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Introduction





André Previn and I met in 1974 while he was the principal conductor of the London Symphony Orchestra. One day not long afterwards he said that if I ever wanted to write something which needed a symphony orchestra, well, he had one. We agreed early on that we would try to go beyond a mere recitation for the concert platform, and also that we were not writing a piece for singers. In short, it was going to be a real play, to be performed in conjunction with, and bound up with, a symphony orchestra.


My qualifications for writing about an orchestra amounted to a spell as a triangle-player in a kindergarten percussion band. I informed my collaborator that the play was going to be about a millionaire triangle-player with his own orchestra. At the point where the whimsical edifice was about to collapse I tried to save it by making the orchestra a delusion of the millionaire’s brain. Once the orchestra became an imaginary orchestra, there was no need for the millionaire to be a millionaire either. I changed tack: the play would be about a lunatic triangle-player who thought he had an orchestra. Unfortunately I had no genuine reason for writing about an orchestra or a lunatic, and thus had nothing to write. Music and triangles led me into a diversion on Euclid’s axioms, but it didn’t belong anywhere, and I was ready to call my own bluff.


This is where matters stood when in April 1976 I met Victor Fainberg. For some months previously I had been reading books and articles by and about the Russian dissidents, intending to use the material for a television play, and so I knew that Mr Fainberg had been one of a group of people arrested in Red Square in August 1968 during a peaceful demonstration against the Warsaw Pact invasion of Czechoslovakia. He had been pronounced insane and in 1974 he had emerged into exile from five years in the Soviet prison-hospital system. For Mr Fainberg freedom was, at that time, mainly the freedom to double his efforts on behalf of colleagues left behind. His main concern when I met him was to secure the release of Vladimir Bukovsky, himself a victim of the abuse of psychiatry in the USSR, whose revelations about that abuse had got him sentenced to consecutive terms of prison, labour camp and internal exile amounting to twelve years. Mr Fainberg was not a man to be broken or silenced; an insistent, discordant note, one might say, in an orchestrated society. I told André that the triangle-player who thought he had an orchestra was now sharing a cell with a political prisoner. I had something to write about, and in a few weeks the play was finished.


Not that the prisoner, Alexander, is Victor or anyone else. But the speech in which he describes the treatment he received in the Leningrad Special Psychiatric Hospital is taken from an article in Index,* and there are other borrowings from life, such as the doctor’s comment, ‘Your opinions are your symptoms.’ Victor Fainberg in his own identity makes an appearance in the text as one of the group ‘M to S’ in the speech where Alexander identifies people by letters of the alphabet.


The offstage hero of Every Good Boy Deserves Favour, referred to as ‘my friend C’, is Vladimir Bukovsky. The Bukovsky campaign, which was supported by many people in several countries, achieved its object in December 1976, when he was taken from prison and sent to the West. While we were rehearsing I met Mr Bukovsky in London and invited him to the rehearsals. He came and stayed to watch for an hour or two. He was diffident, friendly, and helpful on points of detail in the production, but his presence was  disturbing. There was a sense of worlds colliding. I began to feel embarrassed. One of the actors seized up in the  middle of a speech touching on the experiences of our  visitor, and found it impossible to continue.


The teacher in the play talks of ‘the bad old days’ of show trials and executions in the Stalin era. By 1991, when the Soviet Union was dissolved, she would have known enough about her own period to say with some meaning that these too were ‘the bad old days’. But for the twenty-first century, the bad old days are now. Since 1992 political assassination in Russia has become almost commonplace. About fifty journalists have been murdered. In February 2008, The Times reported, ‘Roman Nikolaichik, a parliamentary candidate for The Other Russia [party] … was sent to a psychiatric hospital after police questioned him about his political activities.”





The television play which I had hoped to write from the Russian material still had to be written. At least, I had promised myself that I would write a TV play to mark Amnesty International’s ‘Prisoner of Conscience Year’ (1977), and I had promised the BBC that I would come up with something by 31 December 1976. On that day I had nothing to show, nothing begun and nothing in mind.


On 6 January in Prague three men, a playwright, an actor and a journalist, were arrested in the act of attempting to deliver a document to their own government. This document turned out to be a request that the government should implement its own laws. It pointed out that the Czechoslovak people had been deprived of rights guaranteed by an agreement made between nations at Helsinki, and that anyone who tried to claim these rights was victimised by the government, which had put its name to the agreement. The document, initially signed by 241 people, was headed ‘Charter 77’.


I had had ill-formed and unformed thoughts of writing about Czechoslovakia for a year or two. Moreover, I had been strongly drawn to the work and personality of the arrested playwright, Vaclav Havel. Thus it would be natural to expect that the setting and subject matter of Professional Foul declared themselves as soon as the Charter story broke, but in fact I was still sifting through a mass of Amnesty International documents about Russia, and when a friend invited me to keep him company on a week’s visit to Moscow and Leningrad, I went hoping that the trip would unlock the play.


Perhaps predictably, the trip made the play much more difficult, since it brought me too close to the situation to leave me with any desire to trick it out with ‘character’, ‘dramatic shape’, ‘denouement’, and so on, but not close enough to enable me to write about it from the inside. Instead, the trip to Russia unlocked a play about Czechoslovakia: there was an Archimedean footing, somewhere between involvement and detachment, which offered a point of leverage. By the beginning of March the general scheme of Professional Foul had been worked out, and after that the play was written very quickly, the first draft in about three weeks.


Meanwhile, Vaclav Havel was in gaol, on charges devised to dissociate his arrest from his activities as a spokesman for Charter 77. After four and a half months he was released, pending his trial, which took place while this Introduction was being written. For ‘attempting to damage the name of the State abroad’, Mr Havel was sentenced to fourteen months, suspended for two years.


He would be the first to object that in mentioning his name only, I am putting undue emphasis on his part in the Czechoslovakian human rights movement. Others have gone to gaol, and many more have been victimised. This is true. But I have in mind not just the Chartist but the author of The Garden Party, The Memorandum, The Audience and other plays. It is to a fellow writer that I dedicate Professional Foul in admiration.





Tom Stoppard, 1978 and 2008







* Index on Censorship, Vol. 4, No. 2, published by a non-profit-making company, Writers and Scholars International. For more information visit www.indexoncensorship.org.
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First Performance










Every Good Boy Deserves Favour was first performed at the Royal Festival Hall, London, in July 1977, with the London Symphony Orchestra, conducted by André Previn. The cast was as follows:





Alexander   Ian McKellen


Ivanov   John Wood


Sacha   Andrew Sheldon


Doctor   Patrick Stewart


Teacher   Barbara Leigh-Hunt


Colonel   Philip Locke





Director   Trevor Nunn


Designer   Ralph Koltai





Every Good Boy Deserves Favour was revived in the Olivier auditorium of the National Theatre, London, in January 2009, with the Southbank Sinfonia, conducted by Simon Over. The cast was as follows:





Alexander   Joseph Millson


Ivanov   Toby Jones


Sacha   Bryony Hannah


Doctor   Dan Stevens


Teacher   Bronagh Gallagher


Colonel   Alan Williams





Ensemble: Finn Caldwell, Sarah Dowling, Conor Doyle, Jane Leaney, Rob McNeill, Emily Mytton, Fernanda Prata and Vinicius Salles





Directors   Felix Barrett and Tom Morris


Designer   Bob Crowley


Lighting Designer   Bruno Poet
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Alexander


Ivanov


Sacha


Doctor


Teacher


(female)


Colonel



























Note








Although in this edition only the text is printed, Every Good Boy Deserves Favour is a work consisting of words and music, and is incomplete without the score composed by its co-author, André Previn.
























Every Good Boy Deserves Favour








Three separate acting areas are needed.


1. The CELL needs two beds.


2. The OFFICE needs a table and two chairs.


3. The SCHOOL needs a school desk.


These areas can be as small as possible but each has to be approachable from each of the others, and the lighting on each ought to be at least partly controllable independently of the other two and of the orchestra itself, which needless to say occupies the platform.


The cell is occupied by two men, Alexander and Ivanov. Alexander is a political prisoner and Ivanov is a genuine mental patient.


It will become clear in performance, but may well be stated now, that the orchestra for part of the time exists in the imagination of Ivanov. Ivanov has with him an orchestral triangle.


The office is empty.


In the school the Teacher stands, and Sacha sits at the desk.




CELL


The office and school are not ‘lit’. In the cell, Alexander and Ivanov sit on their respective beds. The orchestra tunes up. The tuning-up continues normally but after a minute or two the musicians lapse into miming the tuning-up.


Thus we have silence while the orchestra goes through the motions of tuning.


Ivanov stands up, with his triangle and rod. The orchestra becomes immobile.


Silence.


Ivanov strikes the triangle, once. The orchestra starts miming a performance. He stands concentrating, listening to music which we cannot hear, and striking his triangle as and when the ‘music’ requires it. We only hear the triangle occasionally. Alexander watches this – a man watching another man occasionally hitting a triangle.


This probably lasts under a minute. Then, very quietly, we begin to hear what Ivanov can hear – i.e. the orchestra becomes audible. So now his striking of the triangle begins to fit into the context which makes sense of it.


The music builds slowly, gently. And then on a single cue the platform light level jumps up with the conductor in position and the orchestra playing fully and loudly. The triangle is a prominent part in the symphony.


Now we are flying. Alexander just keeps watching Ivanov.


Ivanov   (furiously interrupts) No – no – no –


The orchestra drags to a halt.


(Shouts.) Go back to the timpani.


The orchestra goes back, then relapses progressively, swiftly, into mime, and when it is almost inaudible Alexander coughs loudly. Ivanov glances at him reproachfully. After the cough there is only silence with Ivanov intermittently striking his triangle, and the orchestra miming.


Better – good – much better …


Alexander is trying not to cough.


Ivanov finishes with a final beat on the triangle.


The orchestra finishes.


Ivanov sits down. Alexander coughs luxuriously.


(Apologetically.) I know what you’re thinking.


Alexander   (understandingly) It’s all right.


Ivanov   No, you can say it. The cellos are rubbish.


Alexander   (cautiously) I’m not really a judge of music.


Ivanov   I was scraping the bottom of the barrel, and that’s how they sound. And what about the horns? Should I persevere with them?


Alexander   The horns?


Ivanov   Brazen to a man but mealy-mouthed. Butter wouldn’t melt. When I try to reason with them they purse their lips. Tell me, do you have an opinion on the fungoid log-rollers spreading wet rot through the woodwinds? Not to speak of the glockenspiel.


Alexander   The glockenspiel?


Ivanov   I asked you not to speak of it. Give me a word for the harpist.


Alexander   I don’t really –


Ivanov   Plucky. A harpist who rushes in where a fool would fear to tread – with all my problems you’d think I’d be spared exquisite irony. I’ve got a blue-arsed bassoon, a blue-tongued contra-bassoon, an organ grinder’s chimpani, and the bass drum is in urgent need of a dermatologist.


Alexander   Your condition is interesting.


Ivanov   I’ve got a violin section which is to violin playing what Heifetz is to water polo. I’ve got a tubercular great-nephew of John Philip Sousa who goes oom when he should be going pah. And the Jew’s harp has applied for a visa. I’m seriously thinking of getting a new orchestra. Do you read music?


Alexander   No.


Ivanov   Don’t worry: crochets, minims, sharp, flat, every good boy deserves favour. You’ll pick it up in no time. What is your instrument?


Alexander   I do not play an instrument.


Ivanov   Percussion? Strings? Brass?


Alexander   No.


Ivanov   Reed? Keyboard?


Alexander   I’m afraid not.


Ivanov   I’m amazed. Not keyboard. Wait a minute – flute.


Alexander   No. Really.


Ivanov   Extraordinary. Give me a clue. If I beat you to a pulp would you try to protect your face or your hands? Which would be the more serious – if you couldn’t sit down for a week or couldn’t stand up? I’m trying to narrow it down, you see. Can I take it you don’t stick this instrument up your arse in a kneeling position?


Alexander   I do not play an instrument.


Ivanov   You can speak frankly. You will find I am without prejudice. I have invited musicians into my own house. And do you know why? – Because we all have some musician in us. Any man says he has no musician in him, I’ll call that man a bigot. Listen, I’ve had clarinet players eating at my own table. I’ve had French whores and gigolos speak to me in the public street, I mean horns, I mean piccolos, so don’t worry about me, maestro, I’ve sat down with them, drummers even, sharing a plate of tagliatelle Verdi and stuffed Puccini – why, I know people who make the orchestra eat in the kitchen, off scraps, the way you’d throw a trombone to a dog, I mean a second violinist, I mean to the lions; I love musicians, I respect them, human beings to a man. Let me put it like this: if I smashed this instrument of yours over your head, would you need a carpenter, a welder, or a brain surgeon?


Alexander   I do not play an instrument. If I played an instrument I’d tell you what it was. But I do not play one. I have never played one. I do not know how to play one. I am not a musician.


Ivanov   What the hell are you doing here?


Alexander   I was put here.


Ivanov   What for?


Alexander   For slander.


Ivanov   Slander? What a fool! Never speak ill of a musician! – Those bastards won’t rest. They’re animals, to a man.


Alexander   This was political.


Ivanov   Let me give you some advice. Number one – never mix music with politics. Number two – never confide in your psychiatrist. Number three – practise!


Alexander   Thank you.


Ivanov strikes his triangle once. The cell lighting fades.


Percussion band. The music is that of a band of young children. It includes strings but they are only plucked.


Pretty soon the percussion performance goes wrong because there is a subversive triangle in it. The triangle is struck randomly and then rapidly, until finally it is the only instrument to be heard. And then the triangle stops.










SCHOOL


The lights come up on the Teacher and Sacha. The Teacher is holding a triangle.


Teacher   Well? Are you colour blind?


Sacha   No.


Teacher   Let me see your music.


Sacha has sheet music on his desk.


Very well. What are the red notes?


Sacha   Strings.


Teacher   Green?


Sacha   Tambourine.


Teacher   Purple?


Sacha   Drum.


Teacher   Yellow?


Sacha   Triangle.


Teacher   Do you see forty yellow notes in a row?


Sacha   No.


Teacher   What then? Detention is becoming a family tradition. Your name is notorious. Did you know that?


Sacha   Yes.


Teacher   How did you know?


Sacha   Everybody tells me.


Teacher   Open a book.


Sacha   What book?


Teacher   Any book. Fathers and Sons, perhaps.


Sacha takes a book out of the desk?


Is it Turgenev?


Sacha   It’s my geometry book.


Teacher   Yes, your name goes round the world. By telegram. It is printed in the newspapers. It is spoken on the radio. With such a famous name why should you bother with different colours? We will change the music for you. It will look like a field of buttercups, and sound like dinnertime.


Sacha   I don’t want to be in the orchestra.


Teacher   Open the book. Pencil and paper. You see what happens to anti-social malcontents.


Sacha   Will I be sent to the lunatics’ prison?


Teacher   Certainly not. Read aloud.


Sacha   ‘A point has position but no dimension.’


Teacher   The asylum is for malcontents who don’t know what they’re doing.


Sacha   ‘A line has length but no breadth.’


Teacher   They know what they’re doing but they don’t know it’s anti-social.


Sacha   ‘A straight line is the shortest distance between two points.’


Teacher   They know it’s anti-social but they’re fanatics.


Sacha   ‘A circle is the path of a point moving equidistant to a given point.’


Teacher   They’re sick.


Sacha   ‘A polygon is a plane area bounded by straight lines.’


Teacher   And it’s not a prison, it’s a hospital.


Pause


Sacha   ‘A triangle is the polygon bounded by the fewest possible sides.’


Teacher   Good. Perfect. Copy neatly ten times, and if you’re a good boy I might find you a better instrument.


Sacha   (writing) ‘A triangle is the polygon bounded by the fewest possible sides.’ Is this what they make Papa do?


Teacher   Yes. They make him copy, ‘I am a member of an orchestra and we must play together.’


Sacha   How many times?


Teacher   A million.


Sacha   A million?


Pause.


(Cries.) Papa!


Alexander   (cries) Sacha!


This cry is Alexander shouting in his sleep at the other end of the stage.


Ivanov sits watching Alexander.


The orchestra plays chords between the following.


Sacha   Papa!


Teacher   Hush!


Alexander   Sacha!


The orchestra continues with percussion element for perhaps ten seconds and then is sabotaged by a triangle beaten rapidly, until the triangle is the only sound heard.


Alexander sits up and the triangle stops.










CELL


Ivanov   Dinnertime.


Orchestra.







OFFICE


Ivanov goes to sit at the table in the office, which is now the lit area.


In the orchestra one of the lowliest violinists leaves his place. The orchestra accompanies and parodies this man’s actions as he leaves the platform and enters the office. Ivanov is sitting at the table on one of the chairs. The man (Doctor) puts his violin on the table. The orchestra has been following him the whole time and the Doctor’s movements fit precisely to the music.


Ivanov jumps up from his chair and shouts in the general direction of the orchestra.


Ivanov   All right, all right!


The music cuts out. The Doctor pauses, looking at Ivanov.


(To the Doctor.) I’m sorry about that.


Ivanov sits down.


The Doctor sits down and all the strings accompany this movement into his chair.


Ivanov leaps up again.


(Shouts.) I’ll have your gut for garters!


Doctor   Sit down, please.


Ivanov   (sitting down) It’s the only kind of language they understand.


Doctor   Did the pills help at all?


Ivanov   I don’t know. What pills did you give them?


Doctor   Now look, there is no orchestra. We cannot make progress until we agree that there is no orchestra.


Ivanov   Or until we agree that there is.


Doctor   (slapping his violin, which is on the table) But there is no orchestra.


Ivanov glances at the violin.


I have an orchestra, but you do not.


Ivanov   Does that seem reasonable to you?


Doctor   It just happens to be so. I play in an orchestra occasionally. It is my hobby. It is a real orchestra. Yours is not. I am a doctor. You are a patient. If I tell you you do not have an orchestra, it follows that you do not have an orchestra. If you tell me you have an orchestra, it follows that you do not have an orchestra. Or rather it does not follow that you do have an orchestra.


Ivanov   I am perfectly happy not to have an orchestra.


Doctor   Good.


Ivanov   I never asked to have an orchestra.


Doctor   Keep saying to yourself, ‘I have no orchestra. I have never had an orchestra. I do not want an orchestra.’


Ivanov   Absolutely.


Doctor   ‘There is no orchestra.’


Ivanov   All right.


Doctor   Good.


Ivanov   There is one thing you can do for me.


Doctor   Yes?


Ivanov   Stop them playing.
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