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  Introduction




  Robert Holman




  Mud is the first play I wrote that had an interval. I was twenty-one. I was used to writing plays in exercise books and would stop when I got to the last page, so the plays were as long as the pages in the book. A little further back in time, there had been sketches for a school review, six and seven minutes long, done in imitation of Cambridge Footlights, and a short play for a group of girls in Middlesbrough Youth Theatre. I left Yorkshire when I was nineteen and stayed with a school friend in Camden Town. I slept on an air bed. One night a bullet came through the window, made a little hole in the glass, and passed over my head. A prostitute lived below, but I never found out what the bullet was about. In the kitchen in Camden Town, in a notepad and then on the portable typewriter my parents bought me, I wrote a play which a few months later went on in a lunchtime theatre in Edinburgh. It lasted nearly an hour and was my first professional production. The play was a sort of fantasy about an old man visiting a graveyard at night, and the critic of the Scotsman newspaper said it was clearly written by a bitter old man. I was still only nineteen. I have wondered if I might one day write about the bullet in Camden Town, but a play has not come along.




  Mud was written in Belsize Park. I had got there by way of Westbourne Park, where I had found a room overlooking the railway to Paddington. There were more very small spiders living around the window than I had seen before or since, as well as untroubled mice running across the floor. There was an old, broken wardrobe. The window was opaque with dirt. I put down my case, sat on the bed and looked about, got depressed, and stayed two hours. Back in Camden Town in desperation I rang my mother, wondering if I should go home to Yorkshire, but she had heard, from a distant relative, about a family in Belsize Park who sometimes had a room they let out. I went to Belsize Park for a week and stayed seven years. All the early plays were written there, in a bright room at the top of the house overlooking the garden, with Hampstead Heath nearby to walk across and the space to think. Sometimes in life we are most grateful for ordinary things, if giving someone a room to live in is ordinary. The room set the course for the rest of my life. The rent was a few pounds a week, and very often I did not pay it. All my life I have struggled with money, and it started then.




  Mud was written in the evenings and in the early hours of the mornings, because I worked during the day on Paddington Station, selling newspapers and magazines. I was not a clever boy, but sometimes I had a good instinct about the best thing to do, and I was learning to trust myself. Intuition had told me to get an easy job, one where I did not have to think too deeply. If that sounds rude about the bookstall or the other people working there, I do not mean it to be. It’s the only ‘proper’ job I have ever had, and to begin with I did not tell them I was also trying to write. The first draft of Mud was written in longhand using the fountain pen I had sat my school exams with. I made it up as I went along, with no idea of where it might end up. I put down the things I saw in my imagination and wrote what I heard people say. The dialogue was character-driven and the people in the play led me. If there were days when they said nothing it was a nuisance, and I would do my best to look at the empty page for half an hour before putting away the pen. If too many days like this came one after the other, it would be frustrating and then I would get depressed. I longed for the skills of a proper writer. My writing was in charge of me, rather than me being in charge of it.




  Mud was written when writing was a hobby of mine. There were two drafts of the play written in ink, the second one bearing very little resemblance to the first, because all I was trying to do was to get a sense of who the characters were, and this was changing as I wrote them. Men were becoming women, women men, someone of nineteen was becoming sixty and vice versa. At some point a consistency emerged, as much decided by them as decided by me. It was as if I knew these people as well as I knew anybody who was actually alive. By now I was typing the play. It was still changing as I went on, still surprising me. I would sometimes look at my watch and it would be past three o’clock in the morning. One day Mrs Bradshaw, who owned the house, came up the stairs with a felt pad to put underneath the typewriter because their bedroom was below, and the clatter of the typewriter keys was keeping them awake.




  The Natural Cause was the second full-length play I wrote, but it went on three months before Mud in the summer of 1974. On Paddington Station we used to give rude customers as many small coins in their change as we possibly could. We wore badges with our names on. One day a stranger asked to speak to me. I expected to be told off or even sacked, but it was a theatre director, who asked if I might be free to write a play for him. He had wanted Howard Brenton, but Howard Brenton was busy and had told him about me. Still standing on the platform of the station, the director explained he had a slot. The play would need to be written in six weeks. Mud had taken me over a year to write and I was usually very slow. But who would say no to this? So, I said yes. I would be given money for writing, which I was not used to. When could I start? I said I could start straight away.




  The Natural Cause was the play that began to turn my hobby into a job. I had a friend at school whose younger brother had a pet rabbit, and the family had eaten it one Sunday dinner without telling him, and I started to write about this. A more apt description might be to say that I messed about writing dialogue in a notepad, and sometimes this particular boy was in my head. He did not have a room of his own but slept downstairs on the sofa. One day he was found twenty miles from home on the road to Whitby with no idea how he had got there or who he was. I set the play in London not in Yorkshire, though when the characters said something I still heard my own accent. As with Mud I made it up as I went on. Some evenings I would write three or four pages and other evenings three or four lines, and then cross out most of it. I had to be taken in by what I was writing and get lost in it. Sometimes it would be like bashing my head against a brick wall. At the end of two weeks it dawned on me that there would not be a play if I was still selling newspapers because I needed every minute of the day to try to write. I spoke to the manager of the bookstall and told him what I was doing. He said to come back when I was finished, and if he had not managed to replace me, there would still be a job. I had decided I wanted to be a writer when I was twelve years old because I liked books but told no one about this. All I had done was write a few dreadful poems when I was an adolescent and the first pages of short stories for children. Now I was a writer, with no idea how I had got to this place, and I did not feel like one.




  The Natural Cause was a worrying play to write. If writing is a hobby it matters little if there are days when you cannot do it very well. I had four weeks left to finish a play, and a day with nothing done is a day empty forever. I spent all one Monday walking up and down across the Heath, all the time wondering how I was going to lie my way out of writing the play. If I told the director I was ill that was better than saying I could not do it. Or I could just disappear. The rain started. It came down in heavy sheets and was soon penetrating the leaves and branches of trees, so standing under them was pointless. On Parliament Hill it looked as if London was drowning. As it got towards evening and lights came on, the city was resplendent. For less than a minute, in the hardest of the rain, London went turquoise, a colour I had not seen it go before or seen since. I stood on one of the wooden benches to get a clearer view, and decided it was better to write rubbish than to write nothing at all, and to work out the lies I would tell another time.




  The Natural Cause filled the next three weeks and I wrote the best quality rubbish I could manage every morning and into the afternoon until even rubbish was difficult and my brain was numb. When there was a week to go, I bought some carbon paper, put it between sheets of Croxley Script and stated to type up the play. As had been the case with Mud, the play changed all the time as I typed it, and I always went with the changes even if I had no idea what they were about or whether I understood them. It was the writing itself that gave me the energy to continue. Using two sheets of carbon paper gave me three copies. The director lived an hour’s walk from the top of Hampstead Heath, so I put a copy of the play in an envelope and took it to him, then walked back to King’s Cross to get the train to Yorkshire for the weekend. He said to ring him on Sunday evening when I was back in London, and he would have read the play. There was a Swiss cheese plant on the landing near my room in Belsize Park, and this is where the phone was as well. On Sunday evening I sat there plucking up the courage to dial the director’s number. I was still the schoolboy who expected to be told off for poor work. I was going to say some of my family had been killed in a bus crash a few weeks before because there had actually been a crash in the Yorkshire Dales, and it was on the news. The director, Ron Daniels, answered the phone. I said, ‘It’s Robert.’ I knew I had let everyone down. He said what was I doing tomorrow, and could I come over to his place because he’d like to talk about casting. There are very few moments in life so big that they can be counted on the fingers of one hand, but this is one of them. The play did not change my life; the play being thought competent and getting a production did change it.




  The Natural Cause and Mud are by and large set outside, where somehow the horizon, and the longing to go it, even beyond it, is important. They are plays in which at least one character is looking to escape to another world. In The Natural Cause when Mary and Barry are playing cricket on Brighton beach another world might be possible for them, but in the end, it is not to be, and Mary is left on her own. In Mud, George is looking back on his life, the door to a better world now closed, whereas for Alan and Pauline the door is open, or they think it is. Alan believes he can shape his future and the world is at his feet. In both plays the women do nothing wrong but lose their men, and for them the world is broken. Mud is set on the Yorkshire Moors of my childhood, The Natural Cause in London where I had been living for only a short time, and in both plays someone dies. It might be that in The Natural Cause Barry gives up on life, he no longer sees what is possible for him, or it could be he is ill. In rehearsal the actors and director talked about him being schizophrenic, which, when I wrote it, had not been in my mind, yet I could see it made sense, and I later learned the boy in Yorkshire who unknowingly ate his pet rabbit was indeed diagnosed with schizophrenia. It is odd how writing plays works. At least for me there is a lot of luck in the way all the aspects of the drama come together. I cannot explain how this works, but I am pleased that it does, because it means I can write intelligently now and again about things I know very little about. Barry does not know he is schizophrenic, and I shared this insight, or the lack of it, with him.




  The Natural Cause actors went to rehearse the play along the canal near the zoo and Camden Town. It was the first time I had been in the company of actors for more than a few minutes. Natasha Pyne, who was playing Mary, had put a metal calliper on her leg and dyed her hair a mousy brown. In the following days, it was fascinating to see how she went about making Mary real. In the end an actor has to take a character away from the writer and to own it for themselves. The writer must let this happen if the production is to be good, but I was to learn it can be painful, like losing a friend. As rehearsals progressed, the play seemed to have less and less to do with me. The play belonged to the actors. At a run-through I sat gobsmacked that I had anything to do with it, let alone had written it. The scene where Mary sits on a park bench without getting up for twenty minutes and talks to her friend was riveting. In performance it would be slightly different every time the actor did it. A play is not a static thing. Together the company found a depth in the drama that I didn’t know was there, and it was a revelation.




  The Natural Cause went on a few weeks before Chris Parr directed Mud at the Royal Court. When I first went to Sloane Square, the writer Ann Jellicoe met me on the steps outside and said, ‘Welcome to our theatre.’ It was extraordinary to have someone waiting for me at the most important theatre in the world; at least it was in my head. We walked along a corridor and upstairs, passing posters of famous new plays. I had read these plays at school, and they had become part of my learning. I was twenty-one when I first went to the Royal Court. I knew little about life and even less about writing great plays. But here you are special. The building is damaged by the writers who have tried to kick it down, certainly metaphorically if not also literally on occasions. Writers are not expected to be polite or to be grateful. This theatre has a writer’s stink about it. They had had my play for a month, all had read it, thought it was interesting, did not like the title, and would I like a commission to write another play? It would be for £100. I said yes to everything that was suggested, left the building, walked back to Belsize Park to give time for my nerves and excitement to calm down, and did not write another play for the Royal Court for nine years. This was because, in good part, the importance of the building loomed large in my head and I was inhibited by its history.




  Other Worlds took me three years to write. By now there had also been plays written for the Traverse in Edinburgh and the Bush in London. Occasionally there had been kind comments from people who were important in the theatre and the Arts Council. I was mostly living on Arts Council money being given directly to me for two years. To these people it must have seemed as if I was beginning to be a successful dramatist, but it did not feel that way to me, and, rather than being flattered by their compliments, I was inhibited by them. I was still messing about writing in notepads with the old fountain pen and throwing most of it away. This is not what a serious writer should do every morning, but if I tried to be serious all I did was stare at a blank page. One day I read a newspaper interview with David Storey, who talked about his writing being intuitive and instinctive, and for a few hours a heavy weight lifted off my shoulders because he was a proper writer. I was not enjoying writing plays. The pressure of trying to write a good and proper play had become too great. Also, I was used to being not very bright, thinking of myself as dim because at school I had failed in most things, and it was a shock when some people told me I was clever, and the plays were intelligent. All sorts of mixed-up and jumbled thoughts were going through my mind. I would go down the street feeling dismal and useless. There was day after day when my eyes were watery with despair and I found it difficult to focus on the world in front of me. I was happiest being ordinary, yet wanted to write brilliant plays. I was happy being a failure, and yet I wanted to be successful. Somehow Other Worlds came out of this disorder and confusion. It is my attempt to write a ‘great play’, which is why it has three acts. It is me trying to write about ideas. I did a lot of research, and it was in the British Library that I saw a first edition of Jethro Tull’s Horse-Hoeing Husbandry, first published in 1731. Doing this kind of thing was new to me because I was used to writing about people and making them up, but now I was writing a ‘great play’ and research must be done. The more I learned, the more difficult it became to write. My intuition left me. I would write three words and cross two of them out.




  Other Worlds is set in Robin Hood’s Bay on the North Yorkshire coast. I was in the churchyard there one morning looking at the names on gravestones and saw the name Storm on several on them. Before this I had been setting the play in Hartlepool, on the coast about twenty miles north of Robin Hood’s Bay. Storm gave me the idea of moving the story these few miles south and even starting the play with a storm. I made the decision on the spot to stop researching and to make it up, because the research was inhibiting me. I told myself to fill an exercise book with dialogue without stopping, as I had very first done at school, and to stop worrying about writing a great play. I would write a great play if a great play wanted to be written by me. Out of this worry came Other Worlds. It is not the great play I hoped to write, but I do not care one jot. We went up to Robin Hood’s Bay for a few days to rehearse it on the beach. One night we did the storm at the beginning of the play with Richard Wilson, the director, shouting instructions along the beach; but no one could hear him over the noise of the waves, so the actors made it up. The drinkers in the local pub came out to watch and then involved themselves in the scene. The theatre was funny once more. I decided not to take the company to the graveyard or show them the name Storm, which was private to me. I am mostly a private writer, which means my plays mean different things to different people, even though the theatre is a public place. My plays are not driven by a single ideology or an idea, there is no right or wrong in them, or one easy explanation. They are about what you want them to be about, and this changes. I did manage to find something private in Other Worlds, and yet it is the most public play I have written and will ever write.




  Today was written for the Royal Shakespeare Company to stage in The Other Place in Stratford, then little more than a tin hut. I was asked to write the play for thirteen actors who were on tour with Romeo and Juliet and A Midsummer Night’s Dream, and I went to meet them in Milton Keynes. As had been the case with The Natural Cause, there was a date for a play to begin rehearsing – it was even in the brochure – but not a word was written. If Other Worlds had been a marathon to write, then this was going to be a sprint. I saw the actors once or twice more as the tour went on, and then spent a month with them in Stratford as they did the two Shakespeares in the tin hut and played cricket outside in costume. A ball would sometimes land on the tin roof and clatter down during a performance. It was the first time I had worked for a big company like the RSC, so it took me a while of feeling shy to find my feet and to understand the company just expected me to get on with it without fuss. In taking me for granted, the RSC was being respectful, but it took me a while to realise it. I sometimes went to the actors’ other rehearsals, saw technical run-throughs on the big stage, had lunch in the green room, but mostly spent time with them in the pub in the evenings and, at weekends, long into the night when the pub doors were closed to the public. The actors would ask what I was going to write about, and I would say that I had no idea, which was true. There is a small zoo a short taxi-ride from Stratford, and I went there because I had this idea of them all playing animals. I got a notepad and started to write, giraffes, elephants, anteaters, monkeys (surely not again, I had done that in Other Worlds), alligators, a heron, a hippopotamus, skunks, a swarm of bees, zebras – and so the list went on. I had a more sensible moment and asked the actors what they might like, if there was something they wanted to do on stage and never had, if there was a part they wanted to play, or a character they would like me to try to write. I also asked them if there was anything they did not want to do. All the while I was learning about this group of men and women and wondering how to write a play for them. I had written for actors before, for John Normington at the Bush and Paul Copley in Other Worlds amongst others, but writing for a big group of actors was a completely different challenge. I knew it was important they all had something to do, had at least one moment on stage that belonged to them, and this loomed large in my head every time I thought about the play and how to bring it all together. Unfortunately, the animals stayed in my head, and back home in London I tried to write them. I had many pets as a child but was not a zoologist. It was crazy. With six weeks to go before rehearsals were to start there was still not a play. I rang Bill Alexander, who was to direct it, and we met in a pub by the Barbican. It was the day some of the biggest hailstones ever to fall on north London broke windows, and the sky was black. Inside the pub I asked if the RSC had a plan B in the event that I did not come up with a play. If so, it was time to implement it. Bill said not to worry, there was time yet and asked me what I was interested in, what books I had been reading. I told him about the Spanish Civil War. He said why not write about that. I left the pub, feeling buoyant when I had expected to be miserable because I had failed, and got drenched to the bone on the way home. The animals play went in the bin like so much that I have written. It is a play I wanted to write, but it did not want to be written by me. I was still learning this lesson.




  Today is a lucky play. It is lucky that I managed to get some of it down on paper, when at times I might have struggled, and even luckier that we had eight weeks to rehearse it. I took the typewriter up to Stratford. In the mornings I rewrote the play scene by scene whilst the actors rehearsed the old scene. The RSC put me up in a cottage on Waterside, opposite the Royal Shakespeare Theatre, and sometimes tourists would look in through the window at me typing. When a scene was finished, I took it to the rehearsal room, and the actors put the old scene in the bin. In this way, from the first scene to the last over the course of a month, the play was written. It says much about the actors’ tolerance that they went along with all this without once complaining. I would not have written a ventriloquist, a nun, or have a Guisborough man eat raw eggs, had I not been trying to find a special moment for each of the actors. Actors are brave people and Today owes much to the company it was written for. All plays are pieces of energy, and how they come about, the places they are written and in what circumstances, always says something about them. Today was written quickly. I did not have much time to think, and sometimes this is the best way to write, because thinking is inhibiting, if you are me. I still want to write a play where I do not think at all. Today was written in the moment, line by line, wherever the dialogue led me, rather than me leading it. It is a history play, but not one with an overarching idea or ideology. It is a play driven by the needs of its characters. I am simply not clever enough to write about history in an original way. If I might generalise for a moment, there is always at least one person somewhere in the world who is cleverer than we are. These are the people who come up with new thoughts about history – or anything else for that matter. On the other hand, our emotions, our feelings, are always slightly different and special to each of us. You might fall in love in a different way to me or be scared by very different things. Sometimes living is easy, but often it is painful. There are times when we feel alone even with friends about us. I was learning to try to write about all this and to know it is the stuff of life. If I have anything special as a writer, and you will decide if I have or not, it is writing characters who stay in the mind for an hour or two when the play is over; and they stay in the mind because the people in the plays are like you with your fears. They are my fears, too.




  The Overgrown Path was commissioned by the Royal Court while Other Worlds was on at the theatre and playing to small audiences. A talking monkey had not been appreciated by the newspapers who came to review it. I read the notices for Other Worlds sitting on a hospital bed, because a few weeks before I had cut my finger and I needed to have a small operation. The nuisance of cutting my finger turned out to be useful when I used it in the opening scenes of Today. All my plays are a mixture of memory and imagination, and they have mostly used landscapes that I know well. I was born and brought up on a farm on the moors in north Yorkshire. Middlesbrough and the Tees Estuary, with the chemical and steel industry close by, were twenty miles away. All this is in the first plays I wrote, but in The Overgrown Path I wanted to try to write about a different landscape. The play is set in Greece, on an island I had been to but did not know well. The play took me a year to write. I tried to write the Greek landscape as best as I could, but I was also free with it in my imagination.




  The Overgrown Path is a play with faults. The way my plays are written in the moment means that they will not be perfect. They can be strong because of the moment but also weak because of it. If I write a scene one morning it might be slightly different if I write it the next morning. It is down to luck, but I have learned more about the world from writing plays in this way than I have from anything else in life. I have surprised myself, and now and again I hope I have surprised an audience. If an audience does not know what is coming next, it is because I also did not know what was coming next. My writing involves a lot of trust. I have to trust myself that something interesting will come out of me next morning and know that I can put it down using words. Words are everything. To trust oneself to find the right word is sometimes a challenge. The thing that matters most to me is the English language and how it can be used to tell a story.




  The Overgrown Path begins in Japan with children performing a school play about the dropping of the atomic bomb on Nagasaki at the end of the Second World War. Perhaps it is a sign of madness to write such a scene? It is certainly a difficult scene for a theatre to do because it requires a class of Japanese children. I was not and never will be an entirely sensible writer. The devil comes into me when I write. There is another moment in the play when a tree is hit by lightning and kills Sarah. It is a play about the randomness of life. It is about how choices make us sometimes, rather than us making choices, and about how difficult it can be to go back to the place we came from, to be the person we used to be. It is about Daniel’s guilt. It is about how knowledge cannot be destroyed. This is what I think, but my opinion is no more valid than your opinion, and it might also be about what you want it to be about. I am trying to say I am not a political writer or someone who examines the important social issues of the day, where one thing is right and the other thing is wrong. I like to believe my plays have a moral conscience, but that is all. In writing The Overgrown Path I got rid of a lot of responsibilities that I thought a writer must have to the world. A writer has no responsibilities whatsoever, other than to themselves, their integrity and intelligence. My plays are not about the world as it is, but about the world as I would like it to be and wish it was. In this way my plays are romances.
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  The Natural Cause was first performed at the Cockpit Theatre, London, on 27 May 1974. The cast was as follows:




  

    

      	

        MARY JACKSON


      



      	

        Natasha Pyne


      

    




    

      	

        BARRY JACKSON


      



      	

        Nicholas Ball


      

    




    

      	

        COLIN THOMPSON


      



      	

        George Sweeney


      

    




    

      	

        DAVE MILLWARD


      



      	

        Derek Thompson


      

    




    

      	

        JUNE WILSON


      



      	

        Maureen Sweeney


      

    




    

      	

        TOM WILSON


      



      	

        Peter Maycock


      

    




    

      	

        Director


      



      	

        Ron Daniels


      

    


  




  





  




  Characters




  A PATHOLOGIST




  BARRY JACKSON




  MARY JACKSON, his wife




  COLIN THOMPSON




  DAVE MILLWARD




  JUNE WILSON




  TOM WILSON, her husband




  BRIAN JONES, a passer-by




  A POLICE CONSTABLE




  The voices of




  LYN JACKSON, Barry’s mother




  A BOY, Barry, aged eight




  BARRY’S FATHER




  A BIOLOGY TEACHER




  A MAN




   




   




   




   




   




  The play was written to be performed by six actors.




  





  




  ACT ONE




  The play is an autopsy. It should take place in a mortuary on a white tiled floor.




  Scene One




  A mortuary.




  A pair of white wellingtons by a hat stand. On the hat stand a full-length green plastic apron. A short distance away a small table. On the table; a clipboard and biro; a pair of rubber gloves; a Black and Decker drill; several scalpels. By the table a chair. The table and chair should be made of stainless steel.




  The PATHOLOGIST enters.




  PATHOLOGIST. Ladies, gentlemen.




  He sits and consults the clipboard.




  A pause.




  The PATHOLOGIST is in his early thirties. He wears a dark suit. He speaks slowly, matter-of-factly, clinically. Calls.




  Would you bring in the body.




  TWO PORTERS wheel on the body of BARRY JACKSON. It is covered by a white sheet. They exit.




  A light comes up on the body.




  It is usual to consider the cause of death under three divisions. Firstly, the immediate cause, that is, why the patient died today and not tomorrow. Here a pathologist will often find incidental complications of the main disease such as broncho-pneumonia terminating a prolonged nervous illness.




  The house lights dim to half.




  Over speakers the voice of LYN JACKSON, BARRY’s mother. She speaks slowly.




  The PATHOLOGIST proceeds to follow his usual routine. That is; he takes off his jacket and hangs it on the stand; he takes off his shoes and puts on the wellingtons; he rolls up his sleeves; he takes off his tie.




  LYN. I remember, he was a normal baby. Bonny. Red cheeks. A Heinz baby, really. I entered him in a bonny baby competition once, at Margate it was, but we never won. Couldn’t control him really. Normal upbringing. He had a pet rabbit like every other little child.




  A slight pause.




  We had a rabbit in our backyard. It was the last, well, last year of his life. Well –




  A slight pause.




  I mean he forgot to feed his rabbit, like any other lad. Last year he was bad. We had to put up with him.




  The PATHOLOGIST hangs his tie on the stand.




  PATHOLOGIST. Secondly, the principal cause. (He stamps into his wellingtons.) That is, why the patient died now and not in ten years’ time. This is the most important in the chain of causes to get right, for it is upon these that civilised countries base their international statistics regarding causes of death. Certification must be accurate or this whole elaborate structure would be unsound.




  Again LYN’s voice.




  The PATHOLOGIST continues to prepare for the post-mortem; he consults the clipboard and notes something down; he stands, thinks for a moment; he places his shoes neatly by the stand; he puts on the apron.




  LYN. He was very fond of animals, was Barry. Loved pet shops. When he was a boy.




  A slight pause.




  I remember, he would be about twelve, come home from school and tears were like flooding in his eyes. Turned out some hooligan had gone round the biology class and stabbed all the white mice to death with the point of a compass. Killed them, dead. Barry was all upset. Said he’d seen all these little mice lying in a heap on this table. Bound to be upsetting, that’s what I thought. His dad told him to grow up.




  The PATHOLOGIST puts on the rubber gloves.




  PATHOLOGIST. Thirdly, the contributory causes. Contributory causes must be looked at and examined for they help to explain deaths in which the first two findings seem inadequate.




  Houselights dim to blackout.




  Again LYN’s voice.




  The PATHOLOGIST pulls the sheet from the body; he counts BARRY’s teeth, measures his head circumference and the length of his body. He writes on the clipboard.




  A pause.




  He goes to the table.




  




  LYN. Don’t think he got on at school, really. Never seemed to.




  A slight pause.




  Last year – last two years really – last three, he would, you know, know –




  A slight pause.




  Funny. He used to stare at himself in the mirror, just stare, for hours, looking, looking at his face. Get steamed up over things. Like a kettle. Thump the wall with his fist and leave dirty patches on the wallpaper. Throw things. Bottles. Old Ever Ready batteries. I couldn’t do nothing. Mary couldn’t do nothing. I liked Mary. She was a nice girl.




  The PATHOLOGIST picks up a scalpel from the table. He goes to the body.




  A slight pause.




  He moves to make the first incision.




  Blackout.




  Scene Two




  Brighton’s beach.




  The lights pull up to reveal MARY. She is bending down to pick up a small cricket bat.




  MARY is twenty. She is small and has a white round face with dull red cheeks. She limps slightly and has a metal calliper on her left leg.




  MARY looks.




  MARY. Barry? (She calls louder.) Barry! You playing at silly buggers again? Barry. Where are you? Come on. You’re supposed to grow out of hide and seek at infant school.




  A slight pause.




  Barry? I know you can hear. (To herself.) Silly sod.




  She stares off.




  Couldn’ half do with a choc-ice.




  BARRY enters in shorts and shirt. He creeps up behind her.




  BARRY is twenty-two. He is very tall and extremely thin. Lanky, bony. Long thin legs. Long arms. Long fingers. Long face with high cheekbones.




  He puts his hands over MARY’s eyes. MARY jumps.




  Don’t tell me – Mr Universe?




  BARRY. No.




  MARY. Boy Wonder?




  BARRY. Yes and no.




  MARY. The Lone Ranger?




  BARRY. Yes.




  BARRY takes his hands away.




  Right, bowl.




  MARY. No.




  BARRY. Bowl.




  MARY. I’m used to netball.




  BARRY. Netball, cricket, what’s the difference?




  MARY. Want me to buy you a dictionary?




  BARRY (trying to take the bat). Come on, bowl.




  MARY (pulling the bat from him). Oh no, if we play, I bat.




  BARRY (taking the bat). Not for ladies.




  He stands waiting for MARY to bowl.




  At school I was always number one. Number one. Slogger Jackson. Trophies. Ribbons. Six. Respected for my upper cuts. Slip fielder. Bowl.




  MARY. How about putting? You can dig a little hole and I’ll putt. I’ll be a proper golfer.




  BARRY. No.




  MARY. Putt, putt away, because I’m sick of you hitting the ball to the bloody sea.




  BARRY. Hit a bloody ship one of these times.




  MARY. Sick.




  BARRY. Not my fault.




  MARY. Fault?




  BARRY. If you can’t play.




  MARY. Makes it sound like a musical instrument. Like, play piano. Let’s just sit.




  BARRY. Just once more. There’s a man over there, I keep trying to hit him one on the head. Bald.




  MARY. I’m sitting. (She sits in the deckchair.)




  BARRY. Come on.




  A pause.




  BARRY sits.




  What’s up with you?




  MARY. What’s up with you?




  BARRY. Sod, nothing.




  MARY. Nothing? All this bloody running about, like an athlete sprinter, or something. It’s not right, for me.




  A slight pause.




  Baby in my body. Stomach. Might damage it. Don’t want a damaged baby.




  BARRY. Alright.




  MARY. Yeh?




  Slight pause.




  BARRY. Yeh, looked in a book. Says you can run. Run.




  MARY. No more looked in a book than you have flown to the moon.




  BARRY. Been up there. (He laughs.)




  MARY. It’s important not to get distressed. Leads to problems.




  A slight pause.




  BARRY. I was good at cricket.




  MARY. Like you are at nuclear physics? Power stations, and that?




  BARRY. Fuck off. (He stands.)




  A pause.




  I was.




  MARY looks at him.




  MARY. I know you were.




  BARRY (looking at her). Yeh.




  A slight pause.




  BARRY sits.




  MARY. Not talked about the baby for a long time now.




  BARRY (friendly). What’s there to bloody talk about?




  MARY. Things.




  BARRY. Like what things?




  MARY. Just, things. Names.




  BARRY. Not bothered.




  MARY. Ought to be.




  BARRY. What?




  MARY. Bothered. Names.




  BARRY. Call it what you want.




  MARY. It’s not an it; it’s a person. My baby.




  BARRY. Call it Shit. (Laughs.)




  MARY. Funny eh?




  BARRY. Yeh. (He stops laughing.)




  A slight pause.




  MARY. I thought about Barbara.




  A pause.




  I want it – Barbara – now. Didn’t at first. Do now.




  A slight pause.




  BARRY. Yeh, I do.




  MARY. True?




  BARRY. Didn’t have to marry you, did I. You bowl?




  MARY. No but –




  BARRY. Bowl.




  MARY. Wouldn’t have minded being called Barbara myself. You what?




  BARRY. Bowl.




  MARY. Long as you don’t hit it to the bloody sea.




  BARRY. Won’t.




  MARY. Yeh?




  BARRY. Won’t.




  MARY. Right, long as you don’t.




  BARRY bats. MARY throws the ball underarm. The ball is mimed. BARRY hits the ball a long way. They watch.




  It’s in the sea.




  BARRY. As they would say on the radio, fine stroke for six.




  MARY. Piss off.




  BARRY. From a lady.




  MARY. Promised.




  BARRY. Promised what?




  MARY. You know.




  BARRY. Not to hit the fuckin’ ball? Well, I did. Like hitting the fuckin’ ball. So bastard, you.




  MARY walks away from him.




  Fine day this is turning out to be. About as exciting as staring at a blank bloody telly.




  MARY. Whose fault’s that?




  BARRY. Not mine.




  MARY. Not mine.




  A slight pause.




  And that house gives me the bloody hump.




  A slight pause.




  BARRY. I just like hitting the bloody ball, nothing wrong in that.




  MARY. And I don’t care?




  BARRY. No, you don’t.




  MARY. Nice to know.




  A pause.




  BARRY. Can’t help it if I’m good at cricket.




  MARY. Have to bloody prove it, don’t you?




  BARRY. Hope the baby drops dead from your cunt. (He laughs.) A half-formed baby. (He laughs, saliva dripping down his chin.)




  MARY (shouting). SHUT UP!




  Silence.




  You talk sometimes. The way you –




  A pause.




  Go on. People hear.




  A pause.




  Go on about –




  BARRY turns to face her.




  BARRY. Don’t feel sorry.




  MARY. Didn’t for half a second imagine you would.




  BARRY. Cry if you want. Little tears. Like one of those dolls, that cries. Go on. My baby as well, can talk about it in the way I want to.




  MARY. One month of married bliss.




  BARRY. Yeh.




  For a moment they stare at each other. Then BARRY turns and exits.




  A pause.




  MARY sits.




  A pause.




  BARRY returns carrying two choc-ices.




  Bought you this.




  They eat in silence.




  MARY. First time we’ve been out since we were married. Brighton.




  BARRY. Came here when I was a lad.




  MARY. On your own?




  BARRY. Yeh. Jumped the train. Didn’t buy a ticket. Should have been at the fuckin’ school. Fuckin’ lessons. Learning about history, and that. Iron ages. Ape men. Tests. Came here. Sums. Didn’t like it. Liked it here, only trouble was you had to run like hell after nipping through the ticket barrier. Bloody guards, shouting. (Laughs.)




  MARY. On your own?




  BARRY. Digging the sand and catching little crabs. Stamping on them. (He laughs, saliva dripping down his chin.) Yeh. (He turns to face her.) It was good. Didn’t kill like, just press them into the sand and watch them struggle away. (He laughs.) Have to climb out of the hole.




  He sits.




  Liked that.




  MARY. No wonder you didn’t learn nothing.




  BARRY. Little crabs.




  They eat.




  Some died of the shock. Fainted. Jump the train back.




  MARY. Victoria –




  BARRY. Harder there. Get some old tosser and they’d chase you. Round the station. Run into the cartoon cinema. Fuck me. Can bloody run, some of them. Station idiots. Inspectors.




  MARY. Right layabout, I bet.




  BARRY. Couldn’t get on, not at school. Tried it at Euston, but it’s harder there. Harder than Victoria.




  MARY. Watch your ice cream, it’s dripping down your chin.




  BARRY wipes his chin.




  BARRY. Couldn’t do it.




  MARY. Bet you were.




  BARRY. What?




  MARY. Hooligan.




  BARRY. No.




  MARY Being off school like that. Running around.




  BARRY. No.




  MARY. Wouldn’t have dared, me. Did once spend a day Christmas shopping when I should have been at school. Me and this other lass, in and out of all the shops on Edgware Road.




  A pause.




  Didn’t know you then.




  BARRY. Good that.




  MARY. Watch your ice cream.




  BARRY wipes his chin.




  BARRY. Didn’t even cane you.




  MARY. Eh?




  BARRY. Being off. Didn’t hit you. One teacher, he said to me, Jackson, I’ve given up with you. Cheeky, they hit you. Not for just not turning up.




  MARY. We ought to come out more.




  A slight pause.




  Out that house. Your parents.




  BARRY. Idiots.




  MARY. Your dad?




  BARRY. Both of them.




  MARY. Give us a room.




  BARRY. My old room. My room when my sister moved out.




  MARY. Where d’you sleep before –




  BARRY. Downstairs. On the sofa.




  MARY. Didn’t like to ask before.




  BARRY. For fifteen years I slept on that bloody sofa.




  MARY. Should have had a bigger house. You don’t half make a mess with ice creams.




  BARRY wipes his chin.




  Get your hands sticky.




  A slight pause.




  Not enough, two bedrooms.




  BARRY. Sleep on the sofa. (He laughs.) Remember one day I wasn’t at school, went up Hampstead Heath, met this teacher there, told him I was on nature study and he believed me. This teacher had been off for a bit, had a heart attack. Nearly died. (He laughs.) Fuckin’ ponce, he had this walking stick.




  MARY looks at him.




  What’s up with you?




  MARY. Nothing.




  BARRY throws his choc-ice paper away.




  (Changing the subject.) Your mam keeps telling me what it’s like, having a baby. Said it’s –




  A slight pause.




  Must hurt a lot.




  BARRY. Big baby, me.




  MARY. When it comes out – crude, to say that. Agony, she told me.




  A pause.




  Don’t like her, the way she goes on about it, on and on. Like a bloody funeral, sometimes, the way she talks. Not as if she only told me once.




  A pause.




  Move out soon. Barry!




  BARRY. Eh?




  MARY. Save the pennies. In a jar.




  BARRY. Buttons. (He laughs.)




  MARY. Start working over.




  BARRY. Get lost.




  MARY. Have to.




  BARRY. No.




  MARY. Yes.




  BARRY. No.




  MARY. Can’t live with them for ever. Not ever and ever.




  A pause.




  The way she talks, your mam.




  A pause.




  Why do you –




  A slight pause.




  BARRY. Eh?




  MARY. Funny sometimes, you are. Talking about Brighton just now, and not going to school. Sitting here on the sand.




  She looks at BARRY.




  A pause.




  BARRY stands.




  BARRY. Stop fuckin’ looking at me like that. Staring. Like a fucking owl.




  BARRY walks away.




  Get us somewhere to bloody live. (Calmer.) An igloo at the north pole, do?




  MARY (standing). Barry? What’s up with you?




  BARRY (turning to face her). What do you think?




  A pause.




  Better go and find that ball. (He moves to exit.)




  MARY. Stop.




  BARRY stops.




  Wait. Be lost now.




  MARY walks to him.




  Just the way you carry on sometimes.




  BARRY walks away.




  BARRY. When I was a lad, little kiddie, I had this dream. And that was to burn down the world. Smash it up. (He laughs.)




  A pause.




  Went all over. Not just to Brighton. (He twists his foot on the sand.) Smashing crabs.




  MARY. Listen to me, Barry. (She walks towards him.) Listen.




  BARRY. I’ll get somewhere.




  MARY. Your mam’s noticed you. She blames me. Says you’re get– (Tails off, realising it is not appropriate.) –ting worse. Not fair. Not fair on me. You listening? Barry?




  BARRY. Didn’t have a dream.




  MARY. Eh? Listening?




  A slight pause.




  I’ve enjoyed today.




  MARY moves to comfort him. BARRY moves his hand away.




  BARRY. Don’t touch me.




  Lights change leaving a single light on them.




  Over speakers the sound of a baby crying.




  The light slowly fades to blackout. The sound to silence.




  Scene Three




  Nine months later.




  A park.




  DAVE MILLWARD and COLIN THOMPSON, sitting on the grass. They both wear bus driver’s uniforms.




  DAVE is twenty-six and COLIN twenty-four.




  A pause. DAVE studies a copy of Exchange & Mart. COLIN eats a meat pie.




  A pause.




  DAVE lies back.




  DAVE. Lying in the park, thinking –




  COLIN. Thinking?




  DAVE. Yeh.




  COLIN. Want to watch that, can give you a headache.




  DAVE (laughing). Shut up.




  A pause.




  Thinking wouldn’t it be nice if – (Sighs). What’s the use. If I could lie here all day.




  COLIN (pointing). What’s that, in that tree?




  DAVE (looking). A sparrow.




  COLIN. Selling your car?




  DAVE. Exchange & Mart? Wife wants a fridge.




  COLIN (looking at his watch). Half past twelve.




  DAVE. You thought about applying to the BBC?




  COLIN. Eh?




  DAVE. BBC radio. Reading out the time checks. (He laughs.) You could pretend to be Big Ben striking midnight.




  COLIN (laughing). Piss off.




  DAVE (laughing). Pissed off more like, God knows what she’ll want after a fridge.




  COLIN (looking at his watch). Mine winds itself.




  DAVE. Deep freezes, no end to it.




  COLIN. Tick tock. Tick tock.




  DAVE. Bloody fool, you are. Ticking away.




  COLIN. Sell you our fridge for two hundred pounds.




  DAVE. Going with the house is it? (He laughs.)




  COLIN (laughing). Shut up.




  DAVE. All it’s worth.




  COLIN (laughing). Worth more than your dustbin of a property.




  DAVE. Our mansion? Had many an offer from a film star for it. (He laughs.) Wanted it for a kennel for their dogs. Serious though, you don’t know anyone with a fridge, going on the cheap?




  COLIN. What’s cheap?




  DAVE. Fifteen quid.




  COLIN. No.




  A pause.




  DAVE. Wife wants another –




  COLIN. Baby?




  DAVE. Yeh.




  COLIN. There I might be able to help you.




  DAVE. A boy, she says. One boy, one girl. Got the girl. I told her she had to make a choice, fridge or baby. I’m no good at decisions, she says. (He laughs.) Can’t afford to feed the other one.




  A pause.




  Can. Just –




  A pause.




  I’ll make do with both, she says.




  COLIN. Joker.




  DAVE. Yeh. She’s a comedian. She’s the Charlie Chaplin of our street, except in a dress.




  He sees BARRY off.




  (Calling.) Oy, Barry. Barry. Come here, I want you. Barry.




  BARRY (off). What for?




  DAVE. Want you a minute.




  BARRY enters. He wears a bus conductor’s uniform. He carries a Boots bag.




  COLIN. Shopping.




  BARRY. Yeh. Cotton wool.




  DAVE. Couldn’t lend us a fag, could you, mate?




  BARRY. Is that all?




  DAVE. Give us two if you’re feeling generous.




  BARRY. I’m not.




  DAVE. My stars said I wouldn’t have a lucky day today.




  BARRY throws DAVE and COLIN a cigarette each. They light up.




  Remember you in my will. To Barry Jackson, one – (He looks at the make.) Embassy. Not Benson & Hedges? Buy you a drink sometime.




  BARRY. Yeh.




  COLIN. He doesn’t drink now, do you, Barry? Gone teetotal.




  BARRY. No.




  BARRY moves to exit. He stops and turns.




  (Holding up the bag.) For the baby this. Wanted to ask you something. About driving. Lessons and that.




  COLIN. Oh?




  BARRY. Yeh.




  DAVE. Need a car.




  BARRY. Buses.




  DAVE. Something up with this fag, can’t draw on it properly. (He examines it.) Must have a hole in it.




  BARRY goes to him and grabs the cigarette.




  BARRY. Not satisfied?




  DAVE (jumping up). Only saying.




  BARRY stubs the cigarette out on the ground.




  BARRY. Making fun of me.




  DAVE. Look, mate –




  BARRY walks away. COLIN stands.




  There was a small hole in the paper.




  A slight pause.




  Nothing to do with you.




  BARRY turns and throws another cigarette to DAVE. It lands at DAVE’s feet.




  Don’t have to.




  BARRY. Put that one in your will.




  DAVE picks up the cigarette. COLIN passes his cigarette and DAVE takes a light from it.




  COLIN. Best thing if you haven’t a car, is go to a driving school. Cost you a bit, but –




  DAVE. Haven’t any fags of my own.




  BARRY. Thanks.




  BARRY exits. They watch him go.




  A pause.




  DAVE. Wants to get out. (He sits.) Another job.




  COLIN. Him?




  DAVE. Yeh.




  COLIN. Huh. (He looks at his watch.) Twenty to. (He sits.) Twenty to one.




  DAVE. Bloody funny.




  COLIN. Yeh.




  DAVE. Don’t mean comic, either. Wants to buy himself a camel and find a bloody desert.




  COLIN. Be lucky in England. (He smiles.)




  DAVE (calling). And start walking.




  COLIN. One of my cousins went funny. In the head. Took to setting himself on fire, with a petrol lighter. He died in the bath. Drowned.




  DAVE (smiling). Don’t make me laugh.




  COLIN. God’s truth. Like a Russian. Setting himself on fire. Once went to the toilet with all his clothes on.




  DAVE laughs.




  Doctor reckoned, among other things, he’d lost his memory. Committed suicide. Didn’t leave a note, they just found him. Got back from this film and there he was, in the bath. All his clothes on. Dead. Not funny, really.




  A slight pause.




  Eight of them in that house. More or less living on the roof, they were. Used to walk their bloody dog at three o’clock in the morning. He did, out with it, on a lead.




  A pause.




  Funny, doctor advised he move out the house, but he wouldn’t go.




  DAVE. How old were you, when you were married?




  COLIN. What’s that got to do with my cousin?




  DAVE. Nothing.




  COLIN. Oh. Eighteen, I think – give or take a year.




  DAVE. Me, nineteen. How old was your cousin?




  COLIN. Year younger than me, he was.




  A slight pause.




  Wasn’t funny. Sad.




  DAVE lies back.




  DAVE (reflecting). Married. A week on the coast. Look at –




  A pause.




  Sometimes wish I’d gone places. Somewhere. Anywhere. Done things. Sown weeds among the female flowers of England. Europe. The world – (He sits up.) I mean – (He lies back, sighs.)




  COLIN. Mean what?




  DAVE. Nothing.




  A slight pause.




  Taken to clouting our little Lucy, she isn’t half getting saucy.




  A pause.




  I mean, what do we do? We carry on. Carry on. Carry on. (He sighs.) Carry on. Do you know, this is the first time I thought about it. (He sits up.) First time.




  COLIN. Yeh.




  DAVE. Yeh, what?




  COLIN. Just yeh. You think too much. (He stands.) What’s the point of always bloody thinking? Doesn’t make any difference.




  COLIN walks away.




  When it bloody comes down to it, you’re lucky.




  DAVE. What about you?




  COLIN. Not saying I’m not.




  A slight pause.




  We’re not idiots like some blokes.




  DAVE laughs.




  Mean that. Thick as a – (He thinks of something.) slab of concrete some of them. Thick as anything. If not thicker than a slab of –




  DAVE (laughing). Shut up. Not as thick as some blokes. Who are you? Einstein? (He laughs.)




  COLIN. Wasn’t being funny.




  DAVE. Sit down. Talk about me talking.




  COLIN sits.




  I mean all we do is, carry on.




  COLIN. So?




  DAVE. I don’t know.




  COLIN (muttering). Go on about it.




  DAVE lies back.




  A pause.




  DAVE. If I had my time over again, I wouldn’t have married when I did. Would have married her anyway, but –




  A pause.




  (Reflecting.) Suppose, I would do.




  A pause.




  Yeh, I would have done. Married her when I did, really.




  A pause.




  Wouldn’t change. I loved her and still do some of the time.




  A pause.




  COLIN looks at his watch.




  COLIN. We ought to be going.




  DAVE. Yeh.




  COLIN. Yeh.




  DAVE. Would you?




  COLIN (standing). Come on.




  DAVE. Change?




  COLIN. Come on.




  DAVE (standing). Hold on a minute.




  COLIN exits.




  What’s with this racing-car speed?




  DAVE exits.




  The sound of a bus starting.




  Lights dim to blackout.




  Scene Four




  One month later.




  A park.




  A park bench and a rubbish bin.




  MARY (off). Shall we stop here?




  JUNE (off). Yeh.




  MARY (off). Seems to get heavier, this pram.




  JUNE (off). How old is she now?




  MARY (off). Seven months.




  MARY and JUNE WILSON enter. MARY is pushing a pram, she puts on the brake.




  Thank God for that.




  JUNE. Should have told me, I’d have pushed it.




  JUNE is twenty-two. Fairly tall. Is thin and shapely. Good looking.




  MARY sits.




  (Pointing.) See those trees over there? Remember playing under that tree when I was little. Later, this lad I was going out with, carved my initials on it. You can hardly see them now.




  MARY. Long time since I’ve been out.




  




  JUNE. Enjoy a walk.




  MARY. Seen anybody. Busy. Don’t mind, me?




  JUNE. Like I say, enjoy the walk. I know what my Tom can be like sometimes.




  MARY. Yes.




  JUNE. Terrible. (Offering a cigarette.) Want one?




  MARY. Please.




  They light up.




  His mother’s been telling me about him. About when he was little, so high. Not at all like his sister, she says. Apparently, he used to piddle on their cat. When he was three. On purpose. That cat’d be asleep on their chair and he’d piss on it.




  JUNE doesn’t know whether to laugh or not.




  He started doing it again when he was six. He’d be watching Lenny the Lion or something on television and then just do it.




  JUNE laughs.




  Another thing I found out the other day, he’s still got his old teddy bear. In this biscuit tin on top of the wardrobe. I was just hunting around and found it. It’s all horrible. Worn. Holes in it, stuffing coming out. One eye missing. Donate the bloody thing to the British Museum. Thing was, I put it in the dustbin and he went and got it back. Talk about angry, Christ.




  JUNE (smiling). What’s he want it for?




  MARY. Won’t say. He’s hidden it. Locked it somewhere. I didn’t tell his mam. He didn’t say a word for the rest of the evening, just sat there. Quiet.




  JUNE. Perhaps he wants it for Barbara, when she’s older.




  MARY. Don’t know. Wouldn’t want Barbara to go near it, that dirty. When he was ten, he jumped into the canal. Nearly killed himself. An old-age pensioner pulled him out. Barry couldn’t swim. Did it on purpose, for a lark. Some joke. His mam reckons it was cos he must have been watching skin-divers on the telly. You know, in the Indian Ocean, films like that. Copied them. He must have known he couldn’t swim. Daft.




  JUNE. Was he fishing?




  MARY. He didn’t fall, he jumped. Old-age pensioner saw him.




  JUNE sits.




  Grabbed him with a stick. I ask you.




  JUNE. Do anything when you’re ten.




  MARY. He did everything.




  JUNE. Do you remember Kenny Flowers? We called him Tulip.




  MARY. Yeh?




  JUNE. White hair. He died after this operation. Gave him penicillin when they shouldn’t. Strange how all those people you know at school change, different, act different even. The same and different, both at the same time.




  MARY. That’s where I met Barry. Two classes above me. Walk home together. Both sort of walked home by ourselves, mostly, most of the time, so we started walking together. That was it. He didn’t used to be at school half the time. Used to think he was ill. Turned out he was going off for days.




  MARY stands.




  Doesn’t talk about what he did. Quiet. Like a mouse. You’d think he had a lump of plasticine in his mouth half the time. (She looks into the pram.)




  JUNE. Baby’s quiet.




  MARY. Barbara –




  JUNE. Yes.




  MARY. When I was little, I had a friend called Barbara. Barbara Evans, she had plaits. (She looks into the pram.) Asleep.




  JUNE. It’s the fresh air.




  MARY. Suppose so. Barry wanted a boy, I know that. Natural I think, for a man.




  MARY walks away from the pram.




  He wants to become a bus driver. Gave some stupid reason, I forget exactly bloody what. Sick of conducting. He’s bought himself a motorbike on our holiday money. A hundred and twenty pounds, we had saved. Either using the money for a holiday, or for a house, or something. Gone. Thinking of going to the Isle of Wight. Now we’ll have days, he says. Days! Days in the backyard, him drinking bottled beer, looking at washing on the line. Like to go places, see things. Historical places. Lawns. Gardens. Greenhouses, foreign plants. I like looking at how religious monks lived five hundred years ago. Old ruins. Only lumps of stone to a lot of people, not to me. It’s history, to me. Only lumps of old stone to Barry, don’t need him to tell me that. He doesn’t care. Doesn’t like enjoyment. Fairs. We saw this gypsy once, both of us. An old woman, she was. Had hairs on her chin. This was just before we were married. Told us we’d be bloody contented and happy. Happy as a millionaire, her words were. Believed her for a while. She told me he didn’t bring friends home.




  MARY sits.




  Barry’s mother. Told me how one Easter they ate Barry’s pet rabbit, for dinner.




  JUNE looks at MARY.




  Honestly true. Barry was upset. He was nine at the time. She told me she was sorry, after. Barry cried. Said they didn’t think he was attached to it. Didn’t tell Barry ’til after they’d eaten it, which rabbit it was. He went to its hutch and it wasn’t there. They told him. He was sick. He called the rabbit Bugs after the cartoon. His dad killed it, apparently, because Barry wouldn’t feed it. Banged Bugs Bunny’s head against the yard wall.




  A pause.




  Didn’t have many friends.




  A slight pause.




  JUNE. We’re having days.




  MARY. Not surprising really.




  JUNE. Here and there.




  MARY. Sorry?




  JUNE. Days. Away. A holiday.




  A pause.




  Getting bad, is he?




  MARY. Not bad – you know. Bad. Just sick of that bloody house. He’s got this motorbike. It’s like it were a human being. He cleans it, every night. Almost loves it.




  MARY stands and walks to the pram.

OEBPS/html/docimages/cover.jpg
The Natural Cause -~ Mud
Other Worlds - Today
~ The Overgrown Path






OEBPS/html/docimages/pub.jpg





