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INTRODUCTION





Writing for Myself




Based on a conversation with Richard Findlater published in The Twentieth Century, February 1961.





The first time I went to a theatre, as far as I remember, was to see Donald Wolfit in Shakespeare. I saw his Lear six times, and later acted with him in it, as one of the king’s knights. I saw very few plays, in fact, before I was twenty. Then I acted in too many. I did eighteen months in Ireland with Anew McMaster, playing one-night stands in fit-ups, and I’ve worked all over the place in reps – Huddersfield, Torquay, Bournemouth, Whitby, Colchester, Birmingham, Chesterfield, Worthing, Palmers Green and Richmond. I was an actor for about nine years (under the name of David Baron) and I would like to do more. I played Goldberg in The Birthday Party at Cheltenham recently, and enjoyed it very much. I’d like to play that part again. Yes, my experience as an actor has influenced my plays – it must have – though it’s impossible for me to put my finger on it exactly. I think I certainly developed some feeling for construction which, believe it or not, is important to me, and for speakable dialogue. I had a pretty good notion in my earlier plays of what would shut an audience up; not so much what would make them laugh; that I had no ideas about. Whenever I write for the stage I merely see the stage I’ve been used to. I have worked for theatre in the round and enjoyed it, but it doesn’t move me to write plays with that method in mind. I always think of the normal picture-frame stage which I used as an actor.


All the time I was acting I was writing. Not plays. Hundreds of poems – about a dozen are worth republishing – and short prose pieces. A lot of these were in dialogue, and one was a monologue which I later turned into a revue sketch. I also wrote a novel. It was autobiographical, to a certain extent, based on part of my youth in Hackney. I wasn’t the central character, though I appeared in it in disguise. The trouble about the novel was that it was stretched out over too long a period, and it incorporated too many styles, so that it became rather a hotch-potch. But I’ve employed certain strains in the book which I thought were worth exploring in my radio play The Dwarfs. That was the title of the novel.


I didn’t start writing plays until 1957. I went into a room one day and saw a couple of people in it. This stuck with me for some time afterwards, and I felt that the only way I could give it expression and get it off my mind was dramatically. I started off with this picture of the two people and let them carry on from there. It wasn’t a deliberate switch from one kind of writing to another. It was quite a natural movement. A friend of mine, Henry Woolf, produced the result – The Room – at Bristol University, and a few months later in January 1958 it was included – in a different production – in the festival of university drama. Michael Codron heard about this play and wrote to me at once to ask if I had a full-length play. I had just finished The Birthday Party …


I start off with people, who come into a particular situation. I certainly don’t write from any kind of abstract idea. And I wouldn’t know a symbol if I saw one. I don’t see that there’s anything very strange about The Caretaker, for instance, and I can’t quite understand why so many people regard it in the way they do. It seems to me a very straightforward and simple play. The germ of my plays? I’ll be as accurate as I can about that. I went into a room and saw one person standing up and one person sitting down, and a few weeks later I wrote The Room. I went into another room and saw two people sitting down, and a few years later I wrote The Birthday Party. I looked through a door into a third room, and saw two people standing up and I wrote The Caretaker.


I don’t write with any audience in mind. I just write. I take a chance on the audience. That’s what I did originally, and I think it’s worked – in the sense that I find there is an audience. If you’ve got something you want to say to the world, then you’d be worried that only a few thousand people might see your play. Therefore you’d do something else. You’d become a religious teacher, or a politician perhaps. But if you don’t want to give some particular message to the world, explicitly and directly, you just carry on writing, and you’re quite content. I was always surprised that anyone initially came in to see my plays at all, because writing them was a very personal thing. I did it – and still do it – for my own benefit; and it’s pure accident if anyone else happens to participate. Firstly and finally, and all along the line, you write because there’s something you want to write, have to write. For yourself.


I’m convinced that what happens in my plays could happen anywhere, at any time, in any place, although the events may seem unfamiliar at first glance. If you press me for a definition, I’d say that what goes on in my plays is realistic, but what I’m doing is not realism.


Writing for television? I don’t make any distinction between kinds of writing, but when I write for the stage I always keep a continuity of action. Television lends itself to quick cutting from scene to scene, and nowadays I see it more and more in terms of pictures. When I think of someone knocking at a door, I see the door opening in close-up and a long shot of someone going up the stairs. Of course the words go with the pictures, but on television, ultimately, the words are of less importance than they are on the stage. A play I wrote called A Night Out did, I think, successfully integrate the picture and the words, although that may be because I wrote it first for radio. Sixteen million people saw that on television. That’s very difficult to grasp. You can’t even think about it. And when you write for television, you don’t think about it. I don’t find television confining or restrictive, and it isn’t limited to realism, necessarily. Its possibilities go well beyond that. I have one or two ideas in my mind at the moment which wouldn’t be very realistic and which might be quite effective on television.


I like writing for sound radio, because of the freedom. When I wrote The Dwarfs a few months ago, I was able to experiment in form – a mobile, flexible structure, more flexible and mobile than in any other medium. And from the point of view of content I was able to go the whole hog and enjoy myself by exploring to a degree which wouldn’t be acceptable in any other medium. I’m sure the result may have been completely incomprehensible to the audience, but it isn’t as far as I’m concerned, and it was extremely valuable to me.


No, I’m not committed as a writer, in the usual sense of the term, either religiously or politically. And I’m not conscious of any particular social function. I write because I want to write. I don’t see any placards on myself, and I don’t carry any banners. Ultimately I distrust definitive labels. As far as the state of the theatre is concerned, I’m as conscious as anyone else of the flaws of procedure, of taste, of the general set-up in management, and I think things will go on more or less as they are for some considerable time. But it seems to me that there has been a certain development in one channel or another in the past three years. The Caretaker wouldn’t have been put on, and certainly wouldn’t have run, before 1957. The old categories of comedy and tragedy and farce are irrelevant, and the fact that managers seem to have realized that is one favourable change. But writing for the stage is the most difficult thing of all, whatever the system. I find it more difficult the more I think about it. 





















THE CARETAKER






























First Presentation








The Caretaker was first presented by the Arts Theatre Club in association with Michael Codron and David Hall at the Arts Theatre, London, on 27 April 1960.


On 30 May 1960, the play was presented by Michael Codron and David Hall at the Duchess Theatre, London, with the following cast:












	  

	  

	
MICK, a man in his late twenties


	Alan Bates






	 

	 

	
ASTON, a man in his early thirties


	Donald Woodthorpe






	 

	 

	
DAVIES, an old man


	Donald Pleasence















Directed by Donald McWhinnie




 





On 2 March 1972, a revival of the play was presented at the Mermaid Theatre, London, with the following cast:












	 

	 

	MICK

	John Hurt






	 

	 

	ASTON

	Jeremy Kemp






	 

	 

	DAVIES

	Leonard Rossiter















Directed by Christopher Morahan




 





The play was produced at the Shaw Theatre, London, in January 1976 with the following cast:












	 

	 

	MICK

	Simon Rouse






	 

	 

	ASTON

	Roger Loyd Pack






	 

	 

	DAVIES

	Fulton Mackay















Directed by Kevin Billington







 





It was produced at the National Theatre in November 1980 with the following cast:












	 

	 

	MICK

	Jonathan Pryce






	 

	 

	ASTON

	Kenneth Cranham






	 

	 

	DAVIES

	Warren Mitchell















Directed by Kenneth Ives




 





The action of the play takes place in a house in west London




 





ACT I A night in winter


ACT II A few seconds later


ACT III A fortnight later




 





A room. A window in the back wall, the bottom half covered by a sack. An iron bed along the left wall. Above it a small cupboard, paint buckets, boxes containing nuts, screws, etc. More boxes, vases, by the side of the bed. A door, up right. To the right of the window, a mound: a kitchen sink, a step-ladder, a coal bucket, a lawn-mower, a shopping trolley, boxes, sideboard drawers. Under this mound an iron bed. In front of it a gas stove. On the gas stove a statue of Buddha. Down right, a fireplace. Around it a couple of suitcases, a rolled carpet, a blow-lamp, a wooden chair on its side, boxes, a number of ornaments, a clothes horse, a few short planks of wood, a small electric fire and a very old electric toaster. Below this a pile of old newspapers. Under ASTON’S bed by the left wall, is an electrolux, which is not seen till used. A bucket hangs from the ceiling.





















Act One








MICK is alone in the roam, sitting on the bed. He wears a leather jacket.


Silence.


He slowly looks about the room looking at each object in turn. He looks up at the ceiling, and stares at the bucket. Ceasing, he sits quite still, expressionless, looking out front.


Silence for thirty seconds.


A door bangs. Muffled voices are heard.


MICK turns his head. He stands, moves silently to the door, goes out, and closes the door quietly.


Silence.


Voices are heard again. They draw nearer, and stop. The door opens. ASTON and DAVIES enter, ASTON first, DAVIES following, shambling, breathing heavily.


ASTON wears an old tweed overcoat, and under it a thin shabby dark-blue pinstripe suit, single-breasted, with a pullover and faded shirt and tie. DAVIES wears a worn brown overcoat, shapeless trousers, a waistcoat, vest, no shirt, and sandals. ASTON puts the key in his pocket and closes the door. DAVIES looks about the room.




ASTON. Sit down.


DAVIES. Thanks. (Looking about.) Uuh.…


ASTON. Just a minute.


ASTON looks around for a chair, sees one lying on its side by the rolled carpet at the fireplace, and starts to get it out.


DAVIES. Sit down? Huh … I haven’t had a good sit down … I haven’t had a proper sit down … well, I couldn’t tell you.…


ASTON (placing the chair). Here you are.


DAVIES. Ten minutes off for a tea-break in the middle of the night in that place and I couldn’t find a seat, not one. All them Greeks had it, Poles, Greeks, Blacks, the lot of them, all them aliens had it. And they had me working there … they had me working.…


ASTON sits on the bed, takes out a tobacco tin and papers, and begins to roll himself a cigarette. DAVIES watches him.


All them Blacks had it, Blacks, Greeks, Poles, the lot of them, that’s what, doing me out of a seat, treating me like dirt. When he come at me tonight I told him.


Pause.


ASTON. Take a seat.


DAVIES. Yes, but what I got to do first, you see, what I got to do, I got to loosen myself up, you see what I mean? I could have got done in down there.


DAVIES exclaims loudly, punches downward with closed fist, turns his back to ASTON and stares at the wall.


Pause, ASTON lights a cigarette.


ASTON. You want to roll yourself one of these?


DAVIES (turning). What? No, no, I never smoke a cigarette. (Pause. He comes forward.) I’ll tell you what, though. I’ll have a bit of that tobacco there for my pipe, if you like.


ASTON (handing him the tin). Yes. Go on. Take some out of that.


DAVIES. That’s kind of you, mister. Just enough to fill my pipe, that’s all. (He takes a pipe from his pocket and fills it.) I had a tin, only … only a while ago. But it was knocked off. It was knocked off on the Great West Road. (He holds out the tin). Where shall I put it?


ASTON. I’ll take it.


DAVIES (handing the tin). When he come at me tonight I told him. Didn’t I? You heard me tell him, didn’t you?


ASTON. I saw him have a go at you.


DAVIES. Go at me? You wouldn’t grumble. The filthy skate, an old man like me, I’ve had dinner with the best.


Pause.


ASTON. Yes, I saw him have a go at you.


DAVIES. All them toe-rags, mate, got the manners of pigs. I might have been on the road a few years but you can take it from me I’m clean. I keep myself up. That’s why I left my wife. Fortnight after I married her, no, not so much as that, no more than a week, I took the lid off a saucepan, you know what was in it? A pile of her underclothing, unwashed. The pan for vegetables, it was. The vegetable pan. That’s when I left her and I haven’t seen her since.


DAVIES turns, shambles across the room, comes face to face with a statue of Buddha standing on the gas stove, looks at it and turns.


I’ve eaten my dinner off the best of plates. But I’m not young any more. I remember the days I was as handy as any of them. They didn’t take any liberties with me. But I haven’t been so well lately. I’ve had a few attacks.


Pause.


(Coming closer.) Did you see what happened with that one?


ASTON. I only got the end of it.


DAVIES. Comes up to me, parks a bucket of rubbish at me tells me to take it out the back. It’s not my job to take out the bucket! They got a boy there for taking out the bucket. I wasn’t engaged to take out buckets. My job’s cleaning the floor, clearing up the tables, doing a bit of washing-up, nothing to do with taking out buckets!


ASTON. Uh.


He crosses down right, to get the electric toaster.


DAVIES (following). Yes, well say I had! Even if I had! Even if I was supposed to take out the bucket, who was this git to come up and give me orders? We got the same standing. He’s not my boss. He’s nothing superior to me.


ASTON. What was he, a Greek?


DAVIES. Not him, he was a Scotch. He was a Scotchman. (ASTON goes back to his bed with the toaster and starts to unscrew the plug. DAVIES follows him). You got an eye of him, did you?


ASTON. Yes.


DAVIES. I told him what to do with his bucket. Didn’t I? You heard. Look here, I said, I’m an old man, I said, where I was brought up we had some idea how to talk to old people with the proper respect, we was brought up with the right ideas, if I had a few years off me I’d … I’d break you in half. That was after the guvnor give me the bullet. Making too much commotion, he says. Commotion, me! Look here, I said to him, I got my rights. I told him that. I might have been on the road but nobody’s got more rights than I have. Let’s have a bit of fair play, I said. Anyway, he give me the bullet. (He sits in the chair). That’s the sort of place.


Pause.


If you hadn’t come out and stopped that Scotch git I’d be inside the hospital now. I’d have cracked my head on that pavement if he’d have landed. I’ll get him. One night I’ll get him. When I find myself around that direction.


ASTON crosses to the plug box to get another plug.


I wouldn’t mind so much but I left all my belongings in that place, in the back room there. All of them, the lot there was, you see, in this bag. Every lousy blasted bit of all my bleeding belongings I left down there now. In the rush of it. I bet he’s having a poke around in it now this very moment.


ASTON. I’ll pop down sometime and pick them up for you.


ASTON goes back to his bed and starts to fix the plug on the toaster.


DAVIES. Anyway, I’m obliged to you, letting me … letting me have a bit of a rest, like … for a few minutes. (He looks about.) This your room?


ASTON. Yes.


DAVIES. You got a good bit of stuff here.


ASTON. Yes.


DAVIES. Must be worth a few bob, this … put it all together.


Pause.


There’s enough of it.


ASTON. There’s a good bit of it, all right.


DAVIES. You sleep here, do you?


ASTON. Yes.


DAVIES. What, in that?


ASTON. Yes.


DAVIES. Yes, well, you’d be well out of the draught there.


ASTON. You don’t get much wind.


DAVIES. You’d be well out of it. It’s different when you’re kipping out.


ASTON. Would be.


DAVIES. Nothing but wind then.


Pause.


ASTON. Yes, when the wind gets up it.…


Pause.


DAVIES. Yes.…


ASTON. Mmnn.…


Pause.


DAVIES. Gets very draughty.


ASTON. Ah.


DAVIES. I’m very sensitive to it.


ASTON. Are you?


DAVIES. Always have been.


Pause.


You got any more rooms then, have you?


ASTON. Where?


DAVIES. I mean, along the landing here … up the landing there.


ASTON. They’re out of commission.


DAVIES. Get away.


ASTON. They need a lot of doing to.


Slight pause.


DAVIES. What about downstairs?


ASTON. That’s closed up. Needs seeing to.… The floors.…


Pause.


DAVIES. I was lucky you come into that caff. I might have been done by that Scotch git. I been left for dead more than once.


Pause.


I noticed that there was someone was living in the house next door.


ASTON. What?


DAVIES. (gesturing). I noticed.…


ASTON. Yes. There’s people living all along the road.


DAVIES. Yes, I noticed die curtains pulled down there next door as we came along.


ASTON. They’re neighbours.


Pause.


DAVIES. This your house then, is it?


Pause.


ASTON. I’m in charge.


DAVIES. You the landlord, are you?


He puts a pipe in his mouth and puffs without lighting it.


Yes, I noticed them heavy curtains pulled across next door as we came along. I noticed them heavy big curtains right across the window down there. I thought there must be someone living there.


ASTON. Family of Indians live there.


DAVIES. Blacks?


ASTON. I don’t see much of them.


DAVIES. Blacks, eh? (DAVIES stands and moves about.) Well you’ve got some knick-knacks here all right, I’ll say that. I don’t like a bare room. (ASTON joins DAVIES upstage centre). I’ll tell you what, mate, you haven’t got a spare pair of shoes?


ASTON. Shoes?


ASTON moves downstage right.


DAVIES. Them bastards at the monastery let me down again.


ASTON. (going to his bed.) Where?


DAVIES. Down in Luton. Monastery down at Luton.… I got a mate at Shepherd’s Bush, you see.…


ASTON (looking under his bed). I might have a pair.


DAVIES. I got this mate at Shepherd’s Bush. In the con venience. Well, he was in the convenience. Run about the best convenience they had. (He watches ASTON.) Run about the best one. Always slipped me a bit of soap, any time I went in there. Very good soap. They have to have the best soap. I was never without a piece of soap, whenever I happened to be knocking about the Shepherd’s Bush area.


ASTON (emerging from under the bed with shoes). Pair of brown.


DAVIES. He’s gone now. Went. He was the one who put me on to this monastery. Just the other side of Luton. He’d heard they give away shoes.


ASTON. You’ve got to have a good pair of shoes.


DAVIES. Shoes? It’s life and death to me. I had to go all the way to Luton in these.


ASTON. What happened when you got there, then?


Pause.


DAVIES. I used to know a bootmaker in Acton. He was a good mate to me.


Pause.


You know what that bastard monk said to me?


Pause.


How many more Blacks you got around here then?


ASTON. What?


DAVIES. You got any more Blacks around here?


ASTON (holding out the shoes). See if these are any good.


DAVIES. You know what that bastard monk said to me? (He looks over to the shoes.) I think those’d be a bit small.


ASTON. Would they?


DAVIES. No, don’t look the right size.


ASTON. Not bad trim.


DAVIES. Can’t wear shoes that don’t fit. Nothing worse. I said to this monk, here, I said, look here, mister, he opened the door, big door, he opened it, look here, mister, I said, I come all the way down here, look, I said, I showed him these, I said, you haven’t got a pair of shoes, have you, a pair of shoes, I said, enough to keep me on my way. Look at these, they’re nearly out, I said, they’re no good to me. I heard you got a stock of shoes here. Piss off, he said to me. Now look here, I said, I’m an old man, you can’t talk to me like that, I don’t care who you are. If you don’t piss off, he says, I’ll kick you all the way to the gate. Now look here, I said, now wait a minute, all I’m asking for is a pair of shoes, you don’t want to start taking liberties with me, it’s taken me three days to get here, I said to him, three days without a bite, I’m worth a bite to eat, en I? Get out round the corner to the kitchen, he says, get out round the corner, and when you’ve had your meal, piss off out of it. I went round to this kitchen, see? Meal they give me! A bird, I tell you, a little bird, a little tiny bird, he could have ate it in under two minutes. Right, they said to me, you’ve had your meal, get off out of it. Meal? I said, what do you think I am, a dog? Nothing better than a dog. What do you think I am, a wild animal? What about them shoes I come all the way here to get I heard you was giving away? I’ve a good mind to report you to your mother superior. One of them, an Irish hooligan, come at me. I cleared out. I took a short cut to Watford and picked up a pair there. Got onto the North Circular, just past Hendon, the sole come off, right where I was walking. Lucky I had my old ones wrapped up, still carrying them, otherwise I’d have been finished, man. So I’ve had to stay with these, you see, they’re gone, they’re no good, all the good’s gone out of them.


ASTON. Try these.


DAVIES takes the shoes, takes off his sandals and tries them on.


DAVIES. Not a bad pair of shoes. (He trudges round the room.) They’re strong, all right. Yes. Not a bad shape of shoe. This leather’s hardy, en’t? Very hardy. Some bloke tried to flog me some suede the other day. I wouldn’t wear them. Can’t beat leather, for wear. Suede goes off, it creases, it stains for life in five minutes. You can’t beat leather. Yes. Good shoe this.


ASTON. Good.


DAVIES waggles his feet.


DAVIES. Don’t fit though.


ASTON. Oh?


DAVIES. No. I got a very broad foot.


ASTON. Mmnn.


DAVIES. These are too pointed, you see.


ASTON. Ah.


DAVIES. They’d cripple me in a week. I mean these ones I got on, they’re no good but at least they’re comfortable. Not much cop, but I mean they don’t hurt. (He takes them off and gives them back). Thanks anyway, mister.


ASTON. I’ll see what I can look out for you.


DAVIES. Good luck. I can’t go on like this. Can’t get from one place to another. And I’ll have to be moving about, you see, try to get fixed up.


ASTON. Where you going to go?


DAVIES. Oh, I got one or two things in mind. I’m waiting for the weather to break.


Pause.


ASTON (attending to the toaster). Would … would you like to sleep here?


DAVIES. Here?


ASTON. You can sleep here if you like.


DAVIES. Here? Oh, I don’t know about that.


Pause.


How long for?


ASTON. Till you … get yourself fixed up.


DAVIES (sitting). Ay well, that.…


ASTON. Get yourself sorted out.…


DAVIES. Oh, I’ll be fixed up … pretty soon now.…


Pause.


Where would I sleep?


ASTON. Here. The other rooms would … would be no good to you.


DAVIES (rising, looking about). Here? Where?


ASTON (rising, pointing upstage right). There’s a bed behind all that.


DAVIES. Oh, I see. Well, that’s handy. Well, that’s … I tell you what, I might do that … just till I get myself sorted out. You got enough furniture here.


ASTON. I picked it up. Just keeping it here for the time being. Thought it might come in handy.


DAVIES. This gas stove work, do it?


ASTON. No.


DAVIES. What do you do for a cup of tea?


ASTON. Nothing.


DAVIES. That’s a bit rough. (DAVIES observes the planks.) You building something?


ASTON. I might build a shed out the back.


DAVIES. Carpenter, eh? (He turns to the lawn-mower.) Got a lawn.


ASTON. Have a look.


ASTON lifts the sack at the window. They look out.


DAVIES. Looks a bit thick.


ASTON. Overgrown.


DAVIES. What’s that, a pond?


ASTON. Yes.


DAVIES. What you got, fish?


ASTON. No. There isn’t anything in there.


Pause.


DAVIES. Where you going to put your shed?


ASTON (turning). I’ll have to clear the garden first.


DAVIES. You’d need a tractor, man.


ASTON. I’ll get it done.


DAVIES. Carpentry, eh?


ASTON (standing still). I like … working with my hands.


DAVIES picks up the statue of Buddha.


DAVIES. What’s this?


ASTON (taking and studying it). That’s a Buddha.


DAVIES. Get on.


ASTON. Yes. I quite like it. Picked it up in a … in a shop. Looked quite nice to me. Don’t know why. What do you think of these Buddhas?


DAVIES. Oh, they’re … they’re all right, en’t they?


ASTON. Yes, I was pleased when I got hold of this one. It’s very well made.


DAVIES turns and peers under the sink.


DAVIES. This the bed here, is it?


ASTON (moving to the bed). We’ll get rid of all that The ladder’ll fit under the bed. (They put the ladder under the bed.)


DAVIES (indicating the sink). What about this?


ASTON. I think that’ll fit in under here as well.


DAVIES. I’ll give you a hand. (They lift it.) It’s a ton weight, en’t?


ASTON. Under here.


DAVIES. This in use at all, then?


ASTON. No. I’ll be getting rid of it. Here.


They place the sink under the bed.


There’s a lavatory down the landing. It’s got a sink in there. We can put this stuff over there.


They begin to move the coal bucket, shopping trolley, lawn-mower and sideboard drawers to the right wall.


DAVIES (stopping). You don’t share it, do you?


ASTON. What?


DAVIES. I mean you don’t share the toilet with them Blacks, do you?


ASTON. They live next door.


DAVIES. They don’t come in?


ASTON puts a drawer against the wall.


Because, you know … I mean … fair’s fair.…


ASTON goes to the bed, blows dust and shakes a blanket.


ASTON. You see a blue case?


DAVIES. Blue case? Down here. Look. By the carpet.


ASTON goes to the case, opens it, takes out a sheet and pillow and puts them on the bed.


That’s a nice sheet.


ASTON. The blanket’ll be a bit dusty.


DAVIES. Don’t you worry about that.


ASTON stands upright, takes out his tobacco and begins to roll a cigarette. He goes to his bed and sits.


ASTON. How are you off for money?


DAVIES. Oh well … now, mister, if you want the truth . . I’m a bit short.


ASTON takes some coins from his pocket, sorts them, and holds out five shillings.


ASTON. Here’s a few bob.


DAVIES (taking the coins). Thank you, thank you, good luck. I just happen to and myself a bit short. You see, I got nothing for all that week’s work I did last week. That’s the position, that’s what it is.


Pause.


ASTON. I went into a pub the other day. Ordered a Guinness. They gave it to me in a thick mug. I sat down but I couldn’t drink it. I can’t drink Guinness from a thick mug. I only like it out of a thin glass. I had a few sips but I couldn’t finish it.


ASTON picks up a screwdriver and plug from the bed and begins to poke the plug.


DAVIES (with great feeling). If only the weather would break! Then I’d be able to get down to Sidcup!


ASTON. Sidcup?


DAVIES. The weather’s so blasted bloody awful, how can I get down to Sidcup in these shoes?


ASTON. Why do you want to get down to Sidcup?


DAVIES. I got my papers there!


Pause.


ASTON. Your what?


DAVIES. I got my papers there!


Pause.


ASTON. What are they doing at Sidcup?


DAVIES. A man I know has got them. I left them with him. You see? They prove who I am! I can’t move without them papers. They tell you who I am. You see! I’m stuck without them.


ASTON. Why’s that?


DAVIES. You see, what it is, you see, I changed my name! Years ago. I been going around under an assumed name! That’s not my real name.


ASTON. What name you been going under?


DAVIES. Jenkins. Bernard Jenkins. That’s my name. That’s the name I’m known, anyway. But it’s no good me going on with that name. I got no rights. I got an insurance card here. (He takes a card from his pocket.) Under the name of Jenkins. See? Bernard Jenkins. Look. It’s got four stamps on it. Four of them. But I can’t go along with these. That’s not my real name, they’d find out, they’d have me in the nick. Four stamps. I haven’t paid out pennies. I’ve paid out pounds. I’ve paid out pounds, not pennies. There’s been other stamps, plenty, but they haven’t put them on, the nigs, I never had enough time to go into it.


ASTON. They should have stamped your card.


DAVIES. It would have done no good! I’d have got nothing anyway. That’s not my real name. If I take that card along I go in the nick.


ASTON. What’s your real name, then?


DAVIES. Davies. Mac Davies. That was before I changed my name.


Pause.


ASTON. It looks as though you want to sort all that out.


DAVIES. If only I could get down to Sidcup! I’ve been waiting for the weather to break. He’s got my papers, this man I left them with, it’s got it all down there, I could prove everything.


ASTON. How long’s he had them?


DAVIES. What?


ASTON. How long’s he had them?


DAVIES. Oh, must be … it was in the war … must be … about near on fifteen year ago.


He suddenly becomes aware of the bucket and looks up.


ASTON. Any time you want to … get into bed, just get in. Don’t worry about me.


DAVIES (taking off his overcoat). Eh, well, I think I will. I’m a bit … a bit done in. (He steps out of his trousers, and holds them out). Shall I put these on here?


ASTON. Yes.


DAVIES puts the coat and trousers on the clothes horse.


DAVIES. I see you got a bucket up here.


ASTON. Leak.


DAVIES looks Up.


DAVIES. Well, I’ll try your bed then. You getting in?


ASTON. I’m mending this plug.


DAVIES looks at him and then at the gas stove.


DAVIES. You … you can’t move this, eh?


ASTON. Bit heavy.


DAVIES. Yes.


DAVIES gets into bed. He tests his weight and length.


Not bad. Not bad. A fair bed. I think I’ll sleep in this.


ASTON. I’ll have to fix a proper shade on that bulb. The light’s a bit glaring.


DAVIES. Don’t you worry about that, mister, don’t you worry about that. (He turns and puts the cover up).


ASTON sits, poking his plug.


The LIGHTS FADE OUT. Darkness.


LIGHTS UP. Morning.


ASTON is fastening his trousers, standing by the bed. He straightens his bed. He turns, goes to the centre of the room and looks at DAVIES. He turns, puts his jacket on, turns, goes towards DAVIES and looks down on him. He coughs. DAVIES sits up abruptly.


DAVIES. What? What’s this? What’s this?


ASTON. It’s all right.


DAVIES (staring). What’s this?


ASTON. It’s all right.


DAVIES looks about.


DAVIES. Oh, yes.


ASTON goes to his bed, picks up the plug and shakes it.


ASTON. Sleep well?


DAVIES. Yes. Dead out. Must have been dead out.


ASTON goes downstage right, collects the toaster and examines it.


ASTON. You … er.…


DAVIES. Eh?


ASTON. Were you dreaming or something?


DAVIES. Dreaming?


ASTON. Yes.


DAVIES. I don’t dream. I’ve never dreamed.


ASTON. No, nor have I.


DAVIES. Nor me.


Pause.


Why you ask me that, then?


ASTON. You were making noises.


DAVIES. Who was?


ASTON. You were.


DAVIES gets out of bed. He wears long underpants.


DAVIES. Now, wait a minute. Wait a minute, what do you mean? What kind of noises?


ASTON. You were making groans. You were jabbering.


DAVIES. Jabbering? Me?


ASTON. Yes.





DAVIES. I don’t jabber, man. Nobody ever told me that before.


Pause.


What would I be jabbering about?


ASTON. I don’t know.


DAVIES. I mean, where’s the sense in it?


Pause.


Nobody ever told me that before.


Pause.


You got hold of the wrong bloke, mate.


ASTON (crossing to the bed with the toaster). No. You woke me up. I thought you might have been dreaming.


DAVIES. I wasn’t dreaming. I never had a dream in my life.


Pause.


ASTON. Maybe it was the bed.


DAVIES. Nothing wrong with this bed.


ASTON. Might be a bit unfamiliar.


DAVIES. There’s nothing unfamiliar about me with beds. I slept in beds. I don’t make noises just because I sleep in a bed. I slept in plenty of beds.


Pause.


I tell you what, maybe it were them Blacks.


ASTON. What?


DAVIES. Them noises.


ASTON. What Blacks?


DAVIES. Them you got. Next door. Maybe it were them Blacks making noises, coming up through the walls.


ASTON. Hmmnn.


DAVIES. That’s my opinion.


ASTON puts dorm the plug and moves to the door.


Where you going, you going out?


ASTON. Yes.


DAVIES (seizing the sandals). Wait a minute then, just a minute.


ASTON. What you doing?


DAVIES (putting on the sandals). I better come with you.





ASTON. Why?


DAVIES. I mean, I better come out with you, anyway.


ASTON. Why?


DAVIES. Well … don’t you want me to go out?


ASTON. What for?


DAVIES. I mean … when you’re out. Don’t you want me to get out … when you’re out?


ASTON. You don’t have to go out.


DAVIES. You mean … I can stay here?


ASTON. Do what you like. You don’t have to come out just because I go out.


DAVIES. You don’t mind me staying here?


ASTON. I’ve got a couple of keys. (He goes to a box by his bed and finds them.) This door and the front door. (He hands them to DAVIES.)


DAVIES. Thanks very much, the best of luck.


Pause. ASTON stands.


ASTON. I think I’ll take a stroll down the road. A little … kind of a shop. Man there’d got a jig saw the other day. I quite liked the look of it.


DAVIES. A jig saw, mate?


ASTON. Yes. Could be very useful.


DAVIES. Yes.


Slight pause.


What’s that then, exactly, then?


ASTON walks up to the window and looks out.


ASTON. A jig saw? Well, it comes from the same family as the fret saw. But it’s an appliance, you see. You have to fix it on to a portable drill.


DAVIES. Ah, that’s right. They’re very handy.


ASTON. They are, yes.


Pause.


You know, I was sitting in a café the other day. I happened to be sitting at the same table as this woman. Well, we  started to … we started to pick up a bit of a conversation. I don’t know … about her holiday, it was, where she’d been. She’d been down to the south coast. I can’t remember where though. Anyway, we were just sitting there, having this bit of a conversation … then suddenly she put her hand over to mine … and she said, how would you like me to have a look at your body?


DAVIES. Get out of it.


Pause.


ASTON. Yes. To come out with it just like that, in the middle of this conversation. Struck me as a bit odd.


DAVIES. They’ve said the same thing to me.


ASTON. Have they?


DAVIES. Women? There’s many a time they’ve come up to me and asked me more or less the same question.


Pause.


ASTON. What did you say your name was?


DAVIES. Bernard Jenkins is my assumed one.


ASTON. No, your other one?


DAVIES. Davies. Mac Davies.


ASTON. Welsh, are you?


DAVIES. Eh?


ASTON. You Welsh?


Pause.


DAVIES. Well, I been around, you know … what I mean … I been about.…


ASTON. Where were you born then?


DAVIES. (darkly). What do you mean?


ASTON. Where were you born?


DAVIES. I was … uh … oh, it’s a bit hard, like, to set your mind back … see what I mean … going back …. a good way … lose a bit of track, like … you know.…


ASTON (going to below the fireplace). See this plug? Switch it on here, if you like. This little fire.


DAVIES. Right, mister.


ASTON. Just plug in here.


DAVIES. Right, mister.


ASTON goes towards the door.


(Anxiously). What do I do?


ASTON. Just switch it on, that’s all. The fire’ll come on.


DAVIES. I tell you what. I won’t bother about it.


ASTON. No trouble.


DAVIES. No, I don’t go in for them things much.


ASTON. Should work. (Turning). Right.


DAVIES. Eh, I was going to ask you, mister, what about this stove? I mean, do you think it’s going to be letting out any … what do you think?


ASTON. It’s not connected.


DAVIES. You see, the trouble is, it’s right on top of my bed, you see? What I got to watch is nudging … one of them gas taps with my elbow when I get up, you get my meaning?


He goes round to the other side of stove and examines it.


ASTON. There’s nothing to worry about.


DAVIES. Now look here, don’t you worry about it. All I’ll do, I’ll keep an eye on these taps every now and again, like, you see. See they’re switched off. You leave it to me.


ASTON. I don’t think.…


DAVIES (coming round). Eh, mister, just one thing … eh .… you couldn’t slip me a couple of bob, for a cup of tea, just, you know?


ASTON. I gave you a few bob last night.


DAVIES. Eh, so you did. So you did. I forgot. Went clean out of my mind. That’s right. Thank you, mister. Listen. You’re sure now, you’re sure you don’t mind me staying here? I mean, I’m not the sort of man who wants to take any liberties.


ASTON. No, that’s all right.


DAVIES. I might get down to Wembley later on in the day.


ASTON. Uh-uh.


DAVIES. There’s a caff down there, you see, might be able to get fixed up there. I was there, see? I know they were a bit short-handed. They might be in the need of a bit of staff.


ASTON. When was that?


DAVIES. Eh? Oh, well, that was … near on … that’ll be … that’ll be a little while ago now. But of course what it is, they can’t find the right kind of people in these places. What they want to do, they’re trying to do away with these foreigners, you see, in catering. They want an Englishman to pour their tea, that’s what they want, that’s what they’re crying out for. It’s only common sense, en’t? Oh, I got all that under way … that’s … uh … that’s … what I’ll be doing.


Pause.


If only I could get down there.


ASTON. Mmnn. (ASTON moves to the door.) Well, I’ll be seeing you then.


DAVIES. Yes. Right.


ASTON goes out and closes the door.


DAVIES stands still He waits a few seconds, then goes to the door, opens it, looks out, closes it, stands with his back to it, turns swiftly, opens it, looks out, comes back, closes the door, finds the keys in his pocket, tries one, tries the other, locks the door. He looks about the room. He then goes quickly to ASTON’S bed, bends, brings out the pair of shoes and examines them.


Not a bad pair of shoes. Bit pointed.


He puts them back under the bed. He examines the area by ASTON’S bed, picks up a vase and looks into it, then picks up a box and shakes it.


Screws!


He sees paint buckets at the top of the bed, goes to them, and examines them.


Paint. What’s he going to paint?


He puts the bucket down, comes to the centre of the room, looks up at bucket, and grimaces.


I’ll have to find out about that. (He crosses right, and picks up a blow-lamp.) He’s got some stuff in here. (He picks up the Buddha and looks at it.) Full of stuff. Look at all this. (His eye falls on the piles of papers.) What’s he got all those papers for? Damn pile of papers.


He goes to a pile and touches it. The pile wobbles. He steadies it.


Hold it, hold it!


He holds the pile and pushes the papers back into place.


The door opens.


MICK comes in, puts the key in his pocket, and closes the door silently. He stands at the door and watches DAVIES.


What’s he got all these papers for? (DAVIES climbs over the rolled carpet to the blue case.) Had a sheet and pillow ready in here. (He opens the case.) Nothing. (He shuts the case.) Still, I had a sleep though. I don’t make no noises. (He looks at the window.) What’s this?


He picks up another case and tries to open it. MICK moves up stage, silently.


Locked. (He puts it down and moves downstage.) Must be something in it. (He picks up a sideboard drawer, rummages in the contents, then puts it down.)


MICK slides across the room.


DAVIES half turns, MICK seizes his arm and forces it up his back. DAVIES screams.


Uuuuuuuhhh! Uuuuuuuhhh! What! What! What! Uuuuuuuhhh!


MICK swiftly forces him to the floor, with DAVIES struggling, grimacing, whimpering and staring.


MICK holds his arm, puts his other hand to his lips, then puts his hand to DAVIES’ lips, DAVIES quietens. MICK lets him go. DAVIES writhes. MICK holds out a warning finger. He then squats down to regard DAVIES. He regards him, then stands looking down on him. DAVIES massages his arm, watching MICK. MICK turns slowly to look at the room. He goes to DAVIES’ bed and uncovers it. He turns, goes to the clothes horse and picks up DAVIES’ trousers, DAVIES starts to rise. MICK presses him down with his foot and stands over him. Finally he removes his foot. He examines the trousers and throws them back, DAVIES remains on the floor, crouched. MICK slowly goes to the chair, sits, and watches DAVIES, expressionless. Silence.


MICK. What’s the game?


Curtain.
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