platitude from Outer Space—that’s brother Nigel. He'll
end up in the Cabinet one day, make no mistake. But somewhere at
the back of that mind is the vague knowledge that he and his pals
have been plundering and fooling, eyerybody, for generations.
(Going vs., al;d turning.) N Sc}w E&gﬂélais'jﬁ}srgclé{%ﬁt%(%g{l&'g you can
get without being actually invisible. And invisible politicians
aren’t much use to amyone—mnot even to kis supporters! And noth-
ing is more vague about Nigel than his knowledge. His knowledge
of life and ordinary human beings i$ so hazy, he really deserves some
sort of decoration for it—a medal inscribed “For Vaguery in the
Field”. But it wouldn’t do for him to be troubled by any stabs of
conscience, however vague. (Moving D. again) Besides, he’s a
patriot and an Englishman, and he doesn’t like the idea that he may
have been selling out his countryman all these years, so what does he
do: The only thing he can do—seek sanctuary in his own stupidity.
The only way to keep things as much like they always have been
possible, is to make any alternative too much for your poor, tiny
brain to grasp. It takes some doing nowadays. It really does. But
they knew all about character building at Nigel’s school, and he'll
makeitall right. Don’t you worry, he'll makeit. And, what's more,
he'll do it better than anybody else! ,'f;( 7 /Q&'/}//,{O’/' ZJ/C/MZ’; K
~ (There is no sound, only the plod of AT1sON’s Trof, Her eyes are
fixed on what she is doing. CLIFE stares at the floor. His cheerfulness has
deserted him for the moment. JIMMY is rather shakily triumphant. He
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cannot allow himself to ook at either of them to catch their response to his
thetoric, so he moves across to the window, to recover himself, and look
out.)
It’s started to rain. That’s all it needs. This room and the rain. -
(He’s been cheated out of his response, but he’s got to draw blood
somehow.)
(Conversationally.) Yes, that's the little woman’s family. You know
‘Mummy and Daddy, of course. And don’t let the Marquess §£ /
Queensberry manner fool you. They 1 kick you in the gr(%
you're handing your hat to the mai {‘X s _for N1gel and Alison—
(In g reverent, Stuart Hibberd voice.) Nx 1ge on. They're what
they sound like: sycophantlc phlegmatic and pusillanimous.
Crrer. I'll bet that concert’s started by now. Shall I put it on2
Joamey. Tlooked up that word the other day. It's one of those words
I've never been quite sure of, but always thought I knew.
Crrer. What was thatz :
Joamy. Itold you—pusillanimous. Do you know what it means?
(Cver shakes his head.)
Neither did I really. All this time, I have been married to this
woman, this monument to non-attachment, and suddenly I discover
that there is actually 2 word that sums her up. Not just an adjective
in the English language to describe her with—it’s her name! Pusil-
lanimous! It sounds like some fleshy Roman matron, doesn’t itz
The Lady Pusillanimous seen here with her husband Sextus, on their
way to the Games.”
(Curer looks troubled, and glances uneasily at ALISON)
Poor old Sextus! If he were put into 2 Hollywood film, he’s so un-
impressive, they’d make some poor British actor play the part. He
‘doesn’t know it, but those beefcake Christians will make off with his
wife in the wonder of stereophonic sound before the picture’s over.
(AL1sON leans against the board, and closes her eyes.)

The Lady Pusillanimous has been promised a bnghter easier world % (< &/' )///SQ |

thah old Sextus can ever offer her. Hi, Pusey ! What say we get the 7z
hell down to the Arena, and maybe feed ouxselves toa couple of
lions, huh:
AnxsoN. God help me, if he doesn’t stop, I'll go out of my mind in a
‘minute.
© Joamy. 'Why don’t youz: That would be something, anyway. (Crosses
to chest.of-drawersr)=But I haven’t told you what it means yet, have
Iz (Picks up dictionary.) I don’t have to tell her—she knows.. In fact,
L.B.A~—B :
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* if my pronunciation is at fault, she’ll probably wait for a suitably pub-
lic moment to correct it. Here itis. I quote: “Pusillanimous. Adjec-
tive. Wanting of firmness of mind, of small courage, having a little
mind, mean spirited, cowardly, timidity of mind. From the Latin
pusillus, very little, and animus, the mind.” (Slams the book shut.)
That’s my wife! That’s her isn’tit: Behold the Lady Pusillanimous.
(Shouting hoarsely.) Hi, Pusey! When's your next picture:

(Juvmmy watches her, waiting for her to break. For no more than a
flash, ArisoN’s face seems to contort, and it looks as though she might
throw her head back, and scream. But it passes in a moment. She is used
to these carefully rehearsed attacks, and it doesn’t look as though he will
get his triumph tonight. She carries on with her ironing. Jmamy crosses,

and switches on'the radio. The Vaughan Williams concert has started ==

He goes back to his chair, leans back in it, and closes his epes.)
Ar1son (handing CLier his trousers). There you are, dear. They’re not
very good, but they’Il do for now.
(Crrer gets up and puts them on.)
Crrr. Ok, that's lovely.
ALISON Now try and look after thcm I'll give them a real press later
+ s
CLIFF Tha{?lf }%};14 ?gglﬁa{fﬁﬁ) gﬁ’ﬁggﬁﬂ,{?ﬁ 7e A/M)
. (He puts his arms round her waist, and kisses her. She smiles, and
_ gives his nose a tug. TiMMY waiches from his chair.)
ATISON (fo Craer). Let's have a cigarette, shall we?
Crrer. That’s a good idea. Where are they:

Arson. On the stove. Do you want one, Jimmy: Gl/El~ X 7T Q?C/CJ

Joavy. No thank you, I'm. trying to listen. Do you mind:
Crme. Sorry, your lordship.

: (He puts a cigarette in ALSON's mouth, and one in his own, and
lights up. Cures sits down, and picks up his paper. ALISON goes back to
her board. Cries throws down paper, picks up another, and thumbs
through that.)~

Jnamy. Do you have to make all that racket:
Currre. Ob, sorry:
Joamy. It's quite a simple thing, you know—tuming over a page.

Anyway, that’s my paper. (Snatches it away.)

Crree. Ob, don’t be so mean!
Jmamy. Price ninepence, obtainable from any newsagent’s. Now let
me hear the music, for God’s sake.
(Pause.)

+
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(To Arson.) Are you going to be much longer doing that:
ArsoN. Why:
Joamy. Perhaps you haven’t noticed it, but it's interfering with the
radio.
ArrsoN. I'msorry. Ishan’tbe much longer.
(A pause. The iron mingles with the music. CLIEF shifts restlessly
in his chair, Joamy watches ALISON, his foot beginning to twitch danger-
ously. Presently, he gets up quickly, crossing below ALisON to the radio,

Soulp # [ ou7

and turns it off.) o

What did you do that for: ()( UL HBCYE /4/4{(6/1).

Jovmy. T wanted to listen to the concert, that’s all.

Arrson. Well, what's stopping you:

Joivry. Everyone’s making such a din—that’s what’s stopping me.

ALISON Well, I'm very sorry, but I can’t _]ust stop everything because
you want to listen to music.

Jonovy. Why note

Auson. Really, Jimmy, you're like a child.

Joamy. Don't try and patronize me. (Turning fo Crre) She's so
clumsy. Iwatch for her to do the same things every night. . The way
she jumps on the bed, as if she were stamping on someone’s face, and

draws the curtains back with a great clatter, in that casually destruc-.

tive way of hers. It’s like somgon\f g2 hattl ave you

evey I not1 ed ho n01s (b e r{e re %i&ses~ % £0~E.C.)
HavEs you> €W aaeyﬁﬂck the floor about, simply Walkmg over
itz Or have you watched them sitting at their dressing-tables, drop-
ping their weapons and banging down their bits of boxes and
brushes and lipsticks?

(He faces her dressing-table.)

I've watched her doing it night after night. When you see 4 woman
in front of her bedroom mirror, you realize what a refined sort of a
butcher she is. (Turns in.) Did you ever sec some dirty old Arab,
sticking his fingers into some mess of lamb fat and gristles Well,
she’s just like that. Thank God they don’t have many women sur-
geons! Those primitive hands would have your guts out in no time.
Flip! Out it.comes, like the powder out of its box. Flop! Back it
goes, like the powder puff on the table.

Crier (grimacing cheerfully). Ugh! Stop it!

Jovmy (moving v.s.)). She’d drop your guts like hair clips and fuff all
over the floor. You've got to be fundamentally insensitive to be as
noisy and as clumsy as that.

L1l
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(EHe moves C.; and leans against the table.), ¢ i73¢ ¢ A D éj\[Z/)

I had a flat underneath a couple of girls once. You heard every
damned thing those bastards did, all day and night. The most simple,
everyday actions were a sort of assault course on your sensibilities.
I used to plead with them. Teven got to screaming the most ingeni-
ous obscenities I could think of, up the stairs at them. But nothing,
nothing, would move them. With those two, even a simple visit to
the lavatory sounded like 2 medizval siege. Oh, they beat me in

. the end—I had to go. I expect they're still at it. Or they’re prob-

ably married by now, and driving some other poor devils out of
their minds. Slamming their doors, stamping their high heels, bang-

ing theirirons and saucepans—the eternal flaming racket of the

female.
(Church bells start ringing outside.)

' 4o LoUD BELIS

Ob, hell! Now the bloody bells have started !

(He rushes to the window.)
Wrap it up, will you? Stop ringing those bells! There’s somebody
going crazy in here! I don’t want to hear them!

ArsoN. Stop shouting! (Recovering immediately.) You'll have Miss
Drury up here.

Jmamy. I don’t give a damn about Miss Drury—that mild old gentle-
woman doesn’t fool me, even if she takes in you two. She’s an old
robber. She gets more than enough out of us for this place every
week. Anyway, she’s probablyin church . . . (Points to the window.)
swinging on those bloody bells!

(Currr goes to the window, and closes it.)

Crmr. Come on now, be a good boy. T'll take us all out, and we'll
have a drink.
JIMMY They’re not open yet. It’s Sunday. Remembcr: Anyway, it’s
raining, :
Crrrr. Well, shall we dances
(He pushes Joamy round the floor, who is past the mood for this
kind of fooling.)
Do you come here often: 7y u74 £ cNCe 47 HED
Jovaey. Only in the mating season. All right, all right, very funny.
(He tries to escape, but Crrer holds hzm like a vice.)
Let me go.

Crrrr. Not until you've apologized for being nasty to everyone. Do

you think bosoms will be in or out, this year:
Joamy. Your teeth will be out in a minute, if you don’t let go'!
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(He. makes a great effort o wrench himself free, but Crier hangs ott.
They collapse to the floor c., below the table, strugglzng ALISON carties
on with her ironing. This is routine, but she is getting close to breaking
point, all the same. CLIFE manages to break away, and finds himself in

front of the ironing board. JmamY springs up. They grapyple.)
Arson. Look out, for heaven’s sake! O, its’ more like a zoo every

day!
(Jrvmy makes a frantic, deliberate effort, and manages to push CI.IFF
o fo the ironing-board, and into AtisoN. The board collapses. CLIEF
falls against her, and they end up in a heap on the floor. ALISON cries
out in pain. Joumy looks down at them, dazed and breathless.)
Cugr (picking himself up). She’s hurt. - Are you all right?

_Arson. Well, does it look like it!

Crreg. She’s burnt her arm. on the iron.
Jamy. Darling, I'm sorry

Arson. Get out! éélrﬂ% &I, ,4%;//#455& LTH R CA )

Jvy. I'm sorry, beheve me. You think I did it on pur—
Av1soN (her head shaking helplessly). Clear out of my sight!
(Tovamy stares at her uncertainly. CLIFF nods to him, and he turns

1 einr o J}//Ow?iﬁfé?’g,gzu/\/ CHBIR, Ecrit Joris Nee)

and goes oyt of the door.)
Crrer. Come and sit down. traraii??
ow SR autle ofehest (He leads her to t?t@fg%cﬁgir, R.) .
You look a bit white. Are you all right:
ArisoN. Yes. I'm all right now. CH B
Crrer. Let’s have a look at your arm. /%xﬁ{fesétt f?cs 1t/s)gu1t? red.
That’s going to be painful. What should I do with itz -
Arson. Ob, it’s nothing much. A bit of soap on it will do. Inever can
remember what you do with burns.
Cursz. T'll just pop down to the bathroom and get som&* Are you sure
you'reall right:
Arson. Yes.
Crrzr (crossing to door). Won't be a minute. (Exit.)
(Arson leans back in the chair and looks up at the ceiling.. She
breathes in deeply and brings her hands up to her face. She winces as she
feels the pain in her arm and she lets it fall. She runs her hand through
her hair.)
Avison (in a clenched whisper). Oh, God!
(Crer re-enters with a bar of soap.)

Crrer. It’s this scented muck. Do you think it'll be all right: JL e

Axtson. That'll do.

///M/—‘zdﬁ/ 7C Doz
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Crirr. Here we are then. Let’s have your arm.
. (He kneels down beside her, and she holds out her arm.)
(I’ve putit under the tap. It’s quite soft. 'l do it ever so gently.
- (Very carefully, he rubs the soap over the burn.)
Allrights (Shenods.) You're a brave girl.

Awnson. I don’t feel very brave. (Tears harshening her voice.) I really
don’t, Cliff. I don’t think I can take much more. (Turns her head
away.) I think I feel rather sick.

Curr. All over now. (Puts the soap down. ) Would you like me to get
you something 2

(AL1sON shakes her head. CLiFr sits on the arm of the chair and
puts his arm round her. She leans her head back on to him.)
Don’t upset yourself, lovely.

(He massages the back of her neck and.shelets her head fall fotward.)

|

ArrsoN. Where 1s hez

Crrgr. In my room.

ArrsoN. What's he doing:

Currr. Lying on the bed. Reading, I think. (Stroking her neck.) That
better:

Ar1soN (leans back, and closes her eyes again). Bless you.

Crs (kisses the top. of her head) I dox’t think I'd have the courage to
live on my own again—in spite of everything. I'm pretty rough, and
pretty ordinary really, and I'd seem worse on my own. And you
getfond of people, too, worse luck.

Arrson. Idon’t think I want anything more to do with love, any more.
I can’t take it on.

Crrr. You're too young to start giving up. Too young, and too
lovely. Perhaps I'd better put a bandage on that—do you think so?

Arson. There’s some on my dressing table.

" (Cum crosses to the dressing-table L.) ‘
I keep looking back, as far as I remember, and I can’t tthk what it
was to feel young, really young. Jimmy said the same thing to me
the other day. I pretended not to be listening—because I knew that
would hurt him, I suppose. And—of course—he got savage, like to-
night. ButIknew just what he meant. Isuppose it would have been
5o easy to say “Yes, darling, I know just what you mean. I know
what you're feeling”. (Shrugs.) It’s those easy things that seem. to be
so imipossible withus. -
(Cries stands .L., holding the bandage, his back to her.)

‘Cres. T'm wondering how much longer I can go on watching you two
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tearing the insides out of each other. It looks pretty ugly sometimes.
Arrson. You wouldn't seriously think of leaving us, would you:
Crrer. I suppose not. (Crosses to her.) &4
Arrson. I think I'm frightened. If only I knew what was going to
happen.
Cres (kneeling on—the arma ){'her chair). Giveithbere. (ArisoN holds out her
arm.) Yell outif Thurt you. (He bandages it for her.)
ALISON (staring at her outstretched arm). Cliff—
" Curr. Um: (Slight panse.) ~Whatis it, lovely?
Auson. Nothing.
Currrg. I said “What is it2”
ArrsonN. You see— (Hesitates.) I'm pregnant.
Crier (after a_few moments). Tll need some scissors.
Arnrson. They're ov st THBLE
CrLIFF (crossing to the/ﬁ;%?—gbl@) That is somethmg, isn’t itz When
did you find out? . :
_ Arzson. Few daysago. It-'wasabit of ashock.
Crrer. Yes, I dare say.
ArtsoN. After three years of married life, I have to get caught out now.
Curre. None of us infallible, I suppose. (Cross fo_her.) Must say I'm
surprised though. T
Arison. It's always been out of the question. What with—this place,
and no money, and oh—everything. He’s resented it, Tknow. What
can youdoz?
Crier. You haven’t told him yet>
Artson. Not yet.
Crrer. 'What are you going to doz
Axtson. -I've no idea.
Cuer (having cut her bandage, he starts tying uf) That too tight?
Auison. Fine thank you. (She rises, goes to the ironing-board, folds it up
and leans it against ﬁ)od cupboard r,
Crmr. Tsit ... Isit w‘"‘\w\\“g X Heend /,‘ajqé/z'of[//;///
ATIsoN. Too late to avert the situation? (Places the iron on the rack of the
stove.) I'm not certain yet. Maybe not. If not, there won’t be any
problent, will there:
Crrrr. And if it is too late? :
(ALSON's face is turned away from him. She simply shakes her
head.)
Why don’t you tell him now:
(She kneels down to pick up the clothes on the ﬂoor, and folds them up. )
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After all, he dges Jove you. You don’t need me to tell you that.
Arssox. Can'Fo &7 He1 suspect my motives af once, Ll never
stops telling himself that I know how SHLII A &S onight it
might be all right—we’d make love. But later, we'd both lie awake,
watching for the light to come through that little window, and
dreading it. In the morning, he’d feel hoaxed, as if I were trying to -
kill him in the worst way of all.. He'd watch me growing bigger
every day, and I wouldn’t dare to JooK at him.
" Curr. Youmay haveto faceit, lovely. :

Ar1soN. Jimmy’s got his own private morality, as you know. What
my mother calls “loose”. Tt is pretty free, of course, but it’s very
harsh, too. Youknow, it’s funny, but we never slept together before
we were married.

Currre. It certainly is—knowing him !

Arison. We knew each other such a short time, everything moved at
such a pace, we didn’t have much opportunity. And, afterwards, he
actually taunted me with my virginity. He was quite angry about it,
as if T had deceived him in some strange way. He seemed to think
an untouched woman would defile him.

i Crxer. I've never hieard you talking like this about him. He'd be quite
i pleased. ’ '
AussoN. Yes, he would. (She gets up, the clothes folded over her arm.)
| Doyouthinkhe’sright:
] Crrer. What about:
D } ArnsoN. Oh—everything.
(o ) Crrsr. Well, I suppose he and I think the same about a lot of things,
because we're alike in some ways. We both come from working
people, if you like. Oh I know some of his mother’s relatives are
pretty posh, but he hates them as much as he hates yours. Don’t
; quite know why. Anyway, he gets on with me because I'm com-
| mon. (Grins.) Common as dirt, that’s me. .
f (Ar1son puts her hand on his head, and strokes it thoughtfully.)
AxrsoN. You think I should tell him about the baby: :
Crrer (gets up, and puts his arm round her). Tt1l be all right—you see.
Tell him. o
(He kisses her. Enter Jnumy. He looks at them curiously, but
without surprise. They are both aware of him, but make no sign of it.
He crosses to the armchair 1., and sits down next to them. He picksup a
paper, and starts looking at it. Crier glances at him, ATISON’s head
against his cheek.) ‘ ' :
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There you are, you old devil, you! Where have you been:
Joany. You know damn well where I've been. (Without looking at her.)
How’s your arm?
Arison. Ob, it’s all right. It wasn’t much.
: Crrsr. She’s beautiful, isn’t she:
Jovmy. You seem to think so.
(Crrer and ArxsoN still have their arms round one another.)

Crmr. Why the hell she married you, I'll never know.

Jovy. You think she’d have been better off with you:

Crree. 'm not her type. Am 1, dullin’

Axrson. I'm not sure what my type is.
. - Joavy. Why don’t you both get into bed, and have done with it.
X _AusoN. Youknow, I think he really means that.
A j Joavy. Ido. I can’t concentrate with you two standing there like that.
N Crrre. He's just an old Puritan at heart.
N7 Jovaney. Perhaps I am, at that. Anyway, you both look pretty silly
»__ slobbering over each other.

Crrer. I think she’s s béautiful. And so do you, only you're too much of
a pig to sy so. :

Jmvnmey. You're just a sexy little Wclshman and youknowit! Mummy
and Daddy tum pale, and face the east every time they remember
she’s married to me. But if they saw all this going on, they'd col-
lapse. "Wonder what they would do, incidentally. Send for the
police I expect. (Genuinely friendly.) Have you got a cigarette?

Av1sON (disengaging). I'llhavealook. P

(She goes to her handbag on the-tabler:)

Jovmy (pointing at Crres). He gets more like a little mouse every day, :

doesn’the: N A Y]
' (He gf;}‘{;lg to re—/eggblzsh { Zfeﬁ
He really does look like one. Look at those ears, and that face, and
thelittle short legs.
AvisoN (looking through her bag). That’s because he is a mouse.
Cuier. EBek! Eek! I'm a mouse. fZ4ci) £HEH £+ ﬁf’/‘/’/fz‘
Jimmy. A randy little mouse.
: Crrr (dancing round the table, and squeaking). T'm a mouse, I'm a mouse,
o I'm a randy little mouse. That’s a mouriss dance.

Jivmy. A whats V%
Crmr. A Mourris Dance. That’s a Morris Dance strictly for mice. /) &
Jovimy. You stink. You really do. Do you know thatz
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\ Crer. Not as bad as you, you horrible old bear. (Goes over o him, aﬂd :
grabs his foot) Yourea stinking old bear, you hear me: ‘

1 : Joamy. Let go of my foot, you whimsy little half-wit. You're making
\ my stomach heave. T'm resting! If you don’t let go, T'll cut off your
nasty, great, slimy tail! '
(Crzr gives him a tug, and Joamy falls to the floor. ALISON
* watches them, relieved and suddenly full of affection.)
| Arrson. I'verun out of cigarettes. : '
(Currr is dragging Joamy along the floor by his feet.)
Jovay (pelling). Go out and get me some cigaretes, and stop playing
" the fool !
Curr. O.K. : '
(Hle lets go of Jmamy's legs suddenly, who yells again as his head

bangs on the floor.) S E T 4 :
«ygf}ﬁing@t tc{/{%) The shop on the

Aryson. Here's half-a-crown.

p

B N s

corner will be open. :
Cure. Right you are. (Kisses her on the forehead quickly.) Don’t forget.
(Crosses u.s. to the door.) .

Joamy. Now get to Bell out of here!
Curse {at door). Hey, shorty!
Jiamy. What do you want?
Cume. Make a nice pot of tea.
Jivanay (getting up). Tl kill you first. .T
Criee(grinning). Lhat’s my boy! (Exit.) 4

(Jovnay is now beside ALISON, who is still looking through her hand- "

bag. She becomes aware of his nearness and, after a few moments,
closes it. He takes hold of her bandaged arm. ‘
Jovmey. How's it feelingz ¥ I;ﬂtz‘;g'h‘ fC/) PLESTER HECLYE I ER
Apssow. Fine. It wasn't anything. it €y STl
Jovmy. All this fooling about can get bit dangerous.
(He sits on the edge of the table, holding her hand.)
T'm sorry.

Axsson. I know.
Jownay. T mean it. . y
ArrsoN. There’s no need. '
g Jovmy. T did it on purpose..
| Arison. Yes. : .
| Joanay. There’s hardly a moment when T'm not—watching and want- ‘,
; ing you. I've got to hit out somehow. Nearly four years of being :
i in the same room with you, night and day, and I still can’t stop my :'
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sweat breaking out when I see you doing—something as ordinary as
leaning over an ironing-board.
(ArsoN strokes his head, not sure of herself yet.)
(Sighing.) Trouble is— Trouble is you get used to people. Even
eir trivialities become indispensable to you. Indispensable, and a
. little mysterious.
(He slides his head forward, against her, trying to catch his
thoughts.)
Ithink . .. must have a lot of—old stock . . . Nobody wants it . . .
(He puts his face against her belly. She. goes on stroking his head,
still on guard a little. Then he lifts his head, and they kiss passionately.)
What are we going to do tonight:
ArrsoN. What would you like to do: Drink:
Jomy. I know what I want now. Z7EY LHE
ALISON (takes his head in her hands and kisses him). Well, you'll have to
wait till the proper time.
Jmamy. There’s no such thing.
Anison. Cliff will be back in a minute.
Jovy. What did he mean by “don’t forget”:
ArsonN. Something I've been meaning to tell you.
Jovnay (kissing her again). You're fond of him, aren’t you?
Arison. Yes, I'am.
Joamy. He's the only friend I 'seem to have left now. People go away.
You never see them again. I can remember lots of names—men and
. women. When I was at school—Watson, Roberts, Davies. Jenny,
Madeline, Hugh . . . (Pause.) And there’s Hugh’s mum, of course.
I'd almost forgotten her. She’s been a good friend to us, if you like.
She’s even letting me buy the sweet stall off her in my own time. She
only bought it for us, anyway. She’s so fond of you. I can never
understand why you're so—distant with her.
Av1son (alarmed at this threat of a different mood). Jimmy—please no!
Jamy (staring at her anxious face). You're very beautiful. A beautiful,
- great-eyed squirrel.
(Artson nods brightly, relieved.)
" Hoarding, nut-munching squirrel. (She mimes this delightedly.) With
highly polished, gleaming, fur and an an ostrich feather of a tail.
Arison. Wheeeeee!

. Joamy. How Ienvy you. (He stands, her arms around his neck.)

ArisoN. Well, you're a jolly super bear, too. A really sooooooper,
marvellous bear.
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Jovaay. Bears and squirrels are marvellous.
Azison. Marvellous and beautiful.
(She jumps up and down excitedly, making little ““paw gestures’’.)
Oooooooh! Oooooooh! :
- Jovmy. What the hell’s that: -
| AutsoN. That's a dance squirrels do when they're happy o °
(They embrace again.)_ 1L ’
Joawy. What makes you think you're happy?
» AnsoN. Everything just seems all right suddenly. That’s all. Jimmy—
Jimmy. Yes:
ATI50N. You know I told you I'd something to tell yous
Jonavy. Wellz

(Crisr appears in the doorway.)

Crrer. Didn’t get any farther than the front door. Miss Drury hadn’t
gone to church after all. I couldn’t get avvay from her. (To ArsoN.)
Someone on the phone for you. .

" AnsoN. On the phone: Who on earth is itz
Crrer. Helena something. =
(Jvarey and ArisoN look at each other quickly.) : E
Jovamy (fo Crrsr). Helena Charles: '

Crrer. That’s it.

Arison. Thank you, Ciff. (Moves u.s.) I'won’t be a minute.

Crrge. You will. Old Miss Drury will keep you down there for ever.
She doesn’t think we keep this place clean enough. (Comes and sits in

the armchair .R.) Thought you were gomg to make me some téa.
Vo 7

you rotter. NEVE . ..
k® (T makes 1o reply) : GO ELECTRIC

What's the matter, boyo: B . 4,9

Jovmy (slowly). ‘That bitch. ’, 2z

Crrrr. Who? ‘

Joamy (fo himself). Helena Charles.

Crrrr. Who is this Helena:? »

Juamy. One ofher old friends And one of my natural enemies. You're
sitting on-my chair. ﬂ CUER

Crrr. Where are we going for a Q

Jovumy. Idon'tknow.

Crrr. ' Well, you were all for it earlier on.

Jovpay. What does she want: ‘What would make her ring up? It can’t
be for anything pleasant. Oh well, we shall soon know. (He settles on
the-tablesy Few minutes ago things didn’t seem so bad either. I've
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just about had enough of this “expense of spirit” lark, as far as
women are concerned. Honestly, it’s enough to make you become =
a scoutmaster or something, isn’t itz Sometimes I almost envy old ’
Gide and the Greek Chorus boys. Oh, I'm not saying that it mustn’t
be hell for them a lot of the time. But, at least, they do seem to have
a cause—not a particularly good one, if’s true. But plenty of them
do seem to have a revolutionary fire about them, which is more
than you can say for the rest of us. Like Webster, for instance. He
doesn’tlike me—they hardly ever do.
(He is talking for the sake of it, only half listening to what he is
saying.)
I dare say he suspects me because I refuse to treat him either as a
clown or as a tragic hero. He's like a man with a strawberry mark—
he keeps thrusting it in your face because he can’t helieve /1t doesn’t
interest or horrify you particularly. (chks.'rgp AfEONS Fﬁna’bag

thoughtfully, and starts looking through it.) AsifI gave a damn which GO ELECTRIC
way he likes his meat served up I've got my own strawberry mark— | v 4 5

only it’s in a different place ,far the Michelangelo Brigade’s , ‘
concerned, Imust Bea {bt oﬁt’%ﬁé deviationist. If the Revolu-

tion ever comes, I'll be the first to be put up against the wall, with
all the other poor old liberals.
Crzr (indicating ArisoN’s handbag). Wouldn’t you say that that was her
private property? |
Jommy. You're quite right. But do youknow something? Living night |
and day with another human being has madé me predatory and I
suspicious. 1 know that the only way of finding out exact‘ly, what's
il S going on 1s to catch the they don’t know you're looking.
‘ When sh& gogéjout ;B %rough everything—trunks, cases,
drawers, bookcase, everytbmg Why: To see if there is something
of me somewhere, a reference to me. I want to know if I'm being
betrayed.
Crrrr. You look for trouble, don’t youz
Jovmy.. Only because I'm pretty certain of finding it. (Brings out a letter
from the handbag.) Look at that! Oh, I'm sucha fool. Thisis happen~
ing every five minutes of the day. She gets letters. (He holds it up.)
P Letters from her mother, letters in which I'm not mentioned at all
because my name is a dirty word. And what does she do:
(Enter AvisoN. He turns to look at her.) '
She writes long letters back to Mummy, and never mentions me at
all, because 'm just a dthy Word to her, too.

Sl
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AT RISE:

ON:

Alison (At Stove)
READY OFF':

Helene

LATER:

CLiff

Jimmy

VITAI PRESETS :

Table by Bed with Middle Board Extension
British Papers About Armchailr and on Armchairs
. Cigarettes on dresser

Handbag on Buffet

Tomatoes on Shelf in Living Room

Cucumbers on Shelf in Living Room

Two Prayer Books on Offstage Prop Table
Trumpet on Offstage Prop Table

STRIKE:

Bandages off Dresser
Sclgsors off Kitchen Table
Letter off Floor

Soap off Floor

Ironing Board

Iron

Basket
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Scene I / é,,

Two weeks later. Evemng

ALISON is standing over the gas stove, pouring water from the
kettle into a large teapot. She is only wearing a slip, and her feet are
bare. In the room across the hall, Joamy is playing on his jazz trumpet,
in intermittent bursts. ALISON takes the pot to the table c., which is laid
Jor four people. The Sunday paper jungle around the two armchairs is as
luxuriant as ever. It is late aftemoon, the end of a hot day. She wipes
her forehead. She cMressmg ta‘ble D.L., fakes out a pair of

stockings from one of the drawers, and sits down on the stall stool beside ¢t tacr

it to put S%fn  gn. %she is doing this, the door opens and Herena
enters.” St e 'Et e as Arisow, medium height, carefully and

expensively dressed. Now and again, when she allows her rather judicial

expression of alertness to soften, she is very attractive. Her sense of

matriarchal authority makes most men who meet her anxious, not only to
please but impress, as if she were the gracious representative of visiting
royalty; in this case, the royalty of that middle-class womanhood, which
is so eminently secure in its divine rights, that it can afford to tolerate the
parliament, and reasonably free assembly of its menfolk. Even from
other young women, like AL1SON, she receives her due of respect and
admiration. In Joamy, as one would expect, she arouses all the rabble
rousing instincts of his spirit. And she is not accustomed to having to de-
fend herself against catcalls. However, her sense of modestly exalted re-
sponsibility enables her to behave with an impressive show of strength
and dignity, although the strain of this is beginning to tell on her a little.
She is carrying a large salad colander.

Arrson. Did you manage all right:
Herena. Of course. I've prepared most of the meals in the last week,

youknow. A &

Arison. Yes, you have] [It’s been wonderful having someone to help.

Another woman, I mean.

Herewa (crossing D.L.). I'm enjoying it. Although I don’t think I shall

ever get used to having to go down to the bathroom every time I
want some water for something.

Axson. It is primitive, is'nt itz
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and give up the stall altogether.

IR |
e AT “«xk‘w‘_‘ % i
J 32 LOOK PACK TN ANGER _ JacTr m 2
| Herena. Yes. It is rather ! (She starts tearing up green salad on to four
plates, which she takes from the food cupboard. )“Iiéokmg after one man .
is really enough, but two is rather an undertaking. i
Axson. Oh, Cliff looks after bmself more or less In fact, he helps :
' me quitealot. ,
. Herena. Can’tsay I'd noticed it. =
| Arison. You've been doing itinstead, I suppose.
= Harewa. Isee.
Arrson. You've settled in so easily somehow.
Herena. Why shouldn’t Iz
_ Arrson. If’s not exactly what you're used to, is it2
Herena. Andateyou used toit?
; Auson. Everything seems very different here now—with you here.
1 Hzrena. Does it?
'i ArisoN. Yes. I'was on my own before— v
Herena. Now you've got me, So you're not sorry you asked me to  /
? - stay? :
Arrson. Of course not, HDld you tell him his tea was ready? t
3 Herena. I banged on the door of Cliff’s room, and yelled. He didn’t P
answer, but he must have heard. .I don’t know where Cliff is. :
| A11sON (leaning back in her chair) ”I thought I'd feel cooler after a bath, / ;
s : but I feel hot again already, God,“f wish he’d lose that damned .
A trumpet., L Flos ’ , P
W Herena. Iimagine that's for my benefit. ¥
w4 Arrson. Miss Drury will ask us to go soon, I know it. Thank good- *
R B heisn’tin. Listen to him. '
Wt ness she isn’t in. Listen to ;
e Herena. Does he drink: :
~ Auson. Drink: (Rather startled.) He’s not an alcoholic, if that’s what
you mean. e e
(They both pause, listening to the Zrumpet loe, T «/JL ‘
He'll have the rest of the street banging on the door next. /
HELENA (pondermg) It’s almost as if he wanted to kill someone with it. '
And me in particular. I've never seen such hatred in someone’s eyes
‘ before. It’s slightly horrifying. Horrifying (Crossing to food cupboard/
: _ for tomatoes, beetroot and cucumber.) and oddly exciting.
| (AxzsON faces her dressing-mirror, gud brushes he ) \' !
ArisoN. He had his own jazz band onc;mgl‘ 1t a }%en B as still
a student, before I knew him. Irather think he’d like to start another,

: ,'*._.*H‘_.". Lght
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Herewa. Is Cliffin love with youz. - 7 ,

ATISON (stops brushing for a moment). No . . . Tdon’t think so.

Herena. And what about you: You look as though I've asked you a
rather peculiar question. The way things are, you might as well be
frank with me. I only want to help. After all, your behaviour to-
gether is a little strangc—by most people’s standards, to say the least.

A11SON. You mean you ve seen us embracing each other:

Herena. Well, it doesn’t'seem to go on as much as it did, I admit.

Perhaps he finds my presence inhibiting—even if Jimmy’s isn’t. X % /(4 (el 5 /Q[L, 1

ArisoR. We're simply fond of each other—there’s no more to it than ;z'z
that.
Herena. Darling; really! It can’t be as simple as that.”
~ATISON. You mean there must be something phy51cal too: I suppose
_there is, but it’s not exactly a consuming passion with either of us. % ?’“,
Ie’s just a relaxed, cheerful sort of thing, like being warm in bed. o

&
%
P 2

You're too comfortable to bother about moving for the sake of some, o e, by
other pleasure. . g 0’*954?
Herena. 1find it difficult to believe anyone’s that lazy ! 5

Arison: Ithink we are.
Herena. And What about Jimmy> After all, he is your husband.. Do
you mean to oyes of jte
ALISOI§ It 1sn asy to ex %rs &S e would ca]l a question of |
allegiances, and he expects you to be pretty literal about them. Not
only about himself and all the things he believes i in, his present and
: his future, but his past as well. All the people he admires and loves,
4. andhasloved. The friends he used to know, people I've never even
known—and probably wouldn’t have liked. His father, who died
years ago. Even the other women he’s loved. Do you understandz
Herena.. Do yous
Ausson. I've tried to. But I'still can’t bring myse]f to feel the way he
does about things. I can’t believe that he’s right somehow.
Herena. Well, that’s something, anyway. xb (0 Zg \(\(C/J
Arison. If things have worked out with Cliff, it's because he’s km an,
‘Jovable, and F've grown genuinely fond of him. Butit’s been a fluke.
It's worked because Cliff is such a nice person anyway\ Wlth Hugh, \/
it 'was quite different.
Herena. Hugh:

[P

Arxson. Hugh Tanner[ He and Jimmy were Fends almost from child- T
hood. Mrs. Tanner is his mother—
Herena. Oh yes—the one who started him off in the sweet business.

L.B.A.—C
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{ i, AELF, B CARLY T
ALISON. ‘That’s’%gt%]_ﬁ(ai{g zecr I s Y

Immy and I were married, we'd no
money—about eight-pounds-ten in actual fact—and no home. He* 2D
didn’t even have a job. He'd only left the university about a year.
(Smiles.) No—left. I don’t think one “comes down” from Jimmy’s
university. According to him, it’s not even red brick, but white tile.
Anyway, we went off to live in Hugh’s flat. It was over a ware-

- house in Poplar. :
Herena. Yes. I remember seeing the postmark on your letters.
Artson. Well, that was where I found myself on my wedding night.

Hugh and I dislike ea% ther on.sight, and.Jimn ew it, He was
so proud oﬁi;ﬁo/)it § 'ggetqc,;‘aﬁ}%l;; m%é’%%%ﬁéﬁ take to
" each other. Like a child showing off his toys. We had a little wed-
ding celebration, and the three of us tried to get tight on some cheap
port they’d brought in. Hugh got more and more subtly insulting—
he’d a rare talent for that” Jimmy got steadily depressed, and I just
sat there, listening to their talk, looking and feeling very stupid. For
‘the first time in” e, I?v'fszég %ﬂ% 7 the kind of Pc}a?ople' Id

always known: noy ﬁf}mﬂ 1 frie_n?s evetybody. And T'd :

- my boats. Afte’r"y 'ﬁgg? vfgelzgao ’g’r%%v(ﬁﬁgé‘g gvﬁﬁv m’r%rr/ﬁlr}%jn%r
“Daddy about Jimmy, I knew I couldn’t appeal to them without
looking foolish and cheap. It was just before the General Election,
I remember, and Nigel was busy getting himself into Parliament.
He didn’t have time for anyone but his constituents. Oh, he’d have
been sweet and kind, I know.

HzreNa (movingto »C%Darljn Jwhy didn’t you come to me:

ArIsON. (You were gydﬁgtg ! m § m@‘g{ I t%%gé[

Herewa: Solwas.  aeguptinly -+ P2l ) e o6 CFET -

Arrson: Those next féévf'géléﬁs{t the \ﬂi{ ni) ﬁ%lar’sv’ffgmfh{muf
I suppose I must be soft and squeamish, and snobbish, but I felt as
though I'd been dropped in a jungle. I couldn’t believe that two
people, two educated people could be so savage, and so—so uncom- .
promising. Mummy has always said that Jimmy is utterly ruthless,
but she hasn’t met Hugh. He takes the first prize for ruthlessness—
from all comers. Together, they were frightening. They both came
to regard me as a sort of hostage from those sections of society they
had declared war on.

Herena. How were you living all this time: - '

Auson. Ihad a tiny bit coming ‘125 fl:‘gm afew shares T had left, but it
bardly kept us. MM§11(£<T( A ﬁ’ﬁ.é!”sc/gn%%gr}‘rﬁg else over to

her, in trust, when she knew I was really going to marry Jimny.
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Herena. Justas well, Iimagine.

Axxson. They soon thought of a way out of that. A brilliant campaign.
They staJsted T&g hemselves—through me—to people’s houses,
Friends 4E nge 1 Fiends of Daddy’s, oh everyone: the
Arksdens, the Tarnatts, the Wains—

Herena. Not the Wains: ,

Arrson. Just about everyone I'd ever known. Your People Toust have
been among the few we missed gut., It wyas just &
them, and, as I say, they used Iﬁ/é%' ag ﬁé é(%(m R go o THELE
headquarters in Poplar, and carry out our ralds on the enemy in
W.1., SW.1., SW.3, an, ewed tecash
Where——cocktaJls Weelé?éndgw%,exfg % par%les "[Xuse
to hope that one day, somebody would have the guts to slam the
door in our faces, but they didn’t, The; WGLE, 100 vge elly bred and -
%ab%zﬁspw for me as well. Hu‘ Ban %Junmy aesplsetiu e B

0 We went on. plundermg them, wolfing their food and drinks,
and smoking their cigars like ruffians. Ob, they enjoyed themselves.

Herena. Apparently.

ArisoN. Hugh fairly revelled in the rle of the barbarian invader.
Sometimes I thought he might even dress the part—you know, furs, -

 spiked helmet, sword. He even got a fiver out of old man Wain
once. Blackmail, of courgs Peo %\% 'étve si }% ost any-
thing to get rid of us. H¢ tof—(hzm that we werd af “G)ut e turned
out of our flat for not paying the rent. Atleastit was true.

‘Herena. Idon’t understand you. You must have been crazy.

ArisoN. Afraid niSte than anything.

Herena. But letting them do it! Letting them get away Wlth 1tI You
managed to stop them stealing the silver, I suppose:

Arrson. O, they knew their guerilla warfare better tﬁa?a I—Iugh )(t MM
- tried to seduce some fresh-faced young girl at the Arksden s once, Zath %
but that was yere more or less turned out. e /I&/

Y

Hrrena. 10 ﬁ gl 'ﬁé{é I don’t understand your part in it
all. Why: That’s what I don’t see. Why .

ArisoN. Marry him: There must be ab gg{té ar(ls/v?rleér’s/'&
When the family came back from India, everythmg seemed, I don’t
know—aumsettled: Anyway, Daddy seemed remote and rather irrit-
able. And Mummy—well, you know Mummy. I didn’thave much
to worry about. I didn’t know I'was born, as Jimmy says. Imethim
_ataparty. [remember it so clearly. I was almost twenty-one. The

’ men there all looked as though they dlstrusted him, and, as for the

N
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women, they were all intent on showing their contempt for this 5
rather odd creature, but no one seemed quite sure how to do it. He’d :
come to the party on a bicycle, he told me, and there was oil all over
his dinner jacket. It had been such a lovely day, and he’d been in the
sun. Everything about him seemed to burmn, his face, the edges of his
hair glistened and seemed to spring off his head, and his eyes were so
blue and full of the sun. He looked so young and frail, in spite of the
tired line of his mouth. Iknew I was taking on more than I was ever
likely to be capable of bearing, but there never seemed to be any
choice. Well, the howl of outrage and astonishment went up from
the family, and that did it. Whether or no he was in love with me, . e
that did it. He made up his mind to marry me. They did just about : Cleer % z‘_:i{i@/f wé: ‘
everything they could think of to stop us. C\WARN ‘m(j/y_%

Hrrewa. Yes, it wasn't a very pleasant business. But you can see their . :
point. T ' 7 : HE \3/
Axrson. Jimmy went into battle with his axe swinging round his head :
—frail, and so full of fire. I had never seen anything like it. The old
story of the knight in shining armour—except that his armour j/
didn’t really shine very much. _ 5
' Herena. And what about Hugh: ‘
Lol Auxrson. Things got steadily worse between us. He and Jimmy even
' went to some of Nigel's political meetings. They took bunches of
£ ' their Poplar cronies with them, and broke them up for him.
[ Herena. He'sreally asavage, isn’the: !
5 i ATLISON. Well, Hugh was writing some novel or other, and he made T
o up his mind he must go abroad—to China, or some God forsaken :
e place. He said that England was finished for us, anyway. All the old
gang was back—Dame Alison’s Mob, as he used to call it. The only
. real hope was to get out, and try somewhere else. He wanted us to
i go with him, but Jimmy refused to go. There was a terrible, bitter
row over it. Jimmy accused Hugh of giving up, and he thought it
was wrong of him to go off for ever and leave his mother all on her
own. He was upset by the whole idea. They quarrelled for days
over it. Ialmost wished they’d both go, and leave me behind. Any-
way, they broke up. A few months later we came up here, and Hugh -
went off to_find the New Millennivm on his own. Sometimes, I
think Hugh’s mother blames me for it all; Jimmy too, in a way,
although he’s never said so. He never mentions it. But whenever |
that woman looks 4t me, I can feel her thinking “If it hadn’t been |'
for you, everything would have been all right. We’d have all been i ‘
l
|

e
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happy”. Not that I dislike her—I don’t.l She’s very sweet, in fact.
Jimmy seems to adore her principally because she’s been poor almost
all her life, and she’s frankly ignorant. I'm qyite aware how snobbmh
that sounds, but it.happens to be the truth.

HELENA. Ahson“ gﬁ‘ﬁo roie; (To her.) You've got to make up your
mind what you're going to do You're going to have a baby, and
you have a new responsibility. - Before, it was different—there was
only yourself at stake. “But you can’t go on hvmg in this way any
longer.

Axrson. T'm so tired. I dread him coming into the room.

- Herena. Why haven’t you told him you're going to have a child:

Arsson. Idon’t know. (Suddenly anticipating HELENAS train of thought.)
OL, it’s bis all right. There couldn’t be any doubt of that. You see—
(She smiles.) T've never really wanted anyone else.

Herewa. Listen, darling—you’ve got to tell him. Either he Iearns to.

behave like anyone else, and looks after you—

Arson. Or:

Herena. Or _you.must -get out of this madhouse (Trumpet crescendo.)
This menagerie. He doesn’t seem to know what love or anythmg)
elsemeans.

Ax1soN (pointing to chest of drawers D. R) You see that bear, and that
squirre] W%hat s him, and that’s me.

Herewa. Meaning? L
ArsoN. The game we pla}// gea!s ané[/squlnclsﬂs(q/ ‘Ié and bears

(HereNa looks rather blank.)

Yes, it’s quite mad, I know. Quite mad. (Picks up the two animals.)
That's him . . . Andthat’sme . . .

Herena. I didn’t realize he was a bit fey, as well as everything else!

Arrson. Oh, there’s nothing fey about Jimmy. Its just all we seem to
have left. Or had left. Bven bears and squirrels seem to have gone
their own ways now. '

Herena. Since Larriveds

Arrson. It started during those first months we had alone together—
after Hugh went abroad. It was the one way of escaping from every-
thing—a sort of unholy priest-hole of being animals to one another.
We could become little furry creatures with little furry brains; full
of dumb, uncomplicated affection for each other; playful, careless
creatures in their own cosy 700 for two; a silly symphony for people
who couldn’t bear the pain of being human beings any longer. And
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now, evel they ar/e deal(g, poor httIE{)sﬂly animals. They were all

. Jove, and no brains. (Puts them back.) .
Héﬁﬁﬁ%ing kg-%(rm){aﬁf‘fls}zgn to me. You've got to fight him.
Fight, or get out. Otherwise, he will kill you.

Jy—rey

GO SOULND

(Enter Crie)) :

Crire. There you are, dullin’. Hullo, Helena. Tea ready:
AxisoN. Yes. dear, it’s all ready. Give Jimmy a call, will you:
Currer. Right. gJYellin(g back tlz{_}ough door.) I—I% /you h@:ﬁblgggl_l_!

LT Y 4 g VA AL dn, B
Stop “éhai?(blloo_c:ffr[ %f’o’ﬁléc, and come and get YO Hal (Commg in C.)
Goi e e /‘Q;»;;go Lediud Lilodon stde “(had,

oing out: ¢ <77 :

HELBNA (crossing foL.). Yes. |

Crrrr. Pictures: A

Herena. No. (Pause.) Church.

Crie (really surprised). Oh! Isee. Both of yous

Herena. Yes. Are you comings:

Crizr. Well . . . I—I haven’t read the papers properly yet. Tea, tea,
tea! Let’s have some tea, shall we: ° 2

(He sits at the U.s. end of the table. Herena puts the four plates of
salad on it, sits down, L., and they begin the meal. ALISON is making up
her face at her dgessi;g—table. Prese%ﬁz, Jimmy enters. He places his
trumpet on ‘}fhe dokcise, and comes dbovethe ta%;.)

Hullo, boyc‘}. Com’gﬁé @C ;?ur {ég/ﬁat ﬁnkjn’ trumpet—
why don’t you stuff it away somewheres.
Jovibay. Youylike it all right. A'g?c;ng fﬁ?cé-ésn’t like real jazz hasn’t
. 7 &Pl AL mu%c, .
any feelig either For mnsis o peopfe. (He sits . end of table.)

- Herena. Rubbish.

Jmamy (fo Crreg). That seems to prove my point for you. Did you.
know that Webster played the banjo:

Crirr. No, does he really:

Jovvey. He said he'd bring it along next time he came.

ALISON (muttering). Oh, no!

Joamy. Why is it that nobody knows how to treat the papes in this
place: Look at them. I haven’t even glanced at them §et—iot the
posh ones, anyway. !

Cume. By the way, can Ilock at ypyr, New=— A %

Jovumy. No, you can’t! (Loudly.) /%ﬁ;ﬁ%htéﬁg%%g-é‘gl0§Zy§£ ﬁ’c
Like I have to. Price— L .

Curer. Price ninepence, obtainable from any bookstall! You're a mean
old man, that's what you are.
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Jovey. “What do you want to read it for, anyway: You'veho intellect,
no curjosity. It all just washes over you. Am I right:

Crrer. Right.

Jovany. What are you, you Welsh trash

Crrer. Nothing, that’s what I am.

Joavy. Nothing, are you: Blimey you ought to be Prime Minister.
You must have been talking to some of my wife’s friends. They're
a very intellectual set, aren’t they: I've seen ’em.

(Crrer and HELENA carry on with their meal.)
They all sit around feeling very spiritual, with their mental hands on
each other’s knees, discussing sex asifit were the Art of Fugue. Ifyou
don’t want to be an emotional old spinster, just you listen to your
dad! ' '

(He starts eating. The silent hostility of the two women has set him
off on the scent, and he looks quite cheerful, although the occasional,
thick edge of his voice belies it.)

You know your trouble, son: Too anxious to please.

Herena. Thank heavens somebody is!

Jamy. You'll end up like one of those chocolate meringues my wife
is so fond of. My wife—that’s the one on the tom~toms behind me. .
Sweet and sticky on the outside, and sink your teeth in it. (Savouring
every word.) Inside, all white, messy and disgusting. (Offering teapot
sweetly to FerENa.) Tea:

Herewa. Thank you.

(T smiles and pours out a cup for her)

Jvamey. That's how youll end up, my boy-—black-hearted, evil-
minded and vicious.

HELENA (taking cup). Thank you.

Joamy. And those old favourites, your friends and mine: sycophantic,
phlegmatic, and, of course, top of the bill—pusillanimous.

Hzrena (fo ALisoN). Aren’t you going to have your tea?

Arison. Won't belong.

Jovy. Thought of the title for a new song today. It’s called “You
can quit hanging around my counter, Mildred, *cos youll find my
position is closed”. (Turning to ALISON suddenly.) Good:

Arson. O, very good. e

Jmamy. Thought you'd like it. I 1 can slip in a religious angle, it
should be a big hit. (7o Herena.) Don’t you think so: I was
thinking you might help me there. (She doesn’t reply.) It might help
you if T recite the lyrics. Let’s see now, it’s something like this:
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SONG*

[t / . .
A kelise iy diev Tm so tired of necking,

© Of pecking, home wrecking, '
. Of empty bed blues— ‘
Just pass me the booze.
T'm tired of being hetero,
Rather ride on the metero
Just pass me the booze.
This perpetual whoring
Gets quite dull and boring
So avoid that old python coil
And pass me the celibate oil
You can quit etc.
No:

Crr. Very good, boyo. . ,

Joamey. O, yes, and Iknow what I meant to tell you—I wrote a'poem
while T was at the market yesterday. If you're interested, which
you obviously are. (To HIELENA,) }t sbo(gl'd( “appeal to you, In
particular. It’s soaked in the theology of Danite, ith 3 good slosh of
Hliot as well. It starts off “There are no dry cleaners in Cambodia”!

Crrre. 'What do you call itz b n il B

Jovamy. “The Cess Pool.” Myselfb\éin"g' 4 stone dropped in It, you see—

Crrr. You should be dropped in it, all right. '

Harena (fo Jnamy). Why do you try so hard to be unpleasant?

(Jovwy turns very deliberately, delighted that she should rise to the
bait so soon—he’s scarcely in his stride yet.) : o

Jovney. What's that?

Harena. Do youhave to be so offensive:

Jnmy. You mean now? You think I'm being offensive: You
estimate me. (Turning fo ALIsON.) Doesn’t shez flagfo tronndd be.

Herena. Ithink you'rea very tiresome young man. &4

(A slight pause as Joamy's delight catches up with him. He roars

with laughter.) n A > LI O o PITE
Jmmy. Oh dear, oh ah ﬁ;r’év/gfe’s(ﬁiéﬁ{ lgt's/s'}{ggy ‘Bra"ckﬂgﬁ the

cucamber sandwiches, will you:? :
(He returns to his meal, but his curiosity about ALISON’S prepara-

tlons at the mirror won’t be denied any longer. He turns round casually,

andspeaksto her)

*Music for this song and that on p. 65 obtainable, direct from the Publishers only,
price 2s. 6d. post paid.
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Gomg out?

ArisoN. That’s right. v ‘

Jnamy. On a Sunday evening in this town: Where on earth are you
going:? )

Ax1sON (rising). I'm going out with Helena.

Jrvmy. That'snota direction—that’s an. affliction. . _

(ALISON crosses to the table, and sits dows éﬁbﬁfelfggu ﬁ‘f{ﬁfr’é’, an
addresses her again.) '
I didn’t ask you what was the matter with you. ILasked you where
you were going.

Herena (steadily). She’s going to church.

(Jovney had been prepared for some plot, but he is as genuinely sur-

prised by this as CLIFF was a_few minutes earlier.) A
Jmamy. You're doing what:
(Silence.)

Have you gone out of your mind or somethingz (To Herewa.)
You're determined to win her, aren’t you: So it’s come to thisnow'!
How feeble can you getz (His rage mounting within.) When I think
of what I did, what I endured, to get you out— g

AISON (recognizing an onslaught on the way, starts to. panic). Oh yes, we
all know what you did for me! You rescued me from the wicked
clutches of my family, and all my friends! I'd still be rotting away
at home, if you hadn’t ridden up on your charger, and carried me off!

- (The wild note in ATISON’s voice has reassured him. Joamy's anger
cools and hardens. His voice is quite calm when he speaks.)

Tivmy. The funny thing is, you know, Ireally did have to ride up ona
white charger—off~white, really. Mummy locked her up in their
eight-bedroomed castle, didn’t she: There is. no limit to what the
middle-class mummy will do in the holy crusade against ruffians like
me. Mummy and I took one quick look at each other, and, from

" then on, the age of chivalry was dead. I'knew that, to protect her
innocent young, she wouldn’t hesitate to cheat, lie, bully and black-
mail. Threatened with me, a young man without money, back-
ground or even looks, she’d bellow like a rhinoceros in labour—
enough to make every male rhino for miles turn white, and pledge
himself to celibacy. But even I underestimated her strength.
Mummy may look over-fed and a bit flabby on the outside, but
don’t let that well-bred guzzler fool you. Underneath all that, she’s
armour-plated—

(He clutches wildly for something to shock HrrLena with.)

TTer T .‘ - ‘
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She’s as rough as,a_night in 2 Bombay, brothel, and. as tough as a
matelof’s arm. Sﬁéﬁ%o‘ga% y 151%8 3t blo (%%rcg’c%%n: takingzJ down
every word we say. (Kicks cistern.) Can you ’ear me, mother: (Sits
ot it, beats like bongo drums.) Just about get her in there. Let-me give
you an example of this Jady’s tactics. You may have noticed that I
happen to wear my hair rather long. Now, if my wife is honest, or
‘concerned enough to explain, she could tell you that this is not due
to any dark, unnatural instincts I possess, but because (4) I can usually
think of better things than 2 haircut to spend two bob on, and (4) I
prefer long hair. But obvious, innocent expladfation didn’t appeal to
Mumniy at all. So she hires detectives to watch me, to see if she
can’t somehow get me into the News of the World. Allso that Ishan’t
carry off her daughter on that poor, old charger of mine, 3l tricked ”

out and caparisoned in discredited passions and ideals! TR 81&%1%{?

mare that actually once led the charge against the old order—well, ot hede

she certainly ain’t what she used to be. It-#yas all she could do to
carry me, but your weight (To ArisoN.) was too much for her. She
just dropped dead on the way.

Curer (quietly). Don’t let’s brawl, boyo. It won't do any good.

Joavy. Why don’t we brawl: It's the only thing left I'm any good at.

Crie. Jimmy, boy— ‘ :

Jovmy (to A-I:IfON). You ve letxtlgfg( g;cn%%c%l’lg/%]} _]'cc)}){?eg/mnz)o&
over, haven’t youz She’s got'you Bacﬁ, asn’t she? "4.,1/, ) delowe

Herena. Oh for heaven'’s sake, don’t be such a bully! You've no right
to talk about her mother like that! ) . e

Jovmy (capable of anything now). Ive g(% gxrfrgrfgglta #I'hzﬁlé Eﬁ?c/hg
should be dead! (To Arison.) Well: Aren’tIright:

(Crier and HrieNa look at ALison tensely, but she just gazes at
her plate.) - ) Ay /1O
Isaid fhc’s ZJIJ./%].E(-J./{)/:L);\({}.J., gﬁ)s oou{s ‘bee dgfil /\;(lfiaf’fgﬁc matter with

= you: Why don’tyouleap to her defence!

(CLiE gets up quickly, and takes his arm.)

Crer. Jimmy, don’t!

(Joumay _pushes him-back savagely, and he sits down helplessly,
turning his head away on to his hand.)

Jmamy. If somone said something like that about me, she’d react soon
enough—she’d spring into her well-known. lethargy, and say no-
thing! I say she ought to be dead. (He brakes, for, h spurt later.
He’sgsavingyhis strength for the knock-out.) My 6‘? ;%gsgé%/oa%s(
will need a good dose of salts the day they get through her! Oh
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what a belly-ache you've got coming to you, my little wormy ones!
Alison’s mother is on the way! (In what he mtend fo.be o Lopyic ecla— .
matory voice. ) She will pass away, my Fifin S eavmg R trgféy Wworms
gasping for laxatives behind her—from purgatlvcs to purgatory.

(He smiles down at Arisox, but still she hasn’t broken. Crier
look at them. Only HEeLENA looks at him. Denied the other two, he
addresses her.) FLEAX BACE TOWALD THALG

Is anything the matter:?

Herena. I feel rather sick, that’s all. Sick with contempt and loathing.

(Jrvamy can feel her struggling on the end of his line, and he looks
at her rather absently.)

Jmimy. One day, when I'm no longe ﬂ% 7s/Funning a
sweet-stall, I may write a book abou u %ge Slappgmg
his forehead.) Written in flames a mile high. And it won’t be recol-
lected in tranquillity, either, picking daffodils with Auntie Words-
worth. It'll be recollected in fire, and blood. My blood.

Herena (thinking patient reasonableness may be worth a try). She simply
said that she’s going to church with me. I don t see why that calls for
this incredible outburst.

Jovamy. Don’t you: Perhaps you're not as clever as I thought.

Herena. You think the world’s treated you pretty badly, don’t you:

Ar1sON (turning her face awa L) Ob, don’t try and take his suffering
away from him—he’d BE16& Wﬁmut?Q

(Jovney looks at her in surprise, but he turns back to HELENA.
ALISON can have her turn agam later.)

Jmvmy. I thought this play you re touring in finished up on Saturday
week:

Herena. That's right.

Jimmy. Bight days ago, in fact.

Herena. Alison wanted me to stay.

Jmvamy. What are you plotting 2

Herena. Don’t you tb_mk we \?]‘?a)d enough of the heavy villain:

Jovmy (fo ALISON) &6 I8 B SIAA that stuff. Why you don’t
believe in anything. You're just doing it to be vindictive, aren’t
you: Why—why are you letting her influence you like thisz

ALISON (starting to break). Why, why, why, why! (Putting her hands over
her ears.) That word’s pul]ing my head off!

Joany. And as long as you're around, I'll go on using it.

(He crosses down to 442 armchair 1., and seats himself on the bac/e-of
it. He addresses FHIELENA'S back.)

7LRHS SaRY
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The last time she was in a church was when she was married to
me. I expect that surprises you, doesn’t itz It was expediency, pure
and simple. We were in a hurry, you see. (The comedy of this.strikes
him at once, and he laughs.) Yes, we were actually in a hurry! Lusting
for the slaughter! "Well, the local registrar was a particular pal of
Daddy’s, and we knew he’d spill the beans to the Colonel like a shot.
So we had to seek out some local vicar who didn’t know him quite
so well. But it was no use. When my best man—a chap I'd met in
the pub that morning—and I turned up, Mummy and Daddy were
in the church already. They’d found out at the last moment, and had
to come to watch the execution carried out. How I remember look-
ing down at them, full of beer for breakfast, and feeling a bit buzzed.
Mummy was slumped over her pew in a heap-—the noble, female
rhino, pole-axed at last! And Daddy sat beside her, upright and un-
afraid, dreaming of his days among the Indian Princes, and unable to
believe he’d left his horsewhip at home. Just the two of them in that
empty church—them and me. (Coming out of his remembrance sud-
denly.) T'm. not sure what happened after that. We must have been
married, I suppose. Ithink I remember being sick in the vestry. (To
ALISON.) WasT2

Herena. Haven’t you finished:

(Jovaey can smell blood again, and he goes on calmly, cheerfully)

Juey (fo A11soN). Are you going to let vourself be taken in by this

saint in Dior’s clothing? I }vgl, Ay u the-simple truth ab%é her..

(Articulating with care.) Shee R, TS e mmd thatso mucf o8 1.
/}/,/rm’

- but she seemms to hg.ve b e a sacrerd Lcowas X?}’ Casttl + I

Cur. You'ves gone % t0b far

Hrrena. Oh, letthgO on. l{lé‘ Fo W(,/my/, gie. 4 obae ,,j’m “/[f'

Jovany (fo Crreg). I supp 6850t te gomng over to that side as well. Well;

~ why don’t you: Helena will Kelp to make it pay off for you. She’s:
an expert in the New Economics—the Economics of the Super-
natural. It’s all a simple matter of payments and penalties. (Rises.)
She’s one of those apocalyptic share-pushers who are spreading all
those rumours about a transfer of power.

(His imagination is racing, and the words pour out.)
Reason‘and Progress the old firm, is selling out! Everyone get out
while the going’s good. Those forgotten shares you had in the old
traditions, the old beliefs are gomg up;— up and nd up an and up—(Moves
upL.) There's going to be a changE 5558 Andw B5¥rd of Directors,
who are going to see that the dividends are always attractive, and
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! that they go to the right people. (Facing them.) Sell out everything
s you've got: all those stocks in the old, free inquiry. (Crosses to above
table.) The Big Crash is coming, you can’t escape it, so get in on the
- ground floor with Helena and her friends while there’s still time.
N And there isn’t much of it left. Tell me, what could be more gilt-
edged than the next world: It’s a capital gain, and it’s all yours.
(He moves round the table, back to his chair ».)
You see, I knovy Helena and her kind so very We]l In %&é&: d
are everywhere, you can’t move for them. Th&y e 2 Fomianhic lot.
They spend their time nj'lostl lookmg forward to the past. Theonly, -
place they can see Thé bR AT es e Mnoved loﬁg{ajgf)uo o
into a lovely little cottage of the soul, cut right off from the ugly
problems of the twentjeth century altogether. She prefers to be cut
off from all the conveniences we've fought to get for centuries.
She’d rather go down to the ecstatic little shed at the bottom of the
garden to relieve her sense of guilt. Our Helena is full of ecstatic
wind—(He leans across the table at her) Aren’t you: (He waits for
HereNA fo reply.) : '
Harena (quite calmly). It’s a pity you've been so far away all this time.
I'would probably have slapped your face.
(They look into each other’s eyes across the table. He moves slowly
up, above CLIFF, until he is beszde her.)
You've behaved Like this ever sipce I first came,
Jovany. Helend, 52 Yol st Wa,tcheﬁ somegc_)ady =
(HeLENA makes a move to rise.)
No, don’t move away.
(HELENA remains seated and looks up at him.)
It doesn’t look dlgmﬁed enough for you.
Herena (like ice). Joug me an ngareg, I 3 urface _
j (JII\(/IMY looks(;'l W dt herS AGAR smoul"éermg roid GG ) o
: Jovney. Thope you won’t make the mistake of thinking for one moment
: thatIam a gentleman.
Herena. I'mnot very likely to do that.
 Juanay (bringing his face close to hers). T've no public school scruples about
L hitting girls. (Gently.) If youslap my face—by God, I'll lay you out!
5 Herena. You probably would. You're the type.
: Jmy. You bet T'm the type. I'm the type that detests physical vio-
‘ lerice. Which is why, if I find some woman trying to cash in on
i what she thinks is my defenceless ch_walry by lashing out with her
frail little fists, J lash back at her.
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Herena. Ts that meant to be subtle; or just plain Irish:
Jovnax (his grin widens). 1 think you and I understand one another all
" right. But you haven’t answered my question. I said “Have you
watched somebody die?”
Herena. No, Ihaven’t.
Jivamy. Anyone who’ SBRAL Watﬁled som’%body die is suffering from
a pretty bad case of virginity. (His good humour.of a moment ago deserts
him, and he begins to remember.) For twelve months, I watched my
B4 1807 father dying—vwhen T was ten years old. He'd come back from the

- R4SEY ™ yar in Spain, you see. And certain God-fearing gentlemen there

X 70 W7 264/ had made such a mess of him, he didn’t have long Iefe to Live. Every- -

one knew it—even T knew it.

' (He-moves-r.) :
But, you see, I was the only one who cared. (Turns to the window.)
His family were embarrassed by the whole business. Embarrassed
and irritated. (Looking out.) As for my mother, all she could think
about was the fact that she had allied herself to a man who seemed to
be on the wrong side in all things. My mother was all for being
associated with minorities, provided they were the smart, fashionable
ones.

(Hesmovesw.Cagain.)
We all of us waited for him to die. The family sent t him a cheque
every month, and hoped he'd get on with it quietly, without too
much vulgar fuss. My mother looked after him without complain-
; ing, and that was about all. Perhaps she pitied him. I suppose she
) was capable of that. (With a kind of appeal in his voice.) But Iwas the
g only one who cared !
(He-movesL-behind the armchair.)

Every time I sat on the edge of his bed, to listen to him talking or

reading to me, I had to fight back my tears. At the end of twelve
* months, I was a veteran.

(Hestearrs~forward-on-the back of the-armchair.)

All that that feverish failure of a man had to listen to him was a-

small, frightened boy. Ispent hour upon hour in that tiny bedroom.
He would talk to me for hours, pouring out all that was left of his
life to one, lonely, bewildered little boy, who could barely under-
stand half of what he said. All he could feel was the despair and the
bitterness, the sweet, sickly smell of a dying man.

(Bre-troves-around the chair:)
You see, I learnt at an early age what it was to be angry—angry and
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helpless. And I can never forget it. (Sits) I knew more about—
love . . . betrayal . . . and death, when I was ten years old than

you will probably ever know all your life.
(They all sit silently. Presently, HELENA rises.)
” Herena. Time we went.
: A (ALsON nods.)
y I'll just get my things together. (Crosses to door.) Tl see you down-
stairs. (Exit.)
(4 slight pause.)
Juvmy (not looking at her, almost whispering). Doesn’t it matter to you— '
‘. what people do to me: What are you trying to do to me: I've given
! you just everything. Doesn’t it mean anything to yous
' (Ar1son’s back stiffens. His axe-swinging bravado has vanished,
and his voice crumples in disabled rage:)
You Judas! You phlegm! She’s taking you with her, and you're
so bloody feeble, you'll let her do it!
(Arison suddenly takes hold of her cup, and hurls it on the floor.
He’s drawn blood at last. She looks do n at the pieces on the floor, and
then at him. Then she crosses, R, tdk g;ff g f?resf b aianf')’ﬁ Jand slg)s “@
iton. As she.is zipping-up the stde she feels giddy, and she has to le legn
against the wardrobe for support. She closes her eyes.) Pus
ALISON (softly) évlglgﬁwan isalittle peace,
Jovmy. Peac%;l S’B} Wantsﬁ]féace‘ (H Har (ﬂy Nﬁe fo get his words out.)
My heart is so full, I feel ill—and she wants peace!
(ALISON crosses to the bed to put on her shoes. CLIFF gets up from
the table, and sits in the armchair. He picks up a paper, and looks at

_ that. vy has recovered slightly, and managed to sound almost

i detached.)

. I rage, and shout my head off, and everyg%%%;ks ooy chfyjég/\/ AR
“what an objectionable young man!” BUF tha glrl ére Cal. twis

your arm off with her silence. I've sat in this chair in the dark for

hours. And, although she knows I'm feeling as I feel now, she’s

turned over, and gone to sleep. (He gets up- and faces-Cries, who

doesn’t look-up from: his-paper:) One of us is crazy. One of us is mean

e

and stupid and crazy. Whichisit? Isit me: Isit me, standing here
i like an hysterical girl, hardly able to get my words out? Orisither:
i Sitting there, putting on her shoes to go out with that—(But inspira-
/ tion has deserted him by now.) Whichisite
\

(Curzr is still looking down at his paper.)
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I wish to heaven you ’d- m'zr g her, that’s all. . :
rS (\/J"qfd]i& AEVS %,u( i‘\ue ) i

(He moves‘U»e wafc, mjgy {/er Zodoie or -her gloves)

Perhaps one day, you may Wa’i{‘o & 52, ack I shéa!ﬁ,'wat for that .

day I want to stand up in your tears, and splash about in them, and ;
sing. T'want to be there when you grovel. I want to be there, I want 2
to watch it, [ want the front seat.

(HELENA enfers, carrying two prayer books.)

I'want to see your face rubbed in the mud—that’s all I can hope for.
There’s nothing else I want any longer.
Herena (after a moment). There’s a phone call for you.
MY (turning). Well, it cap’t be an: ood, can it: (He goes out. #
%HEN i Aﬂ{)eady> X 7 5/&@@% %////////s/ " ( & f;’?@l) !
AzrsoN. Yes—I think so. _ A !
HereNa. You feel all right, don’t you: (ArLison nods.) What's he been ‘
. raving aboutnow: Ob, what does it matter: Fe makes me wantto.
davw his hair out by the roots. When I think of what you will be
going through in a few months time—and all for him! It’s as if )
-you'd done kit wrong! These men! (Turning on Cur) And all the 1
time you just sit there, and do nothing ! | A

Crrsr (looking up slow y) That's right—TI just sit here. > &7 -

Harena. What's the matter with you: ‘What sort of a man are youz Vet S i

Crrr. I'm not the District Commissioner, you know. Listen, Helena, "
I don’t feel like Jimmy does about you, but I'm not exactly on your :
side either. And since you've been here, everything’s certainly been -
worse than it’s ever been. This has always been a battlefield, but ’'m
pretty certain that if I hadn’t been here, everything would have been

~ over between these two long ago. I've been a—mno-man’s land
between them. Sometimes, it’s been still and peaceful, no incidents,
and we've all been reasonably happy. But most of the time, it’s
simply a very narrow strip of plain hell. But where I come from, ,
we're used to brawling and excitement. Perhaps I even enjoy being -
in the thick of it. Ilove these two people very much. (He looks at her 13
steadily, and adds simply.) AndIpity all of us. a

Herena. Are you including me in that: (But she goes on quickly to avoid
his reply.) I don’t understand him, you or any of it. All T know is ;
that none of you seems to know how to behave in 2 decent, civilized M
way. (In command now.) Listen, Alison—I've sent your father a ‘
wire. ) '

Aison (numbed and vague by now). Oha
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SCENE 1]

(Herena looks at her, and realizes quickly that everything now will
have to depend on her own authorztl < Shitrzes to e.xplam patzently )

T8N W aaly

. Herewa. Look, dear— b1 get'it first th.mg in'the morning. I thought
: it would be better than trying to explain the situation over the phone.
T asked him to come up, and fetch you home tomorrow.

AzrsoN. What did yousay?
Herena. Simply that you wanted to come home, and would he come

up for you.
- 5 Arvison. I see. .
. Hezena. T knew that would be quite enough. I told him there was

) . nothing to worry about, so they won’t worry and think there’s been
. an accident or anything. Ihad to’do something, dear (Very gently.)
: You didn’t mind, did you: - o
ArssoN. No, Idon’t mind. Thankyou. (Temlys 70 AEAEN. '5’)

Herena. And you will go when he comes for you=

ALISON (pause). Yes. Illgo. -
HELENA (relzeved) I expect he'll arlve up ﬁc should be Lere about tea- !

time. It'll give you plenty of time to get your things together. And, |, +* T
perhaps, after you've gone—Jimmy (Saying the word almost with o2 ¢ pishe
difficilty.) will come to his senses, and face up to things. A ¢ e &?
ArrsoN. Who was on the phone:?
Herewa. I didn’t catchit Properly It rang after I'd sent the wire off—
"just as soon as I put the receiver down almost. Thad to go back down
stairsagain. Sister somebody, I think.
ArrsoN. Must have been a hospital or something. Unless he knows
someone in a convent—that doesn’t seem very likely, does itz "Well,
' vre'll be late, if we don’t hurry. (She puts down one of the prayer books
on the EAble" )
oF PEok.
(Enter Joumy. He comes ».C., Z-tweewthe Hwo women.)

Currr. All right, boyo:
Jovmy (fo Avison). It’s Hugh's mum. She’s—had a stroke.

. (Slight pause.)

LA 5

ArisoN. I'm sorry. ,
(Joamy sits on the bed.)

' Curr. How bad is itz
Joamy. They didn’t say much. But I think she’s dying.

Crrr. Oh dear . . .
Toamy (rubbing his fist over his face). It doesn’t make any sense at all. Do

you think it does:
L.B.A—D
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Artson. T'm sorry—I really am. L

Crrr. Anything I cf@sn

Jovamy. The London train goes in half an hour. You'd better order me
a taxi.

Curr. Right. (He crosses tothe-door, and stops.) Do you want me to

come with you, boy:

Jovmy. No thanks. After all, you hardly knew her It’s not for you to

go.
(Hecena looks quickly at ALISON.)

She may not even remember me, for all I know.

Curier. 'Q.K. (Exit.) ‘

Jivmy. Iremember the first time I showed her your photograph—just

e i fid

after We wwere married. She ‘Jooked at it, and the tears just welled up -

in her eyes, and she said: “But she’s so beautiful! She’s so beautiful I”
She kept repeating it as if she couldn’t believe it. Sounds a bit simple
and sentimental when you repeat it. But it was pure gold the way
she saidit. (He looks at ArisoN. She is standing by the dressing-table, her
back to him.)
She got a kick out of you, like she, d1d out of everything else. Hand
me my shoes, Wﬂlyou> g e

(ALISONA(EnﬁﬁLdown, and hands them to him.)
(Looking down at his feet.) You're coming with me, aren’t youz She
(He shrugs.) hasn’t got anyone else now. I .. . need you .. . to
come with me.

(He looks into ALISON's eyes, but she turns away, and stands up.

Qutside, the church bells start ringing.| IELENA moves up to the door, and

waits, watching them closely. Ar1sON stands quite still. Joamy's eyes

burning into her. Then she crosses in front of him to the table, where she

picks up the prayer book, her back to him. She wavers, and seems about fo

say something, but turns u.s. instead, and walks quickly to the door.)
Avtson (hardly audible). Let’s go.

She goes out, HELENA following. Jomy gets up, looks about him
unbeltevmgly, and leans against the chest of drawers. The teddy bear
is close to his face, and he picks it up gently, looks at it quickly, and
throws it D.s. It hits the floor with a thud, and it makes a rattling,
groaning sound—as guaranteed in the advertisement. Tovmy falls for-
ward on to the bed, his face buried in the covers.

Quick CUrRTAIN
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AT RISE:

Alison (At Dresser)
Colonel (At Bureau)

" READY OFF:

TATER :
Helena

ClLiff
Jimmy

VITAL PRESETS:

Clothes in Closet

Clothes on Dresser

Open Suiltcase on Bed .

Handbag on Buffet

Letter to Jimmy in Alison's Handbag

STRIKE:

Alison's Slippers from under Armchair
Broken Cup from floor
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SCENE 2

The Sfollowing evening.

When the curtain rises, Awison is discovered . , going from her
dressmg—table to the bed, and packing her things into a suitcase. Sitting
down 1., is her father, COLONEL REDEERN, a large handsome man,
about sixty. Forty years of being a soldier sometimes conceals the essen~
tially gentle, kindly man underneath. Brought up fo command respect,
he is often slightly withdrawn and uneasy now that he finds himself in a
world where his authority has lately become less and less unquestionable.

' His wife would relish the present situation, but he is only disturbed and
bewildered by it. He looks around him, discreetly scrutinizing every-
thing. ¢ QHEIE. BY BUFFET

CoroneL (partly to himself). T'm afreafiqtcs} all gg)y/ond me. I supfalosc‘:%t
always will be. As for Jimmy—he just speaks a different language
from any of us. Where did you say he’d gone: ,9/-./( oy X 7Y D/déﬁ €L

Anison. He's gone to see Mrs. Tanner.

Corongr. Who?

Anrson. Hugh Tanner’s mother.

CorongL..Oh, 1 sce.

AtrisoN. She’s been taken ill—a stroke. Hugh’s abroad, as you know,

o Jimmy’s gone to London to see her.
(CoroneL nods.)
He wanted me to go with him.

Coroner. Didn’t she start him off in this sweet-stall business:

Ausow. Yes. X 70 Bel

Coroner. Whatis shelike: Nothing like her son, I trust?

Arson. Not remotely. Oh—how can you describe her? Rather—
ordinary. "What Jimmy insists on calling working-class. A char-
woman who married an actor, worked hard all her life, and spent
most of it struggling to support her husband and her son. Jimmy and
she are very fond of each other.

CoroneL. So you didn’t go with him:

Arson. No.

Corongr. Who's looking after the sweet-stall

Auson. Cliff. He should be in soon.

Corongr. Oh yes, of course—Cliff. Does he live here, too:?
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AvrsoN. Yes. IHis room is just across the landing.

Coroner. Sweet stall. It does seem an extraordinary thing for an
educated young man to be occupying himself with: Why should he
want to do that, of all things: I've always thought he must be quite
cleverinhis way. v 2D RLD

Ar1son (o longer interested in his problem). O, ﬁﬂtr% so712nany things:
journalism, advertising, even vacuum cleaners for a few weeks. He
seems to have been as happy doing this as anything else.

Coroner. I've often wondered what it was like—where you were liv-

Arison. There wasn't a great deal to tell you. There’s Kot it
Iife bere. ‘

Corongr. Oh, I know what you mean. You were afraid of being dis-
loyal to your husband.

Arssow. Disloyal! (She laughs.) He thought it was high treason of me
to write to you at all! I used to have to dodge downstairs for the
post, so that he wouldn’t see I was getting letters from homé& Fven

" thenIhad to hide them. _

Coroner. He really does hate us, doesn’t he:

Arson. Oh yes—don’t have any doubts about that. He hates all of us.

CoronzL (sighs). It seems a great pity. It was all so unfortunate—un-
fortunate and unnecessary. I'm afraid I can’t help feeling that he
must have had a certain amount of right on his side.

ALsON (puzzled by this admission). Right on his sides

Corongr. It's a little late to admit it, I know, but your mother and 1
weren’t entirely free from blame. Ihave never said anything—there
was no point afterwards—but I have always believed that she went
too far over Jimmy. Of course, she was extremely upset at the
time—we both were—and that explains a good deal of what
happened. I did my best to stop her, but she was in such a state of
mind, there was simply nothing I could do. She seemed to have
made up her mind that if he was going to marry you, he must be a
criminal, at the very least. All those inquiries, the private detectives
—the accusations. I hated every moment of

Arrson. I suppose she was trying ?o}op%_@d %]%Q—ﬂfz;ther heavy-
handed way, admittedly.

ing, [ mean. You didn’t tell us very much in your leters. C’/ﬂ{ff
uchsoc

Coroner. I must confess I find that kind of thing rather horrifying.

Anyway, I try to think now thatit 2?7;:} }a ened, I didn’tapprove
of Jimmy at all, and I don’t supp&®eT evér’should; biff, looking back
on it, I think it would have been better, for all concerned, if we had

P e A
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never attempted to interfere. At least, it would have been a little
more chgmﬁed :

ArsoN. It wasn't your fault.

Coronzr. Idon’tknow. We were all to blame, in our different ways.
No doubt Jimmy acted in good faith. He’s honest enough, whatever
else he may be. And your mother—in her heavy-handed way, as you
put it—acted in good faith as well. Perhaps you and I 'were the ones
mostto blame." ¢ BUGHT AT Lranin CaasE ’

ArisoN. You and I!

Coroner. I think you may take after me a little, my dear. You like to
sit on the fence use i ortable and, more peaceful. :

ALISON. glttln gf\e fcnce I mamcd him, didn’t 1.

COLONEL. Ohye;s youdid. -

Anson. Inspite of all the humiliating scenes and the threats! What did

_ you say to me at the time: Wasn’t I letting you down, turning
against you, how could I do this to you, etcetera:

Coroner. Perhaps it might have been better if you hadn’t written
letters to us—knowing how we felt about your husband, and after

everything that had happened. (He looks at her uncomfortably.) For-
glve me, I'm a little confused, what with everything—the telegram
driving up here suddenly .

(He trails off rather helplessly. He looks tired. He glances at her
nervously, a hint of accusation in his eyes, as.if he expected her to de-
fend herself further. She senses this, and is more confused than ever.)

Arson. Do you know what he said about Mummy?: He said she was
an overfcd overpnvﬂeged old bitch. “A good blow-out for the
worms™ was his expression, I think.

CoroneL. Isee. And what does he say about me:

Arrson. Oh, he doesn’t seem to mind you so much. In fact, I think he
rather likes you. He likes you because he can feel sorry for you.
(Conscious that what she says is going to hurt him.) “Poor old Daddy—

just one of those sturdy old plants left over from the Edwardian
Wﬂdemess that cari’t understand W }F o i shmmg any
-more.” (Rather lamely.) Somethnr at, an’ %

Coroner. He has quite a turn of phras_e hasn the: (Simply,-and without
malice.) Why did you ever have to meet this young man:

Aruson. Oh, Daddy, please don’t put me on trial now. I've been on
trial every day and night of my life for nearly four years.

Corongr. But why should he have married you, feeling as he did
about everything: ,
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Arsson. That is the famous American question—you know, the sixty- !

four dollar one! Perhaps it was revenge.
(Corower. looks up uncomprehendingly.)

Oh yes. Some people do actually marry for revenge. People like
Jimmy, anyway. Or perhaps he should have been another Shelley,
and can’t understand now why I'm not another Mary, and you’re
not William Godwin. He thinks he’s got a sort of genius for love
and friendship—on his own. terms. Well, for twenty years I'd lived
a happy, uncomplicated life, and suddenly, this—this spiritual bar-
barian—throws down the gauntlet at me. Perhaps only another
woman could understand what a challenge like that means— 4
although I think Helena was as mystified as you arg. . s

Corongr. [ am mystified. (He rz'seZ and crosses tfg’fie%{;}a@/g‘kf ?our\///;//y/g/z f
husband has obviously taught you a great deal, whether you realize S

it ornot. What any of it means, I don’t know. Ialways believed that ;
people married each other because they werg in loye. That alyay

sccnl:.ed a good enough reason to me. Bué%%rgd}%bﬁﬁz}to(gyﬁ/ﬂ'
simple for young people nowadays. They have to talk about chal-
lenges and revenge. I just can’t believe that love between men and
wormen is really like that.

Arson. Onlysomemengnd women. .y 4« -

CoLONEL. Bz{(f%'ﬁéﬁégf,ou ¥ ?MXV &aﬁéhtg'r (./ & /(N(-)d Perhaps Jimmy is
right. PerhapsIam a—what wasit: An old plantleft over from the
Edwardian Wilderness. And I can’t understand why the sun isn’t
shining any more. You can see what he means, can’t youz It was
March nineteen-fourteen when Ileft England, and, apart from leaves
every ten years or so, I didn’t see much of my own country until we
all came back in 'forty-seven. Oh, I knew things had changed, of
course. People told you all the time the way it was going—going to
the dogs, as the Blimps are sypposed. tp say, Butit seemed very un-
real togmc, out thcre.P The E%%%Zl 51]1 ﬁrjﬁfeﬁ? /V};ja/s%'e on?; left
in nineteen-fourteen, and I was happy to go on remembering it that
way. Beside, Ihad the Maharajah’s army to ¢ d—that was my
Wo}rrld, and Iloved it, a1l of it.J At the‘értém?e/,/ft %ooﬁgﬁ/ﬁie%é%%%’ :
“for ever. When I think of it now, it seems like a dream. If only it
could have gone on for ever. Those long, cool evenings up in the
hills, everything purple and golden. Your mother and I were so
happy thed. It scemed as though we had everything we could ever
want. I think the last day the sun shone was when that dirty little
train steamed out of that crowded, suffocating Indian station, and the
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battalion band playing for all it was worth. I ﬁlCVV I my heart it
was all over then. Everything. 85
ArrsoN. You're hurt because everything 18 %fanged. Jimmy is hurt
because everything is the same. And neither of you can face it.
Something’s gone wrong somewhere, hasn't itz :
Coroner. Itlookslikeit, my dear.
(ALISON picks up the squirrel from the chest of drawers, is about to
.put it in her switcase, hesitates, and then puts it back. The COLONEL turns
and looks at her. She moves down towards him, her head turned away.
For a few moments, she seems to be standing on the edge of choice. The

him, weeping sofily.)
(Presently.) This is a big step you're taking. You've made up
your mind to come back with me? Is that really what you want:
: (Enter HIELENA.) '
Herena. I'm sorry. I came in to see if I could help you pack, Alison

Oh, you look as though you've finished. X 70 LTOIETY T BAE

#-(ALSON leaves her fathet, and moves to the bed, pushing down the
lid of her suitcase.) '
Arrson. All ready. '
Herena. Have you got everything:
ArrsoN. 'Well, no. But Cliff can send the rest on sometime, I expect.
He should have been back by now. - Ob, of course, he’s had to pu

_ he's | t e
the stall away on his own today. X 7€ BUAHET oL #5 BERG
‘COLONEL (cross% a 6tj/é'déing up the suitcase). Well, I'd better put thisin

the car tHed ¢ W€ may as well get along. Your mother will be
worried, I know. I promised her I'd ring her when I got here. She’s
not—very well.

Herena. I hope my telegram didn’t upset her too much. Perhaps I
shouldn’t have—

Coroner. Notatall. We were very grateful that you did. It was very
kind of you, indeed. She tried to insist on coming with me, but I
finally managed to talk her out of it. I thought it would be best for
everyone. What about your case, Helena: If you care to tell me
where it is, I'll take it down with this one.

Herena. I'm afraid I'shan’t be coming tonight.

Axxson (very surprised). Aren’t you coming with us:

Herena. T'd like to, but the fact is I'vé an appomtment tomorrow in
Birmingham—about a job. They’ve just sent me a script. It's rather

(Enter CLIFF.)Z% doiie /’/ , Fredl £ g
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important, and I don’t want to miss it. So it looks as though I shall
have to stay here tonight. . AN e '

Arson. Oh, Isee. Hullo, Cliff. y . @ ¢, )

" Crrer. Hullo there. W ’ |

AnisoN. Daddy—this is Cliff.

Coroner. How do you do, Cliffz

Crirr. How do you do, sirz

(Slight pause.)

Coroner. Well, I'd better put this in the car, hadn tI: Don’t be 1ong,
Alison. Good bye, Helena. I expect we shall be seeing you again
soon, if you're not bus

_ Hzrena. g)h yes, Isha]l}’tr)e b(:? f%‘f’{w“? T CAER

(Crrxr takes off his jacket.)

Corongr. Well, thcn——goodbye, Cliff.

Crrr. Goodbye, sir. ' CElbh] KT //9,6’/\6

(The CoLONEL goes out. CLIEF comes -B-I, HeLENA moves c) Kiasf,
7y ‘,
You're really going then: e L ey

Arrson. Really going.
Currsr. I should thmk_'[lmmy would be back pretty soon. You won't
wait?
Arson. No, Cliff.
Crrr. Who's going to tell him.
Herena. I can tell him. Thatis, if I'm here when he comes back.
Crer (quietly). You'll be here. (To Arson.) Don’t you think you
ought to tell him yourselfz
(Ar1soN hands him an envelope from her handbag He takes it.)
Bit conventional, isn’t itz .
Arrson. I'm a conventional girl.
(CLIEF crosses to ALISON, and puts his arms round her.)
Curer (back over his shoulder, to Herena). Ihope you're right, thats all.
Herena. What do youmeanz You hope I’m right:
Curer (fo AL1SON). The place is going to be really cockeyed now. You
know that, don’t youz
Arrson. Please, Cliff—
) (Cxer nods. She isses him.)
T'll write to you later.
Crrr. Goodbye, lovely.
Arrson. Look after him.
Crrer. We'll keep the old nut-house going somehow.
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(ALISON ctosses C., in between the two of them, glances quickly at
the two armchairs, the papers still left around them from yesterday.
HELENA. kisses her on the cheek, and squeezes her hand.)

Herena. Seeyousoon.
(ALIsON nods, and goes out quickly. Crier and HELENA are Zeﬁf
looking at each other.)
‘Would you like me to make you some teaz
“ Crumr. No, thanks.
Herewa. Think I mighthave some myself, if you don’t mind.
Cumr. Soyou'restaying: g/ 404 A4,
Herena. Just for tonight. Do you object:
Crisr. Nothing to do with me. (Against the tablec.) Of course, he may
not be back until later on.
(She crosses L., to the window, and lights a cigarette.)
Hrrena. What do you thmk k he'll do: “Perhaps he'll look out one of
his old girl friends. What about this Madeline: o¢7~ 2720t/
Crrer. ‘What about her?
Herena. Isn’t she supposed to have done a lot for him: Couldo’t he
~ gobacktoher: . _
Curr. Ishouldn’t think so.
Hezena. What happeneda
Crrre. She was nearly old enough to be his mother. I expect that’s.
_ something to do with it! Why the hell should I know:
(For the first time in the play, his good humour has completely
deserted him. She looks surprzsed ) e s -
Herena. You're his friend, aren’t you= Anyway, he’s not what you'd:
call reticent about himself, is he: I've never seen so many souls
stripped to the waist since I've been here. |

Y
(Crez turns 1o go ) & ngd"le» Corenta b fetndy 4

Aren’t you staying? o thedan
Crrer. No, 'm. not.  There was a train in from London about five
minutes ago. And, justin case he may have been on it, 'm going out.
Hzrena. Don’t you think you ought to be here when he comes:
Currr. T've had a hard day, and I don’t think I want to see anyone hurt
until P've had something to eat first, and perhaps a few drinks as well.
I think I might pick up some nice, pleasant little tart in a milk bar,
and sneak her in past old mother Drury. Here! (Tossing the letter at
her.) You giveittohim! (Crossing to door.) He's all yours. (At door.}
And Thope he rams it up your nostrils ! (Exit.)
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(HE@-M‘M@%LM&E@% The front
door downstairs is heard to slam. She moves to the wardrobe, opens it idly.
It is empty, except for one dress, swinging on a hanger. ZS‘#efgoes over to
the dressing-table, now cleared but for a framed photograph of JTiumy.
. Idly, she slams the empty drawers open and shut. She turns U.s. to the
chest of drawers, picks up the toy bear, and sits on the bed, looking at it.
She lays her head back on the pillow, still holding the bear. She looks up
quickly as the door crashes open, and Jivmy enters. He stands looking at
her, then moves D.c., taking off his raincoat, and throwing it over the
! - table. He is almost giddy with anger, and has to steady himself on the chair.
Helooksup.) o apm , < : o EHL;
Jovmy. That old bﬁﬂfﬁ/ﬁ.ﬁg}?ﬁ me dcfgnﬁisn Eﬁfs{rﬂl/ glél'/ég, 1£g fe’ d@?%/,e
killed me, that really would have been ironical. And how right and
fitting that my wife should have been a passenger. A passenger!; = | -
What's the matter with everybody: (Crossing, up.-fo_her.) “e i3 n L’(’ ; B
practically walked into me, coming out of the house. He belted “ j -
. the other way, and pretended not to see me. Arex}o( the Sl/fyA 6%%’9  WHRN /7 W :
i who’s not afraid to stay: S : é[/’/@' /9//‘/
? (Hetena hands Joimy ALISON'S note.  He takes it.)
Oh, it’s one of these, is it2
He rips it open. He reads a few lines, and almost snorts with, dishelief.
g)id }erou WI;ite this for hers "Well, lister tocéfﬁ" ; e l&(miigfulﬁ
“My dear—I must get away. I don’t suppose you will understand,
| but please try. Ineed peace so desperately and, at the moment, I am
i willing to sacrifice everything just for that. I don’t know what’s go-
(S ing to happen to us. Iknow you will be feeling wretched and bitter,
iir': 3 but try to be a little patient With'm%.( %%%@g h%ifc a deep,
L loving need of you—Alison.” Oh, how could she Be so bloody wet!
braiie oo Deep loving need!" That makes me puke! (Crossing o ®.) . She .
couldn’t say “You rotten bastard! Ihate your guts, I'm clearing out, ;
and I hope you rot!” No, she has to make a polite, emotional mess
out of it! (Seeing, the dress in the wardrobe, he rips it out, and throws it in__
j v the corner u.1.) Deep, loving need! Lnever the he was capable
’ : of being as phoney as that! Wit ?s"%hatk—;/glﬁ%g-g?m one of those
: plays you've been in: What are you doing here anyway: You'd
‘ better keep out of my way, if you don’t want your head kicked in.
' Herena (calmly). If you'll stop thinking about yourself for one mo- ;
ment, I'll tell you something I think you ought to know. Your wife !
is going to havea baby. i
(Jovmay just looks at her.) - ! ;
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Well: Doesn’t that mean anything: Even to you: ,
(He is taken aback, but not so much by her news, as by her.)

Joamy. All right—yes. Lam su’;{pélgse%;_g}}%you(ﬁ%at@m tell me.
0 56gg¥ at'the Kneés,

Did you honestly exp’e\’ct?ie

soggy 4nd collapse

with remorse: (Leaning nearer.) Listen, if you'll stop breathing your .

female wisdom all over me, T'll tell you something: I don’t care.
(Beginning quietly.) Idon’t care if she’s going to have a baby. Idon’t
care if it has two heads! (He knows her fingers are itching.) Do I disgust
you: Well, go on—slap my face. But remember what I told you
before, will you: For eleven hours, I have been watching someone I
love very much going through the sordid process of dying. She was
alone, and I was the only one with her. And when I have to walk

‘behind that coffin on Thursday, Ill be on my own again. Because

that bitch won’t even send her a bunch of flowers—I know! She
made the great mistake of all her kind. She thought that because
Hugh’s mother was a deprived and ignorant old woman, who said
all the wrong things in all the wrong places, she couldn’t be taken
seriously; and you think I should be overcome with awe because
that cruel, stupid girl is going to have a baby! (Anguish in his voice.)
I cannot believe it} I can’t. (Grabbing her shoulder.) Well, the per-
formance is over. Now leave me alone, and gef out, you evil-minded
little virgin.

HereNa slaps his face savagely. An expression of horror and dis-
belief floods his face. But it drains away, and all that is left is pain. His
hand goes up to his head, and a muffled cry of despair escapes from him.
HELENA tears his hand away and kisses him passionately, drawing him
down beside her. ,

CURTAIN

B o o

szl ﬁ’?c?%’




AT RISE:

ON:

Helena (At Ironing Board)
Jimmy (Armchair)

Cliff (Armchair nearest her)

READY OFF:

LATER :
Alison in Raincoat

VITAL PRESETS:

British Papers About Armchair
Ironing Board

Iron

Basket of Clothes

Helena's cosmetics on Dresser
Makeup Box on Dresser

Pipe For Jimmy

Dress in Closet

Teapot on Stove

Cup and Saucer on Kitchen Table
Clothesline

Jimmy's Hat on Bedpost
Cigarettes on Dresser

STRIKE:

Ties from Front Door
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ACT THREE

SCENE 1

Several months later.

A Sunday evening. ALisON’s personal belongings, such as her
make-up things on the dressing table, for example, have been replaced by
HereNA's. Atrise of Curtain, we find Joamy and CLieesprawled in their
respective armchairs, immersed in the Sunday mewspapers. Tobacco
stmoke potirs from behind JimmY’s newspaper. HELENA is standing D.L.,
leaning over the ironing-board, a small pile of clothes beside her. She
looks more attractive than before, for the setting of her face is more re-
laxed. She looks quite smart, but in an unpremedztated careless way; she
wears an old shirt of Jimmy's.

Crrer. That stinking old pipe!
(Pause.)
Joaney. Shut up.
Crree. Why don’t you do something with itz
Jvmy. Why do I spend half of Sunday reading the papers?
Crer (kicks him without lowering his paper). It stinks!

Jimy. So do you, but I'm not singing an aria about it. (Turns fo the

next page.) The dirty ones get more and more wet round the mouth,
and the posh ones are more pompous than ever. (Lowering paper and
waving pipe at HELENA.) Does this bother you: '

Herena. No. I quitelike it.

Jovamy (to Crrer). There you are—she likes it!

(He returns to his paper. CLIEE grunts.)
Have you read about the grotesque and evil practices going on in
the Midlands:

Crier. Read about the what:?

Jovmy. Grotesque and evil practices going on in the Midlands.

Crirs. No, what about ’em:

Jovmy. Seems we don’t know the old place. If's all in here. Startling
revelations this week! Pictures, too. Reconstructions of midnight
invocations to the Coptic goddess of fertility.

Herena. Sounds madly depraved.

Jovmy. Yes, it’s rather us, isn’t itz My gosh, look at ’em! Snarling
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themselves silly. Next week a well-known debutante relates how,
during an evil orgy in Market Harborough, she killed and drank the
blood of a white cockerel. Well—I'll bet Fortnums must be doing a
roaring line in sacrificial cocks! (Thoughtful.) Perhaps that’s what
Miss Drury does on Sunday evenings. She puts in a stint as evil high
priestess down at the Y. W.—probably having a workout-at this very
moment. (To Herena.) You never dabbled in this kind of thing,
did you:

Herena (laughs). Not lately!

Jrvnry. Sounds rather your cup of tez—cup of blood, I should say. (In
an imitation of a Midlander’s accent.) Well; I mean, it gives you some-

thing to do, doesn’t it2 After all, it wouldn’t do if we was all alike, -

would itz It'd be a funny world if we was all the same, that’s what
Talways say! (Resuming in his normal voice.) AllTknow is that some-
body’s been sticking pins into my wax image for years. (Suddenly)
Of course: Alison’s mother! Every Friday, the wax arrives from
Harrods, and all through the week-end, she’s stabbing away at it with
“ahatpin! Ruined her bridge game, I dare say.

Herena. Why don’t you try itz

Jrvmy. Yes, it’s an idea. (Pointing to Crrer) Just for a start, we could
roast him over the gas stové. Have we got enough shillings for the

meter: It seems to be just the thing for these autumn evenings.

After all the whole point of a sacrifice is that you give up something
you never really wanted in the first place. You know what I mean:
People are doing it around you all the time. They give up their
careers, say—or their beliefs—or sex. And everyone thinks to them-
selves: how wonderful to be able to do that. If only I were capable
of doing that! But the truth of it is that they’ve been kidding them-
selves, and they’ve been kidding you. It’s not awfully difficult—
giving up something you were incapable of ever really wanting.
We shouldn’t be admiring them. We should feel rather sorry for
them. (Coming back from this sudden, brooding excursion, and turning to
Crrrr.)j You'll make an admirable sacrifice. .

 Cur (mumbling). Dry up! I'm trying to read.

Jovmvy. Afterwards, we can make a loving cup from his blood. Can’t
say I fancy that so much. I've seen it—it looks like cochineal, ever so
common. (To Herena.) Yours would be much better—pale Cam-

bridge blue, I imagine. No: And afterwards, we could make in-

- vocations to the Coptic goddess of fertility. Got any idea how you
" dothat? (To Crrer.) Do youknows:
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TAL LY SV ent 2
CLIFE. Shguﬁﬂ’t have{hc{ég t%ﬁ@:ﬁe ed to make invocations to the

Coptic whatever-she-is!

Jovmy. Yes, Isee what you mean. (To Herena.) Well, we don’t want
to ask for trouble, do we: Perhaps it might appeal to the lady here
—she’s written a long letter all about artificial insemination. It’s

headed: “Haven’t we tried God’s patience enough:” (Throws the |

paper down.) Let’s see the other posh one.

Criee. Haven'’t finished yet.

Jovamy. Well, hurry up. Tll have to write and ask them to put hiyphens
in between the syﬁables for %"ﬁ‘fn P ey particuﬂrly ngagc
correspondence going on in there about whether Milton wore
braces or not. Ijust want to see who gets shot down this week,

Crrer. Just read that. Don’t know what it was about, but a Fellow of
All Souls seems to have bitten the dust, and the Athenacum’s going
up in flames, so the Bditor declares that this correspondence is now
closed.

Jovmy. T think you're actually acquiring yourself a curiosity, my boy.
Oh yes, and then there’s an American professor from Yale or some-
where, who believes that when Shakespeare was writing The
Tempest, he changed his sex. Yes, he was obliged to go back to

Stratford because the other actors couldn’t take him seriously any -

longer. This professor chap is coming over here to search for certain
documents which will prove that old W.S. ended up in someone
else’s second best bed—a certain Warwickshire farmer’s, whom he

married after having three children by him.
(EIeLENA laughs. Tivmy looks up quizically.)

Is anything the matter? :
Herena. No, nothing. I'm only beginning to get used to him. Inever
(This is to Criee.) used to be sure when he was being serious, or when
he wasn’t. )

Crrer. Don’t think he knows himself half the time. When in doubt,
just mark it down as an insult. O :
Jivamy. Hurry up with that paper, and shut up I(F‘X%l/a\gér\gwg(gfn/g’&o

do tonight: Thereisn’t even a decent concert on. (To HErENA.) Are
you going to churchz '
Herena (rather taken aback). No. I don’t think so. Unless you want to.
Jovney. Do I detect a growing, satanic glint in her eyes lately: Do you
think it’s living in sin with me that does it (To Herena.) Do you
feel very sinful, my dear: Wellz Do you:
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(Hrrena can hardly believe that this is an attack, and she can only
ook at him, uncertain of herself.)
Do you feel sin crawling out of your ears, like stored up “wax or

something: Are you wondering whether I'm joking or notz Per-

haps I ought to wear a red nose and funny hat. U'm just curious, that’s

all. : ;

(EIELENA is shaken by the sudden coldness in his eyes, but before

she has.time to realize fully how hurt she is, he is smiling at her, and
shouting cheerfully at Crrrs.)
Let’s have that paper, stupid!

Crrr. Why don’t you drop deads

Jonavy (fo Harena). Will you be much longer doing thatz -

Herena. Nearly finished.

Jonvanry. Talkmgyof sin, washt & ik /ﬁfrury &Revercn& fnend I saw
you chatting with yesterday: Helena darling, I'said “Wasn’t that .

Herenwa. Yesit was.

Joamy. My dear, you don’t have to be on the defensive, you know.

Herena. I'mnot on the defensive.

Jamy. After all, there’s no reason why we shouldn’t have the parson
to tea up here. Why don’t wez Did you find that you had much in
common:

Herena. Nol dc&];%lnlﬁ

Jovamy. Do)gro it some of this spiritual beef-cake would make
a man of me: Should I go in for this moral yeight lifting and get
myself some over-developed muscle: I Wasm%iraf sﬁi*/n%%u\xfhcfk—
ling. I, too, was afraid to strip down to my soul, but now everyone
looks at my superb physique in envy. I can perform any kind of
press there is without betraying the least sign of passion or kindliness.

Hrrena. All right Jimmy.

Joamy. Two years ago I couldn’t even lift up my head—now I have
more uplift than a film starlet.

Herena. Jimmy, can we have one day, just one day, without tumbling
over religion or pohmcs 2

Cromr. Yes, change the e ord old boy, « of pipe e dowu. -

Iy (rising). of hE title for & new song today. It’s ca]lcd

“My mother sin the madhouse~—that s why I'm in Jove with you.”

The lyrics are catchy too. I was thinking we might work it into the
act.

Herena. Goodidea. )

Jivmy. I was thinking we'd scrub Jock and Day, and call ourselves
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something else. “And _]oé%/n{iéd}a(y stands tiptoed on the misty moun-
tain tops.” It’s too intellectual! Anyway, I shouldn’t think people
. will want to be reminded of that peculiar Harvard

and Yale have finished with him. How abo{;ﬂsomeézn/% ight and -
snappy: I know—what about—T. S. Eliot and Pam: N

Crrss (casually falling in with this familiar music hall routine). Mirth,
mellerdy and madness! _ AT

Tovmy (sitting at the table r., and “strumming’ if). Bringing qmps and
strips for you! ’ :

 (They sing together extempore.) .
“For we may be guilty, darling . .
But we'ze both insane as well1” : S
(Jovanay stands up, and rattles his lines off at almost unintelligible 7'/’153’6S

speed) v X PIRURD § CIE Benmd NS . BT %
Ladies a_m{('gen gnen/‘:ls I Wasﬁc‘ormncr to the theatre tonight, I was -/;J)L(‘

passing through the stage door, and a man comes up to me, and ’e 4/ /’7
says— #HA) O ITTRE 7/960 7Y \V//)é

Crier. ’ere! Have you seen nobody: Uf‘f DEL  AFLN]

Jmvmey. Have I seen whos

Crrrr. Have you scen nobodys? ,d,@@d/)fp 07776 O SIDE

Joamy. Of course, I haven’t seen nobody! Kindly don’t waste my
time! Ladies-and gentlemen, a little recitation entitled ““She said she 2
was called a little Gidding, but she was more like a gelding iron!”
Thank you. “She said she was called little Gidding—"

Crrer. Are you quite sure you haven’t seen nobody

Jvamy. Are you still here: -

Crree. T'm looking for nobody! _

Joamy. Will you kindly go away! “She said she was called little
Gidding—"

Curr. Well, I can’t find nobody anywhere, and I'm supposed to give
him this case! o

Jovmy. Will you kindly stop interrupting perlease/ Can’t you see I'm
trying to entertain these ladies and gentlemen: Who is this nobedy
you're talking about?

Crrrr. I was told to come here and give this case to nobody }

Jimmy. You were told to come here and give this case to nobody.

PR
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Currr. That's right. And when I gave it to him, nobody would give :\

* meashilling. .
Jmamy. And when you gave it to him, nobody would give you a N
shilling. i
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Crrrr. That's right.
Joaney. Well, what about itz
Crrrr. Nobody’s not here!

E Jonavy. Now, let me get this straight: when you say nobody’s here,.
you don’t mean nobody’s here:

: Crrer. No.

RS Jmimy. Youmean—mnobody’s here.

N Crrme. That's right.

Joamy. Well, why didn’t-you say so before: X

HeceNa (not quite sure if this is really her cue). Hey! You down there!
Juamy. O, it goes on for hours yet, but never mind. What is it, sir2
Herena (shouting).” 1 think your sketch stinks! I say—I think your

sketch stinks! .
' Jamy. He thinks it stinks. And, who, pray, nnght you be:
4 -Herena. Me: Oh— (With mock modesty.) Tmnobody.

Joamy. Then here’s your bloody case!
(He hurls a cushion at her, which hits the ironing-board.)
Herena. My ironing-board!
(The two men do a Flanagan and Allen, moving slowly in step, as
they half speak, half sing the first two lines, finishing up on the right
A note on which to start their song.)
ddl  Now there’s a certain little Jady, and you all know who I mean,

MUSIC HALL SONG*

- Somcday I'm gonna marry her,
When times are not so bad,
Her mother doesn’t care for me -
So I'll ’ave to ask “er dad.
™ We'll build a little home for two,
And have some quiet ménage.

We'll send our kids to pubhc school
And live on bread and marge.

I
!
!
I
L

™ Don’t be afraid to sleep with your sweetheart,
Just becos she’s better than you.
Those forgotten middle classes may have fallen on
their noses,
. But a girl who's true blue,

*Music for this song and that on p. 40 obtainable, direct from the Publishers only, !
" price 2s. 6d. post paid.
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/ Will still have something left for you,
/ The angels up above, will know that you're in love -

_ So don’t be afraid to sleep with your sweetheart,
Just becos she’s better than you . . .
(They call me Sidney,)
Just becos she’s better than you.

(But Ty, has had enough of this gag by now, and he pushes Crire
away.)

Jovmey. Your damned great feet! That's the second time you've kicked
my ankle! It’s no good—Helena will have to do it. Go on, go and
make some tea, and we'll decide what we're going to do.

Crrr. Make some yourself! (He pushes him back violently, Joumy loses
his balance, and falls over.)

Joamy. You rough bastard! (He leaps up, and they grapple, falling on to
the floor with a crash. They roll about, grunting and grasping. CrLFE

; manages to kneel on Jnamy's chest.)

! : Curer (breathing heavily). T-want to read the papers!

| Joamy. You're a savage, a hooligan! You really are! Do you know

i that: You don’t deserve to live in the same house with decent,

- «  sensitive people!

Crrer. Are vou going to dry.up, or do I read the papers down here:
(Jovvey makes a supreme effort, and Crres topples to the floor.)

|
|
o L Joamy. You've made me wrench ; w guts‘ (He pushes the struggling
SR Cumrdown) YHREN 0N TOP “0F CU/FL
e ‘ Crrer. Look what you're doing! You're ripping my shirt. Get off!
\ Jovmey. Well, what do you want to wear a shirt for: (Rising.) A tough
e z character like you! Now go and make me some tea.
et Crrer. It’s the only clean one I've got. Oh u7 b/lg oaf ! (Get;zng u
‘ from the floor, and appealing to HereNA.) J'f
HereNa. Yes, itis. He’s stronger than he Jooks. Ifyou hkc to take it
off now, I'll wash it through for you. It'll be dry by the time we
want to go out.
(Crxsr hesitates.)
HErENA. What s the matter, Cliff:
Crrr. Ob, it'll be all rght.
Jamy. Give it to her, and quit moaning!
{ Crrrr. Ob, all right. (I-Ie takes 1toﬁr and gives it to her.) Thanks, Hclena.

el
e

(Jovrax flops into his hrmchair.)

HELeNa (taking it). Right—Lwon'tbe ag;;ute w1th1t (Exzt
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Jovamy ( ed) Yo look like Marlon Brando or something. (Slight
patise.) é’@ on’ tmﬁcna, doyou: (S
Crre. You didn’t seem very keen yourself once.

quickly.) It’snot the same, isitz

Jovamy (frritably). No, of course it’s not the same, you idiot! It never
is! Today’s meal is always different from yesterday’s, and the last
woman isn’t the same as the one before. If you can’t accept that,
you're going to be pretty unhappy, my boy.

CrLEE (sits o the arm of his chair, and rubs his feet). Jimmy—I don’t think
Ishall stay here muchlonger.

TJovney (rather casually). Oh, why not?

Crres (picking wp his tone). Oh, Idon’tknow. I've just thought of trying
somewhere different. The sweet-stall’s all right, but I think I'd like to
try something else. You're highly educated, and it suits you, but I
need something a bit better.

Joamy. Just as youlike, my dear boy. It’s your business, not mine.

Crrer. And another thing—1I think Helena finds it rather a lot of work
to do with two chaps about the place. It won’t be so much for her if
there’s just the two of you. Anyway, I think I ought to find some
girl who'll just look after me.

Jomy. Sounds like a good idea. Can’t think who'd be stupid enough
to team themselves up with you though. Perhaps Helena can think
of somebody for you—one of her posh girl friends with lots of money
and no brains. That’s what you want.

Crier. Something like that.

Jmmy. Any idea swhat you're going to do?

Crrr. Not much.

Jivmy. That sounds like you all right! Shouldn’t think you'Il last five
minutes without me to explam the score to you

Cres (grinning). Don’t suppose so.

Jimmy. You're such a scruffy little beast—T'1l bet some respectablc little
madam from Pinner or Guildford gobbles you up in six months.
She'll marry you, send you out to work, and you'll end up as clean
asanew pin.

Cres (chuckling). Yes, I'm stupid enough for that, too!

Joamy (fo himself). Iseem to spend miy life saying goodbye.

(Slight pause.)

(Hesitating, then

Crree. My feet hurt.
Jvamy. Try washing your socks. (Slowly.) It’s a funny thing. You've
been loyal, generous and a good friend. But I'm quite prepared to
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se¢ you wander off, find a new home, and make out on your own.
And all because of something I want from that girl downstairs, {
something I know in my heart she’s incapable of giving. You're :
worth balf a dozen Helenas to me or to anyone. And, if you were "
in my place, you'd do the same thing. Right:

Crrer. Right. ) o ' :

Jmmy. Why, why, w. /{%v\iyv‘&o‘jgve@t ég’g/g\men bleed us to
death: Have you ever had a letter, and on it is franked “Please Give

" Your Blood Generously”: Well, the Postmaster-General does that,
on behalf of all the women of the world. I suppose people of our .
generation aren’t able to die for good causes any longer. We had all
that done for us, in the thirties and the forties, when we were still
kids. (In his familiar, semi-serious mood.) There aren’t any good, brave
causes left. If the big bang does come, and we all get killed. off, it
won't be in aid of the old-fashioned, grand design. Iflljust be for _.

 the Brave New-nothing-very-much-thank-yoy., Aboutas poindess . 0. "
and inglorious as stepping inryﬁont of a bus. N’éf%ﬁ”é%é’.g 5 "’g’”'g’Ié“ % @Lﬁmf.,

for it, me boy, but to let yourself be butchered by the women. . i

(Enter HETENA.) L

Herena. Hereyouare, Cliﬂ:h @{{anding him the shirt.)

Crrr. Ob, th{a'ﬁks:i“lﬂ-lglécﬁa?very much. That’s decent of you. ;
Herena. Notatall. Ishould dry it over the gas—the fire in your room : g 0 £X /é"d?’/g /g

would be better. There won’t be much room for it over that stove. ,
Crrr. Right, I'will. (Crosses to door.) ' _L ## /0 g
Jmamy. And hurry up about it, stupid. We'll all go out, and havea i

drink soon. (To Herena.) O.K.2 A . _
HeeNa. OK. 'y pppid o (HOU7C DO 70 QLIEE
Joamy (shouting to CLIEF on his way ouf). But make me some tea first,”

you mad-cap little Charlie. _ N ' :

iy K70 /o (EEELENA crosses D.L.)

Darling, I'm sick of seeing you behind that damned ironing-board!
Herena (wryly). Sorry. :

Jivmy. Get yourself glammed up, and we'll hit the town. See you've

put 2 shroud over Mummy. I think you should have laid a Union

Jack overit. :
Herena. Isanything wrong? : .
Joamy. Oh, don’t frown like that—you look like the presiding o

magistrate! '

Herena. How should T look: o .
Jovrey. As if your heart stirred a little when you looked at me.
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/ Hecena. . O it does that all right.

Jovmy. Cliff tells me he’s leaving us. o

HErENA. I\? Hc told me last m%,E; )

Jmmy. Did’her I :fways seem to DE at f erﬁ/gf gb‘g{eﬂu}? when
they’re passing information out.

Herena. Y'm sorry he’s going.

Jiamy. Yes, so am 1. He's a sloppy, irritating bastard, but he’s gota big
heart. You can forgive somebody almost anything for that. He'shad
to learn how to take it, and he knows how.to hand it out. Come

here.

RIS

(He is sitting on the arm of his chair. She crosses to him, and they

‘\ look at each other. Then she puts out her hand, and runs it-over his head,

v fondling his ear and neck.)

- Right from that first night, you have always put out your hand to me

: ~ first. Asifyou expected nothing, or worse than nothing, and didn’t

: ‘care. You made a good enemy, didn’t you: What they call a
worthy opponent. But then, when people put down their weapons,
it doesn’t mean they’ve necessarily stopped ﬁghting

Herena (steadily). Tlove you.

Jovmy. I think perhaps you do. Yes, I think perhaps you do. Perhaps R
it means something to lie with your victorious general in your arms. /3 e ga/w‘%?)
Especially, when he’s heartily sick of the whole campaign, tired out, ( )
hungry and dry. (His lips find her fingers, and he kisses them. She Wﬁ/ﬁ/‘\/ D) /)‘:2
presses his head against her.) You stood up, and camé out to meet me.
Ob, Helena—(His face comes up to hers, and they embrace fiercely.)

Don’tlet anything go wrong!
Herena (softly). Oh, my darling—
Jomary. Either you're with me or against me.
Herena. Ivealways wanted you—always! |
' (They kiss again.) |
: JIMMY T. S. Eliot and Pam, we'll make a good double. If you'll help r
me. I'll close that dammned sweet-stall, and we'll start everything from | -
scratch. What do you say: We'll getaway from this place. : S
Eferena (nodding happily): Isay that's wonderful. X < B&H#D e (o
Jovaey (kissing her quickly). Put all that junk away, and we'll get out. . !% for j
We'll get Plcasantly, joyfully tiddly, we'll gaze at each other tenderly - !
and lecherously in the Builder’s Arms, and then well come back
here, and I'll make such love to you, you "Il not care about anything '

else atall. ' N
(EIELENA moves-aivay L. after-kissing-his-hand.) ' : ALY 5{'/?
LLLCTR A
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AT RISE:
ON:

Helena (At kitchen table)
Alison (Jimmy's armchair)

. QFF:

LATER:
d/{zu'b\‘ll. L ,—{

VITAL PRESETS:

Jimmy's pipe on floor .. s.uf 7w
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Herena. Tlljust change out of your old shirt. (Folding ironing-board.)
Joarey (moving u.s. to door). Right. T'll hurry up the fittle man.
(But before he reaches the door, it opens and ALISON enters. She
wears a raiicoat, her hair is untidy, and she looks rather ill. There is a
stunned pause.)

AL1s0N (guietly). Hullo.
Jovay (fo HEreNa, after a moment). Friend of yours to see you.

He goes out quickly, and the two women are left Zookmg at each
other.

- Quick CURTAIN

\l‘ %D/‘h A r‘v'.m\'!‘[J;.(/ e 5 o "L ./;;!: ;a' 128 Bg%

SCENE 2 ' ,/\ O,\Z : US“'JX

It is a_few minutes later. <

From CLIFF'S room, across the landmg, cotmes the soun oijMMY S
Jazz trumpet. At rise of the curtain, TIELENA is standing L. bf the table,
pouring out a cup of tea. ALISON is sitting on she arichair e She bends
down and picks wp Jommy’s pipe. Then she scoops up a little pile of ash
from the floor, and drops it in the ashtray on the arm of the chair.

Axrson. He still smokes this foul old stuff. I used to hate it at first, but

you get used to it.

Herewa. Yes.

ArsoN. I'went to the pictures last week, and some old man was smok-

ing it in front, a few rows away. I actually got up, and sat right
behind him. '

HeceNa (coming down with cup of tea). Here, bave this. It usually seems
to help.

ALISON (taking if). Thanks.

HereNA. Are you sure you feel all rght now: . . . X 70 DUESER
ALISON (110ds). It was just—oh, everything. It's my own fault—entirely. @gp
I must be mad, coming here like this. ’'m sorry, Helepa. g

Herena. Why should you be sorry—you of all people:

ArrsoN. Because it was unfair and cruel of me to come back. I'm
afraid a sense of timing is one of the things I seem to have learnt from
Jimmy. But it's something that can be in very bad taste. (Sips her
tea.) Somany times, I've just managed to stop myself coming here—
right at the last moment. Even today, when I went to the booking
office at St. Pancras, it was like a charade, and Inever believed that'd
let myself walk on to that train. And when I was on it, I got into a
panic. Ifeltlike a criminal. I told myselfI'd turn round at the other-
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end, and come straight back. I couldn’t even believe that this place
existed any more. But once I got here, there was nothing I could do.
I had to convince myself that everything I remembered about this
place had really happened to me once. :

(She lowers her cup, and her foot plays with the newspapers on the

foor)  genzpn X o I N ORI CHANL

How many timef 1A theése past few months Ive thought of the even-
ings we used to spend here in this room. Suspended and rather re-
mote. Youmakea good cup of tea.

HELENA (sitting-Leof table). Something Jimmy taught me.

Ar1soN (covering her face). Oh, why am T here! You must all wish mea
thousand miles away!

Herena. I don’t wish anything of the kind. You've more 1ight to be
here than I )

Arison. Oh, Helena, don’t bring out the book of rules—

HereNa. You are his wife, aren’t you: Whatever I have done, I've
never been able to forget that fact. You have all the rights—

Anxson. Helena—even I gave up believing in the divine rights of
marriage long ago. Even before I met Jimmy. They've got some-
thing different now—constitutional monarchy. You are where you
are by consent. And if you start trying any strong arm stuff, you’re
out. AndI’'m out. '

Herena. Is that something you learnt from him.

AtrsoN. Don’t make me feel like a blackmailer or something, please!
I've done something foolish, and rather vulgar in coming here to-
night. Iregret it, and I detest myself for doing it. ButIdid not come
here in order to gain anything. Whatever it was—hysteria or just
macabre curiosity, I'd certainly no intention of making any kind of
breach between you and Jimmy. You must believe that.

Herewa. Ob, I believe it all right. That’s why everything seems more
wrong and terrible than ever. You didu’t even reproach me. You
should have been outraged, but you weren’t. (She leans back, as if she
wanted to draw back from-herself) I feel so—ashamed.

Azxson. You talk as though he were something you'd swindled me
out of— .

Herena (flercely). And you talk asif he were a book or something you
pass around to anyone who happens to want it for five minutes.
What's the matter with you: You sound as though you were quot-

 ing him 2ll the time. Ithought you told me once you couldn’t bring
yourself to believe in him.
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Axrson. I don’t think I ever believed in your way either.

Herena. At least, I still believe in right and wrong! Not even. the
months in this madhouse have stopped me doing that. Even though
everything I have done is wrong, at least I have known it was wrong.

Axtson. You loved him, didn’t you: That's what you wrote, and
told me.

Herena. Anditwastrue.

Axsson. It was pretty difficult to believe at the time. I couldn’t
understand it.

Herena. Icould hardly believe it myself.

ArsoN. Afterwards, it wasn’t quite so difficult. You used to say some
pretty harsh things about him. Not that I was sorry to hear them—
they were rather comfortmg then. But you even shocked me some-
times.

Herzna. 1 suppose I was a little over emphamc There doesn’t seem
much point in trying to explam everything, does there:

Arrson. Notreally.

Herena. Do you know—I have chscovered what is wrong - with
Jimmy: It’s very simple really. He was born out of his time.

Arrson. Yes. Tknow.

Herena. There’s no place for people like that any longer—in sex, or

politics, or anything. That’s why he’s so futile. Sometimes, when I

Listen to him, I feel he thinks he’s still in the middle of the French
Revolution. And that’s where he ought to be, of course. He doesn’t

know where he is, or where he’s going. He'll never do anything, and .

he'llnever amount to anything.

Azison. Isuppose he’s what you’d call an Eminent Victorian. Slightly
comic—ina way . .. Weseem to have had this conversation before.

HereNa. Yes, I remember everything you said about him. It horrified
me. I gouldn’t believe that you could have married someone like
that. /j{hson it’s all over between Jimmy and me. I can see it now.
I've got to get out. No—listen to me. When I saw you standing
there tonight, I knew that it was all utterly wrong. ThatI didn’t be-
lieve in any of this, and not Jimmy or you or anyone could make me
believe otherwise. (Rising.). How could I have ever thought I could
get away with it! He wants one world and I want another, and lying
in that bed won’t ever change it! I believe in good and evil, and I
don’t have to apologize for that. It’s quite 2 modern, scientific belief
now, so they tell me. And, by everything I have ever believed in, or
wanted, what I have been doing is wrong and evil.

. R
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ArrsoN. Helena—you're not going to leave him:
Herena. Yes, [am. (Before ALISON can interrupt, she goes on.) Oh,; I'm
not stepping aside to let you come back. You can do what you like.

Frankly, I think you'd be a fool—but that’s your own business.- I

think I've given you enough advice.

Arison. Buthe—he’ll have no one. : :

Herena. Ob, my dear, he'll find somebody. Hell probably hold
court here like one of the Renaissance popes. Oh, Iknow I'm throw-
ing the book of rules at you, as you call it, but, believe me, you're
never going to be happy without it. I tried throwing it away all
these months, but X know now it just doesn’t work. "When you came
in at that door, ill and tired and hurt, it was all over for me. You see
—1I didn’t know about the baby. It was such a shock. It’s like a
judgement 6n us.

Ar11soN. You saw me, and I had to tell you what had happened. Ilost
the child. Ifs a simple fact. There is no judgement, there’s no
blame—

Herena. Maybenot. But Lfeel it just the same.

Arison. Butdon’tyousee: Itisn’tlogicall

Herena. No, itisn’t. (Calmly.) ButIknow it’s right.

(The trumpet gets loyder,)

GO SOUND

Auson. Helena— (Going fo her.) You mustn’t leave him. He needs

you, L know he needs you—
Herena. Do youthink so?
ArrsoN. Maybe you're not the right one for him—we’re neither-of us
right— il
HEeLENA (moving U.S.). Oh, why doesn’t he stop that damned noise!
AvrsoN. He wants something quite different from us. What it is
exactly I don’t know—akind of cross between‘a mother and a Greek
courtesan, a henchwoman, a mixture of Cleopatra and Boswell But
give him a little longer— |
HELENA (wrenching the door open). Pledse! Will you stop that. I can’t
think!
(There is a slight pause, and the trumpet goes on. She puts her
hands to her head.)
Jimmy, for God’s sake!
(I stops.)

Jimmy, I'want to speak to you.
Joamy (off). Is your friend still with yous

Herena. Oh, don’t be an idiot, and” eofat n'? I{%ﬁ/"!jz OF CRUAS cwn/R
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Ax1sON (rising). He doesn’t want to see me. B LA IR

X 70 PAICON /%0/77“
I

HELENA. Stay where you are, and don’t be silly. T'm sorry. It won’t

be very pleasant, but I've made up my mind to go, and I've got to

—\ u B tell him now.

S

X P . (Brter M) gy o884 CHAM z
J Jovmey. fs this another of your dark plots: (He looks at Artson.) Hadn't :

she better sit down: Shelooks a bit ghastly.
Herena. I'm so sorry, dear. Would you like some more tea, or an
aspirin or something? :
(ArrsoN shakes her head, and sits. She can’t look at either of them.)
(To Joamy, the old authority retummg) It's not very surprising, is it2 WHRLHN ,6’,&"/(4_?
She’s been very ill, she’s— ‘ . , :
Jovmey (quietly). You don’t have to draw a diagram for me—I can see
what's happened to her.
v Herena. And doesn’tit mean anything to
Joamy. T don’t exactly relish the idea of iﬁyonc bemng ﬂf o%oﬁz.)m pese
was my child, too, you know. But—(He shrugs) It isn’t my first
loss. o .
Av1sON (on her breath). It was mine. ‘ -
(Jovmay glances at her, but turns back to FIELENA quickly.) :
Jmvmy. What are you lookmg so solemn about: What's she doing ?
here: : C{/‘/]’,@lj

AussoN. T'm sorry, Tm— (Presses her hand over her mouth.)

; . . (HELENA crosses fo JIMMY, C., and grasps his hand.) L EAL m/’ ¢

G ! Herena. Don’t, please. Can’t you see the condition she’s in:  She’s R -

i . | done nothing, she’s said nothing, none of it’s her fault. ;. /‘Q /4, ‘g;é
W : (Jimmy takes his hand away, and moves away a-little D:s.) : \
b Joner, Whatim'ther fuules !

L IMMY. atisn’t her fault?

Herena. Jimmy—I don’t wanta bran 50 please—

Jvmy. Let’s heatit, shall we:

Herena. Very well I'm going downstairs to jpack my things. If I ;
burry, I shall just catch the seven-fifteen to London. ;

(They both look at him, but he simply leans forward against the ;
table, not looking at either of them.)

* This is not Alison’s doing—you must understand that. It's my own .
decision entirely. In fact, she’s just been trying to talk me out of it. 1
It’s just that suddenly, tonight, I see what I have really known all !
along That you can’t be happy when what you're doing is wrong, g_
or is hurting someone €lse. I suppose it could never have worked, ’
anyway, but I do love you, Jimmy. I shall never love anyone as I
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sincerely.) T can’t take part—in all this suffering. I can’t!
(She appeals to him for some reaction, but he only looks down at the
) table, and nods. HELENA recovers, and makes an effort to regain
authority.) 7 plrSon”

(To Arson.) You probably won’t feel up to making that journey

again tonight, but we can fix you up at an hotel before I go. There’s

about a half an hour. T'll just make it.

: (She turns up to the door, but JiMmMY’s voice stops her.)

' T (in a low, resigned voice). They all want to escape from the pain . )

: of being alive. And, most of all, from. love. (€rosses.to-the.dressing- i S
tablez) Talways knew something like this would turn up—some prop=""—___ Wj
lem, like an 1l wife—and it would be too much for those delicate ”

o hot-house feelings of yours.
(He sweeps up HELENA'S things from the dressing-table, and crosses

over to the wardrobe. Quiside, the church bells start ringing.).
It's no good trying to fool yourself about love. “You can’t fall into it )
life a soft job, without dirtying up your hands. (Hands her the make- ‘ /
wp things, which she takes. He opens the wardrobe.) It takes muscle and o /
guts. And if you can’t bear the thought— (Takes out a dress on a’ ' /l
|

/ have loved you. (Turns away 1) ButIcan’t go on. (Passionately and
)
}

hanger.) of messmg up your nice, clean soul—( Cros bac to _
you’d better give up the wholeidea oflife, and bcco'glc a samt é.f 79 Hé

the dress in her arms.) because you’'ll never make it as 2 human bcmg
It’s either this world or the next. ‘
(HzLENA looks at him for a moment, and then goes out quickly. Heis : J .
shaken, and he avoids ATISON’S eyes, crossing to the window. He rests J@,EL/\S FADE

against it, then bangs his ﬁst against the frame.) ' | cJ 7 / 74 gé’/é)

Oh, those bells!
(The shadows are growing around them. Jooay stands, his head
against the window-pane. ATISON is huddled forward i thie armchair v.
Presently, she bredks the stillness, and rises to above the table.)

_ Arson. I'm . . . sorry. Illgonow. -
; (She starts o move U.S. (;B t his qucepul b up J
: Joaey. You &0 Ban SRt AB QY6 e fanral. Not—a litdle

bunch of lowers. You had to deny me that, too, didn’t youz?
(She starts to move, but again he speaks.)
! The injustice of it is almost perfect! "The wrong people going
| hungry, the wrong people being loved, the wrong people dying !
f (She moves to the gas stove. He turns to face her.)
| Was I really wrong to believe that there’s a—a kind of—burning
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virility of mind and spirit that looks for something as powerful as

~ " jtself: The heaviest, strongest creatures in this world seem to be the

loneliest. Like the old bear, following hi
forest. There’s no warm pack, no herd t6"comfort hind.” Thit ¥oice
that cries out doesn’t have to be a weakling’s does it '

A

Ve clim b | bf (He moves in a little.)

Do you remembedlthat fisst night I saw. you at that grisly party: -

You didn’t really notice me, but I was watching you all the evening.
You seemed to have a wonderful relaxation of spirit. Iknew that
was what I wanted. You've got to be really brawny to have that
kind of strength—the strength to relax. It was only after we were
married that I discovered that it wasn’t relaxation at all. In order to
relax, you've first got to sweat your guts out. And, as far as you
were concerned, you'd never had a hair out of place, or a bead of
sweat anywhere. : ( '

(A cry escapes from ALISON, and her fist flies to her-mouth. She

moves down to below the table, leaning on it.)

- Imay bealost cause, but I thoughtif youloved me, it needn’t matter.

his oppbreathin the dak e

G0 ELECTAIL

(She is crying silently. He moves down fo face her.)

Arsson. It doesn’t matter! I was wrong, I was wrong! I don’t want

to be neutral, I don’t want to be a saint. I want to be a lost cause. I

want to be corrupt and futile! NV Y Y
(All it an %ﬂcﬁtch% helfalessjl')({ Heﬁvoice tags/on a

little strength, and rises.)

Don’t-you understand: It’s gone! It's gone! That—that helpless |

human being inside my body. I thought it was so safe, and secure in
there. Nothing could take it from me. It was mine, my responsibi-
lity. Butit’slost. , ‘

(She_slides down against the leg of the table to the floor.)
All T wanted was to die. I never knew what it was like. I didn’t
know it could be like that! Iwasin pain, and all I could think of was

you, and what I'd lost. (Scarcely able to speak.) Ithought, if onl%—Z

if only he could see me now, so stupid, and ugly and ndf(j:ﬁmf i
is what he’s been longing for me to feel. ' This is what he wants to
splash about in! I'm in the fire, and I'm burning, and all I want is to
die! It’s cost him his child, and any others I might have had! But
what does it matter: 'Thisis what he wanted from me!
(She raises her face to him.)

Don’t you see! I'm in the mud atlast! I'm grovelling! I'm crawl-
ing! Oh, God—!

e

st 1

-~ - O LRt S e I
7 c )

A Sl o

s

\WARN EULTRIN




SCENE I _ LOOK BACK IN ANGER 77

(She collapses at Jiamy's feet. He stands, frozen for a moment,
then he bends down and takes her shaking body in his arms. He shakes
Jovmy. Don t. Please don t...lcan't— f
(Arisow gasps for her breath against him.) :
You're all right. You're all right now. Please, I— I... Not any
more . . . §
(She relaxes suddenly. He looks down at her, full of fatigue, and {
says with a kind of mocking, tender irony.) 74 GETHEN. on' FAIER a2 1
- We'll be together in our bear’s cave, and our squirrel’s drey, and ekl
we'll live on honey, and nuts—lots and lots of nuts. And we'll sing |
songs about ourselves—about warm trees and snug caves, and lying '
in the sun. And you’ll keep those big eyes on my fur, and help me
keep my claws in order, because I'm a bit of a soppy, scruffy sort of a
bear. And I'll see that you keep that sleek, bushy tail glistening as it .
should, because you're a very beautiful squirrel, but you’re none too
bright either, so we've got to be careful. There are cruel steel traps
lying about everywhere, just waiting for rather mad, slightly satanic,
and very timid little animals. Right:
(ALIsON nods.)
(Pathetically.) Poor squirrels! :
Ax1soN (with the same comic emphasis). Poor bears! (She laughs a little.
Then looks at him very tenderly, and adds very, very soft .) .Ob, poor,

poor bears!

Slides her arms around him.

CUORTAIN -

N.B. Before any performance of this play can be given, appli- |
cation must ﬁrst be made to BEvans BROTHERS LIMITED for a o
licence, and it is advisable that this should be done before rehearsals
“begin. For full particulars refer to CopyRIGHT NOTICE inside
front cover. |
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"LOOK BACK IN ANGER"

BASIC LIGHT PLOT:

Act One:

Early evening in April

Act Two:
Scene 1:

Daylight coming from two small US windows
which are at the bottom of a celling which
slopes sharply from L to R. :

Two light bulbs hanglng from wire with
green poolroom” shields on them. One 1is

in the kitchen; another, in the living room.
Although they may not be used in Act One,
they might serve a purpose in later acts.
Check on this to avold extra electrical
work. (Are they praotlcalv)

Bracket lamp above Alison's dressing table.
Again, check should be made as to the
practicality of this lamp.

Late afternoon of a hot day.

Daylight from windows.

Act Two:
Scene 2:
Evening

Hanging light in living room
Bracket light in Alison's section
Moonlight from outside

Act Three: |

Scene 1

Sunday evening

Act Three:
Scene 2

Window provides light

Same as 31

Same as 31



"LOOK BACK IN ANGER"

SPECIAL EFFECTS:

Act One:
Begins to rain. (Sound, lights, actual effect)

Radio- Vaughan Williams concert. (Symphony in E
Minor. Published by Medlico. Lasts three minutes)

Church bells. (Live or recorded sound)

Act Two:
Scene 1:

Jazz trumpet from Cliff's room across hall
(Live or recorded sound)

Act Two:
Scene Two:

Front door slam downstalrs

Act Three:
Scene 1

Nothing

Act Three:
Scene 2

Jimmy's Jazz Trumpet
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BOSTON UNIVERSITY
LOOK BAGK 1N ANGIR
R SHED? FOR TAPED SOUUD

To:

From:

Subject:

Act One :
tue £1 VAUGHAN WILLIAMS CONGERT ON.

Cue #2 VAUGHAN WILLIAMB OOBCERT OFF.

Ast Two
Scene One

Oue #5 (Before curtain, bouse ab half) 1LOUD INTERMITYENT BURST3
OF TRUMFET,
(Lower volume at rise of
scene curbain.
I shall give 'bumps! and
place to cut sound.)

Cue #& TRUNMPET ON. ‘
{Gradually solw bulld o ereecendec and then fade,
I shall give rise and f£4ll of sound by word)

Act Two
Beene Two -

Aet Three
Seene One

Act Three
Seene Two

gue # 5 (Frem fall of curtain of 3L, conbinved inte 32)

(T shall glve 'bumps')



To:

From:

Subject:

BOSTON UNIVERSITY

LOOK BACK IN ANGER

CUE SHEET FOR TAPED SOUND

chb One

Cue . VAUGHAN WILLIAMS CONGERT ON.
Cue #2 VAUGHAN WILLIAMS OONCERT OFF.

Act Two

Scene One

Cue #3 (Before curtain, house at half) LOUD INTERMITTENT BUBSTS
OF TRUMPET.
(Lower volume &t rise of
scéne céurtain.
I shall give 'bumps!' a.nd
place to cut sound.)

Cue #4 TRUMPET ON.
(Gradually solw build to crescendo and then fade,.
I shall give rise and fall of sound by word)

Act Two
Scene Two

Aet Three
Scene One

Act Three
,S‘-c"ene 'I‘we .

Cue # 5 (From fall of curtain of 31, continued into 32)°

FURIOUS TRUMPET ON.
(I shall give 'bumps!)
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To:

From:

Subject:

Y

BOSTON UNIVERSITY

Mr. John lLasell

Stage Manager

Readings:

Look Back In Anger

THE FOLLOWING IS A COMPLETE BREAKDOWN OF THE READINGS
HELD ON FRIDAY (25), SATURDAY (26), AND MONDAY (28):

Number
Number

Number

Number
Number
Number
Number
Number

Number

Number
Number

Number

of
of
of

of
of
of
of
of

of

of
of
of

persons who read on Friday.......cc... ,u§%7
persons who read on Saturday......... L SD
persons who read on MONGaY..cvvevevseea .

Totaleweeewen.. P

Juniors contributing to tatal..........éjéz
Seniors contributing to total........ ..jéf:
Graduate Students contributing ........;ﬁ%i
those without classification........... U{J/-

hours spent in reading on Friday.......;ﬁ
hours spent on reading on Saturday...s@é%
hours spent on reading on Monday...... é? :

Total hours spent on readings...




To:

From:

Subject:

e Ny

BOSTON UNIVERSITY

Mr. Gordon Dodge

Stage Man ager

Props: Look Back In Anger

THE FOLLOWING IS THE MOST COMPLETE LIST AVAITLABLE OF
PROPS NEEDED FOR THE GRADUATE PRODUCTION OF.LOOK BACK

IN ANGER TO BE PRESENTED AT THE BOSTON UNIVERSITY
THEATRE NOVEMBER 25 AND .26 :.

SET PROPS

1 - Double bed

1 #Fas cooker

2 Collapsible tables

1 Dressing table

1 Stool

1 Chest of drawers

4 Wooden kitchen chairs
2 Shabby leather chairs
1 Ironing board

1 Small worn rug

SMALL FPROPS

Tattered teddy bear

Soft, woolly squirrel
Bedgpread

Pillows plus plllow casges
Blanket

Cushions

Clothesgline

Pair nylons

Palir socks

British newspapers and magazines.
Books

Iron

Table cloth

Radio

Potted plant

Pipe

Cups and saucers

Kettle

Wicker hamper basket
Clean clothes in need of ironing
British dictionary
Scissors

Gauze bandage

Black handbag

PHHEE HPOHHEHEE



To:

From:

Subject:

BOSTON UNIVERSITY

Mr. Gordon Dodge

Stage Managér

Props: Look Back In Anger

SMALL PROPS

4
1

=

POHRFRENR DOV = ~JU

Suitcases

Lipstick, cream, foundation, perfume
Powder, comb, brush, hand mirror,

Bobbie pins, lace covering for dresser top
Vinegar, olive oll, mustard, ketchup, salt
and pepper shakers, milk, lux, tide, coca
cola, jam '

Cutlery holder

Pans

Plates

Knives, forks, spoons

Salad bowl

Salad tossers

Flasses

Clothes hangers

Trumpet

Soup bowls

Prayer books

Framed photograph

Wall mirrors

Ash trays

Broom

Dust brush

Dust pan

Bracket light fixtures

Hanging light bulbs with tin lamp shade

MISCELLANEOUS

1
3

Cistern
Shelves
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BOSTON UNIVERSITY

To: Mr. John Lasell

From: Stagé Manager

Subject: Look Back In Anger Script Breakdown
ACT ONE

(BEGINS PAGE 7)

Jimmy (Present from start- leaves p2l, returns p24 neg)
Cliff (Present from start- leaves p26, returns p28 neg)
Alison (Present from start- leaves p28, returns p29 neg)

(Neither Golonel nor Helena needed)
(CURTAIN PAGE 30)

ACT TWO, SCENE ONE
(BEGINS DPAGE 31)

Alison (Present from start-
Helena (Present from start-
Cliff - ( - enters p38
Jimmy - enters p38

(Colonel not needed)
(CURTAIN PAGE 50)

ACT TWO, SCENE TWO
(BEGINS PAGE 51)

Alison (Present from start- , exits p57)
Colonel Redfern (Present from start- , exits p56)
Helena ( ~ Enters p55

Cliff ( - Enters p55 exits p57)
Jimmy ¢ - Enters p 58

(Jimmy could be done without)

ACT THREE, SCENE ONE
(BEGINS PAGE 60)

Helena (Present from start-

Jimmy {(PP88ent from start-

C1liff (Present from start- , exits p68)
Alison( - Enters p60

(Neither Colonel nor Alison are needed)
(CURTAIN PAGE 70)



To:

From:

Subject:

BOSTON UNIVERSITY

ACT THREE, SCENE TWO
(BEGINS PAGE 70) .
, exits p75)

Helena (Presenﬁ from start-
Alison (Present from start-
- Enters pT4

Jimmy

(Neither Colonel nor Gliff needed)
(CURTAIN PAGE T74)



BOSTON UNIVERSITY

“Tor Mr., Gordon Dodge

Erom: Stage Manager

Subject: Props: Look Back In Anger

THE FOLLOWING ITEMS LISTED ARE FELT TO BE INDISPENSABLE
BY MR. LASELL AND MYSELF. IT WOULD BE GREATLY
APPRECIATED IF THESE PROPS, OR THEIR LIKE, COULD BE
SUPPLIED FOR REHEARSAL USE NO LATER THAN FRIDAY, OCTOBER
31,

Dressing Table

Stool for dressing table

Callapsible tables

Ironing board

Iron

Wicker hamper basket with old clothes
Chest of drawers

N

YOUR HELP IS GRATEFULLY ACKNOWLEDGED.
T}mNKS L

Jack Byer
SIM.

|
!
|
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BOSTON UNIVERSITY
To:
From:

Subject:

NOTICES POSTED GONCERNING THE
GRADUATE PRODUCTION OF JOHN
OSBORNE'S PLAY, LOOK BACK IN

ANGER.



To:
From:

Subject:

BOSTON UNIVERSITY
All Drame Students

Stage Manager

. Graduate Production Advance Notice

LOOK BACK IN ANGER, a new play by John Osborne,
twénty-seven year old English dream-smasher,
will be produced sometime imﬁediately following
the first opera- in the week before Thanksgiving,
that is.

A five character play:

Jimmy Porter

"A tornado of venemous phrases...
Already a 'hero' in contemporary
mythology..."

Alison Porter Hig wife
Cliff Lewis ~ Friend of the Porters
Helena Charles Actress friend of Alison

Colonel Redfern Alison's father

The four main characters are our contemporaries,

mid-twenties; the Colonel (fine, quiet, 2nd Act Scene)

should be done by someone like Jack Livesey, who cur-

rently is Iin the NY production which opened at the

Lyceum on October first.

We have four weeks to rehearse. Advance discussion of

readings would be welcome. The script may be found at

Baker's, or in room 110 at the Theatre.

JOHN LASELL
DIRECTOR

e g



BOSTON UNIVERSITY

To:
Erom: STAGE MANAGER
Subject: CASTING: LOOK BACK IN ANGER

THE FOLLOWING PEOPLE HAVE BEEN CAST IN LOOK BACK IN

ANGER :
JIMMY PORTER........ JUDGE SPRINGER
( CLIFF LEWIS ........ ROBERT LEVY
ALISON PORTER..... . .MARY COLE
HELENA . v ovevnnn. .. .IRENE NIKOLSKIS

COIONEL ....ceviuenn DAVE COOK
THIS CASTING IS COMPLETE AND FINAL.

THANKS TO ALL THOSE WHO AUDITIONED.

John ILasell
Director

*

&/



BOSTON UNIVERSITY

To: MEMBERS OF ALL CREWS 'FOR LOOK BACK IN ANGER
From: STAGE MANAGER
Subject: WORK SCHEDULE

THURSDAY

REPORT TO MAIN STAGE AT ONE (OR AS SOON THEREAFTER) FOR DUTY

UNTIL 7. BOYS WILL REPORT BACK TO MATN STAGE AT 10 P.M.

FRIDAY

CRENS WILL REPORT TO THEATRE AT 3.

SATURDAY

CREWS WILL REPORT TO THEATRE AT 9 A.M.

SUNDAY

CREWS WILL REPORT TO THEATRE AT 12.
NO EXCUSES 'ILL BE ACCEPTED FOR FATLURE TO REPORT FOR THESE CALLS!

Crew Membé&rs:

Keith Holzman Barbara Karol
Michael Greenberg Katherine Dunham
Virgil Johnson Marilyn Dexheimer
Franklin Keyser Symma Winston
Peter Donnelly Silvana Simoni

L



BOSTON UNIVERSITY

To: Cast: Look Back In Anger
From: Stage Manager

Subject:  Dressing Room Assignments

Mary Cole )= Room A
Irene Nikolskis )- Room L

Judge Springer )- Room 3
Robert Levy - )~ Room 3
David Cook - )= 'Room 3

Dressing Rooms will be open and available to Company
at 3PM on Frlday until late Tuesday n:Lght

Costumes may be hung in dressing rooms at any time.
It is advised that they be placed there as soon as possible,

Valuables should be given to Assistant Stage Manager
during calls. At no time should valuables be left in the dressing
room,

Half hour is called at 3 for the afternoon performance
and at 8 for the evening show,

ve.sss.eBears and Squirrels
are marvelous
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DECEMBER 1, 1957

BOSTON UNIVERSITY

To: SFA
From: JOHN W. LASELL
Subject: Budget: Look Back In Anger
SCTAIPES evvvvrviveneennenoes B 6.25 (Paid by SFA)
SSound:
Tape veriiesssreanasasene $22.25 (Cash Paid by JWL)
Recording tiiviiveceecseesss $3.00 (Cash Paid by JWL)
8.00 - (Owed to Jack Sullivan)

Rel’ltal IR RN R EREEER RN EER N ‘dx?)

GGelS LA IR IE A B AR B A IR AR AR B 2R IR IR A BN 4 $Z-|—n25 (Paid by SFA)
Props: » ‘

Furnituré Rental ........... $ 12.00 (Cash Paid by JVWL)
Hat Ciereveresesisseeeses $ 1,00 (Cash Paid by JWL)
Toaster tveivivecressvveeens $ 150 (Cash Paid by JWL)
Ga'uze i&co;oqi;;a;ov;ﬁ;oo; $ '50 <Cash Paid by JIﬂl)
Food and Papers ...eeveevese $3.25 (Cash Paid by JWL)

TOTAL $ 241.00

SFA OWES JWL $ 22.25
SFA OWES JACK SULLIVAN & 8.00
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‘Look Back_ In Anger, by John Osborne, was preduced on
November 25, 26, 1957 at the. Unlversity Theatre as

. partial requlrement for the M.F.A. degree by John
Lasell o

Look Back In Anger was chosen as a thesis production

first because the material was brand-new,'a challenge,
and secondly because it séemed to be an actors! play,
rather than a staglng problem for the director. This
evaluation report is hopelessly subjective. It should

ideally be in outline form with aims and accomplish-
ments balanced in order and importance. The lessons
learned, however, were sO many, deep, and hard, that
what follows seems the only way to relate them'at the
moment _ ‘ o

For the record “we had 23 days of rehearsal, readlng

2 days, blocklng 5, re-working two weeks, the second week.

on the main stage as the scenery, props, lights were
added. With full co-operation from cast and crew(well-
organized by Jack Byer, S.M.), expert decor job by
Dom Poleo(set) and Mike Gardiner(llghts) and closed
rehearsals, any faults in the production were the
director's. The major director's problems to discuss
are interpretatlon, variety, realism as a style of .
productlon, and theatrlcallzatlon.‘- _

The most ba31c lack was a olear-cut p01nt of—v1ew,
an idea about Osborne's 'simple'people. If the three
main characters are beat, ‘gone, in a true and theatrically
exciting way, then the play lives. Our presentation,
or just doing it, was much too vague, since an American
audience has dlfficulty finderstanding it. You must be

able to see as clearly as possible what these people are, .\Bt

before and while you hear the tirades from Porter. Our
Jimmy, Cliff, and Alidson were true enough, L feel, in
what their dlreotor demanded of them, but the specific

~emotional material of the characters wasnt sufficiently

defined(quote David Pressman). We didnt find a specific
characteristic for each actor to play, with the possible
exception of Helena, who supplled her own, and so the :

' play lacked focus.,l

Also, the ba51c rhythm was, I thlnk, faulty; I smmply
took the whole view of 1life in the Midlands too. seriously,
S0 that the entertainment values were drained away. Some
judicious cutting would have helped(as it does now in
NYC), but cuts or not, the task is to give the actors ‘
enough to do to accomplish the myriad changes of pace and
mood. If all these changes arent met, then the play

'becomes statlc, and flnally unbellevable.

I belleve the play is about “two people in love; so
we had the quilet, tender moment s between Alfson and Jim-

‘my; but if these moments over-balance the dont-care mood
whlch_is'central to,the play, then the relationship



: becomes unbearable.AAmso, 1f you take What these people
- say to each other too seriously, the tendency, I found,
‘was to take the guts out of the action by pushing the -
~big moments,. the climaxes, too far into the corners. of
the stage. The curtain of Act ‘I and the majority of Por-‘
ter's attacks on Alison are examplegp of my thinking .
- that the’ dlaloque would carry the scene, rather than see- .
ing the actors clearly. In other words I think I tried to
soften these moments, with the result of making the :
audience: very impatient with the actors. Perhaps the
; dlrector ig. trylng to be a nlce guy - for what9

. Looklng Back I flnd a dlary note dated November 11
: 'Judge leaps 1n..sound and. fury'..'how much should I
give him'; it seems to me now that I gave him a great |

.- deal of dlrectlon. The tragedy was that the direction
- was not always right. Instead of giv1ng him more to do,
T ‘asked him to play too many moments staticly, quietly,

- inside-himself, rather than the open, theatrical thing the
tirades in partlcular called for. This was direction he
didnt really wanb . to take , but accepted. Mary, playing
Alsson, was a.somewhat different problem. From the first
‘I worried that she wouldnt act everything; but again,
instead of finding one clear basic action to build the

_part around, . L let her play small -and diffuse until it
was boo late. ‘We neither of us completely understood the .

- character as Ogborne meant 1t. Helena. I saw from the first
‘as an actress; but the real point is that she's a virgin-
al friend of Allson's(the right dand wrong then makes sense).

- CLiff, in contrast, must be very common;. our Cliff was '
too much the friendly teddy-bear. Again we lost the swift—
ndtack needed. The Colonel suffered also from my lack of -
humour, and became unnecessarlly colorless. I saw him "
~as a blatant symbol of-what's wrong with England, and .
in the casting and the playing dehumanized him to the point
that we mlght as well not have had the scene at all, :

As for variety, T fell 1nto the stock director's trap
-~ of depending on the printed text for the basic blocking,
~ too static in- places, the first act needing the most imagin-
- ation, By choosing to crowd the stage center with two chairs
and ashtryxy(the boys . had to play most of the time there), '
the burden of variety was putb too dlrectly on how they read
. rather than What they dld._n_ : : o '

anpthe Theatrlcalizatlon has: been pretty well" covered, but
; ﬁio chief lesson learned was that realistic detail - if .
ités to mean anythlng - must be large and clean enough

“to carry Wlth 1mmed1acy. For 1nstance, the newspapers




‘read throughout must be handled as part of an over-all -
pattern, mnot as distractions to the main action. The folding.
passing back and forth, etc. has to be .done cleanly for '

a neat underlingng of the words. Ll e

Realism, as a.style of production, floored me, mostly

-in the last three days, when 1t was necessary to select
carefully the details in setting, costumes, lights, and
‘acting(or blend this with the rest). Instead of working
tripley hard, and questioning everything, I became those
. last three days a bemused amateur again, admiring the -
'lovely' stage. By not putting pressure on the whole group
of actors and tech people, I also learned that one greatly
increases the chances of panic, which we met head-on in the

first performance. ST S ' >

- Realism is a mood like everything else, and mood comes
from your objects, and here again my initial preparation
 of the play showed its.faults. the set dressing became too

 busy, too much was tried in the lights, I suppose to com-
- pensate for my not using the stage fully enough with the
actors, and the problem of orchestrating off-stage sound
with dialogue was never really investigated or solved.

Finally.....as a directing student, the.chance to
pro&ucé»LBIA”became_an;eXpellentflearning,ground: I found
T could at least make & start with 'new!' material(meaning

T had no pre-conceived ideas about it), and that I -
could work with older, more experienced actors, and a
‘larger stage. But I think my concept of the play was
very. fuzzy, and. the Ways’to express>that concept too
non~thedricale T R g







