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Introduction


The first of these plays was written in 1965, the last in 1989. The first four are radio plays that could possibly be done in the theatre. Lovesick and Schreber have that movement between being inside someone’s head and out among extraordinary events that works particularly well on radio, though Schreber was also done as a one-man show by Kenneth Haigh at the Soho Poly. Abortive and Not … Enough Oxygen, both with one set and few characters, could easily be staged. It’s slightly unnerving to read Not … Oxygen twenty years later. It’s more obviously relevant now than it was then.


Hospital and Seagulls are two stage plays that were never done. Hospital was written around the same time as Schreber, and combined my interest in Fanon and in Laing; Algeria had interested me since the fifties. Fanon’s Black Faces, White Masks was one of the things (along with Genet) that led to Joshua, the black servant, being played by a white in Cloud Nine. Seagulls was written in 1978 and felt too much as if it was about not being able to write for me to want it done at the time. I promptly wrote Softcops and Cloud Nine and forgot about it.


The Judge’s Wife was written for TV in the early seventies and feels to me like a TV play, depending very much for its effect on the filmed flashbacks. It was a play I wrote first and looked for a slot for afterwards, whereas The After-Dinner Joke (1977) was written because Margaret Matheson wanted to produce a series of Plays for Today for the BBC on public issues and suggested I look at charities. I admired two extremes on TV, extreme naturalism and extreme non-naturalism – (Loach, Joffe; Monty Python). I went for the second – no of course it’s not as funny as Monty Python. It’s stageable I think if anyone would enjoy trying with a small group doubling and quintupling. Some references would need updating but the basic issue seems to be the same now.


When I wrote Sleepless Nights (1979) for Les Waters, who directed it at the Soho Poly, I wanted two kinds of quarrel – the one where you can’t speak and the one where you both talk at once. When I was writing Top Girls I first wrote a draft of the dinner scene with one speech after another and then realised it would be better if the talk overlapped in a similar way. Having got a taste for it I’ve gone on overlapping in most things I’ve written since.


I wrote Hot Fudge ten years later. Max Stafford-Clark, who was about to direct Icecream was concerned at it being so short, and suggested I write something to go with it. I made it so the two actors who doubled in Icecream could play the main parts in Hot Fudge and the other four double as their friends. In the end I wasn’t sure it did go well with Icecream and was afraid it would somehow spoil it. But when we did Hot Fudge as a reading anyway we found we liked it. So now I feel the two plays can be done either together or separately.


Caryl Churchill, 1989




LOVESICK





Characters


HODGE


MAX


ELLEN


ROBERT


KEVIN


JESSICA


Lovesick was broadcast on BBC Radio 3 on 8 April 1967. The cast was as follows:






	HODGE


	Anthony Hall







	MAX


	Harold Kasket







	ELLEN


	Gudrun Ure







	ROBERT


	Ian Thompson







	KEVIN


	Clive Merrison







	JESSICA


	Margaret Robertson








Produced by John Tydeman









	
HODGE.



	
When Smith raped he didn’t find what he was looking for, so then he dissected with a chopper and was left with a face and meat to stuff in a sack. I cured Smith. But I could dissect Ellen, not so crudely, not even surgically, but in the laboratory applying every known stimulus to that organism and getting all her reactions by analysis, by hypnosis, by abreactive drugs, by shaving her red hair and laying bare her brain, yes, surgery perhaps or a chopper.


McNab, Ellen, age thirty, married, three children. Depressed, not seriously, obvious causes.








	ELLEN.


	My husband was always sure I’d be unfaithful. At first I used to say, No, no I won’t.







	HODGE.


	And so Kevin, Zolotov, Kevin, age twenty-five, loved by Ellen McNab against probability one might think, considering asthma, bitten nails, constipation perhaps, certainly his breath often smelt. People with commonplace interpretations of appearance would have thought at once that he was homosexual.







	KEVIN.


	I’ve been a Catholic, Hodge, I’ve been a Buddhist. I wish I’d been born a Jew. Having the race I might have stuck to the beliefs.







	HODGE.


	Zolotov, Zolotov, Robert, brother of Kevin above. I can get hold of Kevin if I’m careful to be objective, but Robert – shadows under his eyes.







	ROBERT.


	You’re a psychiatrist are you, Dr Hodge? Do you find it fun?







	HODGE.


	Zolotov, Jessica, divorced, mother of Robert and Kevin q.v.







	JESSICA.


	I’m sure you could help us, Dr Hodge.







	HODGE.


	There was a time before I knew them. I hardly noticed first hearing of Ellen McNab, the woman in love with Kevin Zolotov. And I was delighted with the Zolotovs the day Max took me to meet them, boasting of his affair with the mother. Max, an old friend I should know well, Brown Max, age forty, married, car dealer, physical condition too good and, of course, timid eyes. I sat back in his latest old Jaguar, his black alsatians behind me, and enjoyed the ride.







	MAX.


	I’d rather be up against a husband than two sons. It’s about time they cleared out as well. How can I be alone with Jessica? She says she can’t help worrying about them. It’s very sweet of her but I’m the one who should be worried, I’m the one who’s married. I’m responsible for poor Lucy. And I’m responsible for Jessica, they both love me. What can I do? I lie awake half the night.







	HODGE.


	You don’t want to do that.







	MAX.


	If you could keep the boys happy a bit this afternoon, Hodge. They’re old enough to mind their own business.







	HODGE.


	Kevin was sitting in the apple tree, so casually that I was sure his attractive position was contrived.







	KEVIN.


	Well if it isn’t Max. And who’s your friend?







	HODGE.


	Robert appeared to be asleep on the grass for longer than seemed likely.







	ROBERT.


	Keep your dogs off, Max. You know they don’t like us.







	JESSICA.


	Oh Max, we’re so glad to see you. You mustn’t mind the boys, Dr Hodge. Come down, Kevin, and shake hands. They’ll get us a drink, won’t you darlings. Kevin. Robert. Don’t scuffle like that. Dr Hodge will think you’re complete children.







	HODGE.


	The situation seemed clear enough. I’ve seen possessive mothers before. Jessica lay in a striped deckchair while she and Max fought the young men, and I found it amusing after a week’s work.







	
JESSICA.



	Max has told us about your fascinating work, Dr Hodge.







	KEVIN.


	Max said it was balls.







	MAX.


	It is too and downright immoral, but that’s all right, Hodge knows I’m not clever like him.







	JESSICA.


	I’m going to tell Ellen to recommend Dr Hodge to her aunt. Do you know Ellen McNab? She’s got a husband and a drunken aunt but she has her points. I always defend the poor girl against my boys. Kevin’s so finicky.







	KEVIN.


	You can’t stand her.







	JESSICA.


	She’d make you an excellent wife if she wasn’t married. She’d leave her husband you know Dr Hodge, if Kevin asked her. She’d bring the children of course.







	MAX.


	But Kevin loves little boys, don’t you, Kevin?







	KEVIN.


	Have you and Lucy any children, Max? No? Keep trying.







	JESSICA.


	You’re a doctor, Dr Hodge, you can tell me why I can’t get up in the morning. I feel it should be a matter of will-power but really it’s more like an illness.







	ROBERT.


	You enjoy sleep, nobody needs you awake, why not let Dr Hodge enjoy his drink?







	JESSICA.


	Robert’s so rude, no wonder he’s got no girlfriends. I sometimes despair of getting rid of my sons.







	HODGE.


	It was that day, on Kevin’s transistor that he played too loudly for us to talk, that news of a hurricane killing several hundred coincided with the discovery of a mutilated body, one of Smith’s first victims. Max, of course, wanted the death penalty or worse, while I explained at length the possibilities of cure. Even Jessica sided with me and we all laughed at Max.







	ROBERT.


	If he wants to punish killers he’d better go to Florida. Can’t you see Max flogging the wind?







	HODGE.


	That must be what gave me the idea that Robert was interested in my work. I went on talking and Max took Jessica away to show him the garden. Soon I realised Robert and Kevin were whispering like children in class and they crept off after Max and Jessica. I got myself another drink and enjoyed the evening sun. Suddenly Robert and Kevin ran past, laughing, with Max chasing them, red faced and serious.







	JESSICA.


	
The dogs. Look out. Robert.


The sound of dogs barking.








	HODGE.


	
Robert turned a hose on Max, who staggered, waving his arms and trying to go on running. Then the alsatians knocked Robert over. I remember Kevin laughing even harder at that, while Jessica screamed. Max was holding a lunging dog by the collar in each hand, pulled from side to side, blind with water, and swearing, while the hose jumped about by itself. Robert got up, his clothes torn and his hand bleeding. Kevin giggled from his tree. Jessica ran up and slapped Robert’s face and they started to quarrel so loudly that I couldn’t understand a word, and I went and sat in the car and waited for Max. He drove me back to the hospital and then went home to his wife, Lucy, a little woman dressed in flowers.


I’m used to writing case histories and colleagues admire the clarity of my style. Ten thousand words on Ellen McNab was too much so it went into the wastepaper basket.








	 


	McNab, Ellen, when I met her was the niece of a patient whom I was curing with a drug that causes nausea at the taste of alcohol. Jessica had recommended me as she said, but I’d forgotten that and didn’t connect the girl with the Zolotovs. McNab, Ellen, married, I saw her hand, was slumped on her aunt’s untidy bed. Her red hair fell forward and hid most of her face, so I walked round to straighten the pillows and see more than her rather dirty nostrils. I dropped a pillow to get close to her legs, which she hadn’t shaved for at least a fortnight. ‘What if you have cured me,’ said the aunt, ‘what do I do now? I like drinking, it’s my only hobby.’ ‘Nonsense,’ I said, tucking her in, this is a depressing stage. It wasn’t Ellen’s dirt and ugliness that attracted me but her beauty, which must have been great to outweigh them.







	 


	I’m reminded of a tall boy at school who got dressed most mornings in dirty clothes, swore at me in a way I didn’t dare imitate till ten years later, and once pushed me into a canal. I wasn’t at all frightened as I fell in; the water was cold just as I expected, and I swam to the bank in great excitement. I was standing there, shivering and watching him, when a dog stopped to sniff at my wet clothes and knocked me off balance. For a moment it seemed I would fall into the canal again. My back ached for hours from the twist I gave to stumble on to the towpath, and it is this second fall into the canal, which never happened, that frightened me and comes back in dreams or most times when I miss my footing.







	ELLEN.


	Tell me about your work.







	HODGE.


	For a long time now Ellen and my work have been inseparable because my fantasies kept her with me all the time. Watching white rats solve their mazes, I seemed to be craning into Ellen’s mind. Walking in the clinic garden the first day we met she asked me about my work, to stop me asking her questions or being silent. So I talked about Pavlov and thought either she must know it already or else it’s too specialised to be interesting. My answer to both worries was to clown. The dog sees the food and salivates, slurp, slurp; now we ring a bell and show food, ding, slurp; now we ring a bell without food, now you see the conditioned reflex, ding, slurp, even without food the poor dog drools. I was up to my ankles in leaves.







	
ELLEN.



	I must catch my bus.







	HODGE.


	You can give a dog a nervous breakdown by teaching it a positive reaction to a circle and a negative one to an oval. Gradually you show it more and more compressed ovals.







	ELLEN.


	I don’t like the woman who’s looking after the children.







	HODGE.


	I’m sure you’re very happily married.







	ELLEN.


	No. But I’m in love with someone else.







	HODGE.


	She must have been as tense as me because we howled with laughter. I realised she was the woman who was in love with Kevin Zolotov. Just then a nymphomaniac walked by, a seventeen-year-old patient who should have been locked up. She was a plump girl with mousy hair and glasses, and unsuspecting schoolboys, teachers, librarians, doctors, priests, business acquaintances of her father’s, perhaps her father himself, had found themselves cornered by this dowdy child, till her parents had sent her to me. I remembered the gardener was sweeping leaves behind us so I had to walk back to the building with her. She kept weaving close to me and putting her fingers against my thigh so that I had to keep my thoughts firmly on her spotty face and near insanity. And perhaps it was Ellen who was entirely responsible for my distress when I was alone at last in my white room with my dog Pavlova, to whom I’ve resisted the temptation to give a nervous breakdown. But when I’d spent some time in the lavatory I felt quite well enough to make my evening rounds.







	 


	Zolotov, Kevin, danced well alone, which I once saw at a party, and worked for a firm that made shampoo. He once showed me some of his bad poetry. None of this explains why Ellen was in love with him, which I wondered all night after finding them looking embarrassed together in the bathroom at Ellen’s where she was helping him take an eyelash out of his eye. It was hard to make occasions to see Ellen and I spent as much time as I could at the Zolotovs’, where I ate big meals in my own place opposite Kevin. Avidly I watched his mouth that had kissed Ellen, now full of brandy cake and flecked with cream like mine. Zolotov, Robert. I didn’t notice him enough. I find it hard to concentrate on him. When Kevin went out I followed him to his little room where he sat alone with stuffed animals and stamp collections, reading books that would have interested me had I had time, and talked about my work. He understood everything at once, and when he complained about the dullness of his work in a bank I suggested almost seriously that he should give it up and work with me. I was hurt for a moment by the way he looked at me, with disgust I think, and laughed. But I’d always known he disliked me for my friendship with Max, so I laughed with him and didn’t worry about it. I didn’t even dislike Kevin. All the time I spent there seemed time spent with Ellen.







	MAX.


	You could have Ellen.







	HODGE.


	Max on Hampstead Heath as we walked Pavlova and his black alsatians.







	MAX.


	Kevin’s queer.







	HODGE.


	Max shadow boxing, lifting weights, standing on his head.







	MAX.


	What more do you want? Kevin’s –







	HODGE.


	No no, no, he just looks it.







	MAX.


	Jessica tells me all about it. It’s a hell of a thing for a woman to have a son like that.







	HODGE.


	She’d love it.







	MAX.


	He even says he’ll leave home and move in with his friend. I don’t say this to Jessica but I wish he would and take Robert with him. Last night they were both out for once and we were up in Jessica’s room. Suddenly we hear somebody coming upstairs. Everything stops. Jessica sits up. She even had me worried, I grabbed the bedside lamp to hit him with. Then she says, it’s Robert. I put down the lamp, everything’s all right – but no, she puts her hand over my mouth. And Robert stops outside the bedroom door. I bit her hand, she swore, I had to laugh. It’s carrying modesty a bit too far, her sons aren’t children, they’ve got to accept that their mother’s a woman. Jessica sees that, because she said very loudly, ‘Leave the hall light on, Robert, so Max can see his way down later on.’ Then he turned the light off and went to his room. But the joy had gone out of it all by then.







	HODGE.


	Does Lucy know about Jessica?







	MAX.


	Lucy? I don’t know. We never speak. She’s always on her hands and knees following the dogs to clean their paw-marks off. Or else knitting me sweaters, very fast. Neither of us can get a word in. She spends two hours in the kitchen and when dinner is ready I go out, I’d choke on it. She’s got plenty of clothes but we never go anywhere. So she spends the evening trying them on in front of the mirror. I come home at one and find her in pink silk with a blue feather toque, sitting on a kitchen stool drinking cocoa. Of course I feel guilty but what can I do? So I take the dogs out for a last pee.







	HODGE.


	
I hardly bothered to explain Max to myself. Alsatians and Jessica were clearly compensations for unadmitted doubts of his masculinity. I dealt with him too easily, I didn’t expect him to change, and anyway I had other things to think about.


There was a time when things were going well. I cured the dowdy nymphomaniac much as I cured Ellen’s aunt. First she was given a drug which causes nausea and then photographs of naked men. I wasn’t sure if photographs would be enough so at a later stage I put my extraordinarily unquestioning and really stupid assistant Jenks into her room and told him to undress. To my delight she vomited repeatedly. The skilful part was modifying the effects so that she just trembled with entirely suitable modesty when Jenks, apparently spontaneously, kissed her shyly on the cheek the day she went home. Her engagement to a curate was announced a few months later. A spy tells me he found her a little cold at first but is proudly changing that. Another remarkable cure was Smith, the rapist and murderer. The papers were full of his mutilated victims but to my joy he came to me before the police knew anything about him. Max wanted me to castrate him but my usual method was perfectly successful, leaving only a slight distaste for sex and butchers in an otherwise well-balanced personality. He is back at work, the joy, as always, of his old parents, and my only worry is that the police may yet catch him and hold him responsible for his corpses.


An unexpected patient was Jessica Zolotov, who was admitted to my clinic suffering from an attempt to hang herself. She was found at once, as she might have expected, by Max, who propped her beside him in an Alfa-Romeo and brought her to me for friendship and privacy.








	MAX.


	I blame myself Hodge.







	HODGE.


	No no no.







	MAX.


	If she dies it will be a judgement on me. A punishment for the pain I’ve caused Lucy. If I hadn’t been so insistent, I see that now, this would never –







	HODGE.


	There’s no need for you to feel responsible.







	MAX.


	But you see, I wanted –







	HODGE.


	Of course you did. Don’t get up.







	MAX.


	No one could blame me for loving Jessica.







	
HODGE.



	That’s the spirit. You can’t help being yourself. I could have told you this would happen, if only I’d known a bit more about you both, and taken steps to prevent it. We’ll make sure it doesn’t happen again. Now have you any idea why she –







	MAX.


	Because she loves me. You know human nature, Hodge. She’s frightened by her passion for me, that’s it. She’s been alone so long. Hodge, I’ve got this terrible feeling of guilt.







	HODGE.


	Drink this –







	MAX.


	If she’s punished –







	HODGE.


	Suicide’s not a crime any more. Sit quietly, there’s a good chap.







	MAX.


	But is it still a sin, that’s the point. I’m an outdoor man, this isn’t my line at all, but a thing like that knocks you back. If she goes to hell it’s me put her there.







	HODGE.


	
Jessica Zolotov was soon out of danger and unfortunately discharged herself before I could give her any further treatment. She nodded to me and walked down the steps, looking older than she usually manages to, and leaning on the arm of her son, Robert. I could certainly have helped her if she’d stayed.


It was about this time, full of myself, that I decided to act on Max’s assurance that I could have Ellen. I went to see her.


A child cries.








	ELLEN.


	I’m afraid I smack him if he wets himself. He’s old enough to know.







	HODGE.


	You should smack him before he does it, it’s a better deterrent.







	ELLEN.


	Fine.







	HODGE.


	Or do you just want to punish him because you feel he’s guilty.







	ELLEN.


	I do it because I’m cross, all right?







	
HODGE.



	Ellen, I’ve something to tell you.







	ELLEN.


	What? Keep still, darling, let me get your trousers off.







	HODGE.


	It’s about Kevin. He’s homosexual. He’s thinking of going to live with a man –







	ELLEN.


	Yes, that’s right. What did you want to tell me?







	HODGE.


	You know it all then. I just wondered.







	ELLEN.


	There, that’s better, all dry now. The man’s called Michael and he’s coming to lunch.







	HODGE.


	Aren’t you jealous?







	ELLEN.


	Yes, we’re both jealous. We both think Kevin’s going to change.







	HODGE.


	He won’t change. He’s a common type of mother-dominated – you can smile. You don’t want him to change. You’ve deliberately chosen a homosexual. You deliberately married a boring middle-aged Scot who seemed completely remote from you. You don’t want relationships that work. You know why you love Kevin, don’t you? Because you’re afraid of sex, that’s all. And why he loves you, that’s just as easy to explain – you’re like his mother. She married a Russian completely remote from her, and she got rid of him and lives for her children just as you do. Kevin can go on being a child with you. So much for your loving –







	ELLEN.


	Kevin’s coming to lunch as well as Michael. Do you think I won’t tell them everything you say? And we’ll all laugh at you, Dr Hodge.







	HODGE.


	Ellen’s apparent dislike of me is a defence because she knows I understand her. Her slovenliness is explained by her fear of sex. It’s not dirt that attracts me but her beauty, which must be great – I’m a tidy man, I can’t help it. It wouldn’t be careless of me to forget to collect my shirts from the laundry or to put on dirty socks, it would be contrived. In any case there’s nothing about my smooth face with its short nose and pale close-set eyes to stand out against the mess, while in a neat inconspicuous setting I am at least visible. After that visit to Ellen, seeing Robert and Kevin was a waste of time. I was closer to Ellen alone, working and thinking about her. They can’t have missed me when I stopped dropping in, but Jessica claimed to, the day she came to see me.







	JESSICA.


	Couldn’t you help Kevin, Dr Hodge? Make him normal?







	HODGE.


	She had changed since her attempted suicide. She was more relaxed and didn’t see Max any more. Max was evasive.







	MAX.


	I had a talk with Lucy. For one thing I’ve got rid of the alsatians – a bit childish really, big dogs. I got a good home for the little one, but I had to have the old one put down, he was a one-man dog. You won’t believe it but I cried over that. Well I managed to tell Lucy a lot of things. She bought me this shirt, do you like it? The thing is I had a talk with Robert.







	HODGE.


	It was a pink silk shirt, unusual for Max, but I wasn’t interested in his clothes and it was a long time before I went to his house and saw Lucy. I was too busy with my plans for Kevin. Jessica wanted me to cure him of homosexuality and my first thought was to do the opposite. I’d give him the nausea drug all right and follow it not with pictures of men but with pictures of Ellen, and other women too for good measure. I’d rehabilitate him in love with Michael and disgusted by Ellen, leaving her for me. But it seemed a bit unfair to Jessica and more important would make Ellen angry with me. No, I would cure Kevin after all, but at the same time make sure I got Ellen. Jessica and Ellen persuaded Kevin to have treatment. Ellen may not have believed me when I told her she was near a nervous breakdown and needed a rest in the clinic herself, but luckily she liked the idea of being close to Kevin. It was settled that they would come together. Then I went to the photographer’s. I decided to have a holiday during their treatment. Kevin’s was routine, and though Ellen’s was more experimental, I didn’t see how I could both administer the experiment and in my photographs be part of it without jeopardising the result. So I had to leave them with Jenks, and to avoid the strain of passing Ellen’s closed door day after day I decided to go right away. I saw them both settled in their rooms and went to pack. Robert Zolotov came to see me.







	ROBERT.


	What are you doing to Kevin?







	HODGE.


	Curing him.







	ROBERT.


	He’s not ill.







	HODGE.


	He’s homosexual.







	ROBERT.


	Yes, and he’s got brown eyes, so what?







	HODGE.


	I’m not criticising your brother, Robert. He’s not responsible for the hereditary and environmental factors that determine his condition. Max would like the sin of sodomy punished but you and I know better than that, I think.







	ROBERT.


	Don’t we know enough to leave him alone?







	HODGE.


	You want him to have a normal happy life.







	ROBERT.


	I don’t much care what happens to Kevin. He does me what little harm he can. Sibling rivalry. No, go ahead if you want to. I’m more curious about Ellen.







	HODGE.


	Ellen?







	ROBERT.


	She’s here for – what, exactly?







	HODGE.


	A rest.







	ROBERT.


	Before going to live with Kevin.







	HODGE.


	If your mother lets him.







	ROBERT.


	She wants Kevin to marry Ellen. She wants him happy and out of the way.







	HODGE.


	I don’t think you understand your mother.







	ROBERT.


	Of course I understand Jessica, Hodge. I’m sure you realise you’ll never have Ellen.







	HODGE.


	I’ve been asked to cure your brother. It’s a routine matter. My personal feelings don’t come into it.







	ROBERT.


	But Hodge, you’re up to something much more clever. What are you doing to Ellen?







	HODGE.


	I like you, Robert.







	ROBERT.


	Well never mind. I’m sure you can explain it away just as you can my dislike for you.







	HODGE.


	We haven’t got on. But at least you’re perceptive. I respect you. You’ll respect me in a minute. My assistant Jenks is a fool, he just does what he’s told, he gets no pleasure from our experiments. I’ve no one to share them with and I do sometimes long – it’s brilliant, Robert. I’m going to cure her of Kevin. I’ll make her feel disgusted at the sight of him for the rest of her life. Then I’ll cure her phobia for me, that’s easy enough. And then I’ll addict her to me. She won’t be able to live without me. She’ll experience almost physical pain when I withdraw and the most intense well-being and ecstasy when I’m with her. She’ll beg me to stay with her. I’m not surprised you don’t say anything. I sometimes dare to hope I have genius. No relationship is beyond my help. I could do a lot for you. Would you like me to detach you a little from your mother? Not make you hate her, just set you right. Perhaps you don’t realise it, but you and Kevin have a very possessive mother. You’re both jealous of Max, you’ve driven him away, I gather. That’s because – in your unconsciousness of course, it’s not uncommon – you want to sleep with your mother.







	ROBERT.


	I do.







	
HODGE.



	Yes, well done, Robert, face it, you do want to, and more strongly than is quite normal. That’s what’s behind Kevin’s homosexuality –







	ROBERT.


	I mean I do sleep with her.







	HODGE.


	All my troubles are due to Robert Zolotov. I sacked my assistant Jenks when I found what part he played in the fiasco but I’ve never had any revenge on Robert and the idea was certainly his. Jenks was merely stupid, and too used to strange cures to object when Robert pretended he had an urgent message from me to change the treatments for Kevin and Ellen. I left for my holiday irritated with Robert for being so opposed to my cures, especially for himself. He just said he loved Jessica and we finished up shouting at each other. His incest explained a great deal, of course. Jessica’s suicide attempt was clearly caused by the strain of trying to break with Robert in his own interests and take up with Max, whom she didn’t love. And Robert got rid of Max by telling him all about it. That night Lucy heard a noise and came downstairs to find Max sitting in the kitchen.







	MAX.


	I was sitting in the kitchen wearing her pink silk dress and blue toque. We do laugh when we think how we felt. I told her about Jessica and what Robert had just told me, and how I was lying in bed afterwards when I suddenly knew what I really wanted to do and I got up and got dressed like that. I do the housework, she always hated it – I never knew that, but now she can tell me – and I have the dinner ready for when she comes home from work. I didn’t know I could just be myself. And it’s so lucky we’re married to each other. She’s as happy as I am, and she’s just bought six trouser suits.







	HODGE.


	When the cure should have been working I came back from my holiday. I visited Kevin first, wondering if his new aversion from men would apply to me. Perhaps not very strongly, I thought, since he hadn’t found me attractive in the first place. He threw himself into my arms.







	KEVIN.


	Don’t let me see myself in the mirror. Do I disgust you too? Don’t look at me or you’ll never love me. Don’t back away, hold me, hold me.







	HODGE.


	I ran to see what had happened to Ellen. She wouldn’t speak to me till I’d given up and was stumbling out of the room.







	ELLEN.


	Doctor.







	HODGE.


	Yes.







	ELLEN.


	Send the nurse in to see me now.







	HODGE.


	I don’t know if Jessica’s love for Robert meant she wasn’t angry with him for swapping the cures. Instead of being cured of homosexuality, Kevin hated Kevin and loved me, as Ellen should have done. Certainly Jessica found it funny that Ellen had Kevin’s cure and is now disgusted by men. I said I’d do Kevin again.







	KEVIN.


	Cure me? What do you mean? I’ve always loved you. I used to be so annoyed by your knowing talk and now I see that was just a defence against my true feelings. I know I make you unhappy when I talk like that, I hate myself, but I can’t help it, you’re so wonderful.







	HODGE.


	I might have persuaded him to have treatment, he loved me enough to do anything for me. More than anyone else has ever done. But I was too disheartened to start again at once and he killed himself before I got down to it. What Jessica must think now I don’t know, I haven’t spoken to her since. I hope Robert feels guilty. Kevin’s self-disgust was pitiful but no one could blame me for not loving him. I’ve homosexual tendencies like anyone else, but well suppressed, and it was most inconvenient to have them stirred. Suicide clearly runs in the family. If only I could cure Ellen, but she won’t come near me.







	ELLEN.


	What do you mean I’m not really a lesbian? I love her, I’ve never been so happy. Listen, I’ve had dreams about women for years. And doesn’t it fit with my not liking men to choose old Douglas and Kevin, who hardly liked touching me?







	HODGE.


	When I was six I went to a fortune-teller who told me I would die at the age of forty-seven. That made me forget everything else she said, so I can’t check how accurate she was. I’m a doctor and don’t believe in such rubbish. Possibly I became a doctor in order not to believe in such rubbish. If I did believe it I might well drop dead at forty-seven. I need more than ten years to complete my work but perhaps without Ellen I want to die, enough anyway to remember the fortune-teller. I’m not the type to commit suicide. There is an alternative. Last week I thought I would call on Robert and Jessica. From the gate I could see them in the garden. Jessica was lying in a deckchair and Robert on the grass. I was about to go in when I saw that they were looking at each other. I waited a moment but they didn’t move. They weren’t smiling, it was more a look of wonder, and it seemed I would have to wait a long time. So I came away, and I won’t bother with them any more. I have a photograph of Ellen on my desk. I’ve plenty more, and I will take the drug in just a minute. It can’t be fear of nausea that makes me hesitate. By next week, if I don’t turn back, I could be free to concentrate on my work, with no thought of Ellen, whose beauty is great.










ABORTIVE





Characters


ROZ


COLIN


Abortive was first broadcast on BBC Radio 3, 4 February 1971. The cast was as follows:






	ROZ


	Prunella Scales







	COLIN


	Dinsdale Landen








Directed by John Tydeman





ROZ and COLIN are in bed. Silence. COLIN sighs heavily.






	COLIN.


	Just not on at all? Mm?







	ROZ.


	I’m sorry, Colin.







	COLIN.


	Not a bit. No no. Odd if it wasn’t like this.







	ROZ.


	I still like to snuggle up. Do you mind?







	COLIN.


	My darling Roz, I’m not a monster.







	ROZ.


	It’s only three weeks ago.







	COLIN.


	Are you warm enough without the blankets?







	ROZ.


	I’m too hot.







	COLIN.


	I know it’s only three weeks, my pet.







	ROZ.


	In fact abortion is overrated. Men make it such a melodramatic topic. The backstreet aspect. It was bliss physically. The anaesthetic alone was worth the price. I quite understand why Billy took drugs.







	COLIN.


	Nevertheless it is a shock to the system.







	ROZ.


	It won’t have made me permanently frigid.







	COLIN.


	I never for a moment –







	ROZ.


	Yes you did.







	COLIN.


	Unless of course you’ve stopped loving me.







	ROZ.


	Are you starting that? I wondered how long it would take.







	COLIN.


	Well it wasn’t rape.







	ROZ.


	It started as rape. I might as well have lied to you about it. There was no need to tell you how it ended.







	COLIN.


	No need.







	ROZ.


	
But you said that night in the garden when you found me – are you going to say you don’t remember? You were leaning against a tree. You said we’d go on as if it hadn’t happened. I thought that was so beautiful. Our relationship was on a higher plane.


She starts to cry but tries to stop almost at once. A pause while she sobs and snuffles.








	COLIN.


	I saw Billy while you were in hospital.







	ROZ.


	Saw him?







	COLIN.


	He dropped into the office.







	ROZ.


	What happened?







	COLIN.


	He came to ask if you were all right.







	ROZ.


	I wonder what he was after. Were you polite?







	COLIN.


	I blame myself for having brought him here. It was unintelligent. One should have out-grown that sort of thing. Nights I work late by myself my eyes get tired, I have a few drinks. I’m more receptive to the beauties of nature but I’ve seen the scenes before. One hopes for something different. I’d just missed a train, I was somewhat annoyed. It was relaxing to strike up a conversation with a friendly chap from a different walk of life and clearly not stupid. Our chat took quite a philosophical turn. One should leave well alone.







	ROZ.


	You liked him.







	COLIN.


	He had a charm, it serves a purpose. It earned him three months’ keep and our attention. It was gross self-indulgence on my part to think a man of forty could change.







	ROZ.


	Thirty-seven.







	COLIN.


	Bound to be set – what?







	ROZ.


	Nothing.







	COLIN.


	Thirty-seven?







	ROZ.


	Of course he was set in his ways. He enjoyed it though. He was grateful to you for bringing him to the country. He did enjoy it in the beginning.







	
COLIN.



	I suppose one can’t stifle all one’s impulses. I wouldn’t help someone again.







	ROZ.


	You’ve always been too kind. I’ve said this before. People take advantage. I don’t know why your wife and children aren’t enough. You can be kind to us.







	COLIN.


	I did have inklings in my youth of the unity as it were of things. If such indeed exists I appear to be excluded from it. My efforts to join take the form of pity.







	ROZ.


	Billy had quite enough pity for himself. As if anyone noticed he was one-quarter coloured.







	COLIN.


	Half.







	ROZ.


	I thought his father was half.







	COLIN.


	He distinctly told me the first night on the station his father was black.







	ROZ.


	He never saw him so he wouldn’t know.







	COLIN.


	His father used to visit them sometimes.







	ROZ.


	He never told me.







	COLIN.


	He used to beat Billy up. You remember the story about when he was thrown out of the window. You’ve told it yourself at dinner.







	ROZ.


	I thought that was the Irishman. His so-called stepfather.







	COLIN.


	No, it was his father. He used to come and see them when he was drunk.







	ROZ.


	I thought he was blind, Paddy.







	COLIN.


	How could a blind man throw him out of the window?







	ROZ.


	Paddy certainly used to beat him up.







	COLIN.


	
Perhaps he was only blind in one eye.


They are laughing by now. They stop.


He certainly told us a lot of lies.








	
ROZ.



	His mother –







	COLIN.


	
(impatiently). Oh!


Pause. It is windy outside. The curtains are blowing.








	ROZ.


	How windy it is tonight. And we still can’t breathe.







	COLIN.


	Shall I open the curtains?







	ROZ.


	You can try it.







	COLIN.


	(getting up to open the curtains). Is Ingrid getting the children up in the morning?







	ROZ.


	Yes, but they’ll cry.







	COLIN.


	Ingrid’s incompetent.







	ROZ.


	She’s not as good as Yvonne.







	COLIN.


	Wasn’t I right to send Yvonne away? As it turned out?







	ROZ.


	You mean you’d rather your wife was raped than the au pair girl.







	COLIN.


	I mean he was the kind of bastard I thought.







	ROZ.


	Yvonne led him on. They’d take the children to romp in the field and she’d play ring a roses with Ellie and stay fallen down. I hardly liked Ellie to be involved. I like to think of the open air as healthy. I used to see them from the window.







	COLIN.


	I’m sure you did.







	ROZ.


	Well Ingrid’s got bigger bosoms than Yvonne so you’ve done all right.







	COLIN.


	When do I look at Ingrid?







	ROZ.


	She looks at you.







	COLIN.


	I hadn’t noticed.







	ROZ.


	I wouldn’t blame you.







	COLIN.


	Ingrid’s not at all the type of girl –







	
ROZ.



	But there is a type –







	COLIN.


	What?







	ROZ.


	There is a type of girl you fancy.







	COLIN.


	You.







	ROZ.


	But fifteen years younger. If I went on not feeling up to it. We’ve understood for a long time what you get from me, I’ve no head. I don’t understand what you do all day. You haven’t managed to make me read.







	COLIN.


	You’re morbid.







	ROZ.


	You would have felt too guilty before. So nothing’s ever come to anything. But now you feel you’ve a right.







	COLIN.


	Nonsense.







	ROZ.


	You feel things aren’t the same.







	COLIN.


	
They’re not the same. (Pause.) I suppose I can’t say what I might do.


Pause. Wind and rain outside. COLIN is standing looking out of the window.








	ROZ.


	Raining at last. It may get cooler. Come back to bed.







	COLIN.


	It’s a splendid night. The trees tossing about and so forth. It makes the commuting worth while. The nights in town make one more sensitive to nature. The air’s quite a different quality. And now a weekend at last. We’ll get you better.







	ROZ.


	Do you hate him?







	COLIN.


	Billy?







	ROZ.


	Do you hate him?







	COLIN.


	One can see both sides.







	ROZ.


	I’m sure we both began to hate him when you had to send Yvonne away.







	
COLIN.



	I’d given up trying to talk to him by then.







	ROZ.


	But fancy depending on Billy for domestic help. Everyone said the same, I was quite right to lose my temper.







	COLIN.


	One shouldn’t expect too much.







	ROZ.


	He’d start whatever I wanted quite sweetly but never finish. Not that he had anything better to do. He followed me about. If people came to tea he stayed in the room.







	COLIN.


	He was essentially boring.







	ROZ.


	I was quite prepared to treat him as a friend but what return did I get?







	COLIN.


	The whole episode was one more mistake.







	ROZ.


	But he was at his most utterly loathsome when we’d finally kicked him out and he didn’t have the decency to leave the area, all that time at the end, right up.







	COLIN.


	That was unforgiveable. I must say.







	ROZ.


	I still feel faint if the phone rings.







	COLIN.


	I know it’s not in the realms of possibility to find him leaning against the carpark wall but I still flinch when I come out of the station. He must have wasted an inordinate amount of time because he can’t have known which train I was on or even which day. And yet I could always count on his being there.







	ROZ.


	I never spoke to him at that time.







	COLIN.


	Even when I made it perfectly clear by ignoring him. Even when I said quite loudly, ‘Go away Billy’. A dog would have obeyed. Stumbling after me to the car, distorting his face against the window, pleading with me quite unintelligibly since I couldn’t hear a word through the glass.







	ROZ.


	He’d suddenly be there beside me when I was going shopping and wait outside every shop. I had to take the car.







	
COLIN.



	He got us a bad name in the village.







	ROZ.


	I used to see him from the window sleeping in the field.







	COLIN.


	We should have called the police.







	ROZ.


	He used to come into the garden.







	COLIN.


	I did begin to fear for your safety.







	ROZ.


	
I was never frightened, I was angry. Not to be able to walk under my own trees.


Pause. Wind and rain outside.


All out of love for us, he claimed, that was what really got me, love for us.








	COLIN.


	He hated us.







	ROZ.


	He was envious.







	COLIN.


	One is more lucky than most people.







	ROZ.


	Lucky? I think we’ve suffered fantastically.







	COLIN.


	I meant materially. The house, the area, the way of life. The children.







	ROZ.


	At least he didn’t hurt the children.







	COLIN.


	It hasn’t been the worst possible.







	ROZ.


	He was even fond of Ellie in his way.







	COLIN.


	I would have killed him.







	ROZ.


	At least we never saw him again.







	COLIN.


	He came into the office.







	ROZ.


	I don’t count that. I haven’t seen him.







	COLIN.


	Do you feel at all that you love him?







	ROZ.


	Of course I don’t.







	COLIN.


	Not at all?







	ROZ.


	No.







	COLIN.


	No.







	
ROZ.



	You’re not going to start thinking that?







	COLIN.


	No.







	ROZ.


	But you are.







	COLIN.


	It happened.







	ROZ.


	Because he hated us.







	COLIN.


	But at the end you didn’t struggle.







	ROZ.


	
You know how things can be.


Pause. Wind and rain.


You know yourself you had that moment on the station in London the night you brought him down. You kept me awake so late while you explained. You’d had this moment of feeling close to him and rational considerations dropped away. They were your words. But that moment seems nothing now. You said to him at the time, ‘You can count on me.’
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