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AUTHOR’S NOTE





This play was written to exorcize certain demons struggling within me to escape. East takes place within my personal memory and experience and is less a biographical text than an outburst or revolt against the sloth of my youth and a desire to turn a welter of undirected passion and frustration into a positive form. I wanted to liberate that time squandered and sometimes enjoyed into a testament to youth and energy. It is a scream or a shout of pain. It is revolt. There is no holding back or reserve in the East End of youth as I remember … you lived for the moment and vitally held it … you said what you thought and did what you felt. If something bothered you, you let it out as strongly as you could, as if the outburst could curse and therefore purge whatever it was that caused it. One strutted and posed down the Lyceum Strand, the Mecca of our world, performed a series of rituals that let people know who and what you were, and you would fight to the death to defend that particular life style that was your own. East could be the east side of any city where the unveneered blast off at each other in their own compounded argot as if the ordinary language of polite communication was as dead as the people who uttered it. I stylized the events further by some cross-fertilization with Shakespeare and threw in a few classical allusions – this seemed to help to take it out further into a ritual and yet defined it with a distinct edge. It still felt like East and could not have been done, I believe, in any other dialect or accent except perhaps East Side New York. The acting has to be loose and smacking of danger … it must smart and whip out like a fairy’s wicked lash. There is no reserve and therefore no embarrassment. One critic described it as ‘filthy beyond the call of duty’ but in fact it is a loving appreciation of the male and female form. We played it in three theatres starting at the small Traverse, Edinburgh, and it was good to hear the kind of laughter that came not only from the belly but had that ring of familiarity, that sudden explosive yelp of identification, when they laughed hardest, the dirty beasts.



















FIRST PERFORMANCE





East was first performed at the Traverse Theatre by the London Theatre Group for the 1975 Edinburgh Festival which then transferred to the King’s Head, London. The cast was as follows:
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	This version of East was first performed at the Greenwich Theatre in July 1976. The cast was as follows:
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A new production of East was presented at the Regent Theatre in August 1977.
























SCENE 1








The stage is bare but for five chairs in a line upstage whereby the cast act as chorus for the events that are spoken, mimed and acted. A piano just offstage creates mood, adds tension and introduces themes. A large screen upstage centre has projected on it a series of real East End images, commenting and reminding us of the actual world just outside the stage. The cast enter and sit on five chairs facing front – piano starts up and they sing ‘My Old Man says Follow the Van’ – out of order and in canons and descants. It comes suddenly to a stop, MIKE and LES cross to two oblong spots – image of two prisoners photographed for the criminal hall of fame. They pose three times before speaking. DAD, MUM and SYLV speak as a chorus.




LES: Donate a snout, Mike?


MIKE: OK I’ll bung thee a snout, Les.
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MIKE: Mike’s OK. After the Holy Saint … Mike with a hard K. Like a kick … swift … not mad about Les.


LES: It’s soft, it’s gooey … but choose it I did not … in my mother’s hot womb did she curse this name on me … it’s my handle … under the soft – it’s spiky, under the pillow it’s sharp … concealed instrument … offensive weapon lies waiting.


MIKE: Oh, he doth bestride Commercial Road like a Colossus … that’s my manor … where we two first set our minces on each other … and those Irish yobs walk under our huge legs and peep about for dishonourable bother … he’s my mucker, china or mate.


LES: And he mine since those days at least twelve moons ago when sailing out the Black Raven pub in Whitechapel the selfsame street where blessed Jack did rip and tear in cold thick nights so long ago … those muffled screams and slicing flesh no more than sweetest memories of him that went so humble ’bout his nightly graft. Tell how it chanced that we sworn mates were once the deadly poison of each other’s eye. 


MIKE: He clocked the bird I happened to be fiancéd to, my darling Sylv (of legendary knockers) and I doth take it double strong that this short git in suede and rubber, pimples sprouting forth like buttercups on sunny days from off his greasy boat: that he should dare to lay upon her svelte and tidy form his horror leering jellies … so I said to him ‘fuck off thou discharge from thy mother’s womb before with honed and sweetened razor I do trouble to remove thy balls from thee.’


LES: Oh! Ho! I gushed. You fancied me around the back with boots and chains and knives, behind the super cinema it was then called afore it came a cut-price supermarket …


MIKE: Which we have well and truly robbed since then.


LES: So round the back we went that night … the fog was falling fast, our coat collars were up … our breath like dragon’s steam did belch forth from our violent mouths … while at the selfsame time we uttered uncouth curses, thick with bloody and unholy violence of what we would most like to carve upon each other’s skulls … the crowd of yobs that formed a ring of yellow faces in the lamplight.


MIKE: Right.


LES: … Hungry for the blood of creatures nobler and more daring than themselves.


MIKE: Right.


LES: With dribble down their loathsome mouths they leered and lusted for our broken bottles and cold steel to start the channels gouging in our white and precious cheeks.


MIKE: I thought now fuck this for a laugh.


LES: That’s right.


MIKE: So what if sly old Sylv had led me on a touch by showing out to all the lads, provoking hard-ons and gang wars between opposing tribes from Hoxton to Tottenham …


LES: From Bethnal Green to Hornsey Town.


MIKE: From Poplar up to Islington. The clash of steel and crunch of boot on testicle has long disturbed the citizens of those battle-scarred manors and blue-bottles with truncheons hard as iron have had their helmets. 


LES: And their heads.


MIKE: Sometimes removed by rude and lusty lads complete with knuckle-dusters and iron bars nicked from their dads.


CHORUS (sing): Any old iron, any old iron, any any any old iron …


MIKE: Honest and trusty trade upon the streets. We thought …
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LES: But we could hardly turn back now with five and fifty chinas egging us on there, with shouts of ‘come on Les, cut off his cock’, and ‘punch the fucker’s head in.’


CHORUS: Come on Les, cut off his cock and punch the fucker’s head in.


LES: Or destroy him Mike … for fuck’s sake don’t just stand there …


CHORUS: Destroy him Mike … for fuck’s sake don’t just stand there. Nut him in the nose … and part his skull from him the greasy turd.


LES: And yaroo! Yarah!


MIKE: Use your iron … put the boot in with shrieks of ‘bollocks’.


LES: ‘Slerp!’


MIKE: ‘Dog face.’


CHORUS: ‘And fucking hell’ …


MIKE: ‘Smash.’


LES: ‘Hit.’


MIKE: ‘Shithead’ …


SYLV: ‘Anoint the cunt with death.’


MIKE: One cried (with voice so vehement). Oh Sylv, it was thee, yes, thy gentle voice did sway me finally to deal out pain, then in I went like paste. I flashed my raziory which danced about his face like fireflies, reflecting in the cold wet streets the little yellow gas light, till the sheet of red that splat from out his pipes did dull it … just felt that soft thud, thwat, as knife hits flesh … You know the feel? It’s soft and hard at once and gives you collywobbles with thrilldoms of pure joy.


LES: My pure and angel face, my blessed boat did, on that sacred night receive his homage … red did flow – I knew my cheek was gaping open like a flag … but never mind, to stop the Tiber, stop myself from kissing death flush on the lips I held it with my hand, held what I could while trickling through my fingers ran my juices sweet as life.


CHORUS (murmurs): ‘Brave Les’ … ‘hard man’, etc.


LES: And then I simply said ‘you cunt’. Just that. ‘You cunt … I’ll shit down scorpions of pain upon thee … I’ll eat you! Get it!!!’ My iron found his skull where he had just begun to move but left enough for me to bang and crack a dash, enough bone there to bend and shift a bit … split off and splinter bits in brain … his brain … splatter … the lads said.’


DAD: Oink.


SYLV: And assholes.


CHORUS: Fucking hell!


LES: Too far thou’rt gone and really farted death on him …


CHORUS: Oh shit … swerp … ugh … AAAAAARH …


LES: Have it away, before the law doth mark us for accessory.


MIKE: So off they flew … left me for dead and Les near dying too in pools of his own blood he choked … the steel had bit too deep … I felt the silence creeping in … and found myself in an old movie, silent like … and flickering to its end … so what? What’s it all about?


CHORUS: Alfie?


MIKE: Those cunts have left us, shit in pants (their own) while we slosh round in guts … they watched, were nicely freckled by our gore, and thought ‘Let’s scarper now, we had our fun, those cunts are done … let’s piss off ’fore the law should stride with boots hobnailed in woe to grab us in their fat and gnarled claws.’


LES: We picked ourselves and all our bits from off the deck and fell into each other’s arms … with ‘What the fuck’, and flashed a quirky red-soaked grin at our daft caper thinking what a bloody sight … we can’t jump on the 19 bus in our condition looking like what they hang up in Smithfields … Those bloody sides of beef (for those of thee unversed in the geography of our fair state) so we did crawl and hop … stagger and slide ‘hold on Mike, nearly there … don’t die in Balls Pond Road you berk … grip hard’ … I only had a pint or two of rosy red in my tired veins myself … the rest I used to paint the town with … would I have strength enough to get there with my new-found mate, whose brains were peeping out the top of his broke patch … would I not conk out in the street at Aldgate East (untimely end dear Les of youthful folly) our mums and dads with bellow, whine and oily tears at our sad stones … we had those visions come and go … they’d tell sad stories of the death of kids who lived not wisely but too well.


MIKE: We were in love the time we stumbled into the casualty at Charing Cross. And fell into the arms of white-gloved saints who sewed a nifty stitch or ten … no questions asked and when John Law did come and mum to visit us we pleaded we were set upon by those vile cunts from Tottenham.


LES: Who picked on us.


MIKE: The innocent.


LES: To venge some deadly feud.


MIKE: From bygone days. The two of us got thick as tea leaves in a pot that’s stewed too long and hatched out in our white and cosy starched beds a dozen saucy plots of murders, armed assaults and robbery with harm.


LES: Bank raids so neatly planned in dead of night …


MIKE: Of rape’s delight we’d chat …


LES: Exchange a tale or two of cold-blood deeds we done in alleys dark as hell.


MIKE: And other heinous escapades


LES: Too heinous to retell.


MIKE: Yeah, that’s how it happened … Yeah, that’s it …


LES: She was a bitch.


MIKE: A slag of advanced vile.


LES: A pint of filth …


MIKE: But still … She was nice.
























SCENE 2








Silent Film Sequence.


Piano.


A silent film now ensues performed in the staccato, jerky motion of an old movie. It shows MIKE calling on SYLV – meeting MUM and DAD – going for a night out – SYLV is attracted to LES – a mock fight. They are separated and SYLV’s long monologue comes from it. The movie sequence reinforces and fills in the events of scene 1.


















SCENE 3








Sylv’s long speech … She was there.




SYLV: At it they went … it weren’t half fun at first it weren’t my fault those jesting-jousting lads should want a tournament of hurt and crunch and blood and shriek … all on my dress it went … That’s Micky’s blood I thought … it seemed to shoot up from something that cracked … I saw him mimicking an oilwell … though he’d take off many things for a laugh this time I did not laugh so much … they fought for me … thy blood my royal Mick wast shed for me and never shall the suds of Persil or Daz remove that royal emblem from that skirt that many times you gently lifted in the Essoldo Bethnal Green. I was that monument of flesh thy wanton hands would smash and grab, I only clocked the other geezer Mike, and can I help if my proud tits should draw their leery eyes to feast on them … and now a hate doth sunder our strong love and never more will my soft thighs be prised apart by his fierce knees with ‘open them thou bitch before I ram a knuckle sandwich in thy painted boat’. I miss him true in spite of all and did not wish to see him mashed and broken like a bloody doll … but now the bastard blameth me for all and seeks vile vengeance on my pretty head … which if he tries will sorely grieve my brothers Bert and George who will not hesitate to finish off the bits that Les did leave but all this chat of violence I hate … is ultra horrible to me that thrives on love and tongue-wrenched kisses in the back of MG Sprites with a ‘stop I’m not like that!’ … Oh just for now which doth ensure a second date, so hold a morsel back girls and he’ll crave it all the more.





















SCENE 4








MIKE and LES commence ‘If You Were the Only Girl in the World’ which covers the bringing on of the only props – a table and chairs. On the table are toast, a teapot with steaming tea, a tureen of baked beans, a packet of margarine – in fact the normal tea-time scene. They sit around the table and eat. During DAD’s long speech he eventually destroys everything on the table in nostalgic fury. The table and contents become a metaphor for the battle of Cable Street – his rage becomes monstrous and gargantuan.


 




Ma and Pa.


DAD: Mum?


MUM: What?


DAD: What time does Hawaii Five-O come on?


MUM: What time does it come on?


DAD: Yeah!


MUM: I don’t know dear …


DAD: She doesn’t know, she watches it every night, and doesn’t know.


MUM: (Reading) … What’s a proletariat?


DAD: A geezer who lassoes goats on the Siberian mountains.


MUM: In one word I mean. Six letters.


DAD: Panorama’s on first … yeah that’s worth an eyeful … Then we can catch Ironside, turn over for The Saint and cop the last act of Schoenberg’s Moses and Aaron.


MUM: Charlton Heston was in that.


DAD: Machinery has taken all the joy out of work … the worker asks for more and more money until he breaks down the economy hand in hand with the unions who are communist-dominated and make the country ripe for a takeover by the red hordes.


MUM: You haven’t paid the licence.


DAD: She’s a consumer on the market, that’s all, not even a human being but a consumer who’s analysed for what she buys and likes by a geezer offering her a questionnaire at the supermarket – makes her feel important … I try to educate it but ’tis like pouring wine into the proverbial leaking barrel.


MUM: Suppose they come round.


DAD: Nobody visits us any more.


MUM: They might then you’d go to court and it would be all over the Hackney Gazette.


DAD: You don’t want to believe all that rubbish about detector vans. That’s just to scare you … make you think that they’re on your tail … anyway if anyone knocks on the door we can whip the telly out sharpish like and hide it in the lavatory until they’re gone … simple … say … ‘There’s been a mistake … your radar must have been a few degrees out and picked out the hair dryer performing on her curlers.’


MUM: But anyone can knock on the door … you’ll have to start running every time someone knocks.


DAD: When was the last time we had a visitor – especially since the lift’s nearly always broken by those little black bastards who’ve been moving in, and who’s going to climb twenty-four floors to see us except the geezer for the Christmas money – so if anyone knocks on the door it can only be one of two things – the law inquiring after Mike since they think he’s just mugged some old lady for her purse, or the TV licence man – in either case I can shove it in the loo!


MUM: Mike doesn’t do things like that – I won’t have you uttering such dreadful libels – my son takes after me – you won’t find him taking after you – he is kind to old ladies – helps them across the road on windy days.


DAD: That was only a subtle jest you hag, thou lump of foul deformity – untimely ripped from thy mother’s womb – can’t you take a flaming dash of humour – that I so flagrantly waste on you – eh? What then … what bleeding then – thank God he’s not a pooftah at least already so soon – Eh … where would you put your face then – if he took after me the country would rise to its feet – give itself an almighty shake – and rid itself of all the fleas that are sucking it dry … (Wistful) He could have … Ozzie.


LES: Who?


DAD: Ozzie Mosley, he had the right ideas – put them into


uniforms – into the brown shirts – gave people an identity. Those meetings were a sight. All them flags. Then, they knew what to do – take the law into your own hands when you know it makes sense. That beautiful summer in ’38 was it? – When we marched six abreast to Whitechapel – beautiful it were – healthy young British men and women – a few wooden clubs – just in case they got stroppy down there, just the thoughts of the people letting the nation know it weren’t stomaching any more of it – the drums banging out a rhythm in the front and Ozzie marching at our head. We get to Aldgate – if you didn’t know it was Aldgate you could smell it – and there were us few loyal English telling the world that England is for us – and those long-nosed gits, those evil-smelling greasy kikes had barricaded up – you, couldn’t even march through England’s green and pleasant, the land where Jesus set his foot – they had requisitioned Aldgate and Commercial Road – our lads, what did they do, not turn back – not be a snivelly turn-coat but let them have it. They soon scuttered back into the tailors’ shops stinking of fried fish and dead foreskins – and with a bare fist, a few bits of wood, we broke a skull or two that day – but Hebrew gold had corrupted our fair law and we were outnumbered – what could we do – the oppressed still living there under the Semite claw sweating their balls out in those stinking sweat shops – could only shout ‘come on lads’ – they had no stomach for it, no strength. It were for them that we had to get through. But we were outnumbered – the Christian Soldiers could not get through this time – not then, and what happened – I’ll tell you what happened – by not getting down Commercial Street … by not getting down Whitechapel – Alie Street, Commercial Road and Cable Street, Leman Street we opened the floodgates for the rest – the Pandora’s bleeding Box opened and the rest of the horrors poured in. That’s what happened mate. (Suddenly) What’s the time?!


MUM: Eight o’clock.


DAD: We’ve missed Crossroads!!?!


(Blackout.)





















SCENE 5








The table and its contents are splattered to the floor from prior speech. MUM wipes it up. The five chairs now become a row in a cinema – we see the different films by the piano suggesting the theme from a ‘Weepie’, a ‘Western’ and the characters relating to them all – MIKE chats up SYLV – DAD goes to the toilet offstage – much vomiting and noise – people change seats – SYLV leaves and MIKE follows – chat is improvised until we see the scene with MIKE and SYLV in ‘How the Two Fought for the Possession of’. During it DAD and LES become chorus and mates of MAKE.


















SCENE 6










How the Two Fought for the Possession of.


SYLV: She were in ingredients of flesh-pack suavely fresh … deodorized and knicker white … lip-gleam and teethed … shoes thick-wedged with seam running up the back of her leg as if to point the way to tourists pruriently lost …


MIKE: ‘Hallo darlin’… fancy thee a chat, a meal, a stroll, a drink in the Cock and Bull surrounding a Babycham or two and plethoras of witty verbiage spewing from my gutter mouth … with a larf or two … they say a laugh doth provide the key to open Pandora’s Box of dirty tricks.


SYLV: Piss off thou lump. Though hast no style for me get lost … too old … too young … too slow … I’m too trim for thee and move like what you dream about (on good nights) I’m sheer unadulterated pure filth each square inch a raincoat’s fantasy – all there swelled full – I am the vision in your head – the fire you use to stoke your old wife’s familiar stoves (you know what I mean) … sag not – pink tipped, tight box, plumbing perfect – switches on and off to the right touch … not thy think-fingered labourer’s paws thou slob and street-corner embellishment … thou pin-table musician … thy flesh would ne’er move – would shrink under my glare – so try.


MIKE: Tasty verily – so thou, bitch, seeks to distress my johnny tool with psychological war, humiliating it into surrender-shrink … I’ll descend on thee like a moon probe, thou planet of delights fleshy … advance my antennae, vibrating back to the lust-computerizing cells the sanguine goodies that do lie unmined … I’ll chart thy surfaces until thou criest from within thy depths, subterranean and murky and foetid swamps, ‘Mike oh Mike’, fluting gurgled falsettos from thy lips of coral, ‘What dost thou dooo! …’ I’ll rip off my clothes and gaberdine and make thee view the sight that sent Penelope mad and wait ten years for that … the girth of a Cyclops to stun to stab, screams like Attila, growls, snarls, froths, foams and speaks to you in a thousand ways. The length of an ass, the stamina of a Greek, the form of Michelangelo’s David, as solid as a rock, as tricky as a fox, as lithe as a snake, as delicate as a rose, the speed of a panther, reflexes match the piston power of the Flying Scotsman, as hot as hell, as pretty as Paris, its helmet matches the battering ram that felled the walls of Troy, balls like the great cannon that Pompeii used to subdue the barbarian, as rich in goodies as the Tiber bursting its banks, its juices as sweet as the honey from the little wasps of Lesbos that only live a day, as sweet as the dripping that mum puts on the Sunday joint, and with the magic sceptre that laser-like splits and cracks through walls, I’ll fill you full till thou’ll not feel one shred of space not occupied by flesh-blood-splech-filled-slurp … tongue tied, lava flow-flesh eat. Where thy arse rises creamily mocking Bertorelli’s ice-cream, the trembling domes of the mosques of Omar bounce, weave, bob, groan and whine. Oh, you’re the spring time after fierce winter … buds sprout … opening … little whisper in the hawthorn … Oh! I thought thy planet shook then, caught thee then a word did it … Pandora’s Box teases open, does it with a yes … yes … yes … No! No!


YESYESYESYESYESYESYESYESYESYESYESYES


… (Blackout.)





















SCENE 7










Syv’s Longing Speech.


SYLV: I for once would like to be a fella, unwholesome both in deed and word and lounge around one leg cocked up and car keys tinkling on my pinky. Give a kick* at talent strolling and impale them with an impertinent and fixed stare … hand in Levi-Strauss and teeth grinding, and that super unworrisome flesh that toys between your thighs, that we must genuflect and kneel to, that we are beaten across the skull with. Wish I could cruise around and pull those tarts and slags whose hearts would break as he swiftly chews us up and spits us out again … the almighty boot! Nay, not fair that those pricks get all the fun – with their big raucous voices and one dozen weekly fucks … cave mouths, shout, burp and Guinness soaked … If I dare do that … ‘What an old scrubber-slag-head’ utter their fast and vicious lips … so I’d like to be a fella. Strolling down the front with the lads and making minute and limited wars with knife-worn splatter and invective splurge. And not have the emblem of his scummy lust to Persil out with hectic scrub … just my johnny tool to keep from harm and out of mischief … my snarling beasty to water and feed from time to time to rotten time … to dip my wick into any old dark and hot with no conscience or love groan … doth he possess the plague in gangrened bliss to donate to me and not give a shit. I am snarled beneath his bristly glass-edged jaw, beneath a moving sack of leer and hard and be a waste-bin for his excessives and embellishments and No … no … not tonight my friend, a dangerous time is here in case your tadpoles start a forest fire in my oven or just a bun … you won’t will you? … you will be careful! (Yes!) … you won’t … not inside (No!) Not tonight … (‘Doth thou not love me then’) he quests (‘nor feel my intense pain, then see me not again, for you must sacrifice thy altar of lust-pink and pornographia to my tempered sullen and purple swollen flesh.’) Oh Micky! Micky! Wait until tomorrow. (‘Tomorrow I may be dead,’ he chants in dirge of minor key … ‘by then my softly flesh may lie in shreds and curling on the streets a victim of nuclear aggro from the powers that deal out death on wholesale scale and liquidize your little Mick to tar, and what was once a silken mass of moving ecstasy programmed by filthy raunchy lust lay now a charred and bitter heap.’) Oh who can put it back again those swivel hips/ball-bearing joints flicker spine and tongue like a praying mantis … (‘so listen’, he adds ‘dunk-head and splatter-pull … seize the time before time doth seize thee … you of the intricate wrist and juice imbiber from the holy North and South.’ … ‘Give me all now or “it” may with my balls explode, such things are known when passion’s smarting angels are defied and I may die in loathsome sickness here upon this plastic and Formica divan (mum and dad meanwhile in deathly lock of wrath from heavy bingo economic loss) …’) So wrench open deflower unpeel, unzip … pull off … tear round knee tights stuck … get your shoes off … Ow. Knickers (caught on heel) … OOh, zip hurts … dive in and out … more a whip in, like a visit – quick, can’t stay just sheltering from the rain – cup o’tea hot and fast … hot plunge-squirge and sklenge mixed for a brief ‘hallo’. A rash of oohs and aaahs quiver and hummmmmmy … mmm … then hot and flushy he climbs off (come in number four) and my tears those holy relics of young love tracing mortal paths to elysium down my cheeks … while the ‘he’ with fag choke and smoke … tooth-grin-zip-up … me lying looking at the future flashing across the ceiling. He, flashing his comb through his barnet and reddened cheeks blood soaked (like a saucy cherub, so lovable sometimes you know how boys have this lovely thing about them, some little-boy habit that makes them adorable, crushable-eatable-sweetable-dolly cuddly though sometimes you could kill them) and me lying there a pile of satiate bone and floppy tits flesh-pinched and crack-full of his slop containing God only knows what other infernos but thought I tasted something very strange on his straining dangle which he is wont to offer to me sacrificial like … Oh let me be a bloke and sit back curseless, nor forever join the queue of curlered birds outside the loo for dire-emergency … do we piss more than men or something … nor break my heels in escalators and flash my ass, ascending stairs, to the vile multitude who fantasize me in their quick sex-lustered movies in which I am cast as the queen of slut and yield … let me be a bloke and wear trousers stuffed and have pectorals instead of boobs, abdominal and latissimus-dorsi, a web of knotted muscular armature to whip my angered fist into the flesh-pain of mouthy geezers who dare to cast on me their leery cautious minces … stab them with fear and have a dozen flesh-hot weekly … sleep well and mum fussed, breakfast shoved, ‘who’s been a naughty boy then’, to this pasty wreck of skin and bone gasping in his bed skiving work through riotous folly, bloodlet assault and all night bang and ‘our lad’s a lad, and sown his wild then has he and did you cut yourself a slice’ … while ‘get yourself to the office Sylv or you’ll be late,’ and the sack in its bed is parlering for another cup of rosy. He’s lying in bed whiles I’m on the Underground getting goosed in the rush hour between Mile End and Tottenham Court Road by some creepy asshole with dandruff, a wife and three accidental kids and who’s probably in the accounts department … most perverts come from there.







* eye up





















SCENE 8








LES comes down downstage and mimes office scene, says ‘Miss Smith would you please take this to the accounts department.’ As she complies he gooses her and shrieks with maniacal joy thus fulfilling the prophecy in her last speech. His leaping up and down dissolves into a seaside scene – MIKE bouncing a ball. SYLV skipping, etc. DAD and MUM enter.




DAD: Years ago things were good, you got value out of your money, a dollar was five bob, a summer’s day was hot and sunny like a summer’s day, you weren’t short changed, you got your full twelve hours’ worth, then we’d take the train from Liverpool Street to Leigh-on-Sea and walk to Southend, go to the Kursaal Amusements …


(On the words ‘Kursaal Amusements’ the cast become bumper-cars – roller coasters. The ghost train. ‘I’ve Got a Lovely Bunch of Coconuts’ is sung – What the Butler Saw. Ice-cream sellers. The Carousel. Swimming in the sea. MUM gets out the sandwiches and Tizer – SYLV takes a photo, then so does MAKE.)


SYLV: Smile, Mum.


DAD: She is smiling.


(The scene should be improvised and the mime accurate and clear. The piano reinforces all the vignettes. It leaves LES alone on stage at the end of the last photograph. The scenes of fun at Southend delicately indicating LES’s sense of isolation.)





















SCENE 9










Les’s Tale of Woe when he did Sup on Porridge.


LES: (Start slow pianissimo and build) I was lonely, you know what I mean. Just lonesome basically I think, like is one born that way, I always felt lonely as if it was something like a habit, or the colour of your hair … like even a bit of clobbering now and then, the taste of pain and blood, was like an act of love to me: so when two nifty lads went round the back to bundle, it could be like your bird that you pulled round for stand-up charvers. And sometimes you would pull (’cause you were lonely basically) anything that came along … so she looked at me, I crossed the road and gave it a bit of chat, just some bird of tender years or jail bait if you like. Maybe fourteen or fifteen. I said meet me after work, she said OK why not, with a tiny giggle and freckles leaping all over the place, and I was working in this dump, impersonating Frankenstein, a place where you stood round pretending to be busy – one of those stores where you’d try to con people into buying what they didn’t want, a grimy little men’s wear shop, not a geary boutique but full of rotten little grotty striped ties and collar studs, (‘don’t forget to dust the cufflinks Les. Straighten out the ties Les’) where you stood around dying and acquiring bad breath, pop eyed for a pathetic wet customer to bleed. Horrible beige pullovers bought by the wives of Irish navvies who’d come back to change it half a dozen times ’cause we always bunged them whatever size we had in stock (‘don’t take a swap Les, get their gelt, they can always change it’) … incredibly crummy blazers hanging in a rack like dead fish on parade, shirts with drab little collars with a million pins, in two-tone checks that hangmen and clerks would buy with shit-coloured ties to go with them … and maybe a cardigan in maroon … this month’s colour … the wives trotting round the mirror anxious for their fifty bob, the manager’s loathsome mask that he wears for a face creases like Fu Manchu. ‘A nice tie to go with it sir? How are you fixed for shirts … Okayee?’ His eyes look like two gobs of phlegm, he sits in the back room where they kept those fucking horrible Y-front pants that make you look like a rupture case – he’d sit there so greasy you could fry him – in that dirty little back room he’d be watching – having his crummy little tea break … ‘’ere Les, go get us a cake will ya son … a chocolate éclair or something’ … 4.15 his looked-forward-to-tea break in a day that poured down boredom like yellow piss … his frog’s eyes bulging in case you didn’t sell the shop-soiled crew neck six sizes too big to some innocent black cunt. ‘Yeah it fits you beeauutiful! Lovely shade, it goes with anything’ … he spits as he rushes out of the back room like a great huge dirty spider with bits of eclair sticking to his revolting fat lips … ‘Fuck me! Les we got to top yesterday’s figure,’ he squelched from the side of the mouth, a hiss like a rat’s fart … but the black is confused by being surrounded by faces the colour of plague victims, all the retchy salesmen with bent knees and worn-out grins. Yellow-teethed vultures whose eyes vaguely send out a couple more volts every time the shop door opens. ‘Only take thirty minutes for lunch on Saturday – busy day for shirts’ … some slag says ‘that one in the window’, ‘Oh show me which one you mean love’, any excuse to escape and breathe some fresh air fumes from the lorries and buses belching past which is as fresh as a Scottish loch compared to the smell in the shop of rotten cancered flesh laced by a few farts when everyone scatters. ‘Oh fuck, Harry’s farted again’ … chortle-burp … all the macabre and twisted figures of humanity oozed through that deceased testament to Beau Brummel, that charnel house of gaberdine and worsted hell … the living corpses – slack mouths and brains waiting for 6 p.m. or death, one of the two or both – hands in pockets playing with anything that reminded them that they had a tiny dot of feeling left – standing there like it was a way of life. I was thinking of that bird which was making me very anxious about the Hickory-Dickory and impatient to act out a few skin scenarios floating around in my skull. At 6 p.m. the morgue closed for the night. I’d check the gelt I half-inched, not a bad day a few ties wrapped round my waist – given a dozen pairs of socks to my mate and watch Mr Greasy with fag hanging out of his perpetual mouth check his cash. The cunt never found out ’cause his brains were soaked in grease, his lungs in cancer and phlegm and his jacket in dandruff … so I escaped from that place wondering how I might burn it to the ground with all of them frying in the manager’s grease. I saw her as planned and she was waiting for me like she said she would, and that had kept me going for the day – had stopped me from going insane, the idea of the two of us hacking away at each other’s goodies – that was something real, alive … that would give a bit of meaning to my life – us two locked away in a little cosy place, where I could crawl out of my skin and get into hers, sweat, pant and shriek – so she was standing there, happy like it was Xmas and she said yes and I took her back to my pad all freckling and giggling and then she delivers her history in a funny Irish – how she’s pissed off at home with a mad Irish dad who beats her and whiles I pacify her with a quick, svelte and heroic in and out, she says could she stay with me since she’s bound to be clobbered by her paddy daddy for being so late. I demur to the riotous demand with full awareness of the Law’s nastiness to the souls who taste young flesh and instruct her to the bus to take her back to evil Kilburn. Just one hour later I was in the middle of some shrewd interpretations of the theory of relativity and just getting into the quantum theory and boggling how light would take 200 billion years to get round the universe, when bang bang at the door and two thick-eared brainless cops come yobbing in. Dressed in the kind of clobber I’d been flogging all day, scaring the shit out of me and the cats – the mad Irish had gone to the johnny law with some mad tale of rape and kidnap to avoid chastisement at the hands of dirt-head dad. Grabbing me in their thick fingers (not made for Chopin’s ‘Etudes’) while they call me ‘dirty bastard’ and other unflattering epithets while breathing their foul vomit breath in my face. ‘I’ll kill thee’ I spray (hair on end) ‘not now, not tomorrow but one day I’ll eat your eyeballs, I’ll bathe you in acid, I’ll stab your fat guts with icepicks when lying in your bed beer-soaked bloated, thick with haze and swill like drunken pigs. I’ll stab and thrust until your tripe explodes,’ which doubtless did not go down very well, since they pounded all manner of horny fist into my soft and sweet flesh … those harbingers of death … those wholesale legal sadists … those lawmen did believe the slag, which got her off the hook, and rendered carte of blanche to them for fun and thump, and poor old Les before a graven magistrate is dragged who chides and moralizes ’bout snatch too young for me while thinking of his handicap in bed and golf and house in Esher, Surrey, his furtive weekly whore and sessions of paid lash, looking down at me from dizzy heights he says he would be lenient and I reply from the bottom of my black and lying soul, of ‘heartfelt sorrow’, and ‘never again’, and then he said, ’three years I curse on thee’ and as he did I heard my mouth reply that he would die a death in fire so slow he’d rather be eaten by ants while bathed in honey … and as they dragged me screaming down some cold stone corridor my shouts sent curses ripping through his skull, and now my curse comes true.


MIKE: So ho did you kill him Les?


LES: I doubt if I should let on now, lest hungry ears attend, you do not know whose flappy lugs may bring a fate too horrible for verbs upon my lovely head. But content yourself I did.


MIKE: There’s no one here but us and our rabid desires.


LES: I think I hear the beating of a hundred hearts.


MIKE: Only us and our imaginations, as foul as Vulcan’s stithy.


LES: What are those sighs and murmurs, soft groans?


MIKE: The punters who paid for a seat to witness thy foul and cruel beauty, that will haunt them in their dreams.


LES: Do you mean we’re in a play?


MIKE: Something of that kind.


LES: I am not, even if you may be.


MIKE: You mean to say …


LES: Exactly, you sussed it true, I am no player who struts and frets his hour upon the stage and then is heard no more.


MIKE: You guessed aright, I am that merry wanderer of the night.


LES: You’ve made a time slip into the wrong play.


MIKE: I’m caught in a time-space trajectory.


LES; Can you see me … I can only just see you.


MIKE: Yes, but you’re fading fast. What’s happening?


LES; Think you’ve hooked on to an errant radio wave from c56, your own waves are sacrificing themselves to its force until your anti-matter coalesces.


MIKE: Fuck! What can I do …


LES: Nothing, just go with it. I’ll tell your mum and Sylv.


MIKE: OK. See ya around sometime … I’ve lost you now … can you hear me? …


LES: Only just … see ya …


(The whole cast become involved in the latter part of the scene … floating slowly in space until MUM settles down with legs comfortably sprawled over DAD on two chairs stage left. The three other actors face offstage and MUM is lit in her own space. She takes out a cigarette and commences her speech.)





















SCENE 10










Mum’s Point of View.


DAD is sleeping.


MUM: Sometimes I get gorged in my throat I see him sleeping – lump sweaty, beer gutted – farty – no hope – thick brained and me the other half of nothing fed with electric media swill – consumer me – Hawaii Five-O – Z Cars – Coronation Street – Beat the Clock – University Challenge – Sunday Night at the London Palladium – On the Buses – Play of the Month – Play of the Week – Watch With Mother – tea, fags – light and bitter – ha! ha! and ho! ho! Bingo – Eyes down – clickety click – What the Papers Say – Reg Varney – The Golden Shot – live Letters – Tits – Green Shield Stamps (Pause.) Hallo dear how are you? Turn over shut up and let me sleep – fart belch the music of the spheres. Got a clean shirt? Who’s running at Epsom? 500 more troops being flown in tonight – the Pill is safe – abortions rise – I would like to practise today – Tippett’s ‘Sonata number 3’; six hours of it, I must be ready for my BBC recital on Wednesday – then I may pair it with Mozart’s ‘Concerto in C’ – Terry Riley, mind you, needs dextrous finger work – I’ll leave that for now and pick up my percolator at the Green Shield shop – Wall’s pork sausages for supper and Fray Bentos peas – McDougall’s flour for a smooth pastry – do I smell? Does my mouth taste like an ashtray? Will my lover meet me after I play Brünnhilde in ‘The Ring’ at the stage door to Covent Garden and buy me filet mignon in Rules Café or the Savoy? Will we drink champagne and discuss our next production of Verdi’s Otello? He’s longing to play Otello – but wants Bernstein to direct – I’d be happy with Visconti really – Maria is coming to tea – must get some Lyons jam tarts – I met Hemingway in the Brasserie Lipp today, he said my poetry soars to heaven. Come and have some wine with Gertrude, there will be some very nice people there.


FATHER: (Waking up) Shut your gob. Can’t ya let me bleeding sleep?


(Blackout.)
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LES: } Now you know our names.
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