

[image: ]








[image: alt]



















STEVEN BERKOFF


Plays Two


Decadence


Kvetch


Acapulco


Harry’s Christmas


Brighton Beach Scumbags


Dahling You Were Marvellous


Dog


Actor









[image: ]

























DECADENCE






















CHARACTERS





HELEN


STEVE


SYBIL


LES



















AUTHOR’S NOTE





Decadence is a study of the ruling classes or upper classes, so called by virtue of strangulated vowel tones rather than any real achievement. The voice is caught in the back of the throat and squashed so as to release as little emotion as possible. Consonants are hard and biting, since emotion is carried on the vowel. The upper class slur the vowel or produce a glottal stop, which by closing down of the glottal creates an impure vowel – like ‘hice’ for ‘house’. They move in awkward rapid gestures or quick jerks and sometimes speak at rapid speeds to avoid appearing to have any feeling for what they say. They achieve pleasure very often in direct relation to the pain they cause in achieving it. Particularly in causing intolerable suffering to achieve exquisite pâtés; boiling lobsters alive with other crustaceans, and hunting down defenceless animals to give them (the hunters) a sense of purpose on Sundays.


These activities can be achieved only by dulling the emotions that spring from awareness, and increasing sadomasochistic activity. Emotion for others, feelings of altruism and generosity, have to be suppressed in order to be able to tolerate the life-style they have adopted. Public schools help to foster the image of superiority without merit and the repression of sensuality. The emphasis being on imposing your will on lesser and junior colleagues, which in turn breeds the future masters and officers class. Upper-class people often regress when in groups to behaviour of simple infantilism, since this is the only time they can escape into their childhood, which was cut off by boarding school at an early age. They are very often seen to be anally fixated, having never made a natural progress into maturity. Equality is an awkward feeling whereas being ruled or ruling produces fluency in speech or actions. Equality suggests that giving should be on an equal par and makes demands that they have not been equipped to deal with. So they make bad lovers but are known to be very decent to servants and extremely loyal to royalty, which to them represents the pinnacle of achievement and the sum total of Englishness.



















First Performance





Decadence was first performed at the New End Theatre, Hampstead, London, on 14 July 1981. The cast was as follows:












	  

	HELEN

	Linda Marlowe
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	Steven Berkoff
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	Linda Marlowe






	 

	LES

	Steven Berkoff
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A new production of Decadence was presented at Wyndham’s Theatre on 25 February 1987.
























ACT ONE
























SCENE 1








Black floor. A white set. Woman in black. Man in black and white. A woman sits on a white leather sofa. Music plays, a forties Ambrose record. A man in tails and wing collar stands near her in a pose of frozen upper-class glee. He remains frozen until he speaks, apart from lighting her cigarette. All cigarettes and drinks are mimed with great emphasis to extract the greatest amount of absurdity from the physical response. Acting should be sensual, erotic, flamboyant.




HELEN: How sweet of you to come on time / bastard! sweet darling! my you do look so divine. I’ve been so bored / have a drink / what …? / Of course! a Drambuie with soda and a splash of Cinzano … with masses of ice / I’ve been so bored tearing round to find just what would enchant you to eat me for breakfast (Raising skirt) charmant n’est-ce pas / does it make you go all gooey / does it send spasms up and down your spine / enough ice! sweety you do look nice. Do you like my legs? / aren’t my frillies sweet / does it make you get just a little on heat / kiss me / gently / don’t smudge now / just a touch / a graze won’t be a trice / I’ll get ready / so late I couldn’t find a fucking taxi / oh I hate to miss the first scene the first embrace / what’s that we’re seeing / the name of the play! / taxis were thin on the ground / outside Harrods there were none around / I stretched out an arm / I felt like Moses / what did he do / raise his arms to heaven for the Hebrews / the longer he kept his arm in the air the better would his armies fare, but when it fell wearily down / bloody nosed moishers and crunch smash and pound / you’ve not said a word / but you do look dishy / a bird in the ice floes / or chilled meringue frappé / you look simply gay / got a fag … hmm! Smoke gets in your eyes! Shit! Oh sorry / tit! Ready heart? Where for dinner after / surprise me then, give me a thrill / so long as I gorge on some juicy meat / I’m as hungry as a vampire / if I don’t eat soon I’ll simply expire / did you have a nice day / little wife all safe and tucked away / come open your mouth and dazzle my ears / come love … / you look troubled / close to tears / what have I done … shit … you look bad / what’s the matter hone(y)?


STEVE: So bleeding dextrous / wouldn’t you know / too much bloody ice love / tastes like a crow / you ask me the cause for my down face / wait till you hear what I have to say / unzip your ears and let me flood them with verbs and make your mind a jangle of nerves / the bloody slut got cute / decided for a hunch to hire a dick with a nose like a Jew / a private detective in case you’re not yet clued / to follow me here / and now I fear the game’s up my dear / the bloody bitch got wise when too many spunkless nights rolled by / it made her think that I was not emptying my tea pot in her old kitchen sink /


HELEN: Oh fuck darling /


STEVE: You’ve said a mouthful there /


HELEN: Don’t worry darling / you’ve nothing to fear / say your hard on’s taking a small holiday this year / the work and strain of conning your way in this world sends the cock to the brain / her jealousies are painted shadows / relieve her pain / and drop a morsel or two in your old dame / but a private dick / that’s a hell of a game!


STEVE: Too bloody true Helen / my god you’re a beaut / a fabulous sight / I could feast my eyes on you day and night / let’s go out on the town / fuck this dick / let’s go and get tight / but damn this greasy bleeder if he’s outside he’ll follow us / there’s nowhere to hide / then it’s all out / the evidence clear / he’ll tell her all there is needed to hear.


HELEN: Is Chartreuse with pink just too too much / my head is spinning darling / what did you say / are you sure you’re not fantasizing / did you have a bad day / I don’t know what to wear / help me darling don’t just stand there.


STEVE: Let me make it clear / let me shake up the slop that tries to pretend it’s a brain not a mop / my dearest wife Sybil, this morning she said / if I don’t stop whoring I’m just as well dead / now try and get that in your fucking head! A divorce and it’s ample she has all the clues / photos no doubt / it will make all the news / cut off / not a penny / as broke as a mouse / no fortune no wages / and she keeps the house / got a light?


HELEN: So what shall we do? Oh Stevie / it’s beastly what she does to you / is my seam straight / oh come on darling we mustn’t be late /


STEVE: You don’t seem to realize this beast is trailing my scent / I can’t think / my hard on’s getting quite bent / to feel this creature so close on my back / spying, reporting my every track / I can just see him now / can’t you / putting two and two together to the bloody cow /





















SCENE 2










LES and SYBIL (same actors change attitude and positions).


LES: So, I followed him to this sumptuous flat / a conspiracy is what I make of that /


SYBIL: Wadya mean a conspiracy? To fucking wot? /


LES: Wak your treasure! Your old man’s sticking his nasty in some horrible / birds of a fucking feather ducky stick to fucking gether / these ex-public schools well grounded in making fools of us / the country’s pus that welts up from the blood and guts of me and you / you married the runt / when your old dad at the time / he’s just a cad / just after your considerable dough / which dad’s sweated his balls off for and now you bunged it to some male whore / set up no doubt in pad / contributed by your not inconsiderable swag / it makes you double choke / this ponce swishes you off your feet / your plates of meat / down Blakes or Tramps or other swishy hole / where half-assed bastards and criminals go / the foul / ignoble mob / odd judge MP and law sniff round the seamy door / liking what’s on the other side of the swamp / have a romp / Incognito and hope that what’s for dough will taste better than old Flo in curlers / rancid in East Cheam / and when they’ve had their bit of fun / head home again all nice for Flo / who’s lying in a heap of cream and wax / clutching Cosmopolitan or other crap / with overfed pussy on her lap.


SYBIL: And I don’t want to get like that / thanks love / I feel a little better now / when I found out / I’ll kill the fucking cow I thought / at first / you know how you do / I cried for days / right broke up / never dreamed that my dear Steve would do that to me / the big question is why / ours is not to reason but to die / that’s how I felt / but now I’m calmed and like the sea all tempest tossed / you’re thrown this way and that / like being screwed if you like by some big black cat / you can’t think for the storm shoved up / but after in the trough of calm / thoughts that seem wise gather round / counsel me to nothing rash / be clever Sybil / don’t go mad / the taste is sweet when you’re stabbing guts in heat / but later in cold cell / there’s too much time to dwell / but do it neat / cut off his money and you may as well cut off his feet / he won’t move / he can’t / he’s helpless like his kind / no drive within / no chin to take the blows that come at him /


LES: Attagirl / that’s how I like to see you chat / like some fucking great jungle cat / claws withdrawn ready to pounce and rip apart this paltry mouse / quiet as death still as a stone / then pow! Tear his flesh off his bones / that’s what we do / take our time / don’t frite the bastard he’ll shit his pipe / let him be forgiven / don’t do it again darling / slip powdered glass in his gin / I seen a guy who swallowed glass / I seen the blood pour out of his ass and out of his ears / vomit it up in cups of mashy red / the simple conclusion / he’s better off dead!


SYBIL: You’re crazy Les I swear / don’t do nothing daft / he knows about you dear /


LES: What! You’ve told him about me / shit! Now you’ve blown my little fantasy!


SYBIL: He only thinks I hired a private dick / but one familiar for whom I lick his prick / but I disturbed one day by ill concealed traces of some sexual play / some love tattoos left in his flies / he thinks I hired a pair of eyes / not realizing that I was on to anything more strong than a vibrator when he’s on his trips so long / and now I know that those business trips were dirty business to see his trick / greasy joints and my dough to help cream the way / they say money’s the best lubricator / no need for K-Y.


LES: You sound just great / I could eat you up / you look like a lioness / I feel like your cub / take your knickers off I wanna fuck /


SYBIL: Tell you the truth / I’d rather have a suck!





















SCENE 3










STEVE and HELEN (they melt into the characters as before).


STEVE: (Smoking) Do you know I never saw my old dad / maybe on weekends sometime / or end of term / he’d come over with mum in a Toni perm / prize giving / that was it / I never got nothing / a prize nitwit / then we’d go to lunch / sit in a bloody restaurant / a tight horrid bunch of us / all quite like a church and all the other kids with dads and mums pretending it was such fun to see your mum once in three months / a fiver in your pocket and chin up Steve / write to us Colin / work hard Pete / give us a call when you feel the need / cheers love / the Jaguar bites the gravel and tears away in the dust / hands wave from the back / you bite and gulp / feel tears about to start / they’re off to somewhere hot / to Monte Carlo for the season / dad’s a whiz at bridge and both of them like to dance but never taught me a game of cards that I might join them in their nights of laughs / that I heard from other rooms / when I in bed all alone would moan / these were the days before public school darling or poofs palace for the sons of fools / when I was still a thing to be shunted around / don’t make a sound / don’t spoil their play / just laughter from other rooms and wet long days / and then the drive to bloody P. school and farewell home for ever really / you’ll love it here he said / rugger, cross-country runs / will make the man of me / he wants so much to be / see you / spring summer autumn winter / and each time the absence makes the heart grow colder / more restrained and still the bloody mid-term restaurants / you are looking older Steve / and how’s the game / you still wing three quarters? / Here’s a fiver / shove it in your pocket / so when the PT master showed a friendly eye I warmed to him / and when he put his hand on my thigh / it didn’t feel so bad ’cause I missed dad / or man / or somehow had / to unite with someone not to feel sad / so at first it’s just a little wank / all friendly / just a dirty prank / start looking forward to it now and getting good at it myself / and then one day he asked me to stick it in / right up his ass / I felt a little queer I must confess but after it felt fine / just like a cunt / funny that / could be a juicy tart / if you shut your eyes and put your mind on snatch well after I opened flies like sardine cans / and public school / it taught me this / that buggery can be total bliss / some poor small frightened fag / protect him and you’ve got his bum for life / well, so one day headmaster strolls in when I’m giving head / and says Forsyth / you’re dead / get out this school you filthy scum / I won’t have these things going on / just pack your bags / this is not a school for fags / he wrote to dad / to say your son likes nothing better than a schoolboy’s bum and would he come up and collect the scum / you see the school was rife / so thick in queers you could have cut it with a knife / but dad was too ashamed to think he sired a bloody poof / and sent instead the chauffeur down to pick me up / who must have got wind somehow of my deed / since after driving for some time / he stopped along a country lane / and said / you’re not to blame / these schools are cesspits of male vice / but I suppose it is sometimes rather nice / it doesn’t make you bent as a hairpin / to indulge sometimes in a little sin / I’ve got two kids your age myself he said / and put his hand right on my prick / and when it got as hard as rock / he winked and gave it a bit of a lick / bloody hell he turned me round and shoved it right up my Khyber pass / fuck you I thought / I’ve had enough / so dad said when at home / you disgust me / you perve / dirty little homo / reptile and foul bandit for turds / take that / and with his fist delivered a mighty whack / which missed / since I boxed somewhat at school and knew a thing or two about Queensberry rules / I didn’t just hold prefects’ tools / I had enough somehow from me / and all my hate welled up for him / don’t do it dad I said / and smashed a right hand on his nose / which forthwith began to sprout a rose / I then curled hard my other fist and put it on his jaw / mother screamed and dad looked very ill / but do you know / it gave me quite a thrill to beat my dad up / suddenly my pain just went away / and that was the last time I was gay / I don’t regret it though I’m glad to say / I think the dads of this world carry a lot of blame …


HELEN: So darling / what’s new? / You lay back like a cow / all fat and cuddy and relate the news of your distant past / of your distress at home with nasty old pa / the tape unwinds / the story starts afresh / and as you speak you seem to lay back in a bath / you wallow in a trouble of all your suffering and woe / prattle on / take out a cigarette and … go! / And dad did this to me and that / and he said this to me and that / and he never gave me this or that / when I was young and needy / little wretch more like and greedy / with an ego like a hole that never can be filled / until it sucked the very air from out their mouths / and on and on the never-ending tape of dad and mum / and why you’re like you are / the scars from wounds that open fresh showing their tincts of blood / whenever I or other by mishap should graze that precious weal / that you are not too keen to heal / that you so covetously keep so you can whine afresh and weep my dad did this to me / he never took me to the football match / deprived you pet and mum gave you a hiding / so you kept your little treasure chest of grief / that you would open when you want to peck at your old little pains / and multiply a little grief that lasted seconds into a bible of woe is me / makes us all read the boring text and thus excuse yourself of all your crimes / just because life’s been so unkind / when you can’t think, or grow a little bored with how or what to do / the unused precious energy now feeds on you / frustrated in other words / starts fishing out dead herrings of past hurts / and waves them hot and smelly from their long sojourn. / Throw out these stinking fish / don’t use another soul to listen to your ancient threadbare woes / you crave for new fresh birds that can fill chock full / unroll again your scroll of agony for them / and then you want new talents / new assaults to taste because you’ve nothing more to say / how many ways of cooking that old stew / get on your stomach darling (She starts massaging his back.) but live now in the present / perceive what’s outside you bring home your tales of raw today / and what I’m feeling now / all the hurts accept / nay welcome since they are fresh fish from the ocean / cut off the past that you drag by a rope like some old ship carrying cargoes of junk and waste then you’ll be light, weightless and fast not tied like Ulysses to a mast / afraid to hear unchained the Sirens’ blast / afraid of the unknown / kill off the kid and be full grown / with me your sack is empty / so feverishly you scratch at some other unsuspecting pair of ears / till they say ow! Enough! I can’t take any more / then on you go / the ancient mariner or wandering Jew who must unload his slops and spew / live in the now / and pain and past will crumble fast in sweet fresh air / like ancient mummies dead for years in darkened vaults just fall apart when light and air expose their fetid lair / don’t drag your ma and pa from out their graves to bail you out for all the shit / it’s you now boy / if the shoe fits …


STEVE: Wear it / it’s so true (He starts to grope her.)


HELEN: Stop it!


STEVE: Darling …


HELEN: Stop it!


STEVE: Darling …


HELEN: Stop i i i it!!


STEVE: OK darling.


(They both sit on couch – he looks suitably abashed.)


Truce?


HELEN: (Silence)


STEVE: Love you!


HELEN: (Silence)


STEVE: Lurve you!


HELEN: (Silence)


STEVE: Luurrve yoouu!


HELEN: OK. Love you.


(This continues for a moment more – STEVE sits back happy and contented.)


STEVE: Mustn’t feel sorry for myself / but I do get bored darling waiting for you / to come home and cheer me up / give me a laugh / you’re super jolly good at that / not bloody half / a sense of humour / that’s a treat / that’s what is vital to our love / I think / can’t bear humourless people / the ones who think, the ones who think their shit don’t stink / still you’re right about me love / you’ve hit it on the nail I do repeat the same old tale / I think I told that story every time / to every different woman of mine / and like a player on the stage / repeating the same life every day / repetition wears the brain away / what’s my stars say? Any fortune or some fame along the way / some foreign travel … what! My love life is so perfect so there’s nothing there / couldn’t be better poppet / love you darling / my super wondrous piece of dolly arse / my dishy lovely slice of peach Melba / pour me a gin and it / no make it a Scotch and dry / I fancy that / and then / no parties anywhere tonight / ring Alex would you or old Keith / he’ll have a rubber or gin rummy going / bless him, he’s a card / raced his Ferrari last week ’gainst Claude’s Lamborghini and both bloody collided / pissed myself laughing / you think Keith gave a fart / no fear / that’s fucking fixed that one / let’s go and get another / and damn me if the blighter didn’t just go and buy a bloody new one / what a card / there’s too much bloody ice in here you wicked nymph / it takes so long to train them nowadays / what’s for dinner darling / something new / surprise me / I’m so bloody bored with filet / tastes like rubber nowadays / what’s in the bloody feed I wonder, plastic chippings I’ve no doubt / oh let’s book up at Fred’s / that’s very you / a sole bonne femme or Strogonoff or even a fondue / another drink my sweet / love you darling / you OK? / You seem a little pinched / what’s up my lollipop eh? / What’s a-matter little lollipop / does you want papa to take your little drawers down and pin you to the sofa / oh don’t look like that / like I’m something just brought in by the cat / OK I’m off the beam tonight but feel a little twitchy down there / thought to pass the time … n’est-ce pas / petit divertissement / no? / That’s just fine with me / lovely legs you’ve got / they go right up and up and get lost up your bum / oops mustn’t get a hard on / just when we are going out / eh love / fancy a tickle with the old giggle stick / no, OK / you used to get weak at the knees just at the suggestion / cream your jeans / you used to say / I suppose you take me now for granted, eh! / But I’m so bloody bored tonight / don’t know the cause / maybe I’m reaching male menopause / what do you think? I’m only joking dear / don’t look like you smell some awful stink.





















SCENE 4








Lights fade. Come up on SYBIL and LES.




SYBIL: So how’s the plot / what’s happening / what’s the plan / are you still with me my desperate Dan / powdered glass or poison in his drink / what’s better / what do you think? /


LES: It’s hard to tell / fuck only knows / poison leaves traces in his gut / and clues that may point back to you my pet / don’t make things worse by sewing seeds that may sprout later as evil deeds that tend to boomerang and whack you down / kick out the bastard / get rid of the clown / that’s my advice / get your mouth round that.





















SCENE 5








Mood is from prior scene. Lights fade – come up on HELEN and STEVE.




STEVE: I don’t know why I’m so bored /


HELEN: Oh let me cheer you up.


STEVE: Would you?


HELEN: It’s very simple – you’re a pup who needs a game to keep his spirits all /


STEVE: Yeees!


HELEN: I’ll tell you a story – once upon a time / you just lie there and I’ll be Scheherazade / let me beguile your eyes with tales to ravish you my dear /


STEVE: Let’s have a cigarette first.


HELEN: OK.


(They light cigarettes and they both have hysterical fun blowing smoke rings.)


The morning’s sun was high up in the sky / a great big orange in a sea of blue / and caw caws from the fluffy floating gulls, and yachts were thick as icing in the breathless still and crispy morning / the wind as soft as shantung whispers / the windows from my hotel room lay open and the curtains softly waved from time to time / the bed as white as arctic snows and little bells would tinkle from the yachts to tickle in your ears and wake you up / the servants softly tread down corridors thick pile with chink of coffee cups and clutching morning papers thickly folded / little gentle taps on doors / the knuckle’s light morse code to wake the wealthy from their night-long doze, while swallowed in silk sheets and thick duvets in darkened curtained rooms they lay / fat and white giant slugs, stirring with parched and furry mouth anxious for their morning cups / the room still drenched in the stale cigar smoke while their stomach’s lining burn in torment still from last night’s bloated fill / mignon stuffed with oysters / cavier and crêpe Suzette, lobster Thermidor and poisoned liver of wild ducks / the brains of pigs in aspic laced with the tongue of sheep in the blood of nightingales / garlic crushed in veal whose occupants were shut in boxes from their birth and fed with milk to be more tender / their flesh so soft it hurts / so in their fat cocoons they lay in half somnolent daze / the bathroom scattered like jewels with multitudes of coloured pills / the clothes lay in a heap, my watch from Cartier. Good time it keeps / lay on the side / with a glass of champagne, half drunk, warm and tacky now / all that had been so sweet the night before / looked in the morning like death and gore / the plates not gathered by room service looked a foul and fetid mess / and then the servant bless him all crisp and white came like an angel / a blessed sight / a soft tap on the door / like a whisper / like a plea / to be allowed to serve the tea / and not disturb / come in I said and lay your treasures by my bed / your silver tray and pot all steaming hot / and croissants crisp and soft and twirls of butter / coloured sugar like broken glass / honey and the Paris Match / he gathered up the last night’s dregs and cleared the room / made it sweet and clean again / removed the clues of last night’s greed when guts were stuffed with sensual things / and then I breathed / to pay him for his chore / to give a tip I turned around to wake the bore / the beast I came with / but he was dead asleep / I could not find a franc for the young and pretty man / so there he stood like some Apollo waiting to be dismissed but still stood near the bed / like he was waiting for a gentle kiss / the tray he held so tight / his knuckles went quite white / stood in humble supplication / ready to spin on his heel and exit at my will / I raised a hand / just enough to say / don’t go yet / please stay / he caught something that I had planted in my eye / an inclined arch of eyebrow gently raised suggested … something / something sweet / I could almost feel his body’s heat. At last I fumbled in my purse and found a franc / the corpse next to me snored and turned around / the body stood still / as stiff as rock / the thing that I had planted from my eyes to his / he now returned / it gave me a tiny shock / but not too much to stop my hand from wandering up / I placed it like a breath upon the inside of his leg / which felt like marble angels carved by Donatello / still he held the tray / and since the beast was snoring deep I opened the servant’s flies and put my hand down deep inside until I found a large warm penis which couldn’t hide / he withdrew a touch, not much / a trifle scared perhaps of monster waking and then scenarios of losing needed job / but then I flashed a pleading look / as if to say it’s fun / the old man will not wake / he caught my look and bravely stayed / and gently began to squeeze his hips and buttocks / so when I took him in my mouth it was a gorgeous thrill to do it there with bastard still snoring in his lair / and then he thrust and squirted fine silk jets of come and nearly dropped the tray / the beast next door me waked / but slowly like a drunken pig / surfacing through mud / the boy retrieved his shrunken shark / turned on his heel / and made a quick depart / I meanwhile swallowed fast / then Harry woke / ‘Good morning darling’ I sweetly slurred / Did you sleep well? he said like bliss and fastened on my mouth a faggy kiss / my god I thought he tastes like hell.


STEVE: How decadent darling / how simply fab divine and rare to gobble the waiter with your husband lying there / how splendid spiffing whizzo fab and gear / it’s the most enchanting story that ever I did hear / you amaze me, stun, astound / Oh! Wait till this story goes around / what a plot, what an amazing scene / let’s put it in a play / no one would believe it anyway / no you can’t say those / those nasty words on stage / you’ll have the Tory mothers in a spitting rage / oh shit, regardez l’heure / we simply mustn’t be late / the play starts at a quarter to eight.


HELEN: What are we seeing darling / what’s my treat tonight?


STEVE: A play about some filthy soldiers sticking their ends up some poor tyke.


HELEN: How fabulous / how simply great / I want to see that / I just can’t wait / all those dishy soldiers in the raw with cocks a-flashing everywhere / how simply shocking / how awfully bizarre / to train at RADA then at last when you’re a full fledged actor / ‘what speech will you do today’ / you turn around and bare your arse / he’ll do / a three-year contract at Waterloo / I love all that / that blood and gore / to shock us pink and crave for more / do they do it for real darling / eight times a week?


STEVE: No stupid / or their asses would be sore / they act the buggering / it’s an Equity law /


HELEN: Oh darling what a bloody bore / give me realism that’s what I’m paying for!


(He throws her on sofa and dives on top.)


(Light fades and they come up from clinch as SYBIL and LES.)





















SCENE 6








(As they come up from their embrace)




LES: Was that all right for you?


SYBIL: Yeah – it was great. Was it all right for you?


LES: Yeah – lovely … do you enjoy it?


SYBIL: Yeah … it was … nice … did you?


LES: Wo?


SYBIL: Enjoy it!


LES: Yeah – it was handsome.


SYBIL: Les …


LES: Wo?


SYBIL: You don’t love me no more.


LES: Why say that?


SYBIL: It’s a fact.


LES: If I cut off his head, is my love intact?


SYBIL: It shows a willingness, it shows a fact.


LES: A mug an all / a dozy git to put himself right in the shit / kick out the cunt / cut off his gelt / put him in limbo / set him loose in the world / stained, dishonoured / a con man known by all / not a leg to stand on / not even a ball / he won’t even show his mug to mum as she sits in shame in the bingo hall.


SYBIL: It don’t satisfy me / it chokes me to here (throat) to think of that pig out in the strasser dear / stealing more dough / conning some sweet / sucking on her innocent white teat / till he’s drained her dry the cunning thief / the bloated vampire / let’s extinguish the creep /


LES: You are a one / you are a hag / a right vicious tough old slag / but give me time and then I’ll prove I’m twice the bloke you think / kiss me you luscious dolly pink and bouncy / you’re a doll / you make me randy.


SYBIL: You’re getting back your desperate dan so don’t be mean / you know how much I love you so / you’re big and strong / ooh your arms are huge / then hold me tight and make me ooze you filthy bastard / touch me doll / stick your hand inside me coat / feel my nipple / hard as rocks / oh sugar I’m just aching for your …


LES: Cor blimey, shuch / you’re putting me off / my mind’s ablaze with violent acts inspired by your need for facts / I’ll prove I love you / I’ll make you see just how wondrous thou art to me / I’ll measure my love in deeds so cute / I’ll make de Sade go back to school / first of all one night / he comes home / stops the car, alights / my car’s just behind and rams him down and pastes him to the side / he needs unpeeling so intense will be my hard caress / in bed one night / he’s with his whore / there’ll be a little tapping on the door / he, careful as a skunk thinking his trail has left no trace of stink / peeps through the spyhole / and sees me / costumed as a telegram boy / all safe he thinks and opens up / a ten-inch blade dives in his gut / at his squash club / he’s had his game / all sweaty in his shower / innocent and tame / in the steam no one sees a furtive me drop a tarantula in his pants / he dries off / dresses and suddenly shrieks / there’s something up his Kyber pass and it feels to me like broken glass / ’cause tarantula bite is a vicious sight / or a bomb under the lovers’ bed / ready to go off as she or he comes / a neat device so sensitive / that extra pressure will blow them to shreds / they’ll fly / that’s an orgasm that will send them to paradise / gun’s too messy and far too noisy / let’s leave that out and choose a poison / we’ll send him Christmas cake juiced up with cyanide / lots of sherry to help disguise the bitter acrid taste that burns his guts / she’ll scream in pain / they’ll wait as death starts digging inside their brain / or, excuse me, what’s the time? hydrochloric acid in his eyes / he screams / then in the dark / a fine needle penetrates his heart / he didn’t see it / so in his dying breath he cannot identify Mr Death / a minute atomic bomb the size of a pearl / a present in a ring from his golden girl timed to go off whenever you will / as the mood takes you ka boom ka blast ke pling! In Africa from leper colony I extract from a native a deadly smear / then lace his shaver / one morning you’ll hear / Oh I’ve scratched myself darling / smile and count down the minutes my dear / best of all I’ll loose some rats whose fangs have been dipped in a deadly unction / one small bite and the cunt won’t function / longer than it takes to drop down dead / it also saves disposing of the corpse since the rats will eat the lot of course / so whatyathink – you make your choice dove / it’s just to show you what I feel is love!


SYBIL: Ah darling now I know you care / a little attention makes a girl all yours / kiss me sweetheart.


LES: Pull off your drawers.


(Fade out and come up on STEVE and HELEN.)





















SCENE 7










STEVE: What are you doing tomorrow darling?


HELEN: Hunting.


STEVE: How absolutely super / marvellous and fabulous – can I come!


HELEN: Just me and the horse!


STEVE: I bet you’re a jolly good rider.


HELEN: You want to practise with me … be the horse? …


STEVE: What! Can I?


HELEN: Of course. You get down on the carpet … (He does so and she smacks his bum a few times before she starts speech.)


The Chase.


HELEN: The morning hung crisp over the village like a Chanel voile gown or a bouclé ruffle / hunting is so fucking thrilling / if you haven’t done it / it’s like explaining a fuck to the pope / do you know what I mean? it’s the togetherness / the meeting at the morning pub / the stomp of horses and that lovely bloody smell / the preparation, pulling those fucking jodhpurs on / bloody hell they can be tight after a binge the previous night hello Claude and what ho Cecil! There’s Jeremiah and Quentin / Jennifer / Vanessa darling you do look fab / that jacket fits you like a glove / the asses of the men look small and pretty bouncing on their steaming steeds / snorting from their sculptured snouts / what a sight / off we go, we shout / the leader of the hounds sounds his horn / they’re straining hard ’gainst the curbing leash / a pack of hate / bursting to get free / dying to get that nasty little beast / yoiks and tally ho and onwards we shall go / the bloody fox let loose he scampers out all keenly in the bush / he has a bloody good time / a jolly taste of pure excitement / who doesn’t like a smashing race? / The leader sounds the horn the scent’s been picked up / dashed good form/heels dig in ribs the horses swing to face the direction of the horn’s sweet ring / on we go over hill and dale / watching for the bloody foxy fox’s tail / gosh Cynthia’s fallen in the muck / bloody bad luck! / over the brook / dash over the stream / my pounding steed’s just one with me / it’s hard / the saddle chafes / it’s tough / my pussy feels delightful though with each successive thrilling dash / it heaves up huge between my thighs / this hot and heaving sweating beast / it tugs my hips / it heaves me on / on to the golden hills of Acheron / I grip him hard / my knees dig in I soar up high / I float / I flow / I’m thrown into the sky and then thud down / the air is singed in smells of mud / crushed grass / horse shit and sweat / mixed up in one divine and bloody mess / we’ve lorst the fucker / oh bloody balls the nag’s confused / the scent is lorst / the dogs go searching / now confused / now whining / now all cross / oh shit and piss! The fucking league of love the bloody foxes sabotaged the scent! / The careful thread, the ribbon of fear that leads us on to the bloody kill / those left-wing bastards jealous as hell / to see their betters enjoying themselves / threw scent to confuse / those rotten sods / I’d thrash them black and blue I’d have them flogged / those dirty, poofy, Marxist, working-class yobs / wait! Pluto’s found the scent again! Oh fab. We’re off! Tarquin bloodies one of their noses! Oh heavens, it’s just raining roses / he’s on the ground and Tarquin’s ready to drive his horse into the bugger / Jeremy says nay / restrains hot Tarquin / they’ll come another day! He says / Oh bravo! Dashing! Super! Wow! I’m going now / look at meeeeeee! / The day’s spun rich in magenta to auburn / the hounds shriek louder / the scent grows strong / the fox is tired / my cheeks are red / my eyes are bright / blood will be shed / oh god it’s getting fucking awful thrilling / the flesh is weak but the spirit is willing / my pants have come galore / and my ass is deliciously bloody sore / we’re close / the fox has gone to ground / we’ll find the little beastly hound / yes! It’s trapped down in some gully / horses crash through the farmer’s land / all in a hurry / tear up the crops / oh dear / we’ll pay later never fear / oh fuck! Some kid’s pet cat is torn to shreds in the wake of the enthusiastic chase / never mind there’s plenty more / ah, we’ve got him now / I see it caught / it’s trapped / its breath is pounding out in horrible short stabs / its fear setting each hair on end / the hounds all teeth and smiles as they go in and sink their fangs into its throat / the blood was one long jet / just fabulous / I’m sure the fox was pleased to make his end this way / the fury / the chase / the ecstasy / the embrace / the leader dismounts / cuts off its tail / bloodies the kids / oh they were thrilled / oh what a day / let’s have a gin and tonic / whadya say / lovely life / wouldn’t have it any other way /
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