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            Works by Harauld Hughes

         

         plays

         platform

         table

         roast

         roost

         prompt

         flight

         shunt

         dependence

         
             

         

         prose/pieces

         speech

         the sitting-down door (a play without words)

         
             

         

         screenplays

         the swinging models

         the especially wayward girl

         the model and the rocker

         the terrible witch

         the awful woman from space

         the deadly gust

         the glowing wrong

         o bedlam! o bedlam! (unfinished)

         
             

         

         poetry

         the wound, the woods, the well:

         the collected poems of harauld hughes 1957–1977

      

   


   
      
         v

         
            HARAULD HUGHES:

PLAYS

PROSE

PIECES

POETRY

            Edited by Richard Ayoade

         

         
            
               
[image: ]vi
               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
vii
            Contents

         

         
            
               
	Title Page

                  	Introduction by Richard Ayoade 

                  	Chronology 

                  	Introduction by Lady Virginia Lovilocke 

                  	I PROSE/PIECES 

                  	Speech 

                  	The Sitting-Down Door (A Play Without Words) 

                  	II PLAYS 

                  	Platform 

                  	Table 

                  	Roast 

                  	Roost 

                  	Prompt 

                  	Shunt 

                  	Flight 

                  	Dependence 

                  	New Views on Hughes by Chloë Clifton-Wright 

                  	III POETRY 

                  	Bundle 

                  	Erosion 

                  	The Breakdown 

                  	It Is Said 

                  	The Well 

                  	The Wound 

                  	Then What 

                  	There 

                  	
Woods viii 


                  	Beau’s Song 

                  	Cliff’s Song 

                  	Beau and Angela’s Song 

                  	(You Make My) Love Beat 

                  	O Bedlam! O Bedlam! 

                  	(Why Don’t You) Take a Walk (with Me) in Old Bedlam? 

                  	(Why Don’t You) Take a Walk (with Me) in Old Bedlam? (Reprise) 

                  	(There Ain’t No) Leavin’ Bedlam 

                  	Afterword by Lady Virginia Lovilocke 

                  	About the author and editor 

                  	Also by Richard Ayoade 

                  	Copyright 

               



         

      

   


   
      
         
ix
            Introduction
by Richard Ayoade

         

         (Note: this introduction is an edited version of a passage from The Unfinished Harauld Hughes, published by Faber & Faber.)

         
             

         

         I cannot remember when someone first mentioned the name Harauld Hughes to me, but I do remember when I was first told I looked like him.

         I was panning for classics in a second-hand bookshop when I looked up to see the stress-pinked eyes of the bookshop owner, Keith, a piece of white chocolate softening in his ghostly hands. ‘You have a double,’ he said.

         This used to happen often. People would say I reminded them of someone they knew. What they tended to mean was that they had once met another person whom they couldn’t confidently categorise in terms of ethnicity – a variation on ‘Where are you from, originally?’

         I said either ‘Oh’ or ‘Huh?’ or ‘Right’, one of those barely communicative cul-de-sacs designed to bring conversation to a close, but Keith persisted.

         ‘Look under “H”,’ he said. ‘“H” for Hughes.’

         I held up a copy of Birthday Letters.

         ‘Not that windswept bastard. Harauld. H. A. R. A. U. L. D. The mother was Welsh.’

         I found the name on a spine. Harauld Hughes: The Two-Hander Trilogy.

         ‘Look on the back,’ Keith said.

         I looked. I saw the author’s picture.

         I had a double. Even in profile, the resemblance was remarkable. It was me.

         Of course, there was a variation in age. I was sixteen and, by that stage, had written only one or two major theatrical works. xHughes, pictured in a stark black-and-white photograph, looked to be in his thirties, had the command of a literary giant and wore the kind of glasses I would search for, in vain, from that moment on.

         I opened the book and, on the inside of the dust jacket, saw the titles of the three individual plays:

         Platform. Table. Shunt.

         Aggressive, terse, mysterious. Within moments I was drawn into Hughes’s sinister dance of suspicion and destruction.

         ‘Would you like to read all of the book before you buy it?’ said Keith, as he licked his upturned fingers; they were crooked, like flesh stalagmites, waxed white.

         Now, with these new editions collecting a fuller picture of Hughes than we have ever had before, we can – praise be – read (nearly) all the books. Though Hughes’s work is, in a sense, without end, for it lives on in the human heart. Indeed, without his work, would we even remember we have hearts?

         
             

         

         Peckham, 2024

      

   


   
      
         
xi
            Chronology

         

         
            (Note: stage plays appear in CAPITALS; films/televised plays are in italics.)

            1931 – Harauld Hughes is born in Cardiff to Ophelia Hughes, a former missionary.

            1932 – Hughes is taken to London by his ‘Uncle’ Clifton, known in the Elephant as ‘Monkey’ Perch. But Perch, dissolute, is unable to care for the boy and in any case has his own twins, Colin and Mickie, to look after. Hughes is encouraged to start primary school five years early and is looked after by various teachers.

            1939 – Start of the Second World War. Hughes offers to enlist but is evacuated to Ipswich, which is its own kind of war. Went to Whepstead briefly, before running away to volunteer at RAF Martlesham. Stayed on as a junior officer, making tea and running errands.

            1940 – Hughes made an honorary junior officer at the RAF base in Martlesham. He helps to develop sonar technologies by offering to fetch whatever’s needed.

            1945 – End of the Second World War. Hughes receives a full military discharge and moves back to London.

            1946 – Hughes becomes a landlord for the first time, taking ownership of a flat near Elephant and Castle.

            1954 – Hughes marries Felicity Stoat. Two years his senior, she is an established rep actress. Hughes acts under the name Monty Boat. He and Stoat have a son, Bartholomew.

            1955 – Stoat cast as Boudicca in the British series Boudicca the Brave. Hughes cast in the supporting role of Brynlee, illegitimate xiibrother of King Prasutagus. Leslie Francis directs some of the episodes, meeting Hughes for the first time.

            1956 – Leslie Francis wins a Scottish BAFTA for his short film Hail to Thee, O Carrot!

            1959 – Hughes’s THE SITTING-DOWN DOOR (A PLAY WITHOUT WORDS) debuts at Swansea University. The student newspaper reviews it and gives it a favourable notice. The play shows ‘pockets of promise’.

            1960 – PLATFORM, directed by Leslie Francis, opens in the West End. The producer is Mickie Perch, though he is not involved artistically. The play receives poor notices and loses money. Harauld signs a ten-picture contract with The Anglers Production Company (which Mickie runs with his brother Colin) to offset some of the incurred loss. The accounting for this ‘Recoupment’ is entirely at Mickie’s discretion.

            1961 – TABLE opens in Guildford. It is a modest success but doesn’t transfer.

            1962 – ROAST and ROOST open at the Royal Court. The plays run for the rest of the year.

   Hughes and Stoat move into a grand six-storey house in St John’s Wood. The property is owned by Mickie Perch and rented to Hughes and Stoat in lieu of Perch’s continued support for Hughes’s theatrical endeavours. Perch regrets to inform Hughes that because of the high cost of the property, The Recoupment will have to be deferred until Hughes can afford to buy the property outright, which is not possible because the house is not for sale.

   Hughes says he feels lost in north London and loses a stone in two weeks just by going up and down the stairs. Stoat loves the house and says she’ll never leave. She never does (until she is later sectioned).

   Hughes writes the poem ‘Woods’, though it is not about St John’s Wood; ‘It’s about itself.’

            1963 – Hughes is contracted to do uncredited script ‘doctoring’ on It’s a Ruddy Racket!, directed by Leslie Francis. The film is xiiicritically acclaimed, though Hughes’s (low) fee goes towards The Recoupment.

            1964 – FLIGHT cements Hughes’s move away from the Royal Court. Staged outside with no audience, it is not a financial success. The Recoupment starts to accrue interest. In desperation, Hughes allows Perch to pitch a TV adaptation of his theatrical works.

            1965 – The Harauld Hughes Half-Hour Play debuts on British television. Owing to a national transport strike that leaves people stranded at home, the first episode, Platform, is seen by nearly half the country. The series receives wide acclaim, and Hughes becomes a publicly recognised figure. Hughes writes two new television-only plays, Prompt and the shorter piece Shunt.

            1966 – The Swinging Models, scripted by Hughes, directed by Ibssen Anderssen and produced by Mickie Perch, is released and becomes a ‘hit’. It is notable for being the first English film to feature a woman saying the word ‘shit’. Despite the revenues generated, Hughes’s share of the profits is negligible and entirely swallowed up by The Recoupment.

            1967 – The Especially Wayward Girl, scripted by Hughes, is another collaboration with Anderssen and Perch. It does less well than The Swinging Models, but still makes a healthy profit. An ‘unforeseen tax burden’ means that Mickie Perch has to freeze any possibility of reducing The Recoupment for another seven years.

            1968 – The Model and the Rocker completes The Models Trilogy. It is a commercial success, though a plateau, artistically.

            1969 – The Terrible Witch is released. It starts a cycle of rip-off films, including The Even More Terrible Witch and Son of a Witch, to which Hughes contributes uncredited material. Leslie Francis’s And …?! is given a special jury award at the Berlin Festival for Most Innovatively Punctuated Film.

            1970 – The Awful Woman from Space sees Hughes explore a new milieu, ‘soft SF’. xiv

            1971 – Hughes works on the screenplay for Harlem Shuttle, about an inner-city badminton team. The film is not made.

            1972 – Hughes writes DEPENDENCE. He receives an honour for creating the Year’s Longest Play in Proportion to Its Script. The Times describes it as ‘more pause than play’ and ‘spectacularly hermetic’. It is his last work for the stage.

            1973 – The Deadly Gust, Hughes’s self-reflective meditation on the nature of writing. A succès d’estime, Ibssen Anderssen declares it to be his favourite of his collaborations with Hughes. The film loses money, leading to an increase in The Recoupment deficit.

            1974 – The Glowing Wrong, a satirical attack on both church and state. On the penultimate day of its shoot, Ibssen Anderssen is discovered in his flat, unconscious after an overdose of antihistamines. Leslie Francis completes the last day’s shooting of The Glowing Wrong and takes over the edit. The film is a success. Francis receives a co-directing credit.

            1975 – Hughes goes through the whole year without writing, instead throwing himself into badminton. He appears in an advert for an insurance company that has the tagline: ‘You handle the drama, we’ll handle the insurance.’ His considerable fee goes some way to offsetting The Recoupment, but he is still far from breaking even.

            1976 – Hughes and Lady Virginia Lovilocke compete in a charity badminton tournament. The two become lovers.

   Hughes works on the screenplay of O Bedlam! O Bedlam!, which is to be directed by Leslie Francis. Hughes moves out of the marital home. Lady Lovilocke tells her husband Langley that she’s fallen in love with Hughes. Langley understands completely. The two men meet to discuss their good taste.

   Felicity Stoat learns of the affair and begins to make a fuss. Hughes moves into Mickie Perch’s Soho apartment.

   Principal photography starts on O Bedlam! O Bedlam! Leslie Francis has a heart attack during production. Filming is halted, and the rushes are seized by the insurance company. xv

            1977 – With the help of Langley Lovilocke, Hughes mounts a legal challenge against The Anglers’ financial practices. The London offices of both Colin and Mickie Perch are raided. Hughes suffers a mini-stroke after a fight with Mickie. Hughes and Mickie part ways and will never speak again. Colin Perch attempts to drown himself in the sea but finds it too cold to go through with it. His search for a sea warm enough to contemplate death takes him to Barbados.

   Ibssen Anderssen is discovered, dead, in his flat. The coroner’s report rules the death to be accidental, but rumours abound of foul play.

            1980 – Langley Lovilocke commits suicide, and Felicity Stoat is sectioned, leaving Hughes and Lady Virginia free to marry.

            1982 – Thanks to the intervention of the Lovilocke estate, Hughes finally recoups.

            1983 – Hughes writes a new poem but loses it in Belarus. Felicity Stoat commits suicide.

            1986 – Hughes receives the Euripides Prize. He writes his first new piece for the theatre in nearly fifteen years, SPEECH.

            1990 – The publication of The Collected Prose and Poetry of Harauld Hughes.

            1991 – Hughes starts to write DISSIDENCE and PROVIDENCE, a seven-second diptych protesting the Gulf War. By the time he finishes writing them, in 1993, the invasion is over. The plays are staged at dawn, in the London Library, and only for non-members. The plays are then destroyed.

            1997 – Hughes donates his remaining personal archive to the Elephant and Castle library. Although they weren’t expecting it, they say they are happy to try and find somewhere to store it.

            1998 – Hughes becomes the unofficial writer-in-residence at his local Costa Coffee.

            2006 – Harauld Hughes dies. xvi
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            Introduction
by Lady Virginia Lovilocke

         

         (Note: this introduction first appeared in The Collected Shorter Works of Harauld Hughes, published by Faber & Faber.)

         
             

         

         Harauld would have been thrilled by this collection of his shorter works. He was just as proud of his shorter works as he was of his longer works (though he would fiercely defend his medium-length works as well!). He would often wake me in the night to talk about politics or tell me he was cold, but frequently it would be to read to me from one of these shorter works, which he felt were especially effective when read out loudly between 3 and 4 a.m. After he had completed the recital, for which he demanded my unwavering focus, he would ask, drenched in sweat, those wonderful black eyes of his flashing, why anyone would imply that these shorter works lacked the structural integrity of the longer ones. I told him that I simply didn’t understand, and that seemed to make him happy.

         How fitting it is that many of these shorter works were the ones Harauld himself selected for the television programme The Harauld Hughes Half-Hour Play, for it was while watching Platform, so wonderfully staged for the broadcast by Leslie Francis, that I decided I simply had to meet the brilliant man who wrote it. We did so six years later, at a poetry recital in honour of some of the poems T. S. Eliot thought of writing, but ultimately decided not to. Harauld had a protracted physical altercation with a latecomer that ended with the man losing some of his thumb. In fact, the man’s cries can be heard on the vinyl recording of the event. Fortunately, my father was a viscount, and he helped Harauld settle the matter privately. The event certainly brought Harauld and I to one another’s attention, but we were both married and already in the middle of other affairs. But the pull between us was to prove irresistible. xviii

         Five years later, Harauld was competing in a charity badminton tournament to raise funds for one of those terrible conflicts that kept springing up in Africa, and asked me to join him for the mixed doubles. My children were terribly upset, of course, because they were home from school that Saturday, and after that I would be in Europe for the rest of the year, but I found myself saying yes to Harauld and, in a sense, to the rest of my life.

         There were things to work out on a family level, obviously, and that was terribly difficult. I had eight or nine children, and a husband, Langley, who had always been decent, if unexciting. Harauld’s then wife, Felicity Stoat, was a brilliant actress, but given to self-pity, which was very draining and one of the reasons why Harauld refused to have more than one child, a dull boy called Bartholomew, with her. Harauld and I cocooned ourselves at the Dorchester, and despite fortune’s vagaries, were in a bubble of bliss from then on. But it was only after we both lost our spouses to suicide and insanity respectively that we were free to marry. Oh, joyous day!

         When Harauld began to work, he would have no idea as to the length of the play that he was writing. But after a day or two, he might get a sense. ‘This one’s a short one,’ he would say, or, ‘I have a feeling this one might be long. Or longish.’ Often, something he initially thought might turn out long would end up being short. These moments were especially exciting; the air around him would positively thrum with electricity. ‘I thought it would be short, but it’s actually quite long!’ he would say, shooing a child back into the loving arms of a housekeeper.

         It might have tickled Harauld, who so loved to talk, and who spent so much of his life talking to, and over, people, to find me conversing so freely in this foreword. Perhaps he knew, with these selected shorter works, that he would have the last word and that what I said wouldn’t matter so very much. Harauld felt that his plays should speak for themselves, and I would agree. Indeed, these plays, though shorter than the long ones, say an awful lot, without taking up one’s whole evening. Harauld loved evenings, and he loved making the most of them, without being cooped up in a theatre the whole time. ‘Whatever is in me has to come out,’ xixhe would say. ‘The damn length is beside the point.’ How right he was, and I, for one, am pleased that these admittedly short works came out of him and are now so wonderfully reproduced in this slim volume. xx
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3
            Speech

            On Receiving the 1986 Euripides Prize for Excellence in Short-Form Drama

         

         A long time ago, new to the craft of playwriting and even newer to the ignominies of the circus surrounding it, I was asked by a journalist – one of those pitiless limpets on civilisation’s failing hull – what, exactly, my plays were ‘about’. In a fit of impatience (it was my third interview of the day and I was exhausted), I replied, ‘They’re about the piece of grit beneath the veneer; the acid bubbling in the back of the throat; the speck of rust on the scalpel slicing into your gum.’ Looking back, it’s clear that I was unhappy with my dentist. But the imagery stuck and became a stick, a gritty stick, with which to beat me.

         Since then, I have resisted all attempts to discuss my work. It is my deep admiration for Euripides that has brought me here tonight, forty minutes’ taxi ride from an airport that is best forgotten, if not forgiven. (It was certainly not the fee, which is best described as ‘honorific’.)

         One of the many deprivations of my childhood was that I was denied access to the major Greek dramatists – something, ironically, for which I never forgave my mother. But, in my early teens, I discovered a slim volume of Euripides in our local bookshop after I knocked into a shelf and it literally fell at my feet. And although I had neither the money nor the inclination to buy it (the book, let alone the shop), I enjoyed seeing, and then saying, the name Euripides. I still do. ‘Euripides.’ I felt an immediate sense of kinship, so I bowed down to this prone tome and offered to help it back up.

         In fact, I wrote a poem about it:

         
            
               Euripides,

               Euripides. 4

               Get off your

               Knees, Euripides.

               Please. It’s time

               To call it a day.

            

         

         A proper preoccupation of the writer is the cultivation of a good name. And, name-wise, ‘Euripides’ packs one hell of a wallop. It’s a chicken supper with all the trimmings. For, I say to you, are we much more than our names? Have any of us gone to see an unattributed play? In terms of the theatre, there is no Chartres. A work by an unknown author is automatically a tragedy. And lest anyone mention the medieval morality plays, I’m talking about plays that people go to see willingly.

         We go to the theatre to participate in a story about characters, yes, but we also go to participate in a story about ourselves. A story in which we are literate, sensitive and engaged. A story that places us at its centre and puts our collective big finger into the warm meat of culture’s pie.

         But how will others know just how much we know? For what is knowledge but a yardstick with which to beat the ignorant? How will others recognise our achievements as patrons of the arts? For what is achievement as a patron but a well-earned licence to patronise our lessers?

         For this, we need names. Names with which to pepper the conversation. A conversation that isn’t an actual exchange but a skirmish, a battle for dominance. A battle that is over when, through the attrition of unsolicited comment masquerading as benign observation, the other person’s sense of self is fatally diminished. Only then can we rest.

         To say the name Euripides or my own, Harauld Hughes, is to participate in a socially sanctioned act of cultural supremacy. And in these depraved and asinine times, we need all the ammunition we can get. I would like to thank the academy for adding my name to such an accomplished arsenal. Now you [points to the audience], duly sanctified, have a fresh cudgel with which to beat your neighbour. I would like to thank my long-suffering 5manager, Art Sparkle, for both his ruthlessness and constancy in that ruthlessness.

         I would like to end there, but for contractual reasons I am prohibited from silence, even though I feel I have said all that needs to be said about the true value of drama in the public sphere.

         You see, in order to accept this honour – which I felt compelled to do, both for the sake of Art (my aforementioned, still-suffering manager) and Art Itself – I have to deliver an address. There was no way out of it. I checked.

         The people here tonight, Art told me, expect a speech. They have dressed up, hired a babysitter, been overcharged for buffet food and, by way of compensation, want some profundity from a visiting dignitary.

         But I have always wanted my plays to speak for themselves, not I for them. Further, for me, to write a play is to speak. In the periods when I am unable to write because I am making love, or am too angry to make love, a sadness descends. A sadness to do with this highly temporary inability to communicate to my fellow man. Perhaps I could solve this by making love to my fellow man, but I hope I can say, without inflection, that I am simply incapable of this most ancient Greek of acts. I checked.

         So, what does the playwright who refuses to speak say? Well, not very much (I hoped). My aim was to keep this as short as possible; if I am to be awarded a prize for short-form drama, ran my thinking, let this speech be an exemplar of compression. But there’s brevity, and then there’s taking the piss. And my original draft, said Art, the academy and, perhaps, even Art Itself, tilted towards the latter. Two minutes’ stage time would not suffice, so I must suffer on.

         Suffering … Whether it’s fools or tight tendons, isn’t that what we do? Isn’t that what we make our protagonists do – suffer (although I do encourage them to stretch before performances)? Am I not, in this particular instance, my own protagonist? A protagonist in a drama that has been thrust upon me?

         So it occurred to me that what I was writing, what I was in, was not, in fact, a speech, but what I always write … a play. 6

         A play called Speech.*

         The players, in sympathy with the lineage in which I find myself, are:

         1. An exiled writer/philosopher; and

         2. A chorus.

         
             

         

         Enter one figure, in a mask. This is CHORUS.

         
            CHORUS

            I am Chorus. Tonight, we are but one.

            THE EXILE

            Aren’t we all?

            CHORUS

            I am Chorus.

            THE EXILE

            You said. But since you are alone, I shall call you Solo.

            CHORUS

            Exile. Writer. Philosopher. Which shall I call you?

            THE EXILE

            Call me friend, if you can.

            CHORUS

            I shall call you Writer.

            THE EXILE

            You play the part well, Solo.

            CHORUS

            I play it as written, Writer. 7

            THE EXILE

            What news?

            CHORUS

            I bring news.

            THE EXILE

            Yes. I just asked. What is the news?

            CHORUS

            News is information about current events.

            THE EXILE

            Is that what you have brought me? A definition?

            CHORUS

            No. I bring news. You requested a definition.

            THE EXILE

            I did not request a definition. You supplied one unbidden. I know what the news is.

         

         Chorus turns to leave.

         
            CHORUS

            Then I bid you farewell.

            THE EXILE

            Where are you going?

            CHORUS

            I came to bring the news, but you say you know what the news is, so adieu.

            THE EXILE

            How could I know what the news is when you haven’t told me?

            CHORUS

            You said you knew already.

            THE EXILE

            That is not what I meant. 8

            CHORUS

            And yet that is what you said. Do you often say that which you do not mean?

            THE EXILE

            Fool.

         

         Enter a FOOL …

         
            FOOL

            Yes?

            THE EXILE

            Not you, Fool. I was calling him fool.

            FOOL

            But he is Chorus. I am Fool.

            CHORUS

            And also, when you listed the dramatis personae, you only said you and Chorus.

         

         The Exile turns to the Fool.

         
            THE EXILE

            Fool! You arrived unannounced.

            CHORUS

            You literally announced him.

            THE EXILE

            My characters have a habit of interrupting me.

            FOOL

            Who is to blame for that?

            THE EXILE

            I still wait for news.

            FOOL

            A sure way of it becoming old.

            THE EXILE

            Then give me the news, before it gets old. 9

            FOOL

            I have no news, only that which is old.

            THE EXILE

            Why do you keep thinking I’m talking to you?

            FOOL

            Because I’m here. And you keep talking.

            CHORUS

            Old news is still news.

            THE EXILE

            How can what’s new also be old?

            FOOL

            For that we must ask Time.

         

         A long pause.

         Enter TIME.

         
            TIME

            I am Time.

            THE EXILE

            You’re late.

            TIME

            I cannot be late. I am the indefinite progress of existence and events in the past, present and future regarded as a whole.

            FOOL

            In short, time waits for no man.

            TIME

            Nor woman.

            THE EXILE

            You should tell that to my wife next time I’m trying to leave the house. 10

            FOOL

            Perhaps you should ask yourself why your wife’s always trying to leave the house.

            THE EXILE

            Perhaps you should ask yourself why you don’t have a wife.

            FOOL

            I’d rather have a house.

            THE EXILE

            Then you truly are a fool.

            FOOL

            You haven’t met my wife.

            THE EXILE

            You have no wife.

            FOOL

            That explains it.

            CHORUS

            There is no news.

            FOOL

            I’ve just found out I don’t have a wife, and you say there’s no news?

            TIME

            It is time. Sorry. I am Time.

            THE EXILE

            And that’s time enough.

            FOOL

            Wait. Here comes an encore.

         

         Enter a bearded man, wearing a toga. This is EURIPIDES.

         
            EURIPIDES

            It is I, Euripides. 11

            ALL

            Hi, Euripides.

         

         Euripides stumbles and drops to his knees.

         
            Euripides has fallen!

            EURIPIDES

            It is no tragedy to fall. Tragedy is the failure to rise again.

            (beat)

            I shall stay here a while.

            ALL

            Euripides,

            Euripides.

            (beat)

            Get off your

            Knees, Euripides.

            Please. It’s time

            To call it a day.

         

         Curtain.12

         
            * Certain Hughes scholars dispute the claim that Hughes wrote nothing substantial after 1976’s aborted O Bedlam! O Bedlam!, citing Speech. Though not a full-length work, it was first performed in 1986. However, Speech was originally written as an introduction for The Harauld Hughes Half-Hour Play but was rejected on the grounds of its length. The introduction to Speech, though, was new (in 1986 at least) and represents the longest piece of prose that Hughes ever wrote.
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            THE SITTING-DOWN DOOR (A PLAY WITHOUT WORDS)

         

         14
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            Mick Barrett on The Sitting-Down Door (A Play Without Words) (1959)

         

         (Mick Barrett is an actor, director and freelance chiropodist. The following is taken from Barrett’s programme notes for the 1991 revival of The Sitting-Down Door at the Ipswich Regent.)

         
             

         

         People forget how funny Harauld was. This play is one of his funniest, and I’m told it’s also one of his most meaningful. I never asked Harauld what his plays meant. I didn’t need to know. It was the first play I’d directed, so I asked his advice. He said, ‘The main actor in this play is the door. Make sure you cast it right.’ 16
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         The Sitting-Down Door (A Play Without Words) was first staged at the Elephant Theatre in Lambeth in 1959. The original cast was as follows:

         
            
               

	man
            
                        
                        	Herbert Sand



	foot
            
                        
                        	Patrick Rusk



	Conceived and written by
            
                        
                        	Harauld Hughes



	Directed by
            
                        
                        	Mick Barrett18
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            An empty stage, save for …

            … a door.

            Pause.

            Ding-dong.

            A man appears from stage left. This is MAN.

            Man approaches the door from upstage.

            Opens it.

            Looks through it at downstage area.

            No one there.

            Man exits stage left.

            Pause.

            Ding-dong.

            Man enters stage left.

            Approaches door from downstage.

            Opens it.

            Looks through it at upstairs area.

            No one there.

            Man walks stage right.

            Before he reaches the right-hand side of the stage …

            … the door tips forward forty-five degrees.

            Man stops. Looks behind him. 20

            Man ponders.

            Then leaves.

            The door falls down.

            Man reappears.

            Ponders.

            Ding-dong.

            Man ponders further.

            Walks to the door. Opens it.

            Looks down through the door at the stage floor.

            Man looks up. Ponders.

            Closes the door.

            Exits towards the back of the stage.

            Ding-dong.

            Man stops. Looks back over his shoulder.

            Walks away quickly.

            DING-DONG. DING-DONG.

            Man stops.

            Approaches door from upstage.

            Opens the door. Looks into it.

            A change of expression.

            A moment of apprehension.

            Man attempts to shut the door.

            A FOOT – chalk white, clad in a half-broken boot – emerges from beyond the doorframe and resists Man’s attempt to close it.

            A struggle. 21

            Man prevails.

            The door is closed.

            Man looks up.

            The Foot kicks the door open. Again, Man pushes the door closed, forcing the Foot down.

            Now Man sits on the door.

            We hear a periodic thump against the door.

            Thump. THUMP. Thump.

            Slow fade. 22
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