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First Performance








Plenty was first performed at the Lyttelton Theatre, London, on 7 April 1978. The cast was as follows:




Susan Traherne Kate Nelligan


Alice Park Julie Covington


Raymond Brock Stephen Moore


Codename Lazar Paul Freeman


A Frenchman Robert Ralph


Sir Leonard Darwin Basil Henson


Mick David Schofield


Louise Gil Brailey


M. Aung Kristopher Kum


Mme Aung Me Me Lai


Dorcas Frey Lindsay Duncan


John Begley Tom Durham


Sir Andrew Charleson Frederick Treves


Another Frenchman Timothy Davies







Directed by David Hare


Settings by Hayden Griffin


Costumes by Deirdre Clancy


Music by Nick Bicât
























SCENE ONE








Knightsbridge. Easter 1962.


A wooden floor. At the back of the stage high windows give the impression of a room which has been stripped bare. Around the floor are packing cases full of fine objects. At the front lies a single mattress, on which a naked man is sleeping face downwards.


Susan sits on one of the packing cases. In her middle thirties, she is thin and well presented. She wastes no energy. She now rolls an Old Holborn and lights it.


Alice comes in from the street, a blanket over her head. She carries a small tinfoil parcel. She is small-featured, slightly younger and busier than Susan. She wears jeans. She drops the blanket and shakes the rain off herself.




Alice I don’t know why anybody lives in this country. No wonder everyone has colds all the time. Even what they call passion, it still comes at you down a blocked nose.


Susan smokes quietly. Alice is distracted by some stray object which she tosses into a packing case. The man stirs and turns over. He is middle-aged, running to fat and covered in dried blood. Susan cues Alice.


Susan And the food.


Alice Yeah. The wet. The cold. The flu. The food. The loveless English. How is he?


Susan Fine.


Alice kneels down beside him.


Alice The blood is spectacular. 


Susan The blood is from his thumb.





Alice takes his penis between her thumb and forefinger.


Alice Turkey neck and turkey gristle, isn’t that what they say?


A pause. Susan smokes.


Are you sure he’s OK?


Susan He had a couple of Nembutal and twelve fingers of Scotch. It’s nothing else, don’t worry.


Alice And a fight.


Susan A short fight.


Alice takes the tinfoil parcel and opens it. Steam rises.


Alice Chinese takeaway. Want some?


Susan It’s six o’clock in the morning.


Alice Sweet and sour prawn.


Susan No thanks.


Alice You should. You worked as hard as I did. When we started last night, I didn’t think it could be done.


Alice gestures round the empty room. Then eats. Susan watches, then gets up and stands behind her with a key.


Susan It’s a Yale. There’s a mortise as well but I’ve lost the key. There’s a cleaning lady next door, should you want one, her work’s good but don’t try talking about the blacks. You have a share in that garden in the centre of the square, you know all those trees and flowers they keep locked up. The milkman calls daily, again he’s nice, but don’t touch the yoghurt, it’s green, we call it Venusian sperm. (Pause.) Good luck with your girls.


Susan turns to go. Alice gets up.


Alice Are you sure you can’t stay? I think you’d like them.





Susan Unmarried mothers, I don’t think I’d get on.


Alice I’m going to ring round at nine o’clock. If you just stayed on for a couple of hours …


Susan You don’t really want that, nobody would. (Pause.) You must tell my husband …


Alice You’ve given me the house, and you went on your way.


Susan Tell him I left with nothing that was his. I just walked out on him. Everything to go.


Susan smiles again and goes out. There is a pause. The man stirs again at the front of the stage. Alice stands still holding the sweet and sour prawn.


Brock Darling.


Brock is still asleep. His eyes don’t open as he turns over. Alice watches very beadily. There is a long pause. Then he murmurs:


What’s for breakfast?


Alice Fish.





















SCENE TWO








St Benoît. November 1943.


Darkness. From the dark the sound of the wireless. From offstage a beam of light flashes irregularly, cutting up through the night. Then back to dark.




Announcer Ici Londres. Les voix de la liberté. Ensuite quelques messages personnels. Mon Oncle Albert a Perdu son Chien. Mon–Oncle–Albert–A–Perdu–Son–Chien.


A heavy thump in the darkness. Then the sound of someone running towards the noise. A small amount of light shows us the scene. Lazar is trying to disentangle himself from his parachute. He has landed at the edge of the wood. At the back Susan runs on from a great distance, wrapped in a greatcoat against the cold. She has a scarf round her face so that only her eyes can be seen. She is extremely nervous and vulnerable, and her uncertainty makes her rude and abrupt.


Susan Eh, qu’est-ce que vous faites ici?


Lazar Ah rien. Laisse-moi un moment, je peux tout expliquer.


Susan takes a revolver from her pocket and moves towards him. She stoops down, feels the edge of Lazar’s parachute.


Susan Donnez-moi votre sac.


Lazar throws across the satchel which has been tied to his waist. Susan looks through it, then puts the gun back in her pocket.


And your French is not good.


Susan moves quickly away to listen for sounds in the night. Lazar watches then speaks quietly to her back. Lazar is a codename; he is, of course, English.


Lazar Where am I?


Susan Please be quiet. I can’t hear when you speak. (Pause.) There’s a road. Through the wood. Gestapo patrol.


Lazar I see.


Susan I thought I heard something.


Lazar Are you waiting for supplies?


Susan On the hour. There’s meant to be a drop. I thought it was early, that’s why I flashed.


Lazar I’m sorry. We had to take advantage of your light. We were losing fuel. I’m afraid I’m meant to be eighty miles on. Can you … could you tell me where I am?


Susan You’ve landed near a village called St Benoît. It’s close to a town called Poitiers, all right?


Lazar Yes. I think. I have heard of it, you know.


Pause. She half turns but still does not look at him.


Susan Hadn’t you better take that thing off?


Lazar We are in the same racket, I suppose?


Susan Well, we’re pretty well dished if we aren’t. Did you spot any movement as you came down?


Lazar None at all. We just picked out your light.


Susan If you didn’t see anything I’d like to hold on. We need the drop badly – explosives and guns.


Lazar Have you come out on your own? (A pause. He has taken off his jump-suit. Underneath he is dressed as a French peasant. Now he puts a beret on.) You’d better tell me, how does this look?


Susan I’d rather not look at you. It’s an element of risk which we really don’t need to take. In my experience it is best, it really is best if you always obey the rules.


Lazar But you’d like me to hold on and help you, I think? (Pause.) Listen, I’m happy I might be of some use. My own undertaking is somewhat up the spout. Whatever happens I’m several days late. If I could hold on and be of any help … I’m sure I’d never have to look you in the face.


Susan All right, if you could just …


Lazar Look the opposite … yes. I will. I’m delighted. (He does so.) All right?


Susan If you could hold on, I’m sure I could find you a bike.





Lazar Would you like a cigarette?


Susan Thank you very much. (Pause.) Cafés are bad meeting places, much less safe than they seem. Don’t go near Bourges, it’s very bad for us. Don’t carry anything in toothpaste tubes, it’s become the first place they look. Don’t laugh too much. An Englishman’s laugh, it just doesn’t sound the same. Are they still teaching you to broadcast from the lavatory?


Lazar Yes.


Susan Well don’t. And don’t hide your receiver in the cistern, the whole dodge is badly out of date. The Gestapo have been crashing into lavatories for a full two months. Never take the valley road beyond Poitiers, I’ll show you a side road. (Pause.) And that’s it really. The rest you know, or will learn.


Lazar How long have you been here?


Susan Perhaps a year. Off and on. How’s everyone at home?


Lazar They’re fine.


Susan The boss?


Lazar Fine. Gave me some cufflinks at the aerodrome. Told me my chances.


Susan Fifty-fifty?


Lazar Yes.


Susan He’s getting out of touch.


Pause.


Lazar How has it been?


Susan Well … the Germans are still here.


Lazar You mean we’re failing?


Susan Not at all. It’s part of our brief. Keep them here, keep them occupied. Blow up their bridges, devastate the roads, so they have to waste their manpower chasing after us. Divert them from the front. Well, that’s what we’ve done.


Lazar I see.


Susan But it’s the worst thing about the job, the more successful you are, the longer it goes on.


Lazar Until we win.


Susan Oh yes. (Pause.) A friend … a friend who was here used to say, never kill a German, always shoot him in the leg. That way he goes to hospital where he has to be looked after, where he’ll use up enemy resources. But a dead soldier is forgotten and replaced.


Pause.


Lazar Do you have dark hair?


Susan What?


Lazar One strand across your face. Very young. Sitting one day next to the mahogany door. At the recruitment place. And above your shoulder at the other side, Whitaker’s Almanack.


Susan turns.


Susan You know who I am.


The sound of an aeroplane. Susan moves back and begins to flash her torch up into the night. Lazar crosses.


Lazar That’s it over there.


Susan Wait.


Lazar Isn’t that it?


Susan Don’t move across. Just wait.


Lazar That’s the drop.





The light stops. And the sound of the plane dies. Susan moves back silently and stands behind Lazar looking out into the field.


Susan It’s all right, leave it. It’s safer to wait a moment or two.


Lazar Oh my God.


Susan What?


Lazar Out across the field. Look …


Susan Get down.


They both lie down.


Lazar He’s picking it up. Let’s get away from here.


Susan No.


Lazar Come on, for God’s sake …


Susan No.


Lazar If it’s the Gestapo …


Susan Gestapo nothing, it’s the bloody French.


From where they have been looking comes a dark figure running like mad with an enormous parcel wrapped in a parachute. Susan tries to intercept him. A furious row breaks out in heavy whispers.


Posez ça par terre, ce n’est pas à vous.


Frenchman Si, c’est à nous. Je ne vous connais pas.


Susan Non, l’avion était anglais. C’est à nous.


Frenchman Non, c’est désigné pour la résistance.


Lazar Oh God.


He stands watching as Susan, handling the Frenchman very badly, begins to lose her temper. They stand shouting in the night.


Susan Vous savez bien que c’est nous qui devons diriger le mouvement de tous les armements. Pour les Français c’est tout à fait impossible …


Frenchman Va te faire foutre.


Susan Si vous ne me le donnez pas …


Frenchman Les Anglais n’ont jamais compris la France. Il faut absolument que ce soit les Français qui déterminent notre avenir.


Susan Posez ça …


Frenchman C’est pour la France.


The Frenchman begins to go. Lazar has walked quietly across to behind Susan and now takes the gun from her pocket. The Frenchman sees it.


Arr yew raven mad?


Lazar Please put it down. (Pause.) Please.


The Frenchman lowers the package to the ground. Then stands up.


Please tell your friends we’re sorry. We do want to help. Mais parfois ce sont les Français mêmes qui le rendent difficile.


Frenchman Nobody ask you. Nobody ask you to come. Vous n’êtes pas les bienvenus ici.


Susan about to reply but Lazar holds up his hand at once.


Lazar Compris.


Frenchman Espèce de con.


There is a pause. Then the Frenchman turns and walks out. Lazar keeps him covered, then turns to start picking the stuff up. Susan moves well away.


Lazar Bloody Gaullists.


Pause.


I mean, what do they have for brains?


Susan I don’t know.


Lazar I mean, really.


Susan They just expect the English to die. They sit and watch us spitting blood in the streets.


Lazar looks up at Susan, catching her tone. Then moves towards her as calmly as he can.


Lazar Here’s your gun.


Lazar slips the gun into Susan’s pocket, but as he does she takes his hand into hers.


We must be off.


Susan I’m sorry, I’m so frightened.


Lazar I must bury the silk.


Susan I’m not an agent, I’m just a courier. I carry messages between certain circuits …


Lazar Please …


Susan I came tonight, it’s my first drop, there is literally nobody else, I can’t tell you the mess in Poitiers …


Lazar Please.


Susan My friend, the man I mentioned, he’s been taken to Buchenwald. He was the wireless operator, please let me tell you, his name was Tony …


Lazar I can’t help.





Susan I have to talk …


Lazar No.


Susan What’s the point, what’s the point of following the rules if …?


Lazar You mustn’t …


Susan I don’t want to die. I don’t want to die like that.


Suddenly Susan embraces Lazar, putting her head on his shoulder and crying uncontrollably. He puts his hand through her hair. Then after a long time, she turns and walks some paces away, in silence. They stand for some time.


Lazar Did you know … did you know sound waves never die? So every noise we make goes into the sky. And there is a place somewhere in the corner of the universe where all the babble of the world is kept. (Pause. Then he starts gathering the equipment together.) Come on, let’s clear this lot up. We must be off. I don’t know how I’m going to manage on French cigarettes. Is there somewhere I can buy bicycle clips? I was thinking about it all the way down. Oh yes, and something else. A mackerel sky. What is the phrase for that?


Susan Un ciel pommelé.


Lazar Un ciel pommelé. Marvellous. I must find a place to slip it in. Now. Where will I find this bike?


Lazar has collected everything and gone out. Susan follows him.


Susan I don’t know your name.
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