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First Performance





Midwinter was first performed by the Royal Shakespeare Company in the Swan Theatre, Stratford-upon-Avon, on 5 October 2004, as part of the company’s 2004 New Work Festival. The cast was as follows:




Maud  Ruth Gemmell


Leonard  John Normington


Sirin  Jean-Claude Thompson / Jonathan Magro


Trent  Sean Hannaway


Grenville  Pal Aron


 


Director  Zinnie Harris


Designer  Tom Piper


Lighting Designer  Wayne Dowdeswell


Sound  Tim Oliver


Music  John Harris


Fights  Terry King


Assistant Director  Emma Stuart


Production Manager  Simon Ash






















Characters







Maud


a woman in her thirties


Leonard


an old man


Sirin


a boy of about eight


Trent


a pedlar


Grenville


a soldier, just returned from the war






















MIDWINTER



























SCENE ONE








A dead horse. A woman.


The woman drags the horse on to the centre of the stage.


She takes out a large sharpened stone and starts to hack at the horse’s flesh.


She hears a noise.


She stands up.




Maud   Who’s there?




No answer.







She returns to the horse.







Another noise.







She stands up again.





Answer me.




She holds the sharpened stone out.





I can see you.




She looks about in both directions.





One move and you’ve had it. I’m armed. I’m a good shot.




An old man (Leonard) and a boy appear. Leonard walks with a stick.





Leonard   We smelled the meat.


Maud   Don’t move.




Leonard takes a step forward.





Leonard   Couldn’t smell anything else for miles. Half the city will be following us.


Maud   It’s mine.




Leonard sits down.





Leonard   We know.




He signals for the child to sit down. The child sits.







The woman stares at them.





Well, eat it then.


Maud   I found it.


Leonard   We know.


Maud   I dragged it halfway over the field. I risked my life for it.


It’s mine.




She starts to eat. Ravenously.







Leonard stands up.





What are you doing?


Leonard   Nothing.




She carries on eating.





Standing. Breathing. Looking at the moon.


(to the child) Look. Look at the moon. No need for your alarm. I’m showing my grandson the moon.


Maud   That isn’t the moon.


Leonard   Eat your meat.


Maud   It isn’t the moon, that’s the sun, that is.


Leonard   Of course it’s the moon.


Maud   It’s the winter sun. It looks like the moon, but it tricks you.







She speaks with her mouth full, the horse’s blood streaming down her chin.





Leonard   Whatever you say.


Maud   The moon isn’t red.


Leonard   Neither is the sun.




Leonard lifts the boy up. They start to move off.





Maud   Where are you going now?


Leonard   Back. We smelled the meat. We came. We saw you. We saw the half-moon half-sun. And now we are going.


Maud   I’m going to have to kill you, aren’t I?


Leonard   We don’t mean you any harm.


Maud   But think about it, you’ve seen the meat. My meat. You could tell someone. You could tell the town.


Leonard   They will smell it themselves.


Maud   Don’t leave.


Leonard   The boy is starving. Can’t you see that? Look at his toes pinched into the ground. His hands, his arms.


Maud   We’re all starving.


Leonard   You have a horse.




Beat.





Maud   I had a child once. But then it grew. Not very big. But big enough to give him a gun or a knife or a set of arrows. Big enough to sink his nails into another man’s eyes. So they said. Don’t leave.




She picks up the stone.





Stay where you are.


Leonard   We can’t. The smell of the meat will start to make us retch.


Maud   How hungry do you have to be, do you think, to eat a whole animal? In one go? The head, the eyes, the belly, the penis?


Leonard   It will make you sick. Once you start you won’t be able to stop.


Maud   So you don’t want any then?




Beat.





Tell me you’d like some. Ask me for it. Take a risk.




Beat.





Boy.


Leonard   He has a name.


Maud   Boy, come here.


Leonard   His name is Sirin.


Maud   Come here, Sirin. You’d like some, wouldn’t you? You’d like some of my sick-making flesh? To fill your tummy.


Leonard   Don’t.


Maud   Why not?


Leonard   He is starving, and you are playing a cruel game.




The woman laughs.





Maud   He won’t starve for long. They’ll decide they need him soon.


Then they’ll feed him. Feed him up. Oh, there is food. Didn’t you know that? We may be under siege but food does get in. After all they need food to feed the ten-year-olds they call the men.


Leonard   He’s eight.


Maud   So they’ll let him starve for another two years yet.




The woman goes back to tearing great hunks off the meat.







The boy starts playing with pebbles on the ground.







Leonard remains standing on the other side of Maud.







The woman becomes self-conscious.







She tries to carry on eating.







The boy’s game becomes louder.







Eventually:





Stop that. Tell him to stop that.


Leonard   What?


Maud   That. What he is doing.


Leonard   It’s a game.


Maud   I don’t like it.


Leonard   He is a child.


Maud   I don’t like it.




Leonard signals to the child to stop playing.







Pause.







Maud tries to carry on eating.





Alright. Alright. He can have some. Not you. Him. A small piece. I’ll cut it. He wants it, doesn’t he? He is a good child, sitting there playing. Not grabbing. You’ve taught him well. I like his manners. I’ll give him a mouthful.




Maud cuts a tiny slither of meat and takes it to the boy.







Leonard watches carefully.







She holds it in her hand.








Come on then. You want it, don’t you? Come to me.




The boy comes and eats from her palm.





He’s a nice boy.




The boy grabs Maud’s hand and licks the blood from her palm violently.







He then starts to try and lick the blood from along her arms and neck.







Maud pushes him away.





Leonard   Careful.


Maud   He was going to eat me.


Leonard   You have given him a taste. What is the point in a mouthful, when he needs a meal? He will return hungrier than before.


Maud   You’ll find a way. You’ll find something. I know men like you. You’ll end up giving him your own ankles to chew.


Leonard   Sirin, stand up. This woman is harmless. We should go back.




Leonard helps the boy to stand.





Maud   Look at his legs. He’ll be dead within the week.




The old man and the boy start to move off.





Alright. He wants a meal. I’ll give him the horse. The whole thing. He can eat it bit by bit. Over weeks. Or in one go. I’ll give him the horse and he’ll survive. But on one condition. You give him to me.




Beat.





My horse for your boy.


Leonard   You’re mad.


Maud   It’s a fair swap. I gain a child and he gains a life.


Leonard   What do I gain?


Maud   You lose. Your part of the gaining goes to him. Don’t worry, I’ll look after him. I’ll take over where you left off. I’ll show him the moon, sorry the sun. I’ll do all those things. I’ll do a better job than you did.


Leonard   I did fine.


Maud   But you didn’t get him any meat.




Beat.





Leonard   I need to think.


Maud   Fine. Strut around a bit. Pull your beard. Anguish.


Pretend you need to make a decision. There is no decision.


Leonard   Who are you?


Maud   Just a woman who has a horse.




Leonard goes to the boy.







He takes the pebbles from the boy and holds his hands. Gently.





Leonard   Go on then. Eat it.


The horse is yours.




The boy runs over to the horse and starts devouring.





What will you tell him?


Maud   That you died.


Leonard   He won’t believe you.


Maud   He’ll forget you.


Leonard   Yes, I suppose he will.




A noise in the bushes makes them both start.







Maud holds up the stone again.





Maud   Who is there?


Leonard   It’ll be half the town. They’ll have smelled it, I told you.


What a fool to swap a boy for a horse he must share with half the town.


Maud   (to the bushes) Don’t move. I’m armed.


Leonard   It won’t make a difference. They are starving. They’ll storm you.


Maud   I can see you. (looking all around) One move and you’re …




Trent appears. He drops down onto the floor, his head protected by his hands.







He is carrying bundles.





Leonard   It’s a pedlar. Don’t strike him. It’s a pedlar.


Maud   Stand up.




Trent takes his head from his arms.





Trent   Two things.


Maud   Stand up, I said.




Trent stands up.





Trent   One: your horse is rotten, madam.


Maud   Don’t speak.


Trent   And two: the war is over.
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