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Introduction


Each of these pieces came about in an entirely different way. Icecream is simply a play I wrote. A Mouthful of Birds, Mad Forest and Lives of the Great Poisoners all came from some kind of work with others. The Skriker, like Icecream, was a solitary piece of work till rehearsal but it took the form it did because of earlier collaborations. Thyestes is a translation.


A Mouthful of Birds was a show for Joint Stock, and took Euripides’ Bacchae as a starting point. Usually with Joint Stock shows there was a gap between workshop and rehearsal when the writer wrote the play, but as we were working with dance as well as words we worked continuously for 12 weeks. For the writers the time still fell into something of the usual structure – roughly the first four weeks were spent by us all looking into possession, violence and other states where people felt beside themselves; then David Lan and I stayed home and wrote, coming in with scenes as they were written; the last few weeks were something like a normal rehearsal. Ian Spink (choreographer) worked with the company continuously, making some material before any text was written, and some to fit specifically into scenes that were written to have dance in them. Though A Mouthful of Birds is included in this volume the writing is as much David Lan’s as mine, and, as with other Joint Stock shows. it owes a great deal to the company. One can only get a rough idea of the piece by reading it because a large part of it was dance.


After Icecream another Joint Stock type play, Mad Forest. Mark Wing-Davey, who had worked with Joint Stock, was at the time director of the Central School of Speech and Drama. It was early 1990 and Ceauşescu had been overthrown in December. Mark wanted to take some students to Bucharest to work with students there, and asked if I’d join them and then write something for the Central students’ end of year show. Emotions in Bucharest were still raw and the Romanian students and other people we met helped us to understand what Romania had been like under Ceauşescu as well as what happened in December and what was happening while we were there. We learned far more in a short time than anyone could have done alone, and the company’s intense involvement made it possible to write the play.


Meanwhile talks had been going on for some time about a piece –



eventually called Lives of the Great Poisoners – for Ian Spink’s company Second Stride, with Orlando Gough (composer) and Antony McDonald (designer), who had both done several Second Stride shows. We decided that some of the characters would dance, some sing, some speak. but they could all have a dialogue in the same scene. so this is another instance where it’s hard to visualise the show from the text alone. Long pieces of dance are described in a few lines of Ian’s stage directions. and sometimes a few words are the libretto for a long passage of song. The whole idea of the piece and its structure were worked out with Ian and Orlando before I wrote any words so it was equally made by us all. The writer has an unfair advantage because words can easily be reproduced in a book. Ian’s directions should be followed closely, though the detail will of course be different with each production. The music of Poisoners is integral to the piece.


There’s dance and singing in The Skriker too, but because of the way it was written it seems all right that the movement will be developed differently in each production (though again it is important to follow the stage directions closely), and even that different music could be used – though I strongly recommend Judith Weir’s. The Skriker is a play I was working on from before A Mouthful of Birds till after Poisoners. Sometimes it seemed like a social play with lots of characters, other times to be about just a few people. The solution I found was to have just three speaking parts, and the rest of the characters played by dancers, so that a number of stories are told but only one in words. I wrote the others as stage directions. I decided that the underworld, when the Skriker takes Josie there, would be a more completely different world if that scene were an opera, so I wrote it as a libretto. Judith Weir then wrote the music and during rehearsal Ian Spink developed the movement from the stage directions. I’d never have written The Skriker that way if I hadn’t already worked on other shows with dancers and singers. It brought together what had been for me two separate strands of work, plays I worked on alone and dance/music theatre pieces.


The last play in this volume is a collaboration with a dead writer, a translation of Seneca’s Thyestes. It was directed by James MacDonald, who also directed Lives of the Great Poisoners. There are other overlaps among these pieces – Les Waters and Annie Smart were the director and designer of both Mouthful of Birds and Skriker. Antony McDonald designed Mad Forest and Poisoners.


Caryl Churchill, 1997











A MOUTHFUL OF BIRDS


by Caryl Churchill and David Lan







A Mouthful of Birds was first performed in association with the Joint Stock Theatre Group at Birmingham Repertory Theatre on 2 September 1986 and opened at the Royal Court Theatre, London, on 27 November 1986. The cast was as follows:












	LENA, a mother


	Tricia Kelly






	MARCIA, a switchboard operator


	Dona Croll






	DEREK, unemployed


	Christian Burgess






	YVONNE, an acupuncturist


	Vivienne Rochester






	PAUL, a businessman


	Philippe Giraudeau






	DAN, a vicar


	Stephen Goff






	DOREEN, a secretary


	Amelda Brown






	DIONYSOS

	Philippe Giraudeau






	PENTHEUS, King of Thebes


	Christian Burgess






	AGAVE, his mother


	Amelda Brown






	WOMEN

	Dona Croll, Tricia Kelly, Vivienne Rochester






	DIONYSOS 2

	Stephen Goff









On 11 October, Amelda Brown took over the roles initially played by Marjorie Yates. Marjorie Yates was a member of the original workshop company and cast.


Directed by  Ian Spink and Les Waters
Designed by  Annie Smart
Lighting designed by  Rick Fisher







ACT ONE


Part One


1. DIONYSOS dances.


He is played by a man. He wears a white petticoat.


Skinning a Rabbit


LENA and ROY.


ROY is holding a dead white rabbit.






	LENA


	(to audience). Look at the hole in its stomach. (To ROY.) I couldn’t possibly.












	ROY.


	I’ll skin it for you.












	LENA.


	Look at its face.












	ROY.


	My grandmother used to cook them with prunes.












	LENA.


	Do you know how to skin it?












	ROY.


	I’ve shot rabbits.












	LENA.


	Look at the hole in its stomach.












	ROY.


	It’s like chicken.












	LENA.


	It’s so white. All right. If you do it all.












	ROY.


	You soak the prunes.








2. Telephone


MARCIA is operating a switchboard.






	MARCIA


	(to audience). In fact I am desperate.












	 


	(On telephone.) Continental Lingerie, hold the line.












	 


	Yes, sir? Sir. I am busy.














	 


	Continental Lingerie, hold the line.












	 


	Yes? Who? Putting you through.












	 


	(West Indian accent.) You there? … so my boss asked me, had l ever been to the Ritz … Hang on a minute.












	 


	Yes? Look, if this goes on –. It’s your firm that suffers. Well, I care. I do.












	 


	(West Indian accent.) You there? … so I told him straight. I said, quick as a flash …












	 


	COLIN comes in.












	 


	Pause.












	 


	Ooh, new trousers? Fit you ever so snug.












	COLIN.


	My office. Now.












	MARCIA.


	Get me a cup of tea, be a sweetie.












	 


	Continental Lingerie. I’m afraid you can’t. He’s having a meeting with a lady friend.












	 


	COLIN gestures ‘Who?’












	 


	MARCIA gestures ‘You’.












	 


	COLIN gestures ‘Me?’












	MARCIA.


	Yes, sir. But he won’t want to speak to you. He told me himself he doesn’t care what happens to the firm. He’s only interested in –












	 


	COLIN goes out.












	MARCIA.


	Putting you through. (West Indian accent.) You there? … I’d have to be desperate to look at him. In fact I am desperate. Even so … Oh, hang on.












	 


	Continental Lingerie. Putting you through.








3. Weightlifting


DEREK and two other men are doing weights.






	DEREK


	(to audience). He thought he wasn’t a man without a job.












	MAN 1.


	How long since you worked?














	DEREK.


	A while.












	MAN 1.


	I’ve never worked.












	 


	Silence.












	MAN 2.


	I’m going for an interview tomorrow.












	MAN 1.


	What for?












	MAN 2.


	They make biscuits.












	MAN 1.


	Do you know about biscuits?












	MAN 2.


	Seven years’ experience of marketing. First-class degree in economics. I’ve eaten biscuits.












	MAN 1.


	So we might not be seeing so much of you.












	 


	Pause.












	MAN 2.


	I’ve had twenty-three interviews.












	 


	Silence.












	DEREK.


	Seventeen months.












	 


	Silence.












	MAN 2.


	Sometimes I think I’ll go mad.












	DEREK.


	No. I don’t mind at all any more. I have activities. Swimming, karate, jogging, garden, weights. There’s not enough hours in the day if you put your mind to it. My father couldn’t. He thought he wasn’t a man without a job. He died within six weeks. But there’s no need.












	 


	Silence.












	MAN 1.


	I can’t imagine working.








4. Sleep


YVONNE, an acupuncturist, is attending to MR WOOD who is lying down. She wears a white coat.






	YVONNE


	(to audience). What is it makes you so angry? (To MR WOOD.) Relax your arm. No, relax it. All right. Let’s start at the top. Back. Relax your back. All the way down. There. Now shoulder. Let it go. Good. Elbow. Wrist. Fingers. All the joints. Let the tension flow away. That’s it.














	 


	She inserts a needle.












	 


	Good. So, Mr Wood, tell me – what is it makes you so angry?












	 


	She inserts a needle.












	 


	You need to think about it so much? You haven’t slept for a week, I give up my lunch break, you come in, your whole body’s tense. There must be something winding you up.












	 


	She inserts a needle.












	 


	Good. Now your neck. Relaaax.












	 


	She inserts a needle.












	 


	So what is it?












	MR WOOD.


	Gumminumminumminummi goo goo …












	YVONNE.


	
Mr Wood? How can I help you if you fall asleep?


Mr Wood!









5. Profit


PAUL and MOTHER-IN-LAW are playing chess.






	PAUL


	(to audience). That way we make more profit.








MOTHER-IN-LAW. I know you don’t like me phoning the office. Mother-in-law.






	PAUL.


	That’s perfectly all right. If it’s important.








MOTHER-IN-LAW. June wasn’t home and I thought … I think I’ve got your queen.






	PAUL.


	No.








MOTHER-IN-LAW. Ah.






	 


	Pause.












	 


	So will you be coming to us for the weekend?












	PAUL.


	If I bring some work.












	 


	She moves.








MOTHER-IN-LAW. Check.






	 


	He moves.














	PAUL.


	Check.








MOTHER-IN-LAW. Could that be mate?






	PAUL.


	I think so.












	 


	He picks up the telephone, dials.












	 


	First Berlin, then Boulogne.












	 


	He puts the telephone down.








MOTHER-IN-LAW. What?






	PAUL.


	Fifty thousand tons of beef. We move them from Birmingham first to Berlin then to Boulogne. I was working it out.








MOTHER-IN-LAW. Unless my rook – no.






	PAUL.


	That way we make more profit.








MOTHER-IN-LAW. You’re very clever.


6. Angels


DAN, a vicar. Three WOMEN in hats. WOMAN 1 has a bag of jumble.






	DAN


	(to audience). I don’t believe God is necessarily male.












	WOMAN 1.


	Where shall I put the jumble?












	DAN.


	In the vestry.












	WOMAN 2.


	Do you believe in angels?












	WOMAN 3.


	But when it comes to the ordination of women, have we your support or not?












	DAN.


	I don’t believe God is necessarily male in the conventional … But I do think there’s a time and a place … I entirely agree with the bishop when he –












	WOMAN 2.


	Do you believe in angels?












	DAN.


	I’m sorry?










7. Home


DOREEN is standing some distance from ED.






	DOREEN


	(to audience). All I wanted was peace and quiet. (To ED.) I never said I wouldn’t come home.












	ED.


	You didn’t say nothing. You just ran, left me sitting on the bench like a fool.












	DOREEN.


	All I wanted was peace and quiet. I found it.












	ED.


	Sleeping by that canal, on that grass? And to scratch me and tear me. What for? I was searching five hours. Look, I’m still bleeding. Come here.












	DOREEN.


	I was happy.












	ED.


	I warned you what would happen if you ran off again.












	DOREEN.


	What? What will happen? What?












	 


	Pause.












	ED.


	Well, you had your day out all right.












	DOREEN.


	Oh I did.








8. Excuses


i.






	PAUL


	(on telephone). I’m sorry I can’t make the conference. I’ve sprained my ankle.












	MARCIA


	(on telephone). I can’t come in, I’ve lost my voice.












	YVONNE


	(on telephone). I’m afraid I have to cancel your appointment, I’ve hurt my hand.












	DOREEN.


	I won’t be in today, I’m seeing double.












	DEREK.


	I can’t go swimming this morning, I’ve got a hangover.












	DAN.


	I really can’t do the wedding, I’ve got earache.












	LENA.


	I can’t come to tea, I’ve cut my finger.










ii.






	DEREK.


	I can’t come to the pub tonight, my dog’s gone missing.












	LENA.


	I can’t distribute the leaflets, there’s a power cut.












	MARCIA.


	I can’t see you tonight, my car’s broken down.












	YVONNE.


	I can’t come to the funeral, the trains have been cancelled.












	DAN.


	I can’t visit the old people, my mother’s turned up.












	DOREEN.


	I know it’s my turn to collect them but the kitchen’s flooded.












	PAUL.


	I can’t fly to Rome. My cousin has died.








iii.






	LENA.


	I can’t come in for a perm, my sister’s been kidnapped.












	YVONNE.


	I can’t go to the disco, the army’s closed off the street.












	DOREEN.


	I can’t come to dinner, there’s a bull in the garden.












	DEREK.


	I can’t play tonight, my house has blown down.












	DAN.


	I can’t see the bishop, the vestry’s on fire.












	PAUL.


	I can’t meet the deadline. The chairman’s been struck by lightning.












	MARCIA.


	I’ll have to see the dentist another time, my aunt’s gone crazy.












	LENA.


	So I just stayed in all day.










Part Two


9. Psychic Attack






	LENA


	(to audience). Look at the hole in its stomach.












	 


	ROY. LENA. SPIRIT.












	 


	The SPIRIT is seen and heard only by LENA. Breakfast time on four successive days.








i.


LENA sets the table. ROY comes in.
















	ROY.


	So at the light he gets level again and I don’t look at him but he knows and I know that one of us is going to be in trouble because over the crossing it’s got to be single lane because there’s cars parked. And I’m on the outside so I’ve every right but I


	






	

	know / from what he’s done already that he’s going to cut in if he possibly can and he knows that I’m going to keep him out and with any luck he’ll get smashed on the parked cars. I can see without looking the kind of person he is and it’s a kind I don’t like and will not put up with, the whole way he sat there with his elbow out the


	SPIRIT. teapot teapot teapot teapot.







	

	window, / I thought to myself I’ll have that elbow off, I’ll have that elbow right off. So the minute the lights change the other side – and


	elbow out the window
elbow out the window
elbow out the window







	

	there’s a stupid bastard / crossing the other way only gets through on the red – and we’re both off with a hell of a screech and he’s got a slight edge because pure and simple it’s a faster car, nothing to do with his driving, it’s a new car, but I’ve got my foot hard down and I not only get ahead but I swing out a bit to my left before I swing in round the back of the


	stupid bastard stupid
bastard stupid bastard







	

	parked cars / and he’s had to pull away and he’s got to brake hard and he just catches me on the bumper and he hits the island and lucky for him there’s no kiddy waiting to cross the road. And I go up the street and down the next turning because he’s going to come after me but I’m off down the back doubles and I reckon I showed him.


	LENA. Do you want some more toast?







	 


	ROY goes.


	







Lena and Spirit – Transformations


He is a frog. She approaches threateningly as a snake. He seizes her arm and becomes a lover. She responds but as he embraces her he becomes an animal and attacks the back of her neck. She puts him down to crawl and he becomes a train. As he chugs under the table she blocks the tunnel with a chair and he rolls out as a threatening bird. She becomes a baby bird asking to be



fed and he feeds her. As he goes to get more food she becomes a panther, knocks him to the ground and starts to eat him. After a moment he leaps up with a fierce roar. She goes into the next scene.


ii.


LENA sets the table. ROY comes in.






	ROY.


	Don’t forget to phone your mother


	
SPIRIT. You’re useless. Can’t wipe your own bum. Useless baby.


You’re going to be unborn. You are unborn. You’re not conceived. Your parents never met. Your parents / were never born. Your parents were never conceived. Your grandparents never met. That’s how useless you are.








	 


	Remind me to get a light bulb.







	LENA.


	I better go to the launderette today.












	ROY.


	The plumber’s coming on Thursday


	
Because you don’t stand up to him. He’s disgusting. He fills the whole / room up.


His hair smells. His eyes have got yellow in the corners. His ears have got hairs on. His nose has got big pores and the nostrils are too big and full of hair and snot and he snores / and snorts. His teeth are yellow. His tongue’s yellow. His mouth tastes of shit because it’s directly connected to his arsehole.








	LENA.


	I think I’ll take Sally to the park.







	 


	Can we talk about a holiday?







	 


	Am I putting on weight?














	ROY.


	I’m not made of money you know.












	LENA.


	Don’t forget to get a lightbulb.


	The order is to kill the baby. The order is to kill the baby. Because the baby is directly / connected to him. The baby is directly connected to you. The baby is directly connected to me ./ When you kill the baby you’ll be free of him. You’ll be free of yourself. You’ll be free of me. That’s why you’re going to kill the baby.







	ROY.


	Mind you I’d like a break.







	LENA.


	Sure you don’t want an egg?












	ROY.


	No.












	 


	ROY goes. LENA and SPIRIT struggle. LENA finally gets the SPIRIT down and leaves him lying still as she goes into the next scene. After a moment he gets up and goes into the scene.








iii.


LENA sets the table. ROY comes in.






	ROY.


	So what I’m go ing to do is say to him / straight out, what about that twenty pounds you owe me? Because it’s three weeks, it’s over three weeks, it was the Sunday after the Saturday Arsenal beat Liverpool at home. He thinks he can let it slide and I won’t do that. What about that twenty pounds you owe me? That’s the best way.


	
SPIRIT. Teapot. Cup. Cup. Is that a cup? You don’t know do you because you’re useless, you’re not born, you’re not conceived of, this house was never built.


The universe will go forward again when you kill the baby. Then he / won’t fill up all the space. Then you might get born. Then I’ll stop talking and go away because then you’ll have done what you should and you won’t be useless.








	ROY.


	So what was the matter with you last night?







	LENA.


	I don’t know what you mean.







	ROY.


	What do you mean you don’t know what I mean?







	 


	They both start speaking at once.












	ROY.


	
Have you gone off me?


I don’t need to stick around where I’m not wanted.



	His eyes have got red lines. His fingernails have got muck under. / The hairs in his arse are stuck together. His cock’s got goo coming out. His feet are full of black cracks.







	LENA.


	Of course you’re wanted.












	ROY.


	Are you trying to tell me / there’s someone else because just tell me.


	When he breathes it takes your breath away.












	LENA.


	There’s nobody./ Please don’t. I love you.


	He swallows the air. That’s why you don’t exist.







	ROY.


	Because I’m not bothered.












	LENA.


	Please don’t, I really / need you, I do need you. Please, come on,/I was tired last night.


	The solution is to kill the baby. Hold the baby under the water.












	ROY.


	I don’t know what the idea is./ I think you’re having me on.


	












	LENA.


	I’m not, I’m really – Please please please.


	Because you’re a baby and you’re unborn and you aren’t even conceived.







	ROY.


	All right. All right. We’ll see how we go.














	ROY.


	So what I’m going to do / is say to him straight out what about that twenty pounds you owe me. Because it’s three weeks.


	You should be sick on his hair. You should piss in his tea. You should rub blood on his teeth. You should shit on his eyes. You should hold the baby under the water.







	 


	He continues speech as above but silently.












	ROY


	(aloud again). Twenty pounds you owe me, that’s the best way.


	Then I’ll go away. When you’ve killed the baby it’s going to be quiet.







	LENA.


	All right.












	 


	The SPIRIT climbs onto ROY’s back and pushes him down onto the table. LENA washes a shawl in a baby bath.








iv.


LENA returns to the table.






	ROY.


	So I’ll phone up and book today. I could really do with a break myself. I know how much you’ve been wanting to go away.


	












	LENA.


	
I have to talk to you.


I think if you go to the bathroom. I think Sally’s drowned.



	












	ROY.


	
What did you say?


What did you say?



	












	 


	ROY keeps repeating the same gesture and words.


	












	LENA.


	It wasn’t me that did it.


	












	ROY.


	What did you say?


	
SPIRIT. Teapot teapot teapot teapot.


You’re unborn. His hair smells.








	LENA.


	I thought you’d gone. You said you’d go away.














	ROY.


	What did you say?












	LENA.


	I poured the teapot and blood came out.








10. Possession


DIONYSOS appears to DOREEN.


DOREEN is possessed by AGAVE.






	AGAVE.


	I put my foot against its side and tore out its shoulder. I broke open its ribs.








11. Fruit Ballet


Whole company as their main characters.


This dance consists of a series of movements mainly derived from eating fruit. It emphasises the sensuous pleasures of eating and the terrors of being torn up.


12. Possession


DIONYSOS appears to DEREK.


DEREK is possessed by PENTHEUS.






	DEREK.


	She put her foot against my side and tore out my shoulder. They broke open my ribs.








13. Baron Sunday






	MARCIA


	(to audience). In fact I am desperate.












	 


	MARCIA’s basement and then DECIMA’s room in north London.












	 


	In MARCIA’s basement: two chairs (A1 & A2) on either side of a table, a third chair (A3) a short way behind and to the side of one of the others.












	 


	A repeat of this arrangement of tables and chair stands to the left – B1, B2, B3.










i.


Table A has a white table cloth and a small glass vase of flowers.


MARCIA, a Trinidadian medium in her mid-thirties, sits on chair A1.


On A2, opposite MARCIA, sits DECIMA a younger Trinidadian woman.


SYBIL, a spirit from the white upper-middle classes, sits on chair B3.


When MARCIA speaks as the spirit, she uses a very deep voice.






	DECIMA.


	Who are you?












	 


	Pause.












	DECIMA.


	If you don’ say something soon, Marcia, I’m gonna ask my money back. Who are you?












	 


	Pause.












	 


	Ok. I got shoppin’ a do, I got my mama’s laundry, I got plenty, plenty.












	 


	Pause.












	DECIMA.


	Why’d you make me give you all a’ my ten p’s? Listen, m’dear, the truth is I saved those ten p’s for the launderette. I don’ know what got into me to give you all a’ them. You hear me? Marcia? Give me back my ten p’s, I’ll go down the launderette an’ come try again nex’ week. It ain’ no shame if you can’ do it one time. Marcia, girl? You hear me?












	MARCIA.


	Baron Sunday.












	DECIMA.


	You said?












	MARCIA.


	This is Baron Sunday talkin’ to you. Ask.












	DECIMA.


	Where is the bracelet was stole from me?












	 


	Pause.












	MARCIA.


	In purgatory.












	DECIMA.


	You said? My bracelet? Purgatory? What for? It weren’t worth hardly nothing. C’mon, Marce. Give me the ten p’s, let me get on down the launderette.














	MARCIA.


	The one who thiefed the bracelet, that’s the one’s in purgatory. The penalty to break god’s law – hm – death.












	DECIMA.


	And the bracelet?












	MARCIA.


	Ha ha ha ha.












	DECIMA.


	I love that bracelet. Uncle Short Plank sent it all the way for me.












	MARCIA.


	Ha ha ha ha ha.












	SYBIL.


	You can’t tell her where it is. Can you?












	 


	Pause.












	MARCIA.


	Where is it? Where? (Own voice.) Go down the launderette. Try again nex’ week.












	 


	DECIMA goes out.








ii.


MARCIA stands and moves towards table B. She hesitates, retreats to A1, sits.






	SYBIL.


	You come to this place. Why not? You try to pack your powers in your knapsack. They’re fond of you. They like to help. They come. They stay awhile. They go. Of course they do. What are you left with? What? But you have such skill. Experience. Technique. I’ve been waiting and waiting.












	MARCIA


	(own voice). Who are you?












	 


	Pause.












	MARCIA


	(with defiance). Baron Sunday betrayed his spirit. All the people saw his black deceit. Every day the bucket goes to the well, one day the bottom falls out. (In agony.) Aaahh! Eeyaaghooouugh!












	 


	She writhes in pain.












	 


	As MARCIA writhes in agony, SYBIL leaves her table and slowly approaches MARCIA’s. She moves only while MARCIA wails.














	MARCIA.


	When they caught him at his business they hounded him out a’ his birthplace. For two years he carried on his practice round about Port Antonio. Then it happened all over again just the same. Aaaah!












	 


	She writhes, falls and pulls the vase and tablecloth off the table.












	SYBIL.


	Pick it up.












	 


	Pause.












	MARCIA.


	Eeyaaghooouugh!












	SYBIL.


	There is.












	MARCIA.


	No!












	SYBIL.


	Room. For me. There is.












	 


	Pause.












	MARCIA.


	They knocked him about, cut out his tongue. He went home. He died. They buried him like a dog.












	SYBIL.


	Pick – it – up.












	 


	MARCIA picks up the table and resets the vase, flowers and cloth. She sits. The pain has gone.








iii.


MARGARET, white, middle-class, comes on and sits on A2.






	MARGARET.


	She said an evil spirit is angry with me. She said she could break the spell. She couldn’t. Now I’m desperate. Is it a spell that causes damp? All the methods I’ve found for casting off spells have no effect whatsoever. And I’ve looked up damp as well. It’s not in anything. I’ve spent hundreds. And builders aren’t cheap. As you know.












	MARCIA


	(deep voice). Baron Sunday.












	MARGARET.


	Yes. Yes, I heard you, dear. Can you help me or not? You see, in the past I believe there was a West Indian family … When we bought it we had the place stripped, of course, top to toe. Even so –












	MARCIA.


	Blood.














	MARGARET.


	Yes?












	MARCIA.


	Of a mongoose.












	SYBIL.


	I don’t believe it.












	MARGARET.


	I’ve tried that. Not exactly with a mongoose. Could that be why?












	 


	
Pause. MARCIA is hyper-ventilating loudly.














	MARCIA.


	Baron Sunday.












	 


	As she speaks, SYBIL arrives at A3 and sits.












	SYBIL.


	Damp proofing. Tell her. Don’t skimp. Gypsum, sand, proper chemicals. Tell her.












	MARGARET.


	My dear. I’m sure hyper-ventilation is a valuable aid but – are you quite sure you’re all right?








iv.


MARCIA is laying table B with cloth, cutlery and plates.


SYBIL sits on A1.






	SYBIL.


	Voodoo. Juju. Tomtom. You want to stay in this basement forever? Voodoo, juju, tomtom – you will.












	MARCIA.


	I’m gonna need that chair.












	 


	MARCIA goes on laying the table.












	SYBIL.


	Didn’t I tell you? Tap the teaspoon three times on the back of your hand before you lay it down. That’s how it’s done in this country. Go on.












	MARCIA.


	This is my things! I got Jojo an’ Big Bonus and all the family comin’. I’m gonna need all the chairs.












	SYBIL.


	Go on!












	 


	MARCIA taps a teaspoon three times on the back of her hand before laying it down.












	MARCIA.


	I don’ want you here.












	SYBIL.


	Good. Now, the knife. The knife must always be pressed against the forehead. It keeps it honed sharp. Try.












	 


	Pause.














	 


	MARCIA pulls up the sides of the cloth into a bundle with cutlery and crockery inside. She holds it over her shoulder.












	MARCIA.


	What’s your name?












	SYBIL.


	Today? The princess.












	MARCIA.


	I get on good with Baron Sunday. I don’t want no princess.












	SYBIL.


	Put everything back on the table like I told you. Go on.








v.


SYBIL sitting at A1.


MARCIA and DECIMA in DECIMA’s room.






	MARCIA.


	I think it’s time I went back home. I talked to my mother. She agrees. She says this place is workin’ on me an’ workin’ on me. I don’t know how she knows the things she knows. She just knows. I am bein’ worked on. I don’t intend to stay at home forever. But for me to go is good, you think so? My doctor said I’m just not feeling right in myself. She understands me. I got to go back home and find myself. I lost myself. I don’t know where.












	DECIMA.


	How’s ol’ Baron Sunday?












	MARCIA.


	Oh, my head is painin’ me.












	DECIMA.


	I got a message for that ol’ Baron.












	MARCIA.


	It’s painin’. You don’ care ’bout that?












	DECIMA.


	Your head? It’s bad?












	MARCIA.


	Bad?












	DECIMA.


	I’ll go get a aspirin for you.












	 


	DECIMA goes out.












	SYBIL.


	The musicologist’s booked for half past three. He won’t be late.












	 


	DECIMA comes in with an aspirin and a glass of water. She hands them to MARCIA.














	DECIMA.


	You tell the Baron I found my bracelet. I’m gonna get a refund of all my ten p’s?












	 


	As DECIMA speaks, MARCIA holds the aspirin in her left fist and makes a circle round it with the glass of water in her right hand. She does this five times.












	DECIMA.


	You feelin’ all right, girl?












	MARCIA.


	Some people live here and live here. They never learn nothin’.








vi.


MARCIA on A1, SYBIL on A3, CURZON, a white musicologist, on A2.


MARCIA is hyper-ventilating but not loudly. She tries to speak. No words come out.


CURZON writes as SYBIL speaks.






	SYBIL


	(different voice, German accent). Quaver G, semi-quaver F, quaver E, semi-quaver D –












	CURZON.


	D or D sharp?












	SYBIL.


	D! D natural! Vot you tink I’m writink? Gypsy dances?












	 


	MARCIA tries to speak. No words come out.












	 


	
SYBIL pulls her chair down next to MARCIA’s.














	 


	MARCIA cries out in agony. No sound is heard.












	SYBIL.


	
Demi-quavers E and F, quaver G and G again.


Got it?













	CURZON.


	Got it.












	SYBIL.


	Now the second theme.












	 


	CURZON turns the page of his notebook, his pencil poised to write.










vii.


SYBIL on A1, MARGARET on A2, MARCIA on B3.






	SYBIL


	(MARCIA’s voice, West Indian accent). I been away back home. That’s why it took so long to answer your letter. I wanted to go back home. But I found I got no spirit for my ol’ home. I got nothin’ for it at all. You wan’ talk to the spirit?












	MARGARET.


	Baron Sunday? Yes please.












	SYBIL.


	Baron who? No. I left him.












	MARGARET.


	Then – ?












	SYBIL.


	You want to put your money down or not? I got one, believe me. I got one just for you.








14. Possession


DIONYSOS I and 2 dance destructively.


DEREK is possessed by PENTHEUS.






	PENTHEUS.


	This is my city. I love it, leave it alone. Kill the god!








15. Dancing


DIONYSOS passes DAN as he enters, then goes out.






	DAN


	(to audience). I don’t believe god is necessarily male.








i.


Towards the back, a male and a female PRISON OFFICER are sitting together at a table. Towards the front, a WOMAN is sitting on a chair wearing a hat.


DAN, the vicar, dances to her.


This dance is precisely the dance that the woman in the chair longs for. Watching it she dies of pleasure.


After a few moments of DAN’s dance, the PRISON OFFICERS start to speak.




FEMALE PRISON OFFICER. All right, a mistake’s a mistake. But – this. No, you’re kidding me.


MALE PRISON OFFICER. It wasn’t our mistake.


FEMALE PRISON OFFICER. You admitted him.


MALE PRISON OFFICER. Her.


FEMALE PRISON OFFICER. Her.


MALE PRISON OFFICER. It was him when we admitted her. I can guarantee that.


FEMALE PRISON OFFICER. Guarantee?


MALE PRISON OFFICER. You want a cup of coffee? Guarantee!


FEMALE PRISON OFFICER. You tell me it’s Tuesday, I’m going to write down Easter Sunday, that I guarantee.


MALE PRISON OFFICER. I’m asking, you want coffee?


FEMALE PRISON OFFICER. I don’t touch it. Heart.






	 


	
The MALE PRISON OFFICER starts making coffee.







MALE PRISON OFFICER. I didn’t put my finger up. If that’s what it takes to guarantee, you’re right, I can’t guarantee.


FEMALE PRISON OFFICER. You said when she came in here she was a he. Have I got it correct?


MALE PRISON OFFICER. What are you trying to say to me? You’ll take him –


FEMALE PRISON OFFICER. Her.


MALE PRISON OFFICER. – or you won’t take him? Her! The governor’s waiting.


FEMALE PRISON OFFICER. He’s a convicted multiple killer. He comes into your place a man. Now they want to transfer him from your place to mine. Pour me that coffee. My nerves, they can’t stand it. Be straight with me, Tommy. What the hell’s going on?






	 


	
The WOMAN on the chair has died.











	 


	DAN stops dancing and hauls out the body.









ii.


A MAN sits on the chair wearing the hat.


The MALE PRISON OFFICER extracts from a large file various pieces of paper. He reads from one. The difficulty he has with reading produces a flat, matter-of-fact tone. Often he stumbles. When he loses interest in a passage, he skips.


MALE PRISON OFFICER. ‘My plan was that they should all be good deaths. Clean, effortless, without tension or pain. To die of pleasure, like a young boy slipping through the mirror of a mountain stream. These are the deaths the earth needs to grow strong. We have asked too much of the earth. We take from her everything that is good. What do we give back? Lives that end in hatred and agony. Our rejected, our despised. So why should the rain …’






	 


	DAN speaks to the MAN on the chair.












	DAN.


	Hi. I’m Dan. Don’t think I’m pushy. Uh, you know how it is. You see someone attractive at the other end of the bar. But you’re shy. I’m not shy. What would you like? What would you really like? I can get you anything you like.












	 


	The MAN on the chair looks at DAN intrigued.












	 


	DAN dances to him.








MALE PRISON OFFICER. ‘… From the age of seventeen I studied theology at the university of Saint Cecille outside Brussels. One summer I worked in a vineyard near Antwerp. The grapes were stillborn. The vineyard failed. O cowards! Embrace the earth willingly! Why don’t you? How can she do you harm? Press your throats against her boulders. Rip them. Why not, if that is what she wants? What has she ever refused you? …’






	 


	‘… They will say I have tried to play god. I have not. God makes and destroys. I make and destroy nothing. I do man’s work. I transform.’












	 


	
‘Fools! You ransack the guts of the earth – ’
















	 


	I can’t make out this bit. Call this handwriting? You wouldn’t think he’d been educated at all. You want to hear any more of this?












	 


	The MAN in the chair dies.












	 


	DAN stops dancing and hauls out the body.








iii.


A WOMAN sits on the chair wearing the hat.


DAN puts his head in her lap and talks to her.






	DAN.


	I want to be milked from the udder of a cow. I’d like a pine tree to grow inside me. I want to rest the tips of my fingers on the peaks of two mountains so my muscles tear. I want to burn. And you?












	 


	DAN dances briefly to her.












	 


	The WOMAN dies.












	 


	DAN stops dancing and hauls out the body.








iv.


The two PRISON OFFICERS are sitting in different positions at the table drinking coffee.


On the chair is the hat.


DAN dances to it.


FEMALE PRISON OFFICER. You must have been killing yourself. Did you know what you were letting me in for? Pass the sugar. I find my girls lying in the corridors, the workshops, the latrines. Dead. Untouched. Beautiful. I know she done it – all of them. Ask me how. Ask me.


MALE PRISON OFFICER. How?


FEMALE PRISON OFFICER. That’s what I say – capital punishment. Finish her off – quick smart! But they won’t. I have to look after my girls. You know what I done? Ask me.


MALE PRISON OFFICER. What?




FEMALE PRISON OFFICER. What could I do? I let her go.






	 


	They go on drinking their coffee.












	 


	DAN continues dancing to the chair.












	 


	DAN finishes and goes.








16. Possession


DIONYSOS appears to DOREEN and DEREK.


DOREEN is possessed by AGAVE, DEREK by PENTHEUS.






	PENTHEUS.


	Mother! Why have the women left the city?












	AGAVE.


	I’m happy. Leave us alone.












	PENTHEUS.


	I’m hungry.












	 


	
AGAVE laughs with joy.














	PENTHEUS.


	I’ll fill the woods with blood.








17. Pig






	PAUL


	(to audience). That way we make more profit.








i.


PAUL, a businessman in a suit, is presenting a report to colleagues.


Meanwhile the PIG is dancing. The COLLEAGUES don’t notice the dance. PAUL’s attention sometimes goes to it against his will but mainly he is concentrated on what he is doing.






	PAUL.


	Page 103 refers back pages 78 and 22. Tables E and F correlate in major areas though not as regards beef surplus requirements for Benelux countries. Reliable figures are still unavailable. The improvement in UK exports remains steady, as you will see in my conclusions, but – and here there is, I agree, room for discussion – no substantial acceleration will occur until tariffs are genuinely equalised between all trading partners. The details of what is required as a matter of urgency are found in Appendix E paragraphs 42 to 67.














	 


	I hope you will find my conclusions realistic and acceptable. If benefits are to be widespread, duties must remain low. That is uncontested. But the attractions of higher priced European pork, beef and lamb for our own internal domestic markets must be increased if established commercial avenues are to be kept open, standards maintained and profitability stabilised. Turin may wish to go her own way. She will find she cannot. The reasons I hope are now clear.








ii.


PAUL and COLLEAGUE.


PIG continues dancing through beginning of this but comes to an end and goes off without PAUL noticing.






	COLL.


	Brilliant report.












	PAUL.


	Thank you.












	COLL.


	I only had a slight problem with section 6.2.












	PAUL.


	We must talk about it.












	COLL.


	And the column of figures at the top of page 52, I’m probably confused but they don’t seem to correlate with the March-April statistics for Belgium.












	PAUL.


	That’s an interesting point.












	COLL.


	And one other thing, when it says twenty-four million here, I can’t for the life of me see where it comes from.












	PAUL.


	Tomorrow morning?












	COLL.


	Certainly, no hurry, say ten o’clock? You look as if you could use a drink.












	PAUL.


	Thank you, no. I have an appointment.












	 


	PAUL turns towards the PIG but he’s gone.








iii.


PAUL drinking with a FRIEND.






	PAUL.


	I’ve never noticed pigs before.














	FRIEND.


	If you drive past a pig farm you notice the smell.












	PAUL.


	But really they are very clean animals.












	FRIEND.


	They lie about in the mud. Filthy pig.












	PAUL.


	It depends how they’re kept. Sometimes they lie in mud to get cool. That must be nice.












	FRIEND.


	Nice?












	PAUL.


	Like a swimming pool or a sauna. All together in a jacuzzi.












	FRIEND.


	In mud?












	PAUL.


	Women put mud packs on their faces. Children like it. There’s a tribe in New Guinea who put mud – No? No. Anyway they don’t go in the mud very much. They are very clean. They don’t smell if they’re kept properly.












	FRIEND.


	So you’re off to Italy next week?












	PAUL.


	And anyway it’s not such a bad smell. No, no I can’t get away at the moment.












	FRIEND.


	I thought you’d booked a villa.












	PAUL.


	Yes, but no, I can’t, unfortunately, no. I can’t leave just now.












	FRIEND.


	I’m off to Spain myself.












	PAUL.


	They are also very intelligent, did you know that?












	FRIEND.


	Sorry?












	PAUL.


	Pigs. Are very intelligent. Like a dog. More than a dog.












	FRIEND.


	Really?












	PAUL.


	Yes, you can train them. I was reading about it. Somebody lived with a pig in his house. You can housetrain a pig. It comes when you call its name.












	FRIEND.


	Applesauce!












	PAUL.


	It could sleep on the end of your bed.












	FRIEND.


	Bring your slippers and lick your face.












	PAUL.


	They are quite affectionate. If they know you. And



in Moscow they have them in the circus, they do the trapeze. They are not fat.












	FRIEND.


	Of course they’re fat. Fat pig. / Pig ignorant.












	PAUL.


	They are not fat. They are fattened. They are made fat. We could be fat.












	FRIEND.


	Some of us are.












	PAUL.


	There you are.












	FRIEND.


	But pigs are fat.












	PAUL.


	They are not fat. If a pig has exercise it isn’t fat. It’s solid but it’s strong. Pigs are very strong. They are quite dangerous.












	FRIEND.


	Wild boar of course. Kill them with a pack of dogs.












	PAUL.


	They have tusks. They can kill the dogs. But even your domestic pig can be dangerous. They have a huge bite. Have you looked at their mouths? They’ve eaten babies. They can bite through metal. And at the same time they are so gentle. You can stroke their ears. Their ears have blue veins.












	FRIEND.


	Silk purse out of a sow’s ear.












	PAUL.


	I prefer the ear. Really.












	FRIEND.


	Since when were you a pig fan then?












	PAUL.


	I went to a pig farm last week.












	FRIEND.


	I’ve been to a pig farm.












	PAUL.


	Yes, I’ve often done it, of course. But I’d never noticed a pig before. There was one pig I noticed. Once I started looking at him … I tried to look at them all again as so many hundred pigs, so many kilos.












	FRIEND.


	As exports.












	PAUL.


	Yes, as percentages. But I came back to this pig.












	FRIEND.


	I’m fond of animals myself. Everyone is, basically. It’s recreation, a pet.












	PAUL.


	Yes.










iv.


PAUL dances with the PIG, tenderly.


v.


PAUL and his wife, JUNE. She is eating fruit.






	JUNE.


	So can we go on the 23rd?












	PAUL.


	I don’t know.












	JUNE.


	We have to make plans.












	PAUL.


	Make the booking. You can always go without me.












	JUNE.


	I just might go without you.












	PAUL.


	No of course. I’ll come. Make the booking. That’s fine.












	JUNE.


	How was your day.












	PAUL.


	Good, a good day. Long meeting.












	JUNE.


	Did you go to your pig farm again?












	PAUL.


	Yes, I think so. Yes, I did, of course.












	JUNE.


	You really like that pig, don’t you?












	PAUL.


	It’s amusing.












	JUNE.


	Do you want to get a piglet as a pet? We could try it. People keep snakes and eagles, I could probably cope with a pig.












	PAUL.


	No, no, I don’t want to. Thank you.












	JUNE.


	If you’d like it.












	PAUL.


	It’s not any pig.












	JUNE.


	How do you mean?












	PAUL.


	It’s that pig. I like that pig.












	JUNE.


	Why?












	PAUL.


	It’s just – Can I explain this to you, please. You look at him, you just – You don’t want to do anything else. His shape is cut in the air. You feel



completely – there is nothing else to be said. There he is – and …












	JUNE.


	Are you in love with this pig?












	PAUL.


	Of course not.












	JUNE.


	You sound like it.












	PAUL.


	I’m fond of it, yes, people get fond of animals don’t they, this is usual, people have animals they are fond of. People leave money to cats. They have tombstones for dogs. I am interested in the pig, that’s all.












	JUNE.


	So you don’t mind leaving him to go on holiday?












	PAUL.


	That’s nothing to do with the pig. I’m very busy.












	JUNE.


	So we can go away and leave the pig?












	PAUL.


	Of course.












	JUNE.


	I’m only teasing. You’re so funny.








vi.


PAUL and the PIG dance, dangerously.


vii.


A COLLEAGUE is reading a report to PAUL and another COLLEAGUE. Meanwhile the PIG is wrapped in clingfilm. It is now dead meat.






	COLL.


	In the second column we have the agricultural levies for financial year 1986. Belgium 186 billion, Denmark 7 billion, Italy 313 billion, 300 thousand, Germany 187½ billion, Germany 26 billion …












	 


	She stops and looks at PAUL who is smiling to himself.












	 


	Germany 187½ billion, Greece 26 billion, France 96 billion, Spain – .












	PAUL.


	I’m sorry. I’m just so happy.










viii.


PAUL and FRIEND.






	PAUL.


	I telephoned. They said they were going to be slaughtered that afternoon. I said I would buy my pig. They said which pig, I didn’t know, I said I would come at once. I got in the car. It’s a two-hour drive. I go there sometimes at night just to stand in the yard, it’s an hour and a half at night but during the day it’s two hours. There was a traffic jam on the motorway, there’d been an accident. I had to be there by twelve, I arrived at twelve-thirty, they’d sent them off to the abattoir. I drove to the abattoir. It’s hard to drive when you’re crying.








ix.


PAUL tears up the documents and scatters them. He rips his jacket off and knocks over the furniture.


PAUL takes the dead pig and lays it on the ground.


He takes off the clingfilm. The PIG comes out alive.


PAUL and the PIG dance, tenderly, dangerously, joyfully.


18. Extreme Happiness


Whole COMPANY as their main characters.


This dance consists of memories of moments of extreme happiness.


After a while all the members of the COMPANY find themselves in a waterfall. They dash in and out, they stand letting the stream pour down on their backs – a moment of severe physical pleasure.


In the midst of this, the four WOMEN become possessed by AGAVE and the spirits of three BACCHANTS.


DOREEN is possessed by AGAVE.






	AGAVE.


	Why are my feet cut and blistered? I’ve been running all night.














	 


	MARCIA is possessed by a BACCHANT.








BACCHANT 1. Honey in my hair!






	 


	YVONNE is possessed by a BACCHANT.








BACCHANT 2 (of the waterfall). It’s wine!






	 


	LENA is possessed by a BACCHANT.








BACCHANT 3. Salt and sweet. I can feel its heart throb!






	 


	Interval.













ACT TWO


19. Herculine Barbin


DIONYSOS appears to DEREK and stays throughout the scene.


DEREK is exercising with weights.






	DEREK


	(to audience). He thought he wasn’t a man without a job.












	 


	HERCULINE BARBIN enters. She is played by a woman but dressed in the clothes of a Frenchman of the nineteenth century.












	 


	While she talks she gives DEREK objects from her past which she takes from a small suitcase.








HERCULINE. Couldn’t I have stayed with her? No one was stopping us, I was the one who – and afterwards it would even have been legal, she still loved me then, I must have lost my mind for a while. Blame her mother, (Gives a book.) refusing to notice, have some apricot tart children, my daughter’s dearest friend, a daughter to me, goodbye dear daughter, goodbye. Why didn’t I keep hold of those hands? Blame yourself, kill yourself.






	 


	Abel Barbin, suicide, they’ll find the body of a man in the morning, no one will doubt it. Was I really Herculine Barbin, playing by the sea, starting school at the convent, nobody doubted I was a girl. Hermaphrodite, the doctors were fascinated. how to define this body, does it fascinate you, it doesn’t fascinate me, let it die.












	 


	Where are the girls I loved? They go on not appearing every minute, sometimes it eases, often what I am saying often it eases completely, oh it’s not like it was I can have a good – an eyelid, the fall of a skirt, a startling tenderness at the next table, and gone again, all my loves and Sara, Sara and the air, you don’t notice your breath till something stops it.














	 


	I had schools, I had nuns, I had girls I loved even only a little, no, wholly each time but more and – Lea, so old. seventeen, I was twelve, leaning on me in the garden, I took her a pretty crucifix at night, (Gives a rose.) Mother Superior made me cry. Was I really a lady’s maid, undressing Clothilde, combing her hair, it was my job, she got married, no one worried about my body, my periods would come in time.












	 


	Hair on my face and arms, cut it with scissors, worse; I kissed Thecla on the mouth. Clever with books, clumsy at sewing, lightning struck, leapt out of bed naked into the nun’s arms, feelings of shame I didn’t understand. Sinking in sand (Gives scissors and a comb.) up to our knees, laughing, three in a bed, they took off their skirts and tucked up their petticoats, the water splashed high, I was the only one who stayed on the beach.












	 


	Where it led, to Sara, I wouldn’t let her get dressed without me, stroked her hair, kissed her neck, she put my hand aside and gazed in amazement. Mysterious pains, (Gives crucifix.) she took me into her bed to comfort me, god, Sara was mine, romantic words, Sara is mine, nobody knew, this lasted a long time, the children watched, her hair fell down. In the middle of class she would smile at me.












	 


	The pains, the doctor, I screamed, he could hardly speak, but still he didn’t stop us, her mother didn’t, nobody would admit, I did it myself in the vacation, did I have to? The bishop, very kind, his own doctor, yes I should be declared a man, (Gives the lace shawl.) the documents, Sara’s grief, have some tart dear daughter, couldn’t I have asked to marry her, goodbye dear daughter, how to hold my body as a man.












	 


	Soon less jeering, job in the railroad, long time with no job, sit in the cafés and see who loves who, at least I’m not a man like the men I see. (Gives the petticoat.) Maybe waiter’s assistant on ship to America, what to do, everyone thought it must be something good to take me so far away.














	 


	Into the unknown, like now, breathing in fumes, soon dead, how to get back, all the girls’ bodies, Sara’s body, my girl’s body, all lost, couldn’t you have stayed?












	 


	DEREK holds all the objects and has dressed himself in the shawl and petticoat. He sits in the chair and becomes HERCULINE.












	 


	She stands beside him and takes the objects from him and packs them into her suitcase.












	DEREK.


	Couldn’t I have stayed with her? No one was stopping us, I was the one who – and afterwards it would even have been legal, she still loved me then, I must have lost my mind for a while. Blame her mother, refusing to notice, have some apricot tart children, my daughter’s dearest friend, a daughter to me, goodbye dear daughter, goodbye. Why didn’t I keep hold of those hands? Blame yourself, kill yourself.












	 


	Abel Barbin, suicide, they’ll find the body of a man in the morning, no one will doubt it. Was I really Herculine Barbin, playing by the sea, starting school at the convent, nobody doubted I was a girl. Hermaphrodite, the doctors were fascinated, how to define this body, does it fascinate you, it doesn’t fascinate me, let it die.












	HERCULINE.


	What’s the matter? Be happy. You know I love you.












	DEREK.


	Where are the girls I loved? They go on not appearing every minute, sometimes it eases, often what am I saying often it eases completely, oh it’s not like it was I can have a good – an eyelid, / the fall of a








HERCULINE. Lea, I love you.






	DEREK.


	skirt, a startling tenderness at the next table, and gone again, (Takes away the rose.) all my loves and Sara, Sara and the air, you don’t notice your breath till something stops it.












	 


	I had schools, I had nuns, I had girls I loved even only a little, no, wholly each time but more and –



Lea, so old, seventeen, I was twelve, leaning on me in the garden, I took her a pretty crucifix at night, Mother Superior made me cry. Was I really a lady’s maid, undressing Clothilde, combing her hair, it was my job, she got married, no one worried about my body, my periods would come in time.








HERCULINE. May you be happy later, poor child.






	DEREK.


	Hair on my face and arms, cut it with scissors, worse; / (Takes the book.)








HERCULINE. I’m sorry to hurt you, once more, nearly over.






	DEREK.


	I kissed Thecla on the mouth. Clever with books, clumsy at sewing, lightning struck, leapt out of bed naked into the nun’s arms, feelings of shame I didn’t understand. Sinking in sand up to our knees, / (Takes the scissors and comb.)








HERCULINE. Modesty, morality and the respect you owe a religious house.






	DEREK.


	laughing, three in a bed, they took off their skirts and tucked up their petticoats, the water splashed high, I was the only one who stayed on the beach. Where it led, to Sara, /








HERCULINE. Herculine! come in the water.






	DEREK.


	I wouldn’t let her get dressed without me, stroked her hair, kissed her neck, she put my hand aside and gazed in amazement. Mysterious pains, she took me into her bed to comfort me, god, Sara was mine, romantic words, Sara is mine, (Takes the crucifix.) nobody knew, this lasted a long time, the children watched, her hair fell down. In the middle of class she would smile at me.








HERCULINE. I’ve made you an apricot tart.






	DEREK.


	The pains, the doctor, I screamed, he could hardly speak, but still he didn’t stop us, her mother didn’t, nobody would admit, I did it myself in the vacation, did I have to? The bishop, very kind, his own doctor, yes I should be declared a man, the documents, Sara’s grief, have some tart dear daughter, couldn’t I have asked to marry her, goodbye dear daughter, / (Takes the lace shawl.)














	HERCULINE.


	Goodbye, dear daughter.












	DEREK.


	how to hold my body as a man.












	 


	Soon less jeering, job in the railroad, long time with no job, sit in the cafés and see who loves who, at least I’m not a man like the men I see. Maybe waiter’s assistant on ship to America, what to do, everyone thought it must be something good to take me so far away.












	 


	Into the unknown, like now, breathing in fumes, soon dead, how to get back, all the girls’ bodies, (Takes the petticoat.) Sara’s body, my girl’s body, all lost,












	 


	HERCULINE starts to go.












	DEREK.


	couldn’t you have stayed?












	 


	HERCULINE turns back and kisses him on the neck.








20. Possession


DIONYSOS approaches DEREK.


DEREK is possessed by PENTHEUS.






	PENTHEUS.


	Send the soldiers to fetch the women. I want to kill them. I want to see them. I’ll go to the mountain.








21. Gold Shoes


YVONNE’s room.


DIONYSOS passes through YVONNE’s room and goes out.






	YVONNE


	(to audience). What is it makes you so angry?












	 


	In another room YVONNE’S MOTHER sits crocheting. YVONNE, a woman in her late twenties, comes in wearing a white housecoat. She sits on the bed, leans over, letting her head down between her knees. She sits up, breathes out. Her manner is listless, distracted.












	YVONNE.


	A – apple. B? Butterfly. C? C – dammit.












	 


	She leans back, looks around the room.














	 


	C, C – what can I see?












	 


	
She is still.














	 


	In the distance – a scrap of music plays three or four bars and stops.












	 


	Ma? Ma, are you there?












	 


	A – advocaat. B? Brandy? C? Cognac. D? D, D – Sweet Jesus, get it out of your … mind! D, D – what can I – ? Ma! Ma, I’m not going out, ma. You hear me? I swear to you. I am no more going out of this house – . Drambuie! Got it. Right, that’s it. Now E!












	 


	She is in pain.












	 


	Oh! I can’t bear – can’t bear …












	 


	She gets up, takes off her housecoat. She wears a light cotton dress underneath. She stands with her housecoat over her arm.












	 


	Um – ladies and gentlemen – no. Friends, my name is Yvonne, I – am – . I am an – .












	 


	She stops, thinks, lies on the bed.












	 


	Ma?












	 


	She starts to rise from the bed. As she lifts herself away from the bed the music returns, the same few bars – deafeningly loud.












	 


	During the music enter two WOMEN (WOMAN A and WOMAN B). They sit drinking and leafing through fashion magazines. Both WOMEN are dressed in smart evening clothes. WOMAN A wears a red dress, WOMAN B wears turquoise. Both wear gold shoes.












	 


	When the music ends, YVONNE goes out.












	 


	She comes in wearing her white housecoat. As before she sits on the bed, leans over letting her head down between her knees. She sits up, breathes out. Her manner is listless, distracted.












	YVONNE.


	A – apple. B? Butterfly. C? Caramel. D? Doughnut. E? Envelope.














	 


	
She leans back, looks around the room.














	 


	Wilson – you taught me something bad with your alcohol alphabet. I’ll wipe my brain clean. F? Frascati. Damn.












	 


	She sits up.












	 


	I am not! I am not!












	 


	She goes over to her mother.












	 


	You really got nothing hidden in this whole house? I don’t believe it.












	 


	I’m not going out. Tonight I’ve got to – . So don’t ask me to go out for, buy you – whatever. I can’t do that now. The roads at this time of the evening? It’s not that. That’s not it. That’s over. I don’t feel like that about roads, roads and cars, cars and drivers any more. To cross roads at night … Stand on the pavement, the cars are coming for me, trying to … I know they’re not trying to crush me … You want something, ask Wilson. (Calls.) Wilson!







OEBPS/images/logo.gif







OEBPS/images/Frontcover.jpg
ICECREAM

TRNASSTIES

THE SKRIKER

with David Lan











