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The Treatment was first performed at the Royal Court Theatre, London, on 15 April 1993, with the following cast:
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The Treatment was revived at the Almeida Theatre, London, on 28 April 2017 (previews from 24 April), with the following cast:
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Life as we know it has ended, and yet no one is able to grasp what has taken its place […] Slowly and steadily, the city seems to be consuming itself.


Paul Auster, In the Country of Last Things


The genuine pain that keeps everything awake
is a tiny, infinite burn
on the innocent eyes of other systems.


…


Life is no dream. Watch out! Watch out! Watch out!


Federico García Lorca, Poet in New York


‘It’s really wonderful,’ said Karl.


‘Developments in this country are always rapid,’ said his uncle, breaking off the conversation.


Franz Kafka, America




Characters


JENNIFER, forties


ANDREW, forties


ANNE, twenties


SIMON, twenties


CLIFFORD, sixties


NICKY, twenties


JOHN, forties


TAXI DRIVER, sixties





Also


WAITRESS


POLICE OFFICER


MAID


MAD WOMAN


John, Police Officer and Taxi Driver are Black (African) Americans.





Time and Place


The place is New York City, the time the present.






	ACT ONE


	A day in June







	ACT TWO


	Evening of the same day







	ACT THREE


	A few days later







	ACT FOUR


	A year later










Notes


An oblique stroke / indicates the point of interruption in overlapping dialogue.


Brackets ( ) indicate momentary changes of tone (usually a drop in projection).


A pause is denoted throughout by a comma on a separate line.





Note on the Revised Text


I have made some small revisions to the 1993 text. Most significant perhaps is the cutting of cigarette-smoking as a character attribute or filler of silence.


MC, 2017




ACT ONE


1. TriBeCa.* The Office.


ANNE, JENNIFER and ANDREW.


JENNIFER. So he comes right over to you.


ANNE. He comes right over to me.


JENNIFER. He comes over to you. I see.


ANNE. And he sticks tape over my mouth.


JENNIFER. Okay. Why?


ANNE. To silence me. He wants to silence me.


JENNIFER. To silence you.


ANNE. Yes.


JENNIFER. Good. What kind of tape?


ANNE. Sticky tape. The kind of sticky tape you use for securing cables.


JENNIFER. Good.


ANNE. D’you know the kind / I mean?


JENNIFER. We know the kind / you mean.


ANNE. The kind with a silver back. Sometimes silver, sometimes it’s black.


JENNIFER. Silver is good. The glint of it. That’s good.


ANNE. He always has this tape on account of his job.


JENNIFER. Which is? (To ANDREW.) The way the silver would catch the light.


ANNE. Okay. Yes. He’s an electrical engineer.


JENNIFER. That’s cool.


ANNE. So he always has this tape.


JENNIFER. That’s cool. Do you struggle?


ANNE. Inwardly I struggle.


JENNIFER. Good.


ANNE. Inwardly I struggle. But he has a knife and calls me a bitch.


JENNIFER. He calls you a bitch.


ANNE. Yes.


JENNIFER. And there he is, with the knife, with the tape, this kind of tape with the silver back that’s used for securing cables.


ANNE. Exactly.


,


Yes. / Exactly.


JENNIFER. So what does he do? He cuts off a length of the tape?


ANNE. Cuts? No.


JENNIFER. Uh-huh?


ANNE. That kind of tape / you can tear it


JENNIFER. I understand.


ANNE. with your fingers. In fact I would say it is designed to be torn.


JENNIFER. I understand. So he tears off a length (which is after all less awkward) / and sticks it


ANNE. Exactly.


JENNIFER. over your mouth.


ANNE. Yes.


JENNIFER. To silence you.


ANNE. Yes.


JENNIFER. This is in your home.


ANNE. Yes.


JENNIFER. On Avenue X.


ANNE. Yes.


JENNIFER glances at ANDREW.


JENNIFER. And the knife?


ANNE. And the knife?


JENNIFER. What does he do with the knife?


ANNE. The knife isn’t visible.


JENNIFER. Uh-huh. Not visible. Okay.


ANNE. It’s more the sense, the sense / of a knife.


JENNIFER. The sense of a knife.


ANNE. Yes.


JENNIFER. But this knife, the knife that is sensed, (she senses a knife), is this part of his array?


ANNE. His array? What is that?


JENNIFER. The array of items – tools – required by his job.


ANNE. You mean like the tape.


JENNIFER. Exactly.


ANNE. I’m not sure.


JENNIFER. Okay.


ANNE. Because as I say I only sense it. And whether or not it’s part of his array is beside the point because it’s then that he begins to speak.


JENNIFER. He speaks. He speaks to you.


ANNE. He speaks to me.


JENNIFER. Okay. (The knife worries me / a little.)


ANNE. He speaks to me. Yes.


JENNIFER. How?


ANNE. How does he speak?


JENNIFER. Tell me (yes) how he speaks.


ANNE. Okay. Well, he’s rapt.


JENNIFER. Good. I see. No. Explain. What, this is rapt as in…?


ANNE. Rapt as in rapture.


JENNIFER. Okay. Rapture.


ANNE. Rapt as in (I don’t know…)


JENNIFER. Rapture is fine.


ANNE. Or ecstasy I suppose.


JENNIFER. We’re happy with rapture. Unless you mean – d’you mean? – is what you mean that he is in some kind of trance. (The thought just / occurs to me.)


ANNE. A trance. Yes.


JENNIFER. That’s cool. He’s speaking to her as if in a trance.


ANNE. More from a trance. As if from a trance. As if he’s just…


JENNIFER. Waking?


ANNE. Waking, yes, from / a trance.


JENNIFER. The silver tape. The glint from the light. The mirror image perhaps of his face – distorted – in the strip of tape. Tell me, has he been drinking?


ANNE. He doesn’t drink.


JENNIFER. Really?


ANNE. Not at these moments. Later he drinks. Later he goes out and drinks with his friends – Holly, Joel…


JENNIFER. But now he begins to speak.


ANNE. Yes.


JENNIFER. And what does he begin to speak about?


ANNE. He begins to speak about a parking lot.


JENNIFER. A parking lot. Okay. Does he? Which parking lot is that?


ANNE. I don’t know. It’s outside a big store. At night. He talks about it at night. The white lines.


JENNIFER. The white lines.


ANNE. The white lines that separate the cars.


JENNIFER. Okay.


ANNE. How they look at night when the cars aren’t there.


JENNIFER. Under the lights.


ANNE. Exactly. Those kind of orange lights they have at night.


JENNIFER. Which now – okay, I see – reveal the previously concealed pattern of lines.


ANNE. Yes. And the low beds that divide the rows.


JENNIFER. These are, what, these are beds of flowers?


ANNE. Flowerbeds. Yes. Which also have young trees in them. He describes how they look at night.


JENNIFER. How the young trees look at night under the orange lights.


ANNE. Exactly.


JENNIFER. Good.


ANNE. The appearance of the leaves.


,


JENNIFER. And this is why he’s silenced you.


ANNE. And there’s a dog.


JENNIFER. In the room?


ANNE. In the distance. It sounds distressed as if the dog’s / locked in.


JENNIFER. So let me see if I’ve got this right. He’s silenced you and now – what? he’s telling? is he telling? he’s telling if I’ve got this right he’s telling the story of the women that he – here in this parking lot – he has – what? – abused?


ANNE. I’m sorry.


JENNIFER. Abused? Women I mean? Beneath the lights et cetera et cetera – the young trees et cetera et cetera – the white lines.


ANNE. No. I’m sorry. He’s abused no one.


JENNIFER. Uh-huh? No one? Only called you a bitch. Only sealed your mouth. Only threatened you with this knife which you as you say you sense.


ANNE. He’s abused no one. This isn’t what he talks about.


JENNIFER. Okay. But you are – would it be fair to say you are nevertheless terrified. Your eyes. (To ANDREW.) Somehow I imagine her eyes closed in terror.


ANNE. My eyes are open in terror.


JENNIFER. Open in terror is good. Her eyes – yes – are open, wide open staring.
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