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            To understand my new state of mind, however, you have to know that I believe myself to be writing a book on economic theory which will largely revolutionise not I suppose at once but in the course of the next ten years the way the world thinks about economic problems. When my new theory has been duly assimilated and mixed with politics and feelings and passions, I cannot predict what the final upshot will be in its effect on actions and affairs, but there will be a great change and in particular the Ricardian Foundations of Marxism will be knocked away.

            I can’t expect you or anyone else to believe this at the present stage, but for myself I don’t merely hope what I say. In my own mind I am quite sure.

            
                

            

            John Maynard Keynes to George Bernard Shaw, 1 January 1935

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Note on performance

         

         The play, as published, may differ from its presentation in performance. The production may contain changes to some lines, the order of scenes, or include additional material.

      

   


   
      
         
            

               SHOE LADY

            

         

         A bed. 

         Viv sits upright. 

         There’s a lump next to her. It’s Kenny. 

         Her husband. He doesn’t move.

         
            Viv   That’s it.

            Morning!

            Good morning!

            He’s up.

            I can hear him.

            Can’t you?

            I can hear him.

            He’s roaring like a lion.

            I’ll go to him.

            
               She goes and comes back.

            

            He’s sitting in his chair waiting for breakfast.

            Can you go.

            Can’t you go.

            You said you would.

            It’s your turn.

            He’s banging his spoon.

            Shreddies he’s after.

            Can’t you go.

            You go can’t you.

            Can’t you.

            Won’t you go.

            It’s only fair.

            Isn’t it.

            Your go. 

            You go.

            Go. Go please.

            You –

            You –

            I won’t say it but it rhymes with something.

            
               Kenny goes.

               Viv sits on the bed.

            

            I dread opening that curtain.

            I dread it.

            It’s loose at the top. It’s going to come down on me

            And then what?

            I’ll have to put it back up.

            I’ll have to stand on a chair.

            Or get a new one. Or get a new one and pay someone to come and put it up.

            Or get Kenny to. But then he fucks it up and I have to do it.

            Myself.

            Or get a new one and then pay someone to do it.

            I don’t know anyone handy.

            It must be hard to be a man who’s not handy.

            It must be a burden.

            Wish I was more handy.

            That curtain is nigh.

            Its end is nigh.

            Fucking hell.

            I’ll risk it. Shall I?

            No way.

            What day is it?

            Tuesday.

            
               She pulls the curtain open. The runner collapses and the curtain ends up on the floor.

            

            Bright light though.

            That’s bright for Tuesday.

            Bright!

            Glorious dazzling bright.

            So that’s good.

            I knew the curtain would get me.

            I took the risk knowingly.

            I’ve been in battle with that curtain.

            The curtain’s won.

            
               The curtain slides itself onto the bed next to her.

            

            I can’t believe I’m still wearing this T-shirt.

            It was Kenny’s from when he was a kid.

            It’s disgusting.

            I look disgusting.

            There’s no time to even run a brush through my hair.
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