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            INTRODUCTION

         

         A speech made by Harold Pinter in Hamburg, West Ger­many, on being awarded the 1970 German Shakespeare Prize.

         

         When I was informed that I was to be given this award my reaction was to be startled, even bewildered, while at the same time to feel deeply gratified by this honour. I remain honoured and slightly bewildered, but also frightened. What frightens me is that I have been asked to speak to you today. If I find writing difficult I find giving a public address doubly so.

         Once, many years ago, I found myself engaged uneasily in a public discussion on the theatre. Someone asked me what my work was ‘about’. I replied with no thought at all and merely to frustrate this line of enquiry: ‘The weasel under the cocktail cabinet.’ That was a great mistake. Over the years I have seen that remark quoted in a number of learned columns. It has now seemingly acquired a profound significance, and is seen to be a highly relevant and meaningful observation about my own work. But for me the remark meant precisely nothing. Such are the dangers of speaking in public.

         In what way can one talk about one’s work? I’m a writer, not a critic. When I use the word work I mean work. I regard myself as nothing more than a working man.

         I am moved by the fact that the selection committee for the Shakespeare Prize has judged my work, in the context of this award, as worthy of it, but it’s impossible for me to understand the reasons that led them to their decision. I’m at the other end of the telescope. The language used, the opinions given, the approvals and objections engendered by one’s work happen in a sense outside one’s actual experience of it, since the core of that 9experience consists in writing the stuff. I have a particular relationship with the words I put down on paper and the characters which emerge from them which no one else can share with me. And perhaps that’s why I remain bewildered by praise and really quite indifferent to insult. Praise and insult refer to someone called Pinter. I don’t know the man they’re talking about. I know the plays, but in a totally different way, in a quite private way.

         If I am to talk at all I prefer to talk practically about practical matters, but that’s no more than a pious hope, since one invariably slips into theorizing, almost without noticing it. And I distrust theory. In whatever capacity I have worked in the theatre, and apart from writing, I have done quite a bit of acting and a certain amount of directing for the stage, I have found that theory, as such, has never been helpful; either to myself, or, I have noticed, to few of my colleagues. The best sort of collabor­ative working relationship in the theatre, in my view, consists in a kind of stumbling erratic shorthand, through which facts are lost, collided with, fumbled, found again. One excellent director I know has never been known to complete a sentence. He has such instinctive surety and almost subliminal powers of communication that the actors respond to his words before he has said them.

         I don’t want to imply that I am counselling lack of intelligence as a working aid. On the contrary, I am referring to an intelligence brought to bear on practical and relevant matters, on matters which are active and alive and specific, an intelligence working with others to find the legitimate and therefore compulsory facts and make them concrete for us on the stage. A rehearsal period which consists of philosophical discourse or politi­cal treatise does not get the curtain up at eight o’clock.

         I have referred to facts, by which I mean theatrical facts. It is true to say that theatrical facts do not easily disclose their secrets, and it is very easy, when they prove 10stubborn, to distort them, to make them into something else, or to pretend they never existed. This happens more often in the theatre than we care to recognize and is proof either of incompetence or fundamental contempt for the work in hand.

         I believe myself that when a writer looks at the blank of the word he has not yet written, or when actors and directors arrive at a given moment on stage, there is only one proper thing that can take place at that moment, and that that thing, that gesture, that word on the page, must alone be found, and once found, scrupulously protected. I think I am talking about necessary shape, both as regards a play and its production.

         If there is, as I believe, a necessary, an obligatory shape which a play demands of its writer, then I have never been able to achieve it myself. I have always finished the last draft of a play with a mixture of feelings: relief, disbelief, exhilaration, and a certainty that if I could only wring the play’s neck once more it might yield once more to me, that I could get it better, that I could get the better of it, perhaps. But that’s impossible. You create the word and in a certain way the word, in finding its own life, stares you out, is obdurate, and more often than not defeats you. You create the characters and they prove to be very tough. They observe you, their writer, warily. It may sound absurd, but I believe I am speaking the truth when I say that I have suffered two kinds of pain through my characters. I have witnessed their  pain when I am in the act of distorting them, of falsifying them, and I have witnessed their contempt. I have suffered pain when I have been unable to get to the quick of them, when they wilfully elude me, when they withdraw into the shadows. And there’s a third and rarer pain. That is when the right word, or the right act jolts them or stills them into their proper life. When that happens the pain is worth having. When that happens I am ready to take them 11into the nearest bar and buy drinks all round. And I hope they would forgive me my trespasses against them and do the same for me. But there is no question that quite a conflict takes place between the writer and his characters and on the whole I would say the characters are the winners. And that’s as it should be, I think. Where a writer sets out a blueprint for his characters, and keeps them rigidly to it, where they do not at any time upset his applecart, where he has mastered them, he has also killed them, or rather terminated their birth, and he has a dead play on his hands.

         Sometimes, the director says to me in rehearsal; ‘Why does she say this?’ I reply: ‘Wait a minute, let me look at the text.’ I do so, and perhaps I say: ‘Doesn’t she say this because he said that,  two pages ago?’ Or I say: ‘Because that’s what she feels.’ Or: ‘Because she feels something else, and therefore says that.’ Or: ‘I haven’t the faintest idea. But somehow we have to find out.’ Sometimes I learn quite a lot from rehearsals.

         I have been very fortunate, in my life, in the people I’ve worked with, and my association with Peter Hall and the Royal Shakespeare Company has, particularly, been greatly satisfying. Peter Hall and I, working together, have found that the image must be pursued with the greatest vigilance, calmly, and once found, must be shar­pened, graded, accurately focused and maintained, and that the key word is economy, economy of movement and gesture, of emotion and its expression, both the internal and the external in specific and exact relation to each other, so that there is no wastage and no mess. These are hardly revolutionary conclusions, but I hope no less worthy of restatement for that.

         I may appear to be laying too heavy an emphasis on method and technique as opposed to content, but this is not in fact the case. I am not suggesting that the dis­ciplines to which I have been referring be imposed upon the action in terms of a device, or as a formal convenience. 12What is made evident before us on the stage can clearly only be made fully evident where the content of the scene has been defined. But I do not understand this definition as one arrived at through the intellect, but a definition made by the actors, using quite a different system. In other words, if I now bring various criteria to bear upon a production, these are not intellectual concepts but facts forged through experience of active participation with good actors and, I hope, a living text.

         What am I writing about? Not the weasel under the cocktail cabinet.

         I am not concerned with making general statements. I am not interested in theatre used simply as a means of self-expression on the part of the people engaged in it. I find in so much group theatre, under the sweat and assault and noise, nothing but valueless generalizations, naive and quite unfruitful.

         I can sum up none of my plays. I can describe none of them, except to say: That is what happened. That is what they said. That is what they did.

         I am aware, sometimes, of an insistence in my mind. Images, characters, insisting upon being written. You can pour a drink, make a telephone call or run round the park, and sometimes succeed in suffocating them. You know they’re going to make your life hell. But at other times they’re unavoidable and you’re compelled to try to do them some kind of justice. And while it may be hell, it’s certainly for me the best kind of hell to be in.

         However, I find it ironic that I have come here to receive this distinguished award as a writer, and that at the moment I am writing nothing and can write nothing. I don’t know why. It’s a very bad feeling, I know that, but I must say I want more than anything else to fill up a blank page again, and to feel that strange thing happen, birth through fingertips. When you can’t write you feel you’ve been banished from yourself.
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               THE HOMECOMING14

            

         

         
            
               First Presentation

            

         

         The  Homecoming  was first presented by the Royal Shakespeare Company at the Aldwych Theatre on 3 June 1965, with the following cast:

         
            
               

	  
            
                        
                        	
max, a  man  of  seventy

            
                        
                        	Paul Rogers



	 
            
                        
                        	
lenny, a  man  in  his  early  thirties

            
                        
                        	Ian Holm



	 
            
                        
                        	
sam, a  man  of  sixty-three

            
                        
                        	John Normington



	 
            
                        
                        	
joey, a  man  in  his  middle  twenties  

            
                        
                        	Terence Rigby



	 
            
                        
                        	
teddy, a  man  in  his  middle  thirties  

            
                        
                        	Michael Bryant



	 
            
                        
                        	
ruth, a  woman  in  her  early  thirties  

            
                        
                        	Vivien Merchant






         

         Directed  by  Peter Hall

          

         The  Homecoming  was revived at the Garrick Theatre in May 1978. The cast was as follows:

         
            
               

	 
            
                        
                        	max
            
                        
                        	Timothy West



	 
            
                        
                        	lenny
            
                        
                        	Michael Kitchen



	 
            
                        
                        	sam
            
                        
                        	Charles Kay



	 
            
                        
                        	joey
            
                        
                        	Roger Lloyd Pack



	 
            
                        
                        	teddy
            
                        
                        	Oliver Cotton



	 
            
                        
                        	ruth
            
                        
                        	Gemma Jones






         

         Directed  by  Kevin Billington

          

         summer

         An old house in North London.

         A large room, extending the width of the stage.

         The back wall, which contained the door, has been removed.

A square arch shape remains. Beyond it, the hall. In the hall a staircase, ascending u.l., well in view. The front door u.r. A coatstand, hooks, etc.

         In the room a window, r. Odd tables, chairs. Two large armchairs. A large sofa, l. Against r. wall a large sideboard, the upper half of which contains a mirror. u.l. a radiogram.15

         
            
               Act One

            

         

         Evening.

         lenny is  sitting  on  the  sofa  with  a  newspaper,  a  pencil  in  his hand.  He  wears  a  dark  suit.  He  makes  occasional  marks  on  the back  page.

         max comes  in,  from  the  direction  of  the  kitchen.  He  goes  to  side­board,  opens  top  drawer,  rummages  in  it,  closes  it.

         He  wears  an  old  cardigan  and  a  cap,  and  carries  a  stick.

         He  walks  downstage,  stands,  looks  about  the  room.

          

         
            max. What have you done with the scissors?

            Pause.

            I said I’m looking for the scissors. What have you done with them?

            Pause.

            Did you hear me? I want to cut something out of the paper.

            lenny. I’m reading the paper.

            max. Not that paper. I haven’t even read that paper. I’m talking about last Sunday’s paper. I was just having a look at it in the kitchen.

            Pause.

            Do you hear what I’m saying? I’m talking to you! Where’s the scissors?

            lenny (looking up, quietly). Why don’t you shut up, you daft prat?

            max lifts his  stick  and  points  it  at  him.

            max. Don’t you talk to me like that. I’m warning you.

            16He  sits  in  large  armchair.

            There’s an advertisement in the paper about flannel vests. Cut price. Navy surplus. I could do with a few of them.

            Pause.

            I think I’ll have a fag. Give me a fag.

            Pause.

            I just asked you to give me a cigarette.

            Pause.

            Look what I’m lumbered with.

            He  takes  a  crumpled  cigarette  from  his  pocket.

            I’m getting old, my word of honour.

            He  lights  it.

            You think I wasn’t a tearaway? I could have taken care of you, twice over. I’m still strong. You ask your Uncle Sam what I was. But at the same time I always had a kind heart. Always.

            Pause.

            I used to knock about with a man called MacGregor. I called him Mac. You remember Mac? Eh?

            Pause.

            Huhh! We were two of the worst hated men in the West End of London. I tell you, I still got the scars. We’d walk into a place, the whole room’d stand up, they’d make way to let us pass. You never heard such silence. Mind you, he was a big man, he was over six foot tall. His family were all MacGregors, they came all the way from Aberdeen, but he was the only one they called Mac.

            17Pause.

            He was very fond of your mother, Mac was. Very fond. He always had a good word for her.

            Pause.

            Mind you, she wasn’t such a bad woman. Even though it made me sick just to look at her rotten stinking face, she wasn’t such a bad bitch. I gave her the best bleeding years of my life, anyway.

            lenny. Plug it, will you, you stupid sod, I’m trying to read the paper.

            max. Listen! I’ll chop your spine off, you talk to me like that! You understand? Talking to your lousy filthy father like that!

            lenny. You know what, you’re getting demented.

            Pause.

            What do you think of Second Wind for the three-thirty?

            max. Where?

            lenny. Sandown Park.

            max. Don’t stand a chance.

            lenny. Sure he does.

            max. Not a chance.

            lenny. He’s the winner.

            lenny ticks  the  paper.

            max. He talks to me about horses.

            Pause.

            I used to live on the course. One of the loves of my life. Epsom? I knew it like the back of my hand. I was one of the best-known faces down at the paddock. What a marvellous open-air life.

            Pause.

            18He talks to me about horses. You only read their names in the papers. But I’ve stroked their manes, I’ve held them, I’ve calmed them down before a big race. I was the one they used to call for. Max, they’d say, there’s a horse here, he’s highly strung, you’re the only man on the course who can calm him. It was true. I had a … I had an instinctive understanding of animals. I should have been a trainer. Many times I was offered the job – you know, a proper post, by the Duke of … I forget his name … one of the Dukes. But I had family obligations, my family needed me at home.

            Pause.

            The times I’ve watched those animals thundering past the post. What an experience. Mind you, I didn’t lose, I made a few bob out of it, and you know why? Because I always had the smell of a good horse. I could smell him. And not only the colts but the fillies. Because the fillies are more highly strung than the colts, they’re more unreliable, did you know that? No, what do you know? Nothing. But I was always able to tell a good filly by one particular trick. I’d look her in the eye. You see? I’d stand in front of her and look her straight in the eye, it was a kind of hypnotism, and by the look deep down in her eye I could tell whether she was a stayer or not. It was a gift. I had a gift.

            Pause.

            And he talks to me about horses.

            lenny. Dad, do you mind if I change the subject?

            Pause.

            I want to ask you something. The dinner we had before, what was the name of it? What do you call it?

            Pause.

            19Why don’t you buy a dog? You’re a dog cook. Honest. You think you’re cooking for a lot of dogs.

            max. If you don’t like it get out.

            lenny. I am going out. I’m going cut to buy myself a proper dinner.

            max. Well, get out! What are you waiting for?

            lenny looks  at  him.

            lenny. What did you say?

            max. I said shove off out of it, that’s what I said.

            lenny. You’ll go before me, Dad, if you talk to me in that tone of voice.

            max. Will I, you bitch?

            max grips  his  stick.

            lenny. Oh, Daddy, you’re not going to use your stick on me, are you? Eh? Don’t use your stick on me Daddy. No, please. It wasn’t my fault, it was one of the others. I haven’t done anything wrong, Dad, honest. Don’t clout me with that stick, Dad.

            Silence. 
max sits hunched. lenny reads  the  paper.
sam comes  in  the  front  door.  He  wears  a  chauffeur’s  uniform.
He  hangs  his  hat  on  a  hook  in  the  hall  and  comes  into  the room.  He  goes  to  a  chair, sits  in  it  and  sighs.

            Hullo, Uncle Sam.

            sam. Hullo.

            lenny. How are you, Uncle?

            sam. Not bad. A bit tired.

            lenny. Tired? I bet you’re tired. Where you been?

            sam. I’ve been to London Airport.

            lenny. All the way up to London Airport? What, right up the M4?

            sam. Yes, all the way up there.

            20lenny. Tch, tch, tch. Well, I think you’re entitled to be tired, Uncle.

            sam. Well, it’s the drivers.

            lenny. I know. That’s what I’m talking about. I’m talking about the drivers.

            sam. Knocks you out.

            Pause.

            max. I’m here, too, you know.

            sam looks  at him.

            I said I’m here, too. I’m sitting here.

            sam. I know you’re here.

            Pause.

            sam. I took a Yankee out there today … to the Airport.

            lenny. Oh, a Yankee, was it?

            sam. Yes, I been with him all day. Picked him up at the Savoy at half past twelve, took him to the Caprice for his lunch. After lunch I picked him up again, took him down to a house in Eaton Square – he had to pay a visit to a friend there – and then round about tea-time I took him right the way out to the Airport.

            lenny. Had to catch a plane there, did he?

            sam. Yes. Look what he gave me. He gave me a box of cigars.

            sam takes  a  box  of  cigars  from  his  pocket.

            max. Come here. Let’s have a look at them.

            sam shows max the  cigars. max takes  one  from  the  box, pinches  it  and  sniffs  it.

            It’s a fair cigar.

            sam. Want to try one?

            max and sam light  cigars.

            21You know what he said to me? He told me I was the best chauffeur he’d ever had. The best one.

            max. From what point of view?

            sam. Eh?

            max. From what point of view?

            lenny. From the point of view of his driving, Dad, and his general sense of courtesy, I should say.

            max. Thought you were a good driver, did he, Sam? Well, he gave you a first-class cigar.

            sam. Yes, he thought I was the best he’d ever had. They all say that, you know. They won’t have anyone else, they only ask for me. They say I’m the best chauffeur in the firm.

            lenny. I bet the other drivers tend to get jealous, don’t they, Uncle?

            sam. They do get jealous. They get very jealous.

            max. Why?

            Pause.

            sam. I just told you.

            max. No, I just can’t get it clear, Sam. Why do the other drivers get jealous?

            sam. Because (a) I’m the best driver, and because … (b) I don’t take liberties.

            Pause.

            I don’t press myself on people, you see. These big business­men, men of affairs, they don’t want the driver jawing all the time, they like to sit in the back, have a bit of peace and quiet. After all, they’re sitting in a Humber Super Snipe, they can afford to relax. At the same time, though, this is what really makes me special … I do know how to pass the time of day when required.

            Pause.

            For instance, I told this man today I was in the second world 22war. Not the first. I told him I was too young for the first. But I told him I fought in the second.

            Pause.

            So did he, it turned out.

            lenny stands,  goes  to  the  mirror  and  straightens  his  tie.

            lenny. He was probably a colonel, or something, in the American Air Force.

            sam. Yes.

            lenny. Probably a navigator, or something like that, in a Flying Fortress. Now he’s most likely a high executive in a worldwide group of aeronautical engineers.

            sam. Yes.

            lenny. Yes, I know the kind of man you’re talking about.

            lenny goes  out,  turning  to  his  right.

            sam. After all, I’m experienced. I was driving a dust cart at the age of nineteen. Then I was in long-distance haulage. I had ten years as a taxi-driver and I’ve had five as a private chauffeur.

            max. It’s funny you never got married, isn’t it? A man with all your gifts.

            Pause.

            Isn’t it? A man like you?

            sam. There’s still time.

            max. Is there?

            Pause.

            sam. You’d be surprised

            max. What you been doing, banging away at your lady customers, have you?

            sam. Not me.

            max. In the back of the Snipe? Been having a few crafty reefs in a layby, have you?

            23sam. Not me.

            max. On the back seat? What about the armrest, was it up or down?

            sam. I’ve never done that kind of thing in my car.

            max. Above all that kind of thing, are you, Sam?

            sam. Too true.

            max. Above having a good bang on the back seat, are you?

            sam. Yes, I leave that to others.

            max. You leave it to others? What others? You paralysed prat!

            sam. I don’t mess up my car! Or my … my boss’s car! Like other people.

            max. Other people? What other people?

            Pause.

            What other people?

            Pause.

            sam. Other people.

            Pause.

            max. When you find the right girl, Sam, let your family know, don’t forget, we’ll give you a number one send-off, I promise you. You can bring her to live here, she can keep us all happy. We’d take it in turns to give her a walk round the park.

            sam. I wouldn’t bring her here.

            max. Sam, it’s your decision. You’re welcome to bring your bride here, to the place where you live, or on the other hand you can take a suite at the Dorchester. It’s entirely up to you.

            sam. I haven’t got a bride.

            sam stands,  goes  to  the  sideboard,  takes  an  apple  from  the bowl,  bites  into  it.

            Getting a bit peckish.

            He  looks  out  of  the  window.

            24Never get a bride like you had, anyway. Nothing like your bride… going about these days. Like Jessie.

            Pause.

            After all, I escorted her once or twice, didn’t I? Drove her round once or twice in my cab. She was a charming woman.

            Pause.

            All the same, she was your wife. But still … they were some of the most delightful evenings I’ve ever had. Used to just drive her about. It was my pleasure.

            max (softly,  closing  his  eyes).  Christ.

            sam. I used to pull up at a stall and buy her a cup of coffee. She was a very nice companion to be with.

            Silence. 
joey comes  in  the  front  door.  He  walks  into  the  room,  takes his  jacket  off,  throws  it  on  a  chair  and  stands.

Silence.

            joey. Feel a bit hungry.

            sam. Me, too.

            max. Who do you think I am, your mother? Eh? Honest. They walk in here every time of the day and night like bloody animals. Go and find yourself a mother.

            lenny walks  into  the  room,  stands.

            joey. I’ve been training down at the gym.

            sam . Yes, the boy’s been working all day and training all night.

            max. What do you want, you bitch? You spend all the day sitting on your arse at London Airport, buy yourself a jamroll. You expect me to sit here waiting to rush into the kitchen the moment you step in the door? You’ve been living sixty-three years, why don’t you learn to cook?

            sam. I can cook.

            max. Well, go and cook!

            25Pause.

            lenny. What the boys want, Dad, is your own special brand of cooking, Dad. That’s what the boys look forward to. The special understanding of food, you know, that you’ve got.

            max. Stop calling me Dad. Just stop all that calling me Dad, do you understand?

            lenny. But I’m your son. You used to tuck me up in bed every night. He tucked you up, too, didn’t he, Joey?

            Pause.

            He used to like tucking up his sons.

            lenny turns  and  goes  towards  the  front  door.

            max. Lenny.

            lenny (turning). What?

            max. I’ll give you a proper tuck up one of these nights, son. You mark my word.

            They  look  at  each  other. 
lenny opens  the  front  door  and  goes  out.
Silence.

            joey. I’ve been training with Bobby Dodd.

            Pause.

            And I had a good go at the bag as well.

            Pause.

            I wasn’t in bad trim.

            max. Boxing’s a gentleman’s game.

            Pause.

            I’ll tell you what you’ve got to do. What you’ve got to do is you’ve got to learn how to defend yourself, and you’ve got to learn how to attack. That’s your only trouble as a boxer. You don’t know how to defend yourself, and you don’t know how to attack.26

            Pause.

            Once you’ve mastered those arts you can go straight to the top.

            Pause.

            joey. I’ve got a pretty good idea … of how to do that.

            joey looks  round  for  his  jacket,  picks  it  up,  goes  out  of  the room  and  up  the  stairs.
Pause.

            max. Sam … why don’t you go, too, eh? Why don’t you just go upstairs? Leave me quiet. Leave me alone.

            sam. I want to make something clear about Jessie, Max. I want to. I do. When I took her out in the cab, round the town, I was taking care of her, for you. I was looking after her for you, when you were busy, wasn’t I? I was showing her the West End.

            Pause.

            You wouldn’t have trusted any of your other brothers. You wouldn’t have trusted Mac, would you? But you trusted me. I want to remind you.

            Pause.

            Old Mac died a few years ago, didn’t he? Isn’t he dead?

            Pause.

            He was a lousy stinking rotten loudmouth. A bastard uncouth sodding runt. Mind you, he was a good friend of yours.

            Pause.

            max. Eh, Sam …

            sam. What?

            max. Why do I keep you here? You’re just an old grub.

            27sam. Am I?

            max. You’re a maggot.

            sam. Oh yes?

            max. As soon as you stop paying your way here, I mean when you’re too old to pay your way, you know what I’m going to do? I’m going to give you the boot.

            sam. You are, eh?

            max. Sure. I mean, bring in the money and I’ll put up with you. But when the firm gets rid of you – you can flake off.

            sam. This is my house as well, you know. This was our mother’s house.

            max. One lot after the other. One mess after the other.

            sam. Our father’s house.

            max. Look what I’m lumbered with. One cast-iron bunch of crap after another. One flow of stinking pus after another.

            Pause.

            Our father! I remember him. Don’t worry. You kid your­self. He used to come over to me and look down at me. My old man did. He’d bend right over me, then he’d pick me up. I was only that big. Then he’d dandle me. Give me the bottle. Wipe me clean. Give me a smile. Pat me on the bum. Pass me around, pass me from hand to hand. Toss me up in the air. Catch me coming down. I remember my father.

            blackout.
lights up.
Night.
teddy and ruth stand  at  the  threshold  of  the  room.

They  are  both  well  dressed  in  light  summer  suits  and  light raincoats.

Two  suitcases  are  by  their  side.

They  look  at  the  room.  teddy tosses  the  key  in  his  hand, smiles.

            teddy. Well, the key worked.28

            Pause.

            They haven’t changed the lock.

            Pause.

            ruth. No one’s here.

            teddy (looking up). They’re asleep.

            Pause.

            ruth. Can I sit down?

            teddy. Of course.

            ruth. I’m tired.

            Pause.

            teddy. Then sit down.

            She  does  not  move.

            That’s my father’s chair.

            ruth. That one?

            teddy (smiling). Yes, that’s it. Shall I go up and see if my room’s still there?

            ruth. It can’t have moved.

            teddy. No, I mean if my bed’s still there.

            ruth. Someone might be in it.

            teddy. No. They’ve got their own beds.

            Pause.

            ruth. Shouldn’t you wake someone up? Tell them you’re here?

            teddy. Not at this time of night. It’s too late.

            Pause.

            Shall I go up?

            He  goes  into  the  hall,  looks  up  the  stairs,  comes  back.

            Why don’t you sit down?29

            Pause.

            I’ll just go up … have a look.

            He  goes  up  the  stairs,  stealthily.
ruth stands,  then  slowly  walks  across  the  room.
teddy returns.

            It’s still there. My room. Empty. The bed’s there. What are you doing?

            She  looks  at  him.

            Blankets, no sheets. I’ll find some sheets. I could hear snores. Really. They’re all still here, I think. They’re all snoring up there. Are you cold?

            ruth. No.

            teddy. I’ll make something to drink, if you like. Something hot.

            ruth. No, I don’t want anything.

            teddy walks  about.

            teddy. What do you think of the room? Big, isn’t it? It’s a big house. I mean, it’s a fine room, don’t you think? Actually there was a wall, across there … with a door. We knocked it down … years ago … to make an open living area. The structure wasn’t affected, you see. My mother was dead.

            ruth sits.

            Tired?

            ruth. Just a little.

            teddy. We can go to bed if you like. No point in waking anyone up now. Just go to bed. See them all in the morning … see my father in the morning….

            Pause.

            ruth. Do you want to stay?30

            teddy. Stay?

            Pause.

            We’ve come to stay. We’re bound to stay … for a few days.

            ruth. I think … the children … might be missing us.

            teddy. Don’t be silly.

            ruth. They might.

            teddy. Look, we’ll be back in a few days, won’t we?

            He  walks  about  the  room.

            Nothing’s changed. Still the same.

            Pause.

            Still, he’ll get a surprise in the morning, won’t he? The old man. I think you’ll like him very much. Honestly. He’s a … well, he’s old, of course. Getting on.

            Pause.

            I was born here, do you realize that?

            ruth. I know.

            Pause.

            teddy. Why don’t you go to bed? I’ll find some sheets. I feel … wide awake, isn’t it odd? I think I’ll stay up for a bit. Are you tired?

            ruth. No.

            teddy. Go to bed. I’ll show you the room.

            ruth. No, I don’t want to.

            teddy. You’ll be perfectly all right up there without me. Really you will. I mean, I won’t be long. Look, it’s just up there. It’s the first door on the landing. The bathroom’s right next door. You … need some rest, you know.

            Pause.

            31I just want to … walk about for a few minutes. Do you mind?

            ruth. Of course I don’t.

            teddy. Well … Shall I show you the room?

            ruth. No, I’m happy at the moment.

            teddy. You don’t have to go to bed. I’m not saying you have to. I mean, you can stay up with me. Perhaps I’ll make a cup of tea or something. The only thing is we don’t want to make too much noise, we don’t want to wake anyone up.

            ruth. I’m not making any noise.

            teddy. I know you’re not.

            He  goes  to  her.

            (Gently.)  Look, it’s all right, really. I’m here. I mean … I’m with you. There’s no need to be nervous. Are you nervous?

            ruth. No.

            teddy. There’s no need to be.

            Pause.

            They’re very warm people, really. Very warm. They’re my family. They’re not ogres.

            Pause.

            Well, perhaps we should go to bed. After all, we have to be up early, see Dad. Wouldn’t be quite right if he found us in bed, I think. (He  chuckles.)  Have to be up before six, come down, say hullo.

            Pause.

            ruth. I think I’ll have a breath of air.

            teddy. Air?

            Pause.

            What do you mean?

            32ruth (standing).  Just a stroll.

            teddy. At this time of night? But we’ve … only just got here. We’ve got to go to bed.

            ruth. I just feel like some air.

            teddy. But I’m going to bed.

            ruth. That’s all right.

            teddy. But what am I going to do?

            Pause.

            The last thing I want is a breath of air. Why do you want a breath of air?

            ruth. I just do.

            teddy. But it’s late.

            ruth. I won’t go far. I’ll come back.

            Pause.

            teddy. I’ll wait up for you.

            ruth. Why?

            teddy. I’m not going to bed without you.

            ruth. Can I have the key?

            He  gives  it  to  her.

            Why don’t you go to bed?

            He  puts  his  arms  on  her  shoulders  and  kisses  her.

They  look  at  each  other,  briefly.  She  smiles.

            I won’t be long.

            She  goes  out  of  the  front  door.
teddy goes  to  the  window,  peers  out  after  her,  half  turns from  the  window,  stands,  suddenly  chews  his  knuckles.
lenny walks  into  the  room  from  u.l. He  stands.  He  wears pyjamas  and  dressing-gown.  He  watches teddy.
teddy turns  and  sees  him.

Silence.

            33teddy. Hullo, Lenny.

            lenny. Hullo, Teddy.

            Pause.

            teddy. I didn’t hear you come down the stairs.

            lenny. I didn’t.

            Pause.

            I sleep down here now. Next door. I’ve got a kind of study, workroom cum bedroom next door now, you see.

            teddy. Oh. Did I … wake you up?

            lenny. No. I just had an early night tonight. You know how it is. Can’t sleep. Keep waking up.

            Pause

            teddy. How are you?

            lenny. Well, just sleeping a bit restlessly, that’s all. Tonight, anyway.

            teddy. Bad dreams?

            lenny. No, I wouldn’t say I was dreaming. It’s not exactly a dream. It’s just that something keeps waking me up. Some kind of tick.

            teddy. A tick?

            lenny. Yes.

            teddy. Well, what is it?

            lenny. I don’t know.

            Pause.

            teddy. Have you got a clock in your room?

            lenny. Yes.

            teddy. Well, maybe it’s the clock.

            lenny. Yes, could be, I suppose.

            Pause.

            Well, if it’s the clock I’d better do something about it, Stifle it in some way, or something.34

            Pause.

            teddy. I’ve … just come back for a few days

            lenny. Oh yes? Have you?

            Pause.

            teddy. How’s the old man?

            lenny. He’s in the pink.

            Pause.

            teddy. I’ve been keeping well.

            lenny. Oh, have you?

            Pause.

            Staying the night then, are you?

            teddy. Yes.

            lenny. Well, you can sleep in your old room.

            teddy. Yes, I’ve been up.

            lenny. Yes, you can sleep there.

            lenny yawns.

            Oh well.

            teddy. I’m going to bed.

            lenny. Are you?

            teddy. Yes, I’ll get some sleep.

            lenny. Yes I’m going to bed, too.

            teddy picks  up  the  cases.

            I’ll give you a hand.

            teddy. No, they’re not heavy.

            teddy goes  into  the  hall  with  the  cases.
lenny turns  out  the  light  in  the  room.

The  light  in  the  hall  remains  on.
lenny follows  into  the  hall.

            lenny. Nothing you want?35

            teddy. Mmmm?

            lenny. Nothing you might want, for the night? Glass of water, anything like that?

            teddy. Any sheets anywhere?

            lenny. In the sideboard in your room.

            teddy. Oh, good.

            lenny. Friends of mine occasionally stay there, you know, in your room, when they’re passing through this part of the world.

            lenny turns  out  the  hall  light  and  turns  on  the  first  landing light.
teddy begins  to  walk  up  the  stairs.

            teddy. Well, I’ll see you at breakfast, then.

            lenny. Yes, that’s it. Ta-ta.

            teddy goes  upstairs.
lenny goes  off l.

Silence.

The  landing  light  goes  out.

Slight  night  light  in  the  hall  and  room.
lenny comes  back  into  the  room,  goes  to  the  window  and looks  out.

He  leaves  the  window  and  turns  on  a  lamp.

He  is holding  a  small  clock.

He  sits,  places  the  clock  in  front  of  him,  lights  a  cigarette  and sits.
ruth comes  in  the  front  door.

She  stands  still lenny turns  his  head,  smiles.  She  walks slowly  into  the  room.

            lenny. Good evening.

            ruth. Morning, I think.

            lenny. You’re right there.

            Pause.

            My name’s Lenny. What’s yours?

            36ruth. Ruth.

            She  sits,  puts  her  coat  collar  around  her.

            lenny. Cold?

            ruth. No.

            lenny. It’s been a wonderful summer, hasn’t it? Remark­ able.

            Pause.

            Would you like something? Refreshment of some kind? An aperitif, anything like that?

            ruth. No, thanks.

            lenny. I’m glad you said that. We haven’t got a drink in the house. Mind you, I’d soon get some in, if we had a party or something like that. Some kind of celebration … you know.

            Pause.

            You must be connected with my brother in some way. The one who’s been abroad.

            ruth. I’m his wife.

            lenny. Eh listen, I wonder if you can advise me. I’ve been having a bit of a rough time with this clock. The tick’s been keeping me up. The trouble is I’m not all that convinced it was the clock. I mean there are lots of things which tick in the night, don’t you find that? All sorts of objects, which, in the day, you wouldn’t call anything else but common­place. They give you no trouble. But in the night any given one of a number of them is liable to start letting out a bit of a tick. Whereas you look at these objects in the day and they’re just commonplace. They’re as quiet as mice during the daytime. So … all things being equal … this question of me saying it was the clock that woke me up, well, that could very easily prove something of a false hypothesis.37

            He  goes  to  the  sideboard,  pours  from  a  jug  into  a  glass,  takes the  glass  to ruth.

            Here you are. I bet you could do with this.

            ruth. What is it?

            lenny. Water.

            She  takes  it,  sips,  places  the  glass  on  a  small  table  by  her chair.
lenny watches  her.

            Isn’t it funny? I’ve got my pyjamas on and you’re fully dressed.

            He  goes  to  the  sideboard  and  pours  another  glass  of  water.

            Mind if I have one? Yes, it’s funny seeing my old brother again after all these years. It’s just the sort of tonic my Dad needs, you know. He’ll be chuffed to his bollocks in the morning, when he sees his eldest son. I was surprised myself when I saw Teddy, you know. Old Ted. I thought he was in America.

            ruth. We’re on a visit to Europe.

            lenny. What, both of you?

            ruth. Yes.

            lenny. What, you sort of live with him over there, do you?

            ruth. We’re married.

            lenny. On a visit to Europe, eh? Seen much of it?

            ruth. We’ve just come from Italy.

            lenny. Oh, you went to Italy first, did you? And then he brought you over here to meet the family, did he? Well, the old man’ll be pleased to see you, I can tell you.

            ruth. Good.

            lenny. What did you say?

            ruth. Good.

            Pause.

            lenny. Where’d you go to in Italy?38

            ruth. Venice.

            lenny. Not dear old Venice? Eh? That’s funny. You know, I’ve always had a feeling that if I’d been a soldier in the last war – say in the Italian campaign – I’d probably have found myself in Venice. I’ve always had that feeling. The trouble was I was too young to serve, you see. I was only a child, I was too small, otherwise I’ve got a pretty shrewd idea I’d probably have gone through Venice. Yes, I’d almost cer­tainly have gone through it with my battalion. Do you mind if I hold your hand?

            ruth. Why?

            lenny. Just a touch.

            He  stands  and  goes  to  her.

            Just a tickle.

            ruth. Why?

            He  looks  down  at  her.

            lenny. I’ll tell you why.

            Slight  pause.

            One night, not too long ago, one night down by the docks, I was standing alone under an arch, watching all the men jibbing the boom, out in the harbour, and playing about with a yardarm, when a certain lady came up to me and made me a certain proposal. This lady had been searching for me for days. She’d lost tracks of my whereabouts. How­ever, the fact was she eventually caught up with me, and when she caught up with me she made me this certain proposal. Well, this proposal wasn’t entirely out of order and normally I would have subscribed to it. I mean I would have subscribed to it in the normal course of events. The only trouble was she was falling apart with the pox. So I turned it down. Well, this lady was very insistent and started taking liberties with me down under this arch, liberties 39which by any criterion I couldn’t be expected to tolerate, the facts being what they were, so I clumped her one. It was on my mind at the time to do away with her, you know, to kill her, and the fact is, that as killings go, it would have been a simple matter, nothing to it. Her chauffeur, who had located me for her, he’d popped round the corner to have a drink, which just left this lady and myself, you see, alone, standing underneath this arch, watching all the steamers steaming up, no one about, all quiet on the Western Front, and there she was up against this wall – well, just sliding down the wall, following the blow I’d given her. Well, to sum up, everything was in my favour, for a killing. Don’t worry about the chauffeur. The chauffeur would never have spoken. He was an old friend of the family. But … in the end I thought … Aaah, why go to all the bother … you know, getting rid of the corpse and all that, getting yourself into a state of tension. So I just gave her another belt in the nose and a couple of turns of the boot and sort of left it at that.

            ruth. How did you know she was diseased?

            lenny. How did I know?

            Pause.

            I decided she was.

            Silence.

            You and my brother are newly-weds, are you?

            ruth. We’ve been married six years.

            lenny. He’s always been my favourite brother, old Teddy. Do you know that? And my goodness we are proud of him here, I can tell you. Doctor of Philosophy and all that … leaves quite an impression. Of course, he’s a very sensitive man, isn’t he? Ted. Very. I’ve often wished I was as sensi­tive as he is.

            ruth. Have you?40

            lenny. Oh yes. Oh yes, very much so. I mean, I’m not saying I’m not sensitive. I am. I could just be a bit more so, that’s all.

            ruth. Could you?

            lenny. Yes, just a bit more so, that’s all.

            Pause.

            I mean, I am very sensitive to atmosphere, but I tend to get desensitized, if you know what I mean, when people make unreasonable demands on me. For instance, last Christmas I decided to do a bit of snow-clearing for the Borough Council, because we had a heavy snow over here that year in Europe. I didn’t have to do this snow-clearing – I mean I wasn’t financially embarrassed in any way – it just appealed to me, it appealed to something inside me. What I antici­pated with a good deal of pleasure was the brisk cold bite in the air in the early morning. And I was right. I had to get my snowboots on and I had to stand on a corner, at about five-thirty in the morning, to wait for the lorry to pick me up, to take me to the allotted area. Bloody freezing. Well, the lorry came, I jumped on the tailboard, headlights on, dipped, and off we went. Got there, shovels up, fags on, and off we went, deep into the December snow, hours before cockcrow. Well, that morning, while I was having my mid-morning cup of tea in a neighbouring cafe, the shovel standing by my chair, an old lady approached me and asked me if I would give her a hand with her iron mangle. Her brother-in-law, she said, had left it for her, but he’d left it in the wrong room, he’d left it in the front room. Well, naturally, she wanted it in the back room. It was a present he’d given her, you see, a mangle, to iron out the washing. But he’d left it in the wrong room, he’d left it in the front room, well that was a silly place to leave it, it couldn’t stay there. So I took time off to give her a hand. She only lived up the road. Well, the only trouble was when I got there I 41couldn’t move this mangle. It must have weighed about half a ton. How this brother-in-law got it up there in the first place I can’t even begin to envisage. So there I was, doing a bit of shoulders on with the mangle, risking a rupture, and this old lady just standing there, waving me on, not even lifting a little finger to give me a helping hand. So after a few minutes I said to her, now look here, why don’t you stuff this iron mangle up your arse? Anyway, I said, they’re out of date, you want to get a spin drier. I had a good mind to give her a workover there and then, but as I was feeling jubilant with the snow-clearing I just gave her a short-arm jab to the belly and jumped on a bus outside. Excuse me, shall I take this ashtray out of your way?

            ruth. It’s not in my way.

            lenny. It seems to be in the way of your glass. The glass was about to fall. Or the ashtray. I’m rather worried about the carpet. It’s not me, it’s my father. He’s obsessed with order and clarity. He doesn’t like mess. So, as I don’t believe you’re smoking at the moment, I’m sure you won’t object if I move the ashtray.

            He  does  so.

            And now perhaps I’ll relieve you of your glass.

            ruth. I haven’t quite finished.

            lenny. You’ve consumed quite enough, in my opinion.

            ruth. No, I haven’t.

            lenny. Quite sufficient, in my own opinion.

            ruth. Not in mine, Leonard.

            Pause.

            lenny. Don’t call me that, please.

            ruth. Why not?

            lenny. That’s the name my mother gave me.

            Pause.

            42Just give me the glass.

            ruth. No.

            Pause.

            lenny. I’ll take it, then.

            ruth. If you take the glass … I’ll take you.

            Pause.

            lenny. How about me taking the glass without you taking me?

            ruth. Why don’t I just take you?

            Pause.

            lenny. You’re joking.

            Pause.

            You’re in love, anyway, with another man. You’ve had a secret liaison with another man. His family didn’t even know. Then you come here without a word of warning and start to make trouble.

            She  picks  up  the  glass  and  lifts  it  towards  him.

            ruth. Have a sip. Go on. Have a sip from my glass.

            He  is  still.

            Sit on my lap. Take a long cool sip.

            She  pats  her  lap.  Pause.

She  stands,  moves  to  him  with  the  glass.

            Put your head back and open your mouth.

            lenny. Take that glass away from me.

            ruth. Lie on the floor. Go on. I’ll pour it down your throat.

            lenny. What are you doing, making me some kind of pro­posal?

            She  laughs  shortly,  drains  the  glass.

            43ruth. Oh, I was thirsty.

            She  smiles  at  him,  puts  the  glass  dawn,  goes  into  the  hall  and up  the  stairs.

He  follows  into  the  hall  and  shouts  up  the  stairs.

            lenny. What was that supposed to be? Some kind of pro­posal?

            Silence.

He  comes  back  into  the  room,  goes  to  his  own  glass,  drains  it.

A  door  slams  upstairs.

The  landing  light  goes  on.
max comes down the stairs, in pyjamas and cap. He comes  into the room. 

            max. What’s going on here? You drunk?

            He  stares  at  lenny.

            What are you shouting about? You gone mad?

            lenny pours  another  glass  of  water.

            Prancing about in the middle of the night shouting your head off. What are you, a raving lunatic?

            lenny. I was thinking aloud.

            max. Is Joey down here? You been shouting at Joey?

            lenny. Didn’t you hear what I said, Dad? I said I was thinking aloud.

            max. You were thinking so loud you got me out of bed.

            lenny. Look, why don’t you just … pop off, eh?

            max. Pop off? He wakes me up in the middle of the night, I think we got burglars here, I think he’s got a knife stuck in him, I come down here, he tells me to pop off.

            lenny sits  down.

            He was talking to someone. Who could he have been talking to? They’re all asleep. He was having a conversation with 44someone. He won’t tell me who it was. He pretends he was thinking aloud. What are you doing, hiding someone here? 

            lenny. I was sleepwalking. Get out of it, leave me alone, will you?

            max. I want an explanation, you understand? I asked you who you got hiding here.

            Pause.

            lenny. I’ll tell you what, Dad, since you’re in the mood for a bit of a … chat, I’ll ask you a question. It’s a question I’ve been meaning to ask you for some time. That night … you know … the night you got me … that night with Mum, what was it like? Eh? When I was just a glint in your eye. What was it like? What was the background to it? I mean, I want to know the real facts about my back­ground. I mean, for instance, is it a fact that you had me in mind all the time, or is it a fact that I was the last thing you had in mind?

            Pause.

            I’m only asking this in a spirit of inquiry, you understand that, don’t you? I’m curious. And there’s lots of people of my age share that curiosity, you know that, Dad? They often ruminate, sometimes singly, sometimes in groups, about the true facts of that particular night – the night they were made in the image of those two people at  it.  It’s a question long overdue, from my point of view, but as we happen to be passing the time of day here tonight I thought I’d pop it to you.

            Pause.

            max. You’ll drown in your own blood.

            lenny. If you prefer to answer the question in writing I’ve  got no objection.

            max stands.

            45I should have asked my dear mother. Why didn’t I ask my dear mother? Now it’s too late. She’s passed over to the other side.

            max spits  at  him.
lenny looks  down  at  the  carpet.

            Now look what you’ve done. I’ll have to Hoover that in  the morning, you know.

            max turns  and  walks  up  the  stairs.
lenny sits still.
blackout.
lights up.

            Morning.
joey in  front  of  the  mirror.  He  is  doing  some  slow  limbering-up  exercises.  He  stops,  combs  his  hair,  carefully.  He  then shadowboxes,  heavily,  watching  himself  in  the  mirror.
max comes  in  from u.l.
Both max and  joey are  dressed, max watches  joey in silence. joey stops  shadowboxing,  picks  up  a  newspaper  and sits.

Silence.

            max. I hate this room.

            Pause.

            It’s the kitchen I like. It’s nice in there. It’s cosy.

            Pause.

            But I can’t stay in there. You know why? Because he’s always washing up in there, scraping the plates, driving me out of the kitchen, that’s why.

            joey. Why don’t you bring your tea in here?

            max. I don’t want to bring my tea in here. I hate it here. I want to drink my tea in there.46

            He  goes  into  the  hall  and  looks  towards  the  kitchen.

            What’s he doing in there?

            He  returns.

            What’s the time?

            joey. Half past six.

            max. Half past six.

            Pause.

            I’m going to see a game of football this afternoon. You want to come?

            Pause.

            I’m talking to you.

            joey. I’m training this afternoon. I’m doing six rounds with

            Blackie.

            max. That’s not till five o’clock. You’ve got time to see a game of football before five o’clock. It’s the first game of the season.

            joey. No, I’m not going.

            max. Why not?

            Pause.
max goes  into  the  hall.

            Sam! Come here!

            max comes back into the room.
sam enters  with  a  cloth.

            sam. What?

            max. What are you doing in there?

            sam. Washing up.

            max. What else?

            sam. Getting rid of your leavings.

            max. Putting them in the bin, eh?47

            sam. Right in.

            max. What point you trying to prove?

            sam. No point.

            max. Oh yes, you are. You resent making my breakfast, that’s what it is, isn’t it? That’s why you bang round the kitchen like that, scraping the frying-pan, scraping all the leavings into the bin, scraping all the plates, scraping all the tea out of the teapot … that’s why you do that, every single stinking morning. I know. Listen, Sam. I want to say something to you. From my heart.

            He  moves  closer.

            I want you to get rid of these feelings of resentment you’ve got towards me. I wish I could understand them. Honestly, have I ever given you cause? Never. When Dad died he said to me, Max, look after your brothers. That’s exactly what he said to me.

            sam. How could he say that when he was dead?

            max. What?

            sam. How could he speak if he was dead?

            Pause.

            max. Before he died, Sam. Just before. They were his last words. His last sacred words, Sammy. You think I’m joking? You think when my father spoke – on his deathbed – I wouldn’t obey his words to the last letter? You hear that, Joey? He’ll stop at nothing. He’s even pre­pared to spit on the memory of our Dad. What kind of a son were you, you wet wick? You spent half your time doing crossword puzzles! We took you into the butcher’s shop, you couldn’t even sweep the dust off the floor. We took MacGregor into the shop, he could run the place by the end of a week. Well, I’ll tell you one thing. I respected my father not only as a man but as a number one butcher! And 48to prove it I followed him into the shop. I learned to carve a carcass at his knee. I commemorated his name in blood. I gave birth to three grown men! All on my own bat. What have you done?

            Pause.

            What have you done? You tit!

            sam. Do you want to finish the washing up? Look, here’s the cloth.

            max. So try to get rid of these feelings of resentment, Sam.

            After all, we are brothers:

            sam. Do you want the cloth? Here you are. Take it.

            teddy and ruth come  down  the  stairs.  They  walk  across the  hall  and  stop  just  inside  the  room.

The  others  turn  and  look  at  them. joey stands.
teddy and ruth are  wearing  dressing-gowns.

Silence.
teddy smiles.

            teddy. Hullo … Dad … We overslept.

            Pause.

            What’s for breakfast?

            Silence.
teddy chuckles.

            Huh. We overslept.

            max turns  to sam.

            max. Did you know he was here?

            sam. No.

            max turns  to joey

            max. Did you know he was here?49

            Pause.

            I asked you if you knew he was here.

            joey. No.

            max. Then who knew?

            Pause.

            Who knew?

            Pause.

            I didn’t know.

            teddy. I was going to come down, Dad, I was going to … be here, when you came down.

            Pause.

            How are you?

            Pause.

            Uh … look, I’d … like you to meet …

            max. How long you been in this house?

            teddy. All night.

            max. All night? I’m a laughing-stock. How did you get in?

            teddy. I had my key.

            max whistles  and  laughs.

            max. Who’s this?

            teddy. I was just going to introduce you.

            max. Who asked you to bring tarts in here?

            teddy. Tarts?

            max. Who asked you to bring dirty tarts into this house?

            teddy. Listen, don’t be silly –

            max. You been here all night?

            teddy. Yes, we arrived from Venice –

            max. We’ve had a smelly scrubber in my house all night. We’ve had a stinking pox-ridden slut in my house all night.

            50teddy. Stop it! What are you talking about?

            max. I haven’t seen the bitch for six years, he comes home without a word, he brings a filthy scrubber off the street, he shacks up in my house!

            teddy. She’s my wife! We’re married!

            Pause.

            max. I’ve never had a whore under this roof before. Ever since your mother died. My word of honour. (To  joey.) Have you ever had a whore here? Has Lenny ever had a whore here? They come back from America, they bring the slopbucket with them. They bring the bedpan with them. (To teddy.) Take that disease away from me. Get her away from me.

            teddy. She’s my wife.

            max (to  joey). Chuck them out.

            Pause.

            A Doctor of Philosophy, Sam, you want to meet a Doctor of Philosophy? (To joey.) I said chuck them out.

            Pause.

            What’s the matter? You deaf?

            joey. You’re an old man. (To teddy.) He’s an old man.

            lenny walks  into  the  room,  in  a  dressing-gown.

He  stops.

They  all  look  round.
max turns  back,  hits joey in  the  stomach  with  all  his  might.
joey contorts,  staggers  across  the  stage. max, with  the exertion  of  the  blow,  begins  to  collapse.  His  knees  buckle. 
He  clutches  his  stick.
sam moves  forward  to  help  him.
max hits  him  across  the  head  with  his  stick, sam sits,  head in  hands.
51joey, hands  pressed  to  his  stomach,  sinks  down  at  the  feet  of ruth
She  looks  down  at  him.
lenny and  teddy are  still.
joey slowly  stands.  He  is  close  to  ruth. He  turns  from
ruth, looks  round  at  max.
sam clutches  his  head.
max breathes  heavily,  very  slowly  gets  to  his  feet.
joey moves  to  him.

They  look  at  each  other.

Silence.
max moves  past joey, walks  towards  ruth. He  gestures with  his  stick.

            max. Miss.

            ruth walks  towards  him.

            ruth. Yes?

            He  looks  at  her.

            max. You a mother?

            ruth. Yes.

            max. How many you got?

            ruth. Three.

            He  turns  to teddy.

            max. All yours, Ted?

            Pause.

            Teddy, why don’t we have a nice cuddle and kiss, eh? Like the old days? What about a nice cuddle and kiss, eh?

            teddy. Come on, then.

            Pause.

            max. You want to kiss your old father? Want a cuddle with your old father?52

            teddy. Come on, then.

            teddy moves  a  step  towards him.

            Come on.

            Pause.

            max. You still love your old Dad, eh?

            They  face  each  other.

            teddy. Come on, Dad. I’m ready for the cuddle.

            max begins  to  chuckle,  gurgling.

He  turns  to  the  family  and  addresses  them.

            max. He still loves his father!

            Curtain
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               Act Two

            

         

         Afternoon.

         max, teddy, lenny and sam are  about  the  stage,  lighting cigars.

         joey comes  in  from u.l. with  a  coffee  tray,  followed  by ruth. He  puts  the  tray  down. ruth hands  coffee  to  all  the  men. She  sits  with  her  cup. max smiles  at  her.

         
            ruth. That was a very good lunch.

            max. I’m glad you liked it. (To  the  others.)  Did you hear that? (To  ruth.) Well, I put my heart and soul into it, I can tell you. (He  sips.)  And this is a lovely cup of coffee.

            ruth. I’m glad.

         

         
            Pause.

            max. I’ve got the feeling you’re a first-rate cook.

            ruth. I’m not bad.

            max. No, I’ve got the feeling you’re a number one cook. Am I right, Teddy?

            teddy. Yes, she’s a very good cook.

            Pause.

            max. Well, it’s a long time since the whole family was together, eh? If only your mother was alive. Eh, what do you say, Sam? What would Jessie say if she was alive? Sitting here with her three sons. Three fine grown-up lads. And a lovely daughter-in-law. The only shame is her grand­children aren’t here. She’d have petted them and cooed over them, wouldn’t she, Sam? She’d have fussed over them and played with them, told them stories, tickled them – I tell you she’d have been hysterical. (To  ruth.) Mind you, she taught those boys everything they know. She taught them 54all the morality they know. I’m telling you. Every single bit of the moral code they live by – was taught to them by their mother. And she had a heart to go with it. What a heart. Eh, Sam? Listen, what’s the use of beating round the bush? That woman was the backbone to this family. I mean,   I was busy working twenty-four hours a day in the shop, I was going all over the country to find meat, I was making my way in the world, but I left a woman at home with a will of iron, a heart of gold and a mind. Right, Sam?

            Pause.

            What a mind.

            Pause.

            Mind you, I was a generous man to her. I never left her short of a few bob. I remember one year I entered into negotiations with a top-class group of butchers with conti­nental connections. I was going into association with them. I remember the night I came home, I kept quiet. First of all I gave Lenny a bath, then Teddy a bath, then Joey a bath. What fun we used to have in the bath, eh, boys? Then I came downstairs and I made Jessie put her feet up on a pouffe – what happened to that pouffe, I haven’t seen it for years – she put her feet up on the pouffe and I said to her, Jessie, I think our ship is going to come home, I’m going to treat you to a couple of items, I’m going to buy you a dress in pale corded blue silk, heavily encrusted in pearls, and for casual wear, a pair of pantaloons in lilac flowered taffeta. Then I gave her a drop of cherry brandy. I remember the boys came down, in their pyjamas, all their hair shining, their faces pink, it was before they started shaving, and they knelt down at our feet, Jessie’s and mine. I tell you, it was like Christmas.

            Pause.

            55

            ruth. What happened to the group of butchers?

            max. The group? They turned out to be a bunch of criminals like everyone else.

            Pause.

            This is a lousy cigar.

            He  stubs  it  out.

He  turns  to sam.

            What time you going to work?

            sam. Soon.

            max. You’ve got a job on this afternoon, haven’t you?

            sam. Yes, I know.

            max. What do you mean, you know? You’ll be late. You’ll lose your job. What are you trying to do, humiliate me?

            sam. Don’t worry about me.

            max. It makes the bile come up in my mouth. The bile – you understand? (To  ruth.) I worked as a butcher all my life, using the chopper and the slab, the slab, you know what I mean, the chopper and the slab! To keep my family in luxury. Two families! My mother was bedridden, my brothers were all invalids. I had to earn the money for the leading psychiatrists. I had to read books! I had to study the disease, so that I could cope with an emergency at every stage. A crippled family, three bastard sons, a slutbitch of a wife – don’t talk to me about the pain of childbirth – I suffered the pain, I’ve still got the pangs – when I give a little cough my back collapses – and here I’ve got a lazy idle bugger of a brother won’t even get to work on time. The best chauffeur in the world. All his life he’s sat in the front seat giving lovely hand signals. You call that work? This man doesn’t know his gearbox from his arse!

            sam. You go and ask my customers! I’m the only one they ever ask for.

            max. What do the other drivers do, sleep all day?

            56sam. I can only drive one car. They can’t all have me at the same time.

            max. Anyone could have you at the same time. You’d bend over for half a dollar on Blackfriars Bridge.

            sam. Me!

            max. For two bob and a toffee apple.

            sam. He’s insulting me. He’s insulting his brother. I’m driving a man to Hampton Court at four forty-five.

            max. Do you want to know who could drive? MacGregor! MacGregor was a driver.

            sam. Don’t you believe it.

            max points  his  stick  at sam.

            max. He didn’t even fight in the war. This man didn’t even fight in the bloody war!

            sam. I did!

            max. Who did you kill?

            Silence
sam gets  up,  goes  to ruth, shakes  her  hand  and  goes  out  of the  front  door.
max turns to teddy.

            Well, how you been keeping, son?

            teddy. I’ve been keeping very well, Dad.
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