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‘At the end of the road, beyond the last miserable dwelling, is a place the purpose of which is understood by nobody, even if – at first sight – you might take it for the grave of a great lord or warrior.  The place is enclosed by a fence, not quite but almost insurmountable, as if its height had been calculated to deter all but the most reckless intruder.  Inside, all is overgrown with tall weeds which cannot be cut or otherwise attended to since to penetrate the fence carries the death penalty, and the abundance of human bones strewn about the vicinity suggests the penalty has been enforced, even quite recently.  Since this enclosed space has no purpose – indeed, seems to advertize its freedom from any obligation to be purposeful – I deduce its significance is simply to represent the forbidden, and what’s more, the forbidden for no reason, a cruel but possibly beautiful affirmation that the forbidden must exist...’
Chian H’si ‘Conversations with Hu’

[circa 1380]

CHARACTERS
Lapin
A Schoolgirl

Truelove
A Schoolboy

Bouche
A Schoolmistress

Shok
A Schoolmaster

Mouth
A Client

Harrison
A Dog-walker

Umbrellamen
A Pair of Dancers

Freitag
A Dead Submariner

Louts
A Pair of Killers

Clark
A Nun

1.

A HIGH DESK.  EITHER SIDE OF THE DESK, BUT DISTANT, TWO CHILDREN STAND IN POSTURES OF REPENTANCE.  THEIR GARMENTS ARE SHABBY, OUTMODED.  A DOG BARKS BRIEFLY.  THE CHILDREN, AS IF CONDITIONED TO RESPOND TO THIS, LIFT THEIR HEADS AND CHANT IN UNISON.

LAPIN / TRUELOVE
EVEN AT THIS EARLY AGE WE / 


(THEY FALTER)


WE / 


(THEY SHAKE THEIR HEADS IN THEIR FRUSTRATION)


WE ARE APP / APP / APPREHENSIVE OF / 


(THEY WRITHE IN THEIR DISCOMFORT)

LAPIN
THE SHEER / 

TRUELOVE
SHEER / 

LAPIN / TRUELOVE
(RECOVERING UNISON) SHEER EXTENT OF CHOICE THAT LIES BEFORE US / 


(COMPLETING THE CHANT DEPLETES THEM.  THEY HANG THEIR HEADS.  THE DOG BARKS.  A SCHOOLMISTRESS ENTERS, IN AUDIBLE BLACK SILKS.  SHE LEANS HER BACK AGAINST THE DESK, PROPPING HER ELBOWS, A POSE OF SOPHISTICATED DEPRAVITY.  IN ONE HAND, LOOSELY, A CANE.  THE DOG BARKS.  THE CHILDREN DO NOT REACT.  DISTANTLY, A MECHANICAL SAW STARTS UP.  THIS PRODUCES THE SAME EFFECT AS THE FIRST BARK OF THE DOG.  THE CHILDREN RESPOND AT ONCE)

LAPIN / TRUELOVE
EVEN AT THIS EARLY AGE WE ARE APP / 


(THEY ARE DISLOCATED IN THEIR ANXIETY)

LAPIN
APP / 

LAPIN / TRUELOVE
APPREHENSIVE OF THE SHEER EXTENT OF / 


(TRUELOVE IS BRIEFLY FALTERING)

LAPIN
CHOICE / 

LAPIN / TRUELOVE
THAT LIES BEFORE US / 


(THE CHANT COMPLETED, THE CHILDREN HANG THEIR HEADS.  THE SAW CONTINUES, THEN CEASES)

BOUCHE
He drowned / 



(SHE IS STILL, THE CANE SWINGING SLIGHTLY BETWEEN HER FINGERS)


I think / sometimes I think / drowning / that’s not bad / drowning / 


(SHE SEEMS TO MEDITATE)


Suppose you thought your life / your whole life / worthless / a burden / a pain to you / trees and meadows / birdsong / etcetera / no use at all to you / you might think / 


(SHE GAZES)


Drowning / 


(SHE FROWNS)


Not bad / drowning / 


(THE CANE IDLY SWINGS...)


AND EVEN IF / EVEN / EVEN IF / 


(SHE STOPS THE MOVEMENT OF THE CANE)


You loved your life / and its beauty / already beautiful enough / was magnified as a consequence of passionate love / still / of the many / many ways / of entering death / to drown is / 


(SHE TIGHTENS HER LIPS)


AND HERE WE ARE OBLIGED TO GUESS / 


(SHE GAZES, AS IF SHE HAD LOST HER MOMENTUM)


The least / horrible / the least / the least / 


(SHE BITES HER LIP)


Of course he fought it / he fought this death / and this alters everything / a world of difference / oh / I admit this / everything is altered / hating your life is one thing / flinging yourself into the depths of some exquisite lake / a gesture of / we come back to the word / always / always we come back to this word / what is the word? /

(THE CHILDREN CAST AN ANXIOUS GLANCE)


THE WORD’S WHAT / 

LAPIN / TRUELOVE
CHOICE / 

BOUCHE
CHOICE / PURE CHOICE / 


(SHE ERUPTS INTO A LINGERING LAUGH)


To fling yourself into a lake whereas / 


(BOUCHE IS DARKENED BY HER SEEING)


In the cold / cold / iron / cold / iron / cold / 

LAPIN
Dark / 

BOUCHE
(NOT ACKNOWLEDGING LAPIN) Cold / 

LAPIN
Dark / 

BOUCHE
Iron / 

LAPIN
Dark / 

BOUCHE 
COLD / DARK / IRON / 


(SHE FALTERS)


He / 

(SHE CANNOT PROCEED.  AS IF TO SPARE HER, THE CIRCULAR SAW STARTS UP, WHINES, AND CEASES)


Drowned reluctantly / 


(SHE FLINGS AN IDEA UP)


WE ASSUME / WE ASSUME / 


(SHE LAUGHS AT HERSELF, PAINFULLY)


The North Sea pouring in / oh yes / reluctantly / 

(THE PAIN DRAINS THROUGH HER)


The North Sea pouring in / 


(AT LAST SHE ABANDONS HER CONTRIVED POSTURE AND FLINGS AWAY FROM THE DESK)


No wonder we say / of choice / it makes us apprehensive / no wonder / because if he / drowned in the cold dark iron / lacked choice / then we / we / 


(SHE TURNS ON THE CHILDREN)


SO FREE / SO VERY FREE / 


(THEY SHRINK)


Must make / oh / flawless beauty from ourselves / 


(THEY HARDLY DARE LOOK AT BOUCHE)


The sheer extent of it / 


(SHE LAYS THE WORD, A BURDEN, UPON THEM)


CHOICE / 

(SHE STUDIES THEIR DISCOMFORT)


Is it very / very awful / to be taught by me? / 


(THEY DARE NOT)


Say how awful it is / 

TRUELOVE
(PAINFULLY BUT HONESTLY) It isn’t / Miss / 

BOUCHE
Miss what? / 

TRUELOVE
Miss Bouche / 

BOUCHE
Say it again / and this time properly / 

TRUELOVE
It isn’t awful / Miss Bouche / 


(BOUCHE BELIEVES THE BOY, AND LOOKING AT HIM, CAUSES HIM TO LIFT HIS EYES TO HER)


And if it was / U 143 was sunk / so how could we / 


(HE CASTS A GLANCE AT THE GIRL)


Lapin and me / be critical / 

BOUCHE
You talk too much / 

TRUELOVE
Miss / 


(HE FIXES HIS MOUTH TIGHTLY)

BOUCHE
Both of you / far too much / from tomorrow you will sit separately / 


(THE DECISION HURTS LAPIN, WHO SEEMS ABOUT TO BURST INTO TEARS.  THE DOG BARKS, DIVERTING THEM TO THE CHANT)

LAPIN / TRUELOVE
EVEN AT THIS EARLY AGE WE ARE APPREHENSIVE OF THE SHEER EXTENT OF CHOICE THAT LIES BEFORE US / 

(LAPIN SNIFFS IN THE FOLLOWING SILENCE.  BOUCHE LOOKS AT HER A LONG TIME)

BOUCHE
You are my favourite / Lapin / 

LAPIN
Yes / Miss Bouche / 

BOUCHE
Even if you never asked to be / 

LAPIN
No / Miss / I never did / 

BOUCHE
Of course / to be the favourite / it’s a burden / as if it were not burdensome enough / this thing called infancy / 


(SHE REGARDS LAPIN)


But you can carry it / 

LAPIN
Yes / Miss Bouche / 

BOUCHE
Carry the burden / Lapin / 


(LAPIN NODS HER HEAD EMPHATICALLY.  BOUCHE STUDIES TRUELOVE)


AND KISS / 


(TRUELOVE AND LAPIN GO TO ONE ANOTHER AND KISS CHASTELY ON THE LIPS, A PRACTISED ROUTINE. BOUCHE SCARCELY OBSERVES, BUT SWEEPS OUT THE ROOM.  THE CIRCULAR SAW WHINES INTO LIFE.  THE KISS GOES ON, THE CHILDREN STIFFLY POSED WITH THEIR HANDS AT THEIR SIDES)

2.

THE CIRCULAR SAW CEASES.  A SCHOOLTEACHER ENTERS, AN AUTOMATIC PISTOL HANGING FROM ONE HAND, INNOCUOUS AS A BOOK OR A DUSTER.  HE LAYS IT ON THE DESK WITH A CLATTER.  HE GAZES AT IT, HIS FISTS ON HIS HIPS.  THE CHILDREN BEGIN TO GIGGLE BUT THE SOUND IS BARELY AUDIBLE.  ALL THREE SUSTAIN THEIR CONCENTRATION, A STUDY IN STASIS.
SHOK
I require to be shot / 


(THE CHILDREN SUFFOCATE THEIR AMUSEMENT)


Not wanting / not wanting / but requiring to be shot / 


(HE SURGES)


BY WHOM / HOWEVER / SHOT BY WHOM / 


(HE WAVES A DISMISSIVE HAND AT THE CHILDREN)


SIT NOW / THIS IS THE QUESTION / SIT NOW / 


(THE CHILDREN HASTEN TO THEIR CHAIRS AND SIT)


This is the question / 

LAPIN / TRUELOVE
THIS IS THE QUESTION / YES / 


(SHOK SWINGS AWAY FROM THE DESK.  HE PARODIES THE PLAINTIVE TONE OF AN IMAGINARY INTERLOCUTOR)

SHOK
In what way does it matter / since you say you must be dead / 


(THE CHILDREN ARE DELIGHTED BY SHOK’S SATIRE)


Who fires the shot / his identity / his character / whether his hair is long or short / and if he wears a tie or not / 


(THE CHILDREN RESPOND SUITABLY TO SHOK’S PERFORMANCE)


If he lives in a castle / or a caravan / speaks Greek / has dirt beneath his fingernails / rarely / if ever / changes his socks / 


(THE CHILDREN SHAKE WITH LAUGHTER)


Is one-eyed / three-legged / 


(HE PEAKS IN HIS MOCKERY)


OR WAS BORN THROUGH HIS MOTHER’S ARSE / 


(THE CHILDREN SQUEAL WITH DELIGHT)


It matters / it matters / 


(SHOK’S GRAVITY CONCLUDES THEIR PLEASURE.  SHOK SEEMS TO SWAY ON HIS FEET)


It matters / oh / 

(HE SEEMS TO GRIEVE)


The eyes of the killer / let them be liquid with intelligence / and his trigger-finger fragrant / as if he had just come from a woman’s wardrobe / 


(HE ADDRESSES THE FASCINATED LAPIN)


COULD I BE KILLED BY SCUM? / 


(LAPIN SHAKES HER HEAD VIOLENTLY)


SOME BAWLING CRIMINAL LURCHING DOWN THE CONCRETE STAIRWELL OF HIS MOTHER’S SLUM? / 


(THE CHILDREN ARE INDIGNANT FOR SHOK)

TRUELOVE
IMPOSSIBLE / 

LAPIN
THE GUN WOULD JAM / 

SHOK
(ENCOURAGED BY THEIR FIDELITY) IT WOULD / IT WOULD JAM / 

LAPIN
(SERENELY) DISDAINFUL GUN / 

SHOK
Disdainful and discriminating / yes / and why not / why not / 


(HE SHAKES OUT A PURE WHITE HANDKERCHIEF)


Let us dare / 


(HE PULLS A FACE. THEY KNOW HIM, AND LAUGH)


IT’S CONTROVERSIAL /


(THEY CLAP THEIR HANDS)


Let us dare to state / the inanimate also has opinion / 


(THEIR LAUGHTER FADES AS SHOK RETURNS TO THE DESK AND LIFTING THE GUN IN THE HANDKERCHIEF, RAISES IT AS A PRIEST RAISES THE HOST)


You are my favourite / Lapin / 

LAPIN
(WITHOUT APPREHENSION) Yes / Mr Shok / 

SHOK
Not only of this place / and of the children of this place / but of every place on earth / and of all its inhabitants / 

LAPIN
Yes / Mr Shok / 

SHOK
(HIS EYES ON THE GUN) And the fact you are / without much alteration in your demeanour / able to acknowledge and resign yourself to such a privilege / confirms your absolute entitlement to it / 

(TRUELOVE BLURTS OUT IN HIS ANXIETY)

TRUELOVE
Lapin’s not a / 


(HE BITES HIS LIP.  LAPIN LOOKS AT HIM IN ALARM)


DON’T MAKE LAPIN SHOOT YOU / MR SHOK / 


(HE SQUIRMS)


She’s / 


(HE TWISTS HIS FOOT IN THE GROUND)


IT’S HORRID BEING LAPIN / 

LAPIN
I NEVER SAID THAT / WHEN DID I SAY THAT / 


(PERSECUTED, TRUELOVE SHUTS HIS EYES AND TREMBLES.  THE CIRCULAR SAW WHINES.  SHOK SLOWLY LOWERS THE GUN AND GAZES AT IT, PARKED IN HIS HANDS.  THE SAW CEASES)

3.
LAPIN
It is not horrid being Lapin / obviously some of those characteristics associated with infancy / tantrums / quaint misapprehensions / the tendency to be misled by phenomena the banality of which / 

(LAPIN CANNOT KEEP FROM LAUGHING, BUT FIXES HER MOUTH AND RESUMES, WATCHED BY AN ANXIOUS TRUELOVE)


Is scarcely even registered in the consciousness of adults / these I have learned to forego / and were I asked / Lapin / do you lack such things / I would say no / oh no / 


(THE EFFORT OF SUCH ARTICULATION SHOWS ONLY FAINTLY IN LAPIN’S BODY, AND SHE ABOLISHES IT BY SWIFTLY MOVING ON)


I anticipate two problems associated with shooting you dead / Mr Shok / 

SHOK
(GRAVELY) Identify them / 

LAPIN
Even if I used both hands I am not sure I could lift the gun / let alone pull the trigger / that is one / 
SHOK
(COOLLY) And the other? / 

LAPIN
The police and the psy / 


(SHE IS INHIBITED BY THIS SINGLE WORD)


Psy / 


(SHE STAMPS HER FOOT IN HER CHAGRIN)


Psy / chiatrists / 


(TRUELOVE YEARNS.  LAPIN TRIUMPHS)


Would take me out of school / I would be sat down in a little room and talked to / you know how these talks would end / with someone lifting up my dress / and the outcome / oh / we know the outcome / Mr Shok / I would end up as a prostitute / and looking down from Heaven you would moan / ‘poor Lapin / I never would have asked her to kill me if I’d known’ / 


(OVERWHELMED BY THE NARRATIVE, TRUELOVE STREAMS WITH TEARS, BUT BITING HIS LIP, IS NEARLY SOUNDLESS.  SHOK IS BEMUSED.  HE LIFTS HIS GAZE FROM THE GUN TO LAPIN)

SHOK
My favourite a prostitute? / 


(HE SHAKES HIS HEAD KNOWINGLY)


I don’t think so / 


(SHOK CREATES A PITIFUL SMILE, AND WITH THE GUN HANGING FROM ONE HAND, THE HANDKERCHIEF FROM THE OTHER, WITHDRAWS A FEW PACES BEFORE STOPPING)


KISS NOW / 


(THE CHILDREN ARE OBEDIENT AS BEFORE.  THEY MAINTAIN THE FORMAL KISS, THEIR HANDS AT THEIR SIDES.  SHOK DOES NOT OBSERVE THEM, BUT SEEMS TO SUFFER HIS SOLITUDE.  AFTER SOME SECONDS, THE DOG BARKS.  SHOK PROCEEDS TO LEAVE THE ROOM)

4.
AS THE DOG BARKS ON, THE KISS OF LAPIN AND TRUELOVE BECOMES LESS FORMAL AND MORE LOVING UNTIL IT IS AN AGONY TO THEM THAT THEIR HANDS REMAIN AT THEIR SIDES.  LAPIN SEIZES THE BOY’S HEAD IN HER HANDS.  HER KISS IS ADULT AND PASSIONATE, BUT STOPS AT ONCE WHEN A MALE FIGURE ENTERS AND REMOVING HIS HAT, SITS IN ONE OF THE CHAIRS.  TRUELOVE RUNS OUT.  AT HER LEISURE, LAPIN GOES TO THE OTHER CHAIR, REVERSES IT AND SITS ASTRIDE IT, GAZING AT THE STRANGER OVER FOLDED ARMS.

MOUTH
(AT LAST) You are my favourite / 



(LAPIN NODS HER HEAD, ROUTINELY NOW)


You are / you are / 

LAPIN
I know I am / 

MOUTH
(GAZING, NEARLY HOSTILE) You know / 

LAPIN
I know / I said / 


(MOUTH WATCHES.  LAPIN TILTS THE CHAIR ON ITS FRONT LEGS, AND BACK AGAIN.  TIME PASSES)

MOUTH
(ABRUPTLY) THE SHEER EXTENT OF CHOICE THAT LIES BEFORE US / 

(LAPIN SNORTS A LAUGH, AND TILTS)


WHAT CHOICE / 


(SHE SNORTS AGAIN)


WHAT CHOICE / WHAT CHOICE / 

LAPIN
I don’t know / 


(MOUTH STUDIES LAPIN.  LAPIN TILTS)

MOUTH
You are my favourite / 

LAPIN
I know / 


(THEY WATCH)

MOUTH
(DISMISSIVELY) Choice / 

LAPIN
(ACCOMMODATING) Ha / 

MOUTH
Choice / 


(SHE MAKES THE SAME SOUND AGAIN)

MOUTH
Choice brings me here / does it? / 


(LAPIN SHRUGS)


WHAT CHOICE / GOT NONE / 


(LAPIN PULLS A FACE)


Choice / 


(HE SPITS THE WORD.  LAPIN SEEMS BORED)

LAPIN
All right? / 

MOUTH
(AS IF RESIGNED TO HIS ECSTASY) Off you go then / 


(LAPIN CLIMBS ONTO THE CHAIR IN WHICH SHE HAS BEEN ROCKING AND DELIVERS AN ARGUMENT)

LAPIN 
Pullsdorf was not the first to argue for a Theory of Perpetual Resignation / in rudimentary form it can be found in Stilpo and in Heraclitus / where he differs from the Stoics is in his emphasis on / 

MOUTH
All right / 

LAPIN
The tendency of hope to migrate from the arid thoroughfares of Possibility into the / 

MOUTH
All right / all right / 

LAPIN
Mirrored corridors of the Absurd / 

MOUTH
ALL RIGHT / I SAID / 


(LAPIN CEASES.  MOUTH RESTS HIS CHIN IN HIS HAND AND GAZES AT THE FLOOR, A BOTTOMLESS DESPAIR ENGULFS HIM.  LAPIN, AS IF SENSING HIS PAIN, BITES HER LIP)


The dress / 


(LAPIN KNOWS THE FORM OF THE COMPLAINT)


It’s not been ironed / 

LAPIN
(FOLDING HER ARMS ON HER CHEST) You don’t miss much / 

MOUTH
No / 


(HE UTTERS FROM THE DEPTHS OF FRUSTRATED LONGING)


As I say / you are my favourite / 


(LAPIN’S DECLINED HEAD IS HER APOLOGY)


If the dress is all / 

LAPIN
I know / 

MOUTH
And the collar / 


(SHE NODS, A CONFESSION OF FAILURE)


If the collar’s not / 

LAPIN
I know / 

MOUTH
Pristine / 

LAPIN
It’s not pristine / I know / 

MOUTH
Then we are / 

LAPIN
Mmm / 

MOUTH
Aren’t we / 
LAPIN
Mmm / 

MOUTH
Condemned / 

LAPIN
(NODDING EMPHATICALLY) Mmm / mmm / 

MOUTH
To a withering and / 

LAPIN
(PERHAPS EXCESSIVE NOW) Mmm / mmm / 

MOUTH
Humiliating episode of bitterness and recrimination which / 


(SHE NODS AND NODS)

YOU ARE MY FAVOURITE / LAPIN / 


(MOUTH’S EXPLOSION SWIFTLY DECAYS INTO APOLOGY)


It’s the words / 


(SHE KNOWS THIS)


The words and the cleanliness / Lapin / 


(HE FLINGS A CRUEL GLANCE AT LAPIN)


TOGETHER / 

LAPIN
I know / I know / 


(MOUTH SHAKES HIS HEAD)

MOUTH
One without the other / 


(HE TWISTS IN HIS CHAIR, GAZING AT THE FLOOR BEHIND HIM, A STUDY IN LOSS.  LAPIN HAS RECOVERED)

LAPIN
Worthless / 


(SHE SWIFTLY CLIMBS OFF HER CHAIR)


I’ll iron it / 

MOUTH
(STUNG) IRON IT / NO / 


(LAPIN IS UNSURPRISED BY HIS REACTION)


IRON IT / 


(HE SPITS THE WORDS)


IRON IT / 

(THEY STARE.  MOUTH LETS TIME PASS BEFORE REPUDIATING HER AGAIN)


IRON IT / 


(LAPIN SEEMS TO CONTEMPLATE A RANGE OF RESPONSES.  SHE GOES TO MOUTH AND IN AN AMICABLE WAY, RESTS HER ELBOWS ON HIS FALLEN SHOULDERS, HER CHIN IN HER HANDS.  BUT HE WRITHES AWAY, AS IF CONTAMINATED, AND SITS IN THE OTHER CHAIR, RESUMING HIS OLD POSTURE.  LAPIN PUTS A FOOT ON THE CHAIR AND PLACING AN ELBOW ON HER KNEE, RESTS HER CHIN IN HER HAND.  THEY STAY THUS IN SEPARATION)

LAPIN
The sheer extent of choice / 


(SHE PUTS A FINGER TO HER MOUTH)


CHOICE / ITS SHEERNESS / 

MOUTH
Ha / 

LAPIN
For example / 


(A PROFOUND SIGN COMES FROM MOUTH)


You could go now / I could wash the dress / wash and iron it / paying particular attention to the collar / and you / walking the streets / impatient and infatuated / 

MOUTH
I’m not infatuated / 

LAPIN
(STOPPING, AND PROCEEDING) Could return at say / 

MOUTH
(REASONABLY) It’s not infatuation / 

LAPIN
(CONCEDING) No / 

MOUTH
It is the definition of my needs / 


(LAPIN ACCORDS THIS WITH A NOD)


And of course I can’t come back / 


(HE STANDS, ABOUT TO LEAVE)

LAPIN
No / 


(SHE IS UNCOMFORTABLE, UNCERTAIN OF HERSELF)


No / 


(SHE HALF-LAUGHS)


You can’t come back today / it’s / it’s gone / whatever was / gone for today / but 


(SHE HALTS HIM WITH A CRY)


YOU ARE MY FAVOURITE / MR MOUTH / 


(HER APPEAL IS UNWELCOME)

MOUTH
What’s that to me? /


(LAPIN, INJURED BY HIS COLDNESS, SHRUGS)


TO BE THE FAVOURITE OF A PROSTITUTE / 


(SHE SHRUGS AGAIN)


Silly / 

LAPIN
Bit silly / 


(MOUTH’S CRUELTY, AS EVER, DISSOLVES SWIFTLY INTO A RELUCTANT KINDNESS)

MOUTH
Don’t say that again / Lapin / 

LAPIN
No / 

MOUTH
It weakens me / 

LAPIN
(NODDING) It weakens me / 


(THEIR MUTUAL VULNERABILITY HANGS BETWEEN THEM.  THEY MIGHT ALMOST TOUCH, BUT DO NOT.  BOUCHE, WHITE-COATED AND DOMESTIC, ENTERS AND WAITS.  LAPIN CONDESCENDS TO NOTICE HER)


Nothing to pay / 


(BOUCHE LOOKS CRITICALLY AT LAPIN)


Nothing to pay / 


(MOUTH DEPARTS WITHOUT A GLANCE AT EITHER WOMAN.  AS SOON AS HE HAS GONE, LAPIN TEARS OFF HER SCHOOL DRESS AND TOSSES IT TO BOUCHE, WHO CATCHES IT)


He saw it wasn’t washed / he saw it wasn’t ironed / 


(BOUCHE ACKNOWLEDGES THE REBUKE)


A man like him / fastidious / discerning / the stains of others / NO THANK YOU / their little smears / HE COULD BE SICK / 


(SHE TURNS ON HER HEEL TO REGARD BOUCHE)


I respect it / 


(BOUCHE GOES OFF TO LAUNDER THE DRESS.  LAPIN SENSES THE APPEARANCE OF SHOK, HOVERING AT THE EDGE OF HER VISION, AND HOLDING A COAT.  A CERTAIN RELUCTANCE INFORMS HER MOVEMENT AS SHE GOES TO COLLECT THE COAT FROM HIM, BUT SHE SEEMS TO ASSUME DETERMINATION AS SHE SLIPS IT ON, AND TIES THE BELT VIGOROUSLY)


If I’m caught / I’m caught / 


(A DOG BARKS DISTANTLY)

5.

A REMOTE PLACE.  LAPIN LOOKS ABOUT HER FURTIVELY AS SHOK DRAGS THE GUN FROM A POCKET.  SATISFIED THEY ARE UNOBSERVED, LAPIN EXTENDS HER HAND TO TAKE THE GUN, BUT SHOK IS IRRITABLE AND WITHHOLDS IT.  LAPIN FROWNS.
SHOK
Oh dear / 


(HE LIFTS HIS EYES TO HER)


Oh dear / oh dear / 

LAPIN
What? / 

SHOK
Oh dear / oh dear / Lapin / 

LAPIN
WHAT / WHAT OH DEAR / 


(HE CAN BARELY UTTER.  HE STRAINS)

SHOK
The banality / Lapin / 


(HE SOBS)
LAPIN
(GLANCING AROUND) It is / it is banal / 


(SHE SHRUGS)


Bit scuffed / bit sordid / 


(SHE IS UNCOMFORTABLE, AS IF SHE HAD FAILED THE OLD MAN, AND IS BRIEFLY CRITICAL)


You never said / in all these years / never specified a landscape / Mr Shok / 


(HE SEEMS MORE PAINED STILL)


What trees / what flowers / in a river bend / dawn / sunset / cattle / 

SHOK
NOT THE LANDSCAPE / LAPIN / 


(LAPIN IS STOPPED BY HIS VEHEMENCE.  HE OFFERS HER HIS MOST REPROACHFUL LOOK)


‘IF I’M CAUGHT / I’M CAUGHT’ /


(THE PHRASE INJURES HER IN ITS REPETITION)


As we drove here I thought / mile after mile / I thought / did she say that / did she say / 


(HE SUFFERS)


My favourite / 


(AND SHAKES HIS HEAD)


‘IF I’M CAUGHT / I’M CAUGHT’ / 


(LAPIN SUFFERS IN TURN.  SHE DETECTS A MOVEMENT NEARBY)

LAPIN
Put the gun away / someone’s coming / 


(SHOK DELIBERATELY IGNORES HER WARNING.  LAPIN’S EYES NARROW) 


All right / don’t / 


(SHE COMPOSES HERSELF.  SHOK IS ADAMANTLY FIXED IN HIS POSTURE.  A MAN ENTERS, IN PASSING, AND IS UNCERTAIN WHETHER TO IGNORE WHAT HE HAS SEEN OR MAKE AN INTERVENTION.  HE DRIFTS TO HALT.  HE HARDLY LOOKS AT THEM)
HARRISON
Is that / 


(HE WISHES HE WAS ELSEWHERE)


Are you / 


(HE SHRUGS)


I take my dog out / and we encounter strange things / on a daily basis / he’s blasé / me / less blasé but / 


(HE AVOIDS LOOKING AT THEM)


More blasé than I used to be / 


(HE FROWNS)


Our ancestors / 


(HE WAVES A HAND)


It was a field / every day / a field / 


(HE CHEWS)


Simply a field / simply / simply / 


(HIS RESENTMENT ENABLES HIM TO STUDY LAPIN, THEN SHOK.  SUDDENLY, IT OVERFLOWS)


LET THE FIELD BE A FIELD / 


(THE DOG BARKS AT A DISTANCE)

SHOK
I blame her / but possibly / her lapse / her uncharacteristic lapse into jargon / whilst it appalled me / also lent me another pretext to procrastinate / I have to examine this possibility / so long as she was a schoolchild the gun remained / as it were / a thesis / she could scarcely lift it / but now / 

LAPIN
I’m not a schoolchild / 

SHOK
She can / 

LAPIN
I am a prostitute / 

SHOK
My favourite / 

LAPIN
A prostitute / 

SHOK
Fluent in Latin / 

LAPIN
And a / 
SHOK
DON’T SAY THE WORD AGAIN / 


(SUDDENLY, AS IF ON A COMMAND, SHOK TOSSES THE GUN TO HARRISON)


YOU DO IT / 


(HARRISON CATCHES IT, AND IS HALF-HORRIFIED)


It’s your field / 

HARRISON
I never / did I say it was / I don’t think I said I / 

SHOK
ALL RIGHT / BUT YOU WALK IN IT / 

(SHOK SITS, HIS LEGS EXTENDED, A POSE FOR EXECUTION)


Adequate entitlement / tell the proprietor / 

LAPIN
(DELIGHTED AS EVER BY SHOK’S INTELLIGENCE) Yes / oh yes / 

HARRISON
I’M NOT A MURDERER / 


(WITH A SELF-CONSCIOUS GESTURE OF MORAL DISTASTE, HARRISON TOSSES THE GUN INTO THE GRASS.  LAPIN GIVES HARRISON A WITHERING LOOK)

LAPIN
Silly / 


(HE IS HELD IN HER STARE)


Pick it up / silly / 


(HARRISON IS FROZEN TO THE SPOT)

SHOK
(IN FEIGNED RESIGNATION) Another time / another place / 


(HE SEEMS READY TO DEPART, BUT LAPIN IS DETERMINED)

LAPIN
NO OTHER TIME / AND THIS IS THE PLACE / 


(SHOK IS WORRIED)


OH / CERTAINLY THE PLACE / 


(SHE PERSECUTES HARRISON)


Mr Shok is old and in terrible health / by tossing the gun into the grass like that / in that so-self-conscious manner / you think you demonstrate your moral repugnance for all things dangerous and coercive / we are not impressed / 



(HARRISON MOISTENS HIS LIPS)


Pick up the gun and deliver this unhappy man from his unhappiness /

SHOK
He’s / 

LAPIN
(STARING FIXEDLY AT HARRISON) Shh / 

SHOK
HE’S A MAN OUT WITH HIS DOG / LAPIN / 


(FOR A MOMENT, LAPIN IS INCREDULOUS.  SLOWLY HER EYES TRAVEL TO SHOK)

LAPIN
It was your idea / 


(SHOK NODS RELUCTANTLY)


YOUR IDEA TO MAKE THE MAN-OUT-WITH-HIS-DOG / 

SHOK
A whim / Lapin / 

LAPIN
(PAINED) Not a whim / 


(SHE FROWNS, INJURED BY THE IDEA)


Oh / to hear you disparage inspiration / 


(SHE PONDERS A LONG TIME.  HARRISON SENSES THE MENACE IN THE SITUATION HAS EVAPORATED.  THE DOG ASSISTS THIS BY BARKING, AND HARRISON WHISTLES IT, AN ORDINARY DAY RESTORED.  HARRISON GOES TO LEAVE, BUT HIS FEET DRAG)

HARRISON
WONDERFUL PROSTITUTE / 


(LAPIN CHEWS A FINGER, INDIFFERENT TO HIM)


WONDERFUL / 


(HE FILLS THE WORD WITH HIS LIFE-FORCE)


WONDERFUL / 


(HE GOES OUT.  AT LAST SHOK LIFTS A HAND TO LAPIN, WHO STUDIES IT WITHOUT CRUELTY)

LAPIN
If I take your hand / it will not only condone your cowardice / and I don’t mind cowardice / it will / 


(SHE TIGHTENS HER MOUTH)


It will / dry my heart / it will make my heart stone / 


(SHOK KNOWS BUT PERSISTS.  THE EXTENDED HAND BECOMES A CHALLENGE TO LAPIN’S AUTONOMY.  THEIR MUTUAL REGARD IS INTENSE, A CONTEST, BUT LAPIN IN THE SUPERIOR IN IMAGINATION.  SHE GOES TO SHOK, HER GAZE UNFALTERING, AND BUNCHING THE COAT ABOUT HER WAIST, PROCEEDS TO URINATE ON SHOK’S HAND.  THE DOG BARKS FAR OFF.  THE ACT COMPLETED, LAPIN NIMBLY LIFTS HER LEG AWAY, HER GAZE STILL ADAMANT.  SHOK REVOLVES HIS HAND IN THE SUNLIGHT, SURPRISED BUT GRATIFIED, EVEN ASSURED...)
SHOK
Perfect / perfect ambiguity / 


(HE REVOLVES THE HAND)


No wonder I say / in filthy cafes where I perch for breakfast / she is my favourite / Lapin / as if I said grace / as if I broke bread / 


(NOW LAPIN LETS THE COAT FALL)


They think / the old man’s mad / 


(HE IS VEHEMENT)


I DON’T ELUCIDATE / 


(LAPIN’S LOOK SOFTENS, AND INDUCES A SMILE IN SHOK, HALF-COMPLACENT)

LAPIN
‘Not wanting / but requiring’ / 


(SHE SHAKES HER HEAD.  SHOK REMEMBERS AT HER PROMPTING)


How that lingered in my mind / 


(SHE LAUGHS SWIFTLY)


LINGERED? / IT TOOK UP RESIDENCE / 


(SHE ENUNCIATES PRECISELY)


‘Not wanting / but requiring’ / 


(SHOK IS UNCOMFORTABLE IN HIS SMILE)


I was eleven / but even then it seemed / oh / the most terrible and most beautiful of thoughts / 

(SHOK EXAMINES HIS WET HAND)

SHOK
All right / Lapin / 


(LAPIN INTERPRETS HIM)

Let’s save the thought from the man / 


(HE LIFTS HIS EYES TO HER. LAPIN IS RAVISHED, AND BITES HER LIP)

LAPIN
Let’s / oh / let’s / 

SHOK
(INFECTED BY HER DELIGHT) And if you’re caught / 

LAPIN
(INSPIRED BY SHOK IN RETURN) I’M CAUGHT / 


(LAPIN KICKS AWAY THE LONG GRASS. AS SHE EXPLORES, WILDLY, SHOK EDGES HIMSELF ONTO HIS KNEES, AND IN A SURGE OF DREAD, CRAWLS AWAY.  LAPIN DISCOVERS THE GUN AND TURNING, IS UNSURPRISED TO SEE SHOK PAINFULLY MAKING HIS WAY OVER THE FIELD.  SHE IS PATIENT.  SHE CALLS TO HIM)


NOT WANTING / 


(SHE BITES HER THUMBNAIL, THOUGHTFULLY)


Not wanting / obviously / 


(SHE AIMS THE GUN, BUT THINKING DISTRACTS HER AND HER HAND DECLINES)


But not wanting / the first part of the proposition / rendered irrelevant by the second part / 


(SHE RAISES IT AGAIN)


The first part instinct / the second / 


(SHE FIRES THE GUN, BUT IT IS A WILD, INACCURATE EFFORT.  THE WEIGHT OF THE WEAPON CAUSES HER ARM TO DECLINE AGAIN.  SHE FROWNS, DRAWING BACK THE LEVER)


The second morality / presumably / 


(SHE LIFTS IT AGAIN, AND FIRES. IT SEEMS AS IF THE TARGET HAS BEEN HIT.  LAPIN FROWNS.  A DISMAL CRY COMES FROM THE NOW INVISIBLE SHOK.  LAPIN SHRINKS, BUT WITH DETERMINATION, OPERATES THE LEVER, RELOADS, AND TAKING A FEW STEPS, FIRES AGAIN.  SHOK EMITS A SECOND PITIFUL CRY.  NOW LAPIN IS GHASTLY)


KEEP STILL / OH / KEEP STILL / MR SHOK / 


(GRITTING HER TEETH, LAPIN MARCHES AFTER SHOK.  NO SOONER HAS SHE DISAPPEARED THAN TRUELOVE ENTERS, A SMALL TABLE IN HIS HANDS.  A THIRD SHOT, AS TRUELOVE SETS THE TABLE AND SHAKES OUT A WHITE CLOTH, WHICH HE SPREADS.  ANOTHER SHOT IS FOLLOWED BY ANOTHER, BUT TRUELOVE IS NOT DISTRACTED AS HE GOES OUT AND RETURNS WITH TWO CHAIRS.  ROOKS CAW IN THE TREES.  AS IF IN CONCLUSION, A SIXTH SHOT ECHOES OVER THE FIELD.  TRUELOVE SITS, AND IS PATIENT, LOOKING AT HIS FOLDED HANDS AS LAPIN, UNSTEADY ON HER FEET, ENTERS AND SITS.  SHE STARES AT THE GROUND, RESTORING HERSELF.  AT LAST, SHE LOOKS UP.  HER LOOK DRAWS HIS)

Kiss / 


(THEY LEAN ACROSS THE TABLE.  THEIR KISS IS CHASTE.  A PROFOUND UNANIMITY SUFFUSES THEM.  IN THE ECSTASY OF THEIR FAITH, TRUELOVE’S HANDS GRASP THE TABLECLOTH AND LIFT IT, A SACRAMENTAL INSTINCT)

LAPIN / TRUELOVE
(AN URGENT PRAYER) THE SHEER EXTENT OF CHOICE THAT LIES BEFORE US / 


(THEIR EYES ARE TEARFUL WITH LOVE.  LAPIN SWIFTLY DEPARTS, LEAVING TRUELOVE TO SMOOTH THE CLOTH WITH SENSITIVE HANDS.  HE RESTS THEM PALM DOWNWARDS AND GAZES AT THE BACKS, AVOIDING THE SIGHT OF BOUCHE WHO ENTERS IN EXQUISITE DARK COSTUME, AND SITTING IN THE VACANT CHAIR, CROSSES HER LEGS.  SHE DOES NOT GREET HER LOVER OR GLANCE AT HIM)

6.

BOUCHE
Had the North Sea not filled him / could this have occurred / I don’t think so / 


(SHE IS STILL FOR SOME TIME)


We should have had ten children / in some laundered suburb / ten / the noise of pianos / mowers / births / gynaecology / more births / I’m 65 / you need not / 65 / you know you need not / 


(THE SAME LAPSE OF TIME)


Sometimes I think / he lacks my determination / no / that’s not the word / 


(AND AGAIN)


Say and I won’t dispute it / or write if you prefer / the effect of unkind words / of seeing unkind words go in / it’s worse / I think / for some / than persisting with a thing you so resent persisting in / a short letter / short as you like / how many things linger simply because we cannot bring ourselves to inflict the little injury that would conclude them / reluctance / it’s a dubious civility / reluctance / or a long letter if you like / I am not saying the letter must be short / 


(AND AGAIN)


Not determination / no / 


(AND AGAIN)


Resolve / 


(AND AGAIN)


Resolve is lacking / 


(TRUELOVE ALLOWS THE WORD TO SETTLE, THEN STANDS WITH A THREATENING SCRAPE OF HIS CHAIR.  BOUCHE IS MENACED BUT BARELY SHOWS IT)


When I say resolve / I mean / to go further / to go deeper / 


(TRUELOVE IS GAZING AT THE TOP OF BOUCHE’S HEAD)


You need not / 


(SHE FEELS HIS RESENTMENT)


Go further or deeper / 

TRUELOVE
Of the need / 


(HE LEANS ON HIS HANDS)


OF THE NEED / 


(HIS MOUTH GOES TIGHT. HE DELAYS HIS EXPOSITION)


I’ll speak of the need / shall I? / 


(BOUCHE IS UNCOMFORTABLE THAT HER LOVER HAS ADOPTED THE POSE OF A PUBLIC SPEAKER BUT REFUSES TO BE DIMINISHED.  SHE LEANS AN ELBOW ON THE TABLECLOTH AND RESTS HER CHIN IN HER HAND, AS IF SURVEYING THE RESTAURANT)

BOUCHE
Yes / 

TRUELOVE
This need which / whilst I can describe its forms / I cannot describe its meanings / 

BOUCHE
Leave the meanings to one side / 

TRUELOVE
I would like to / I would like to leave the meanings to one side / 

BOUCHE
The meanings of desire / 

TRUELOVE
I’m talking / 

BOUCHE
No one can know / and possibly / ought not / 

TRUELOVE
I’m talking / 

BOUCHE
To know / 


(SHE ADJUSTS A GLOVE NERVOUSLY, AND IS SILENT.  SHE IS APPREHENSIVE)

TRUELOVE
But when the forms are this / this / extravagant / it compels the question / ‘how can this / objectively speaking / old / and decaying / woman / be so’ /


(HE FALTERS.  BOUCHE LIFTS HER HEAD, DETERMINEDLY)

AND YOU SAY GO FURTHER / 


(HE GAZES OVER THE EXTENT OF THE ROOM)


I will do / oh / I know I will / 


(HE SITS AS SUDDENLY AS HE ROSE.  A PASSAGE OF TIME)

BOUCHE
I am a beautiful woman / 


(TRUELOVE IGNORES THIS)


I said I am / 

TRUELOVE
I heard you / 


(THEY STUDIOUSLY AVOID EYE CONTACT)

BOUCHE
Perhaps you don’t think so / 

TRUELOVE
It’s irrelevant / 


(HE REFLECTS SWIFTLY)

No / it’s not irrelevant / 


(HE LOOKS ABOUT HIM)


If you did not believe yourself beautiful / if this thought did not / this misapprehension / did not / shape you / I might not / be / 


(NOW AT LAST TRUELOVE LOOKS AT BOUCHE, MADDENED)


We’ll go / shall we / 


(BOUCHE, ASCENDANT, LOOKS COOLLY AT TRUELOVE)


Darling / 


(SHE APPEARS INDIFFERENT)


Darling / I must kiss your arse / 

BOUCHE
(BLASÉ) Must you / 

TRUELOVE
Darling / I must / 


(SHE HOLDS HIM WITH HER LOOK)


MUST KISS / 


(SHE TAUNTS HIM WITH HER LOOK)


AGED AND FALLEN ARSE / MUST KISS / 


(SHE EXPECTS, AND RECEIVES HIS ACCOLADE)


AGED / FALLEN / PERFECT / ARSE / 


(HER LOOK COMMANDS MORE)

MORE PERFECT THAN A GIRL’S YOUR FALLEN ARSE /


(HE STANDS ABRUPTLY, AS BEFORE, URGING THEIR DEPARTURE)


MUST KISS / MUST KISS / 


(BOUCHE IS NOT COERCED)
BOUCHE
How? / How more perfect than a girl’s? / 

(TRUELOVE MIGHT RAGE WITH IMPATIENCE.  INSTEAD, HE RESTORES HIMSELF, AND IN HIS OWN TIME, SITS.  HE OBSERVES HER, WITH A PASSIONATE OBJECTIVITY)

TRUELOVE
If every arse / modelled by God / or fashion / stood ranked for my inspection / like some dog / blind with loyalty / I’d run / howling and swerving on the scent of you / 


(SHE ACCEPTS HIS HOMAGE.  THEIR LOOK ENDURES)


Decayed your arse / decayed your thigh / the more decayed you are / the more I / 


(HE STOPS IN HIS TRIBUTE)


It’s slavery / 

(TRUELOVE IS BEMUSED BY HIS OWN EVASIONS)


Slavery / and I / it’s unjust to dogs / I appropriate the loyalty of dogs to dignify my / 


(HIS EYES DO NOT WAVER)


MUST KISS / DARLING / 

BOUCHE
(IMMUNE TO HIS URGENCY) In class / 

TRUELOVE
DARLING / 

BOUCHE
When you were 6 / and me / manless and airless in the humid room of solitude / 

TRUELOVE
(IN HIS EXTREMITY) I AM LISTENING / 

BOUCHE
I thrust it / I thrust my arse at you / 

TRUELOVE
AND NOT LISTENING / 

BOUCHE
My perfect-then / my proud-then / arse / bending / jutting / endowing you / and only you / with this / this precious gift of misery / 

(TRUELOVE FIXES HIS GAZE ON THE TABLECLOTH.  BOUCHE WATCHES HIS ORDEAL)

I watched you carry longing home / and it was heavy as three dictionaries in your satchel / 


(TRUELOVE FROWNS.  HIS FINGERS STIFFLY STROKE THE CLOTH)


‘He eats nothing’ / said your grieving mother / how could she know the satisfaction this gave me / I knew you went to your boy’s bed in such / such / 


(SHE SHAKES HER HEAD, MOVED NOW)


Such boy’s extremity / it could only be a box of torture / while at the same time / not very distantly / I sifted through my petticoats / choosing the one which / when I crossed my legs / 


(OSTENTATIOUSLY, BOUCHE PERFORMS THIS ACTION)


The white embroidery would flash / 


(SHE LUXURIATES IN HER PROVOCATION)


You saw the flash / did you / 


(TRUELOVE IS OBSESSED AND YET SCEPTICAL)


MY WHITE THINGS FLASH / 


(TRUELOVE NODS, KNOWING THE POWER OF HER GESTURE)

TRUELOVE
Did any man / ever / wish to be free? / 

BOUCHE
No man / ever / 

TRUELOVE
The only freedom he required was the freedom to choose the shape of his slavery / 


(THEIR GAZE IS SO INTENSE AS TO BE NEARLY MATERIAL.  BOUCHE RISES TO HER FEET TO LEAD HIM TO THEIR NECESSARY ENCOUNTER)

BOUCHE
I am the shape / me / 


(TRUELOVE DOES NOT FOLLOW SUIT.  BOUCHE LOOKS ABOUT HER, EXPOSED)


Don’t leave me standing / please / 


(TRUELOVE FROWNS WITH CONCENTRATION)

TRUELOVE
The North Sea filled your lover / 


(BOUCHE PLAYS WITH A GLOVE)


In the carcass of the U-boat / he / 


(HE STRUGGLES WITH AN IDEA)

BOUCHE
I am standing / 


(SHE PULLS AT THE FINGERS OF THE GLOVE)

TRUELOVE
In the rushing water / 

BOUCHE
You are sitting / I am standing / please / 

TRUELOVE
He must have thought she / 


(BOUCHE GLARES AT HIM)


THE RIVETS BURSTING FROM THE IRON PLATES / 


(HIS GAZE FIXES HER)

She / 


(HE BITES HIS LIP)


IN THE SCREAMING DARKNESS / STILL TIME TO THINK / 


(BOUCHE CAN BEAR HER EMBARRASSMENT NO LONGER AND GOES TO WALK OUT)


She / 



(BUT STOPS, HER DUDGEON MORE POWERFUL THAN HER SHAME)

BOUCHE
He might have left by the escape hatch / others did / but he / 


(SHE INCLUDES THE ROOM)


Considered your entitlement to kiss my arse greater than his own / apparently / 


(THE WHOLE ROOM GAWPS.  BOUCHE SEEMS MODEST)


The war-widows / in the damp / dark earth of solitude / grow lush sex / don’t we / 


(SHE SMILES FORLORNLY)


Extravagant / exotic / vigorous as freckled funghi that sweat and swell / obscene protrusions dislodging the hot house glass / 


(SHE LOOKS AT THE FLOOR)


I SWEAT / I SWELL / 


(SHE CASTS A CRUEL GLANCE AT TRUELOVE)


Take me home now / and do / do / 


(SHE WAVES A NERVOUS HAND FOR WANT OF WORDS.  TRUELOVE LEAVES THE TABLE AND WITHOUT THE LEAST APPEARANCE OF SHAME, TAKES HER ARM IN HIS.  HE GOES TO LEAD HER AWAY BUT SHE FIXES HER HEELS)


Do / 


(SHE APPEALS TO THE PUBLIC)


This doing / which / once done / 


(SHE SHAKES HER HEAD AS IF AN INSECT PESTERED HER.  NOW SHE LAUGHS GIRLISHLY)


DOING AND DOING / 


(SHE IS RESIGNED)


I watch the years crowd in my thigh / 


(BOUCHE ADDS NOTHING TO THIS, BUT LOOKS FROM ONE TO ANOTHER, BENIGNLY, EVEN GRATEFULLY.  A SOUND OF RAIN FALLING ON COUNTRYSIDE, AND THUNDER)

7.

TWO MEN ENTER WITH CLOSED UMBRELLAS.  THEY GAZE CRITICALLY AT THE SKY, AND OPEN THE UMBRELLAS.  THEY GAZE AHEAD.  THE RAIN FALLS.  A SUDDEN GUST OF WIND DRAGS THE UMBRELLAS TO ONE SIDE.  THE MEN IDENTICALLY RESTORE THEM.  A LARGE, ANCIENT BOOK FALLS ONTO THE TABLE, ITS BINDING AND LEAVES SPREAD.  IT IS ALREADY SODDENED. LAPIN ENTERS WARILY, AND IN DARK GLASSES.  HER HAIR IS MATTED BY MOISTURE.  SHE SCOOPS THE BOOK OFF THE TABLE AND CLASPS IT TO HER CHEST. 
LAPIN
If you’re happy / don’t come near me / 


(AN ERUPTION OF APPLAUSE, AS IF FROM A CROWD.  LAPIN IS PATIENT.  SILENCE RETURNS.  A GUST OF WIND SWEEPS THE UMBRELLAS IN THE OPPOSITE DIRECTION.  THE  MEN RESTORE THEM)


All your wants / the whole of your wanting / 


(SHE TIMES HER WORDS)


Disgusts me / 


(AGAIN, THE SURGE OF THE CROWD IN RESPONSE)


And this / this / 


(SHE LOOKS OVER THE RIM OF THE BOOK)


Clinging / 


(SHE ENUNCIATES DELIBERATELY)


MU – TU – AL – I – TY / 


(A CRASH OF AMPLIFIED SOUND FOLLOWS INSTANTLY ON LAPIN’S LAST SYLLABLE.  IT SEEMS AS IF THE WIND TUGS THE UMBRELLAS AGAIN, BUT IT IS AT ONCE APPARENT THE MEN ARE CHOREOGRAPHED PERFORMERS, ATTENDANTS ON LAPIN WHO IN STUDIED CONTRAST DOES NOTHING BUT OPEN HER MOUTH TO ITS FULL EXTENT, AND CLASPING THE BOOK YET TIGHTER, VOMITS AGAIN AND AGAIN)
8.
THE SOUND CEASES ABRUPTLY.  THE UMBRELLA MEN CEASE THEIR ROUTINE AND ARE STILL.  LAPIN LETS THE BOOK FALL ONTO THE TABLE, AND TAKING A PRISTINE WHITE HANDKERCHIEF FROM HER COAT, DABS HER MOUTH, HER GAZE FIXED TO THE FRONT.  THE MEN CLOSE AND FURL THEIR UMBRELLAS AND GO OFF SMARTLY. NOW LAPIN SITS, AND EXCHANGING HER DARK GLASSES FOR READING GLASSES, METICULOUSLY TURNS A PAGE.  SHE LEANS HER ELBOW ON THE DESK, HER CHIN ON HER HAND, A PICTURE OF STUDY.  SHE COUGHS.  SHE PUTS THE HANDKERCHIEF TO HER MOUTH.  SHE SNIFFS.  SHE FROWNS.  THE ATMOSPHERE OF SCHOLARSHIP IS COMPROMISED BY THE INTRUSION OF A MALE FIGURE WHOSE UNCOMMON THINNESS IS VISIBLE BENEATH A VEST.  OVER THIS UNCLEAN VEST, BRACES SUPPORT LOOSE, LEATHER TROUSERS.  HE HOLDS A VOLUME OF SIMILAR STYLE AND ANTIQUITY TO THAT EXAMINED BY LAPIN.  THIS HE DEPOSITS BESIDE HER OWN, AND DRAWS UP A CHAIR.  LAPIN DETERMINES NOT TO ALLOW THE STRANGER’S PROXIMITY TO DISTURB HER.

FREITAG
(TURNING A PAGE) Singer / killer / prostitute / 

(IT IS AS IF HE HAD NOT SPOKEN.  BOTH READ ON.  HE CLEARS HIS THROAT)


Singer / killer / 

LAPIN
(NOT LIFTING HER EYES OFF THE PAGE) Listen / you / 

FREITAG
Prostitute / 


(SOME DISTANT MURMURS, ECHOING.  LAPIN CONCENTRATES ON HER PAGE.  TIME PASSES. FREITAG TURNS ANOTHER PAGE)


Singer / 

LAPIN
I don’t sing / I talk / 

(TIME PASSES.  FREITAG SEEMS DISINCLINED TO REPEAT HIS TRIBUTE)


The killing wasn’t killing / it was suicide / 


(FREITAG TURNS A PAGE, READS, THEN AS IF MEDITATING ON WHAT HE HAS READ, TILTS BACK HIS HEAD AND STARES AT THE CEILING)


As for giving recitations / 


(LAPIN TURNS A PAGE)

FREITAG
In a little dress / 


(LAPIN IS CORRECTED, BUT NOT RESENTFUL AS A CONSEQUENCE.  SHE REFERS BRISKLY TO THE INDEX OF HER BOOK)

LAPIN
In a little dress / 

FREITAG
And on a chair / 

LAPIN
In a little dress and on a chair / 
FREITAG
(COOLLY) I don’t criticize / 

LAPIN
While men / of all shapes and sizes / 

FREITAG
We will leave it there / 

LAPIN
We will / we will leave it there / 


(LAPIN CLOSES HER BOOK)


I don’t call that prostitution / or / 


(FREITAG CLOSES HIS OWN BOOK.  THEY LOOK AHEAD, SLACK-SHOULDERED AS TIRED SCHOLARS)


To put it another way / if others call that prostitution / I am under no obligation to agree with them / 


(THEY ARE IDLE.  AT LAST FREITAG UTTERS THE WORD)

FREITAG
Others / 


(THE WORD IS HEAVY, ALMOST A SUFFOCATION, TO LAPIN)


Others / 


(THEY FROWN WITH THE STRESS OF THINGS)

LAPIN
I hate them / 

(FREITAG IS GRAVE)

FREITAG
They clung to me / 


(FOR THE FIRST TIME, LAPIN LOOKS AT FREITAG)

I was on the ladder / half out the hatch / 

LAPIN
I hate them / 

FREITAG
(WITHOUT RAGE) They clung to me / 


(LAPIN RAISES A PITIFUL, ADORING HAND TO TOUCH THE FACE OF FREITAG.  THE AMPLIFIED MUSIC ERUPTS.  LAPIN’S PROFOUND PASSION TURNS THEM IN THEIR CHAIRS AS THEY KISS.  THE UMBRELLA MEN SURGE IN WITH THEIR FAMILIAR ROUTINE)

9.

THE KISS ENDURES AS THE UMBRELLAS TILT ONE WAY, THEN THE OTHER. A SURGE OF APPLAUSE GREETS LAPIN AS SHE COMES AWAY FROM THE BALLETIC FORM OF THE EMBRACE.  NOW SHE IS WEARING THE DARK GLASSES.  SHE LURCHES, AS IF SEIZED BY A FIT.  THIS EXCITES THE PUBLIC FURTHER.  BOUCHE IS SEEN IN THE RECESSES OF THE SPACE, LEANING ON A CANE, HER HIP PAINFUL AS SHE PASSES BEHIND THE ACTION.

LAPIN
(STRIPPING AN IMAGINARY SUBSTANCE FROM HER FLESH)


Prox – imity / 


(SHE VOMITS WITH DISGUST.  SHE PLUCKS)


Prox – imity / 


(SHE FIGHTS WITH THE SUBSTANCE, AND FLINGS IT AWAY)


Prox – imity / 


(SHE VOMITS, AND EMERGES FROM IT LAUGHING, A ROUTINE WHICH DELIGHTS HER PUBLIC.  THE MUSIC DRIVES ON.  LAPIN LIFTS A WARNING FINGER)


You are too near / you are / 



(FREITAG LIES ON THE DESK AND TURNS ON HIS HAND)


TOO / TOO / NEAR / 

(THE UMBRELLAS FLING.  THE MEN STRUGGLE IN UNISON.  FREITAG DOES MORE, A BALLET ON HIS HANDS.  LAPIN UTTERS THE WORDS FOR WHICH SHE IS NOTORIOUS)


THE SHEER / 


(THE PUBLIC HOWLS WITH DELIGHT)


EXTENT OF CHOICE / 


(THEY CLAP IN UNISON, AS IF AT A FEVERED POLITICAL RALLY)


THAT LIES / 


(THE UMBRELLA MEN SWING IN THE WIND.  BOUCHE LIMPS IN THE OPPOSITE DIRECTION.  LAPIN, AS IF THE VERY WORDS NAUSEATED HER, SEEMS TO STRUGGLE WITH HER BODY.  HER MOUTH MOVES WILDLY)


BEFORE US / 


(SHE VOMITS AS IF HER ENTIRE BODY TURNED INSIDE OUT.  SUCH EXCESS IS GREETED BY A SURGE IN THE AMPLIFIED MUSIC AND HOWLS OF DELIRIUM FROM THE CROWD.  LAPIN STAGGERS, FIRST ONE WAY, THEN THE OTHER.  FREITAG SURPASSES HIMSELF GYMNASTICALLY. IT IS A PICTURE OF STAGED CHAOS.  THE UMBRELLA MEN, PREVIOUSLY DISTINGUISHED BY THEIR SEVERE SILENCE, NOW PUNCTUATE THE SCENE WITH A SINGLE WORD, AMPLIFIED AT INTERVALS AS THEY LURCH)

UMBRELLAS
OTHERS / 



(THE WIND, THE MUSIC, THE BALLET)


OTHERS / 



(BOUCHE CEASES HER WALK.  HER HEAD TURNS STIFFLY AND STAYS THUS)


OTHERS / 


(THE CONCERT FADES.  IN THE RETURNING SILENCE, FREITAG REMAINS ON HIS HANDS ON THE DESK.  THE UMBRELLA MEN COLLAPSE THEIR UMBRELLAS AND MARCH OFF.  LAPIN FOLDS HER ARMS.  SHE WALKS A FEW PACES, THOUGHTFULLY)

10.
BOUCHE
I’m to be killed on a path / 

(LAPIN WEIGHS THIS PROPOSITION, PACING AND RETURNING, LOOKING AT BOUCHE, AND AT THE GROUND)


By those who / lacking wars / have abundant violence / 


(FREITAG VAULTS INTO THE UPRIGHT)


Profuse / and plentiful / this violence / 


(FREITAG WALKS SLOWLY TO A WALL, AND LEANS, OBSERVING)

LAPIN
(DRIFTING STILL) I know a path / 


(BOUCHE IS PATIENT)


By water / and rusting cars / 


(LAPIN STUDIES BOUCHE, AS IF SCEPTICAL OF HER EARNESTNESS)


I also know the men / who aren’t men / 


(SHE CEASES HER TOING AND FROING)


And never will be / 


(AN AFTERTHOUGHT CAUSES LAPIN TO LAUGH)


THAT / 


(SHE SHAKES HER HEAD)


THAT SOUNDED LIKE / AS IF I HAD CRITERIA FOR MASCULINITY / ITS CLEANLINESS / ITS KINDNESS / ETCETERA / 


(SHE STOPS, SHE SNIFFS)


I do / I do have criteria for masculinity / its cleanliness / its kindness / yes / I do / but I meant only / 


(SHE FROWNS)


These two will not attain maturity / 


(BOUCHE IS RESOLUTE)

BOUCHE
Strong / though? / 

LAPIN
Mean / 

BOUCHE
Strong / though? / 

LAPIN
More mean than strong / but I understand you’ve no desire to linger on the moonlit path / a little pile of fractured bone and bruise for foxes to sit beside / yawning and scratching / patient for your death / or worse / oh / vastly worse / 


(LAPIN COVERS HER EARS)


THE MUNDANE SENTIMENTS OF THE AMBULANCE CREW / 


(SHE SHUDDERS)


Dying to that / no thank you / better the cursing of the killers / even if the cursing’s borrowed from the films / but so few poets murder nowadays / 


(SHE SHRUGS)


So few / I say to them / you should murder / those words of yours / as you stab or strangle / vehement / percussive / a stream of syllables / console them for their loss / do / do console them / you go on about the duty of the poet / I’m telling you / I / 

(LAPIN STOPS, DEPLETED)


I’m / 


(SHE LOOKS AROUND, GHASTLY)


I’m unwell / 


(BOUCHE FROWNS AT LAPIN.   FREITAG HAS NOT CEASED HIS STUDY OF BOUCHE)


Brain / 


(SHE SMILES ODDLY)


BRAIN / 


(SHE TRIES TO DISMISS THE IDEA, BUT IT TROUBLES HER.  SHE BITES HER LIP)

Too large / too large for my head / 


(IN HER DREAD, LAPIN RUNS OFF.  BOUCHE LOOKS AT FREITAG)

BOUCHE
I watched marriages / 


(FREITAG IS MILD)


As the North Sea cleaned your bones / and they were variously / ugly / variously / unkind / 


(SHE INVITES HIM TO SPECULATE)


You knew that possibly / 


(HE IS RELUCTANT)


Whereas the widows / childless / and in small rooms / small rooms which smelled of gas and biscuits / 

FREITAG
I didn’t fight / 


(HE FROWNS)


And at the same time / at the same time as not-fighting / wondered why / why I did not fight / I was on the ladder / I might have trodden down the grasping fingers / kicked away the clinging hands / 


(HE STRAINS TO RECOLLECT)


I didn’t try / 


(BOUCHE ABSORBS THIS INFORMATION.  A SINGLE WORD ISSUES FROM HER, UNINVITED)

BOUCHE
CHOICE / 


(SHE LAUGHS, PRIVATELY.  FREITAG MEDITATES ON THE PROPOSITION.  SLOWLY, BOUCHE’S LAUGH BECOMES A HOWL OF RAGE)


I COULD HAVE DONE WITH YOU / THOSE YEARS / THOSE YEARS OF SOLITUDE AND / 


(IT IS TOO PREPOSTEROUS.  SHE FROWNS)


Not strictly true / 


(IN A SPASM OF CLARITY, BOUCHE DEFINES HER LIFE)


In choosing you / I chose a man who / 


(SHE APPEALS FRANKLY TO HIM)


Isn’t this the case? / A man who knew / 


(SHE LIFTS HER SHOULDERS IN RESIGNATION)


I REQUIRED TO BE A WIDOW? /


(FREITAG’S SILENCE IS A CONCESSION TO THIS INTERPRETATION OF THINGS)


I call that love / oh / immense your love for me / 


(AGAIN, FREITAG DOES NOT DISPUTE BOUCHE’S VERSION OF THE FACTS.  THEY WATCH ONE ANOTHER, A SLIGHT SUSPICION IN THE GAZE.  FREITAG PUTS HIS FINGERS TO HIS MOUTH AND WHISTLES.  IMMEDIATELY, THE SOUND OF URBAN SORDITITY)
11.

THE PATH AS PROPOSED BY LAPIN.  TWO LOUTS EDGE IN.  THEY STAND BEFORE FREITAG, STARING AT THE GROUND.  FREITAG LIFTS THE HEAD OF ONE BY THE CHIN, AND BRIEFLY LOOKING IN HIS EYES, DELIVERS A SAVAGE SLAP TO HIS FACE.  THE LOUT REELS.  FREITAG REPEATS THIS ACTION WITH THE SECOND LOUT, WITH IDENTICAL CONSEQUENCES.  AS THE LOUTS HANG SULLENLY, FREITAG GAZES ACROSS THE PARK TO MEET THE EYES OF BOUCHE, AND THEN GOES OUT. THE LOUTS TURN TO BOUCHE, WHO LEANING ON HER CANE, SIMPLY GAZES AT THE GROUND.
12.

LAPIN AND TRUELOVE RUSH IN FROM OPPOSITE SIDES, STOP, GAZE AT ONE ANOTHER. 

TRUELOVE
KISS / 


(THEY PERFORM THEIR CHASTE BUT WHOLEHEARTED ACT OF LOVE, AS IN INFANCY, THEIR HANDS STIFFLY EXTENDED AWAY FROM THEIR BODIES.  BOUCHE DIES.  THE LOVERS SEPARATE.  LAPIN FROWNS HER DEEPEST)

LAPIN
The things I do / 


(LAPIN BITES HER LIP)


FOR YOU / I WANT TO SAY / FOR YOU / BUT NOT FOR YOU / 


(SHE WRITHES)


Ideas / I have too many / one upon the other / slap / slap / the noise / you would not believe it / yes / you would / you would believe it / only you / perhaps / 


(SHE PLAYS WITH HER FINGERS)

Miss Bouche and you / I so wanted to ask / so wanted but impossible / 

(SHE FLINGS UP HER HANDS)

WHAT DO THEY DO / 


(SHE SHAKES HER HEAD VIOLENTLY)


I’ll ask now / possible now / perhaps / or not / you might prefer / some sense of / loyalty to / this / 


(SHE STOPS)


I thought it squalid / one attitude / then / SLAP / 


(SHE LAUGHS SHORTLY)


A second / a second attitude / 


(HER EXPRESSION IS ALMOST DEVOUT)


I sensed it was more beautiful than anything I could think of / her so-old body / all fold and fall / and you / so hard / so carved / her dust-dry inside / and you / long in her / splashing and calling / calling and splashing / passionate and futile this / this rinsing of her womb / 


(SHE AVERTS HER FACE)


I FOUND TWO SCUM TO DO THE KILLING / SHE BEGGED ME TO / 


(NOW SHE WATCHES TRUELOVE)


I know so many scum / 


(SHE WAITS.  SHE PERSISTS)


Scum / 


(SHE TEASES HERSELF AGAIN)


One attitude / 


(TRUELOVE IS QUITE STILL)


Poor boys / another / 

TRUELOVE
(A STIFF SMILE BREAKING OUT OF HIS PAIN) THE SHEER / 


(HE LURCHES, HIS BODY TAKING A VIOLENT TURN)

TRUELOVE / LAPIN
THE SHEER EXTENT OF CHOICE THAT LIES BEFORE US / 


(THEY LAUGH, A FREEDOM FROM CONSTRAINT, WHICH FADES IN TRUELOVE FIRST)

TRUELOVE
She said / 


(TRUELOVE SHAKES HIS HEAD AT THE PAIN OF RECOLLECTION)


And nothing done from love / or from obscene invention / ever caused her to refrain from saying it / 


(HE WINCES)


WE MUST GO FURTHER / 


(HE SEETHES WITH AN OLD GRIEVANCE)


TO WHAT / TO WHAT / 


(LAPIN’S FROWN IS PITY FOR TRUELOVE)


She did not know what / 


(HE PULLS A FACE OF LOSS AND REGRET)

LAPIN
Truelove and Lapin / was there ever such a love? / 

(TRUELOVE SHAKES HIS HEAD)


And yet / they don’t make love / 

TRUELOVE
They don’t make love / whilst always / 

LAPIN
(SEIZING ON THE WORD) WHILST ALWAYS / YES / 


(SHE GNAWS HER HAND)


WHILST / 


(SHE FLINGS AWAY THE HAND)


IMMENSE THE PARADISE OF WHILST / 


(SHE STARES AT TRUELOVE, WILDLY)


There must be / or you go mad / must be / I am already / possibly / must be one place / more perfect than all places / you may not enter / locked doors / barred gates / where / 


(SHE EXULTS)


BARBED WIRE HUMMING WITH ELECTRIFICATION / 


(SHE IS DOGMATIC)


YOU MAY NOT / CHOICE / TOO BAD / CHOICE / CHOICE / 


(LAPIN VOMITS.  THE AMPLIFIED MUSIC RENDS THE AIR.  THE UMBRELLA MEN SKIP IN.  AS EVER, LAPIN’S DISCHARGE IS WILDLY APPLAUDED.  SHE WRITHES.  THE UMBRELLAS LEAN FIRST ONE WAY, THEN THE OTHER.  THE LOUTS, FORMERLY ON THE PERIMETER OF THE SCENE, MOVE SULLENLY DOWN, LOOSENING AND DISCARDING THEIR CLOTHES, A COUNTER-RHYTHM TO THE FRANTIC NOISE.  WHEN THEY ARE NEARLY NAKED, THE SOUND STOPS ABRUPTLY.  THE UMBRELLA MEN ARE CONSUMED WITH DREAD.  HABIT ALONE ENABLES THEM TO FURL THEIR UMBRELLAS WHICH THEY DO SCRUPULOUSLY, AT THE SAME TIME WALKING BACKWARDS OUT OF THE SCENE.  THE LOUTS LIFT THEIR HEADS.  THEY STARE)
13.
LOUTS
DONE WHAT / 

(THEIR GHASTLY FACES HANG LIKE MASKS.  A NUN, IMMACULATE AND STARCHED, ENTERS.  SHE FOLDS HER HANDS IN FRONT OF HER)

LAPIN
Whoever God is / I do not mind / whatever He might be / I do not mind / So long as He is not Man / 
CLARK
Man is made in His image / 

LAPIN
Man is made in God’s image / yes / but it does not follow from this / God has Man in Him / 

LOUTS
DONE WHAT / 
LAPIN
Does it / it does not follow / 

CLARK
Man partakes of God / 

LAPIN
(IMPATIENTLY) Yes / yes / I understand this very well / but God is not / is he / 

LOUTS
NO / WE NEVER / DID WE / 

LAPIN
GOD’S GOT NO MAN IN HIM / 


(SHE IS ABRUPT)


Or I’m not interested / 

CLARK
(MILDLY) You must let me speak / 

LOUTS
(SHAKING THEIR HEADS) NEVER / ABSOLUTELY NEVER / 

LAPIN
I’m not used to that / letting others speak / 


(SHE MAKES A SELF-DEPRECATING SOUND)


Speak if you want to / 


(AND THEN INSISTS)


I want to know God / but this knowledge of God / if I got it / 

LOUTS
(A DESPERATE HOWLING) NEVER / NEVER / DID WE / 

LAPIN
I CANNOT USE IT TO SERVE MAN / 


(THE LOUTS PERISH.  LAPIN ASSESSES CLARK FOR SOME MOMENT)


I think you may not be severe enough for me / 


(SHE FIXES HER WITH AN UNWAVERING REGARD)


I need a swamp / a floor / a floor of stone in a swamp / and on the stone / my knees / my poor / bare / knees / aching as I contemplate this man-free God / people nowhere / nowhere people / do you see / 


(CLARK IS ALSO UNWAVERING)


Get rid of that smile / it helps nobody / 


(CLARK DECLINES TO SUBMIT TO LAPIN)


You make me certain / 


(LAPIN FROWNS)


Certain / Man invented God / and then / pretended God made him / 


(LAPIN’S EYES NARROW WITH CONTEMPT)


It is vile / that smile / 


(SHE LOOKS DOWN.  SHE WALKS A PACE)


It is the strange / and alien / character of God that interests me / so when I say / numb and agonized from kneeling on the stone floor / 


(SHE LIFTS HER HANDS)


GOD / OH GOD / HOW COULD YOU BE SO SILENT AND REMOTE / 


(SHE GNAWS A FINGER)


The answer comes back / clear / 


(SHE LAUGHS NOW, STRANGELY)


God lacks Humanity / 


(THE WOMEN SCRUTINIZE)


That smile / it took so many years to learn I quite see why you can’t discard it / or even hang it on a hook / 


(SHE REVERTS)


NOT LACKS / NOT LACKS HUMANITY / 


(SHE FINDS THE WORDS, SIMPLY)


HAS NONE / KNOWS NOT WHAT IT IS / HUMANITY / 


(CLARKS’ SMILE IS TIRED NOW)


You don’t want me in your swamp / kneeling in the chapel in the cold light of the morning / 


(CLARK NEITHER CONFIRMS NOR DENIES)


You have locked God in that smile of yours / and you are frightened He will / for want of a better word / fall for me / 

(CLARK CONDESCENDS)

I let Him be Himself / you see / I don’t alter Him / 


(LAPIN REBUKES CLARK)


THAT IS LOVE / 


(CLARK’S MOUTH IS A CRUEL LINE IN HER FACE.  SHE TAKES TIME TO MAKE HER RESPONSE TO LAPIN’S APPEAL)

CLARK
The path across the swamp / 


(LAPIN IS PUZZLED)

LAPIN
Swamp? / 

CLARK
At certain times of year / becomes submerged / 

LAPIN
Swamp / 


(LAPIN SENSES SHE IS BEING EDUCATED AND IS ON GUARD)


Swamp the thing / or swamp the metaphor? / 


(CLARK IS RESISTANT TO LAPIN’S SCRUTINY)
CLARK
Anyone who came might find herself obliged to stay / therefore / 


(LAPIN RISES TO THE CHALLENGE)

LAPIN
Good / 


(SHE MATCHES CLARK’S COMPOSURE)


Good / because whilst / 


(THE WORD GIVES HER PAUSE.  SHE FALTERS, BUT PERSISTS)


Whilst / I may not want to be / how should we describe it / 


(SHE IS SWIFT)


TRAPPED WITH GOD / 


(CLARK IS CHARMED, HER SMILE AUTHENTIC)


I may require it / 


(THE THEORY TROUBLES LAPIN, AS ALWAYS)


WHAT IS REQUIRED / 


(SHE BREAKS HER GAZE)


Hard to discern / harder still to do / 


(SHE LOOKS AGAIN TO CLARK, WITH AN APPEAL)


Mr Shok / he knew / oh / he knew all right / years of preparation / intellectual / practical / still this / oh / humiliating / isn’t it / humiliating dread of going through the door you have yourself kicked open / 


(SHE IS MODEST)


I sing a song called / 


(SHE BITES HER LIP)


OTHERS / 

CLARK
OTHERS was not sung / 


(LAPIN IS DISCONCERTED BY THE FACT CLARK KNOWS HER HISTORY)


Strictly speaking / 

LAPIN
Strictly speaking / no / it is not sung / 


(SHE IS CAREFUL IN HER DESCRIPTION)


Nor / strictly speaking / is there music / 


(SHE AIMS HER WORDS)


I TALK / 


(SHE ENJOYS HER PRECISION)


I TALK / AND SIMULTANEOUSLY / A NOISE GOES ON / 


(HER PLEASURE MAKES HER LAUGH)


So / 


(LAPIN PUTS HER FINGERS TOGETHER, THOUGHTFULLY)


You are familiar with my / 

CLARK
I SMELL / 

LAPIN
(HEARING BUT IGNORING THIS) Notorious repudiation of / 

CLARK
BENEATH MY ARMS / 

LAPIN
Crowds / clubs / 

CLARK
BETWEEN MY LEGS / I SMELL / 

LAPIN
Gangs / congregations / 

CLARK
I SMELL / WHILST WASHING / WASHING / AND STILL WASHING / SMELL / SMELL / 


(LAPIN IS SILENCED BY CLARK’S VEHEMENCE)


AND YOU / YOU ALSO / SMELL / 


(CLARK’S SMILE HAS BECOME A GASH IN HER FACE)


AND NOT DELICIOUSLY / 


(LAPIN SENSES DANGER IN CLARK, AND IS WARY OF HER)

LAPIN
Yes / no / all right / 

CLARK
(ACCUSING LAPIN) MORTAL / 


(SHE JABS A FINGER)


MORTAL / 

LAPIN
Yes / 

CLARK
I know what it is you want of God / Lapin / you want to visit Him / alone / and like some secret mistress / wild with impatience / frantic from delay / 


(SHE FLAGELLATES LAPIN WITH HER WORDS)


STRIP GOD AND FUCK HIM / 


(LAPIN WINCES, AND CLARK OBSERVES IT)


We share God / Lapin / and if you require Him / as you declare you do / you will discover Him through us and in us / 


(LAPIN IS UNPERSUADED, AND CLARK OBSERVES THIS ALSO)


GOD STINKS / LAPIN / GOD STINKS OF ME AND YOU / 

(LAPIN IS APPALLED.  CLARK THRUSTS A HAND INTO HER SKIRT, AND UNDER HER ARMS, AND EXTENDS IT, OPEN-FINGERED, AT LAPIN)


SMELL GOD / SMELL HIM / 


(LAPIN DECLINES THIS INVITATION, BUT CLARK’S HAND REMAINS IN THE AIR, A SALUTE TO HER VERSION OF FAITH.  LAPIN FROWNS.  SHE TURNS ASIDE, WALKS A LITTLE, STOPS, AND STUDIES CLARK, WHO PRESENTS HERSELF WITHOUT SHAME OR SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS, UNMOVING.  HER SMILE RETURNS, BY DEGREES, AS IF THE STRAIN OF HER EXTENDED ARM WERE A PERVERSE PLEASURE.  AT LAST, SHE ABANDONS HER SCULPTURAL POSTURE AND WALKS AWAY LAUGHING, FREELY AND HEALTHILY AS A DELIGHTED CHILD.  LAPIN BY CONTRAST, IS ROUND-SHOULDERED WITH STRAIN.  EQUALLY ROUND-SHOULDERED, FREITAG ENTERS, GAZING AT THE GROUND A LONG TIME BEFORE SPEAKING)

14.

FREITAG
Dying’s a door / 

LAPIN
Is it / 

FREITAG
Oh yes / a door / and dying you might do more than if you lingered / the door flies back / 


(HE RAISES HIS EYES)


SMACK / 


(HE CREATES A GHASTLY SMILE)


SMACK ON ITS HINGES / 


(LAPIN REGARDS HIM COOLLY)


And through the gap pour all these frenzied / and less frenzied / consequences / some instantaneous / some slow to show / try it / try dying / 

LAPIN
No / 


(SHE IS RESOLUTE)


Let the world walk off a cliff for all I care I would not stop it / 


(SHE IS CERTAIN OF HERSELF)


Nor / if it hung there / teetering / would I shove it / 


(LAPIN AFFIRMS HER KNOWLEDGE)


I lack / I lack / even that bruised / blue / love of life which is malevolence / 

(SHE LAUGHS)


NO WONDER I CALLED GOD / GOD / GOD / 


(AND SHRUGS)


But she is correct / oh / so correct / the smiling nun who is not smiling / so correct to say God lives beneath her arms and in her groin / and is entirely made of sweat / 


(SHE ASKS FREITAG FRANKLY)


How could God relieve this lack / when He is Himself / the consequence of lack? / And made from lacking? / When He is suffocatingly / 


(SHE IS BEMUSED)


MAN-ODOROUS? / 


(AND AMUSED, AT THE FACT OF HER CRISIS)


IT’S VASTLY / VASTLY / LONELIER / THAN I THOUGHT / 


(SUDDENLY SHE IS HARDENED)


ALL RIGHT / ALL RIGHT / IT IS / 


(FREITAG FROWNS)


LONELIER / 


(NOW LAPIN LAUGHS WITH A QUALITY NEARLY HEROIC.  FREITAG ADORES AND PITIES LAPIN SIMULTANEOUSLY)

FREITAG
Get children / Lapin / 

LAPIN
Children? / 

FREITAG
Many / 
LAPIN
Many / 

FREITAG
Drape yourself in infants / the milk / the laundry / let it smother you / 


(LAPIN GOES TO REPUDIATE THIS SUGGESTION, BUT THINKS BETTER OF IT, AND IS MEASURED)

LAPIN
You drowned / to the sound of catapulting rivets / ruptured pipes / scalding steam / a clammy panic at the bottom of the sea / we thought of this / oh / how we thought of it / Truelove and me / we played sinking / we played dying / we played the final moments of U 143 / holding our breaths as if / 


(SHE SMILES FORLORNLY)


Silly / silly / but our small hearts swelled and gushed for you / 


(SHE LOOKS AT FREITAG, PITYING HIM)


And I / as time went by / in perfect peace and everlasting summer / so it seemed / found myself envious / I sensed you knew / through bringing death to others / and having death returned to you / knew something / something I never could gain access to / as if / washed in horror / some appalling truth would be / say / 

(SHE FINDS THE WORD)


Loaned / 


(SHE STUDIES FREITAG)


To you / 


(FREITAG EXPECTS A WITHERING CONCLUSION TO LAPIN’S ARGUMENT, AND SHRUGS SLOWLY)


And you say / die / Lapin / or if dying is / if you won’t die / have children / lots / lots / so there is neither space nor time to / 


(SHE LIFTS A HAND WEAKLY)

FREITAG
Yes / 


(LAPIN IS CHILLED, NOT IN THE LEAST INDIGNANT.  HER HAND DESCRIBES A DEEP WORRY)

LAPIN
That really is / 

FREITAG
Yes / 

LAPIN
Really / 

FREITAG
Yes / 


(SHE IS BEREFT OF WORDS.  FREITAG INFORMS WITHOUT CRUELTY)


Yes / 


(AND WATCHES THE EFFECT)


Yes / 


(LAPIN, WHO HAS GAZED FIXEDLY AT THE GROUND, LIFTS HER EYES TO FREITAG)

LAPIN
I believe you / 


(AN UNCANNY SMILE PASSES OVER HER LIPS)


THE SHEER EXTENT OF CHOICE THAT / 


(SHE MAKES A CHANT FROM THE WORDS)


THE SHEER / THE SHEER / THE SHEER EXTENT OF CHOICE THAT / 

(AND JERKS)


THAT / THAT / THE SHEER EXTENT OF CHOICE THAT / 


(SHE LAUGHS, RECOLLECTING HER LIFE AS A PERFORMER.  HER HANDS HANG AT HER SIDES)

FREITAG
You are our favourite / Lapin / 


(LAPIN INTERPRETS THIS FOR HERSELF)

LAPIN
Yes / I am your favourite / I am your favourite because I cannot be happy / and if I were I’d cease to be / admit it / admit / if you saw me / at the school gates with my infants / all pride / all grinning / all / all the satisfaction emanating from the fact I’d served the laws of gender and biology / I’d break your heart / 


(SHE HALF-SOBS IN HER KNOWLEDGE)


I AM REQUIRED TO BE / THIS / THIS / 


(SHE TOSSES HER HEAD)


INCONSOLABLE AND SOLITARY / 


(AND SHAKES HER HEAD)


AND I’M PRETTY / AND I’M / 


(SHE LIFTS A FUTILE HAND)


ALL THE QUALITIES REQUIRED FOR HAPPINESS AND DOMESTICITY / IN ME / IN ME / 


(HER MOUTH IS A GASH OF SORROW.  SHE BREATHES DEEPLY TO RESTORE HERSELF)


Go back now / walk into the cold dark iron / the North Sea entered you and something / oh / something will enter me / something / something will / 


(SHE FLAPS HER HAND)


Presumably / 

(FREITAG DOES NOT DISPUTE LAPIN’S ASSERTION.  A DOG BARKS DISTANTLY.  LAPIN RECALLS THE FIELD)


Mr Shok / 


(SHE IS AT ONCE INSPIRED)


Mr Shok / he knew / 


(SHE THINKS URGENTLY)


He knew / but not sufficiently / ‘not wanting but requiring’ / an excellent beginning / we can do better / we can improve on Mr Shok / 


(THE DOG BARKS NEARER.  TRUELOVE HURRIES IN, HIS COAT FLYING)

TRUELOVE
KISS / 

LAPIN
YES / 

TRUELOVE
KISS / 


(LAPIN AND TRUELOVE PERFORM THEIR PASSIONATE BUT DISCREET UNION.  THE DOG BARKS.  TRUELOVE ACHES.  THEY TEAR APART.  LAPIN’S THOUGHT IS UNBROKEN)


I can’t be hurt except by you / 


(SHE BITES HER LIP, HALF-SMILING)


AND YOU WON’T / WILL YOU / SO / 

TRUELOVE
Never hurt you / Lapin / 

LAPIN
So / 

TRUELOVE
Never / 

LAPIN
So / 


(SHE HESITATES, WITHOUT KNOWING WHY)


So / 

TRUELOVE
Show me your body / 


(TRUELOVE’S REQUEST IS SIMPLE, BORN OF A DESIRE NOT YET CRUEL)


Miss Bouche / in her last years / was slung from bone / these swags of falling flesh / as if gravity got fingers and drew down her knees / her arse / her belly / plucking her / and pleating her / a sculptor or a dressmaker who made a rippling fabric from her skin / a miracle / my mouth hung open probably / I horrify you / she said / no / I protested / no / I am aroused / I / 

(HE CEASES HIS INFATUATED RECOLLECTION)


I like it / 


(HE ABOLISHES MEMORY)


Please / Lapin / 


(HE LOOKS AT HER)


You are hard and white and perfect as china / 


(LAPIN IS WARY)

LAPIN
You don’t mean show / 

TRUELOVE
(AS IF HURT) I do / I / 

LAPIN
(CONCEDING) You do mean show / 


(SHE NODS HER HEAD SWIFTLY)


You mean show but / were I to show / no sooner had I shown than / 


(HIS LOOK IS CONFIRMATION OF HER ASSESSMENT.  SHE IS DELIBERATE)


Truelove / I beg you / do not include your Lapin in the sheer extent of choice / tape off / fence off / wall off / Lapin / rejoice there is one place / if one only / you cannot go / 


(HE FROWNS)


IT’S STRENGTH / IT’S / 


(SHE SENSES DANGER IN TRUELOVE)


CLEANLINESS / 


(SHE IS APPREHENSIVE, POISED.  TRUELOVE STARES)

TRUELOVE
I’m lonely / Lapin / 
LAPIN
(WITH DERISION) YOU ARE? / YOU ARE LONELY? /


(A FALSE LAUGH TRICKLES FROM LAPIN’S MOUTH AND DIES)


What do you know of loneliness / were you the favourite? / 

TRUELOVE
Never / 

LAPIN
Never / no / 

TRUELOVE
I served the favourite / 


(SOMETHING IN TRUELOVE BETRAYS RESENTMENT, WHICH WOUNDS LAPIN)

LAPIN
You did / you did and I / 

(SHE DREADS THE DIRECTION OF THEIR ARGUMENT)


Truelove / 

TRUELOVE
SERVED YOU / 

LAPIN
Miss Bouche’s nakedness / I daresay / compensated you / 


(SHE REGRETS THIS AT ONCE)


Dear one / oh / dear one / 

TRUELOVE
You are jealous / 

LAPIN
(SHAKING HER HEAD) Dear one / 

TRUELOVE
The favourite thwarted in one respect / if only one / 

LAPIN
You are doing terrible damage to us / Truelove / 

TRUELOVE
I served you / Lapin / 

LAPIN
YES / I’VE SAID YES / HAVEN’T I / YOU SERVED ME AND YOU MUST CONTINUE TO / 


(HER FACE IS SHRUNK)


YOU MUST / TRUELOVE / AND IF YOU PULL MY CLOTHES AWAY I’LL MURDER YOU / 


(LAPIN WEEPS AND LAUGHS SIMULTANEOUSLY)


I won’t / 


(SHE FLUCTUATES)


I WILL / I’VE GOT THE OLD MAN’S GUN / 


(THE LAUGHTER RECEDES)


In a cupboard / in a drawer / 


(SHE APPEALS TO HIM)


Truelove / 

TRUELOVE
(COLDLY) You don’t desire me / 

LAPIN
(RECOILING FROM THE BANALITY OF TRUELOVE’S ASSERTION) Not in a drawer / 

TRUELOVE
You do not desire me / Lapin / 

LAPIN
Under the sink / 


(THEIR GAZE IS CRUEL NOW)


I don’t know how I know this / Truelove / but I do know / there must be something / one thing / never done / which could be done / 

TRUELOVE
(ICILY) I desire you / 

LAPIN
But is not done / 

TRUELOVE
(RELENTLESSLY) but you / you do not desire me / 

LAPIN
And which / if it were done / 

TRUELOVE
Do you / 

LAPIN
Would be consigned to that pitiful place of things expired / used up / spent / 

TRUELOVE
YOU DON’T / 


(LAPIN IS MENACED)

LAPIN
Miss Bouche / I think / 

TRUELOVE
You know nothing of Miss Bouche / 

LAPIN
When she said / we must go further / meant / 

TRUELOVE
YOU KNOW NOTHING OF MISS BOUCHE / 


(LAPIN SHAKES HER HEAD)


WHO SHE WAS / OR WHAT SHE MEANT / 


(LAPIN LOOKS AT TRUELOVE, BARELY RECOGNIZING HIM. SHE FROWNS)

LAPIN
Truelove / you are sliding away / 


(SHE IS PROFOUNDLY WOUNDED)


DON’T SLIDE AWAY / TRUELOVE / 


(A CRACK OF PAIN DISFIGURES TRUELOVE, BEFORE HE BURSTS INTO TEARS, WAILING LIKE A CHILD)


Kiss / 


(LAPIN ACHES FOR TRUELOVE)


KISS / 


(HE STUBBORNLY SHAKES HIS HEAD, BUT LAPIN’S DETERMINATION IS GREATER THAN HIS OFFENCE AND SHE TAKES HIS HEAD IN HER HANDS, DRAWING HIS LIPS TO HERS BY SHEER FORCE.  AS ON THE PREVIOUS OCCASIONS, TRUELOVE’S ARMS STIFFLY EXTEND AWAY FROM HIM, A FORMAL REPUDIATION OF THE SEXUAL.  THEY TURN ABOUT UNDER THE IMPETUS OF LAPIN’S VEHEMENCE.  AT LAST SHE THRUSTS HIM AWAY AND CRIES OUT)

SAY I’VE GOT YOU BACK / 


(TRUELOVE IS STILL)


SAY IT / 


(SLOWLY, TRUELOVE LIFTS HIS HEAD.  HE DOES NOT CONFIRM THEIR UNION)


All right / I haven’t / 


(SHE LIFTS HER SHOULDERS PITIFULLY)


I haven’t got you back / 


(TRUELOVE IS SINCERE IN HIS SILENCE, INCAPABLE OF FALSIFYING HIS SENTIMENTS FOR THE SAKE OF PEACE OR CONVENIENCE.  LAPIN IS FORLORN)


This going of things / this / going and going / all things / 


(SHE HUNCHES HER SHOULDERS)


Going and going / God even / Him going / and now you / you going / 


(SHE GNAWS)


I must understand / and do understand / when it was said / by Mr Shok / Miss Bouche / and all the rest / Lapin / you are the favourite / 


(SHE EXCLAIMS)


WHAT FAVOUR MEANT / 


(SHE LOOKS AT TRUELOVE OPENLY)


I NEVER ASKED / I THOUGHT / I’M CLEVER / PRETTY /


(SHE SHRUGS)


PRETTY AND / 


(SHE SHAKES HER HEAD)


Fuck / Truelove / if you want to / fuck / 


(SHE CREATES A WAN SMILE, HER MOST BEAUTIFUL, AND IT MOVES TRUELOVE)

TRUELOVE
I must / 

LAPIN
You must / 


(SHE SHRUGS)

TRUELOVE
AND YOU LOVE ME / LAPIN / 

LAPIN
(NODDING WITH ABSOLUTE RENUNCIATION) Yes / yes / I do / 

(SHE WALKS A LITTLE WAY, AND TURNS TO HIM)


And if I did not / what difference would it make? / 

TRUELOVE
None / Lapin / 


(THEIR GAZE IS PAINED, A KNOT)

LAPIN
So fuck / 


(LAPIN’S DELIBERATE EMPLOYMENT OF THIS WORD INJURES TRUELOVE.  HE LIFTS A HAND, AS IF TO RESUME HIS ARGUMENT, BUT THINKS BETTER OF IT. THE HAND FALLS... LAPIN DISCERNS HIS LOSS OF IMPETUS.  SHE IS HURT IN TURN.  SHE LOOKS DOWN AT HER KNEES)


This little skirt / it’s / 


(SHE SHAKES HER HEAD)


I wear this little skirt / 


(SHE CANNOT COMPLETE THE THOUGHT, AND PUTS HER HAND TO HER FOREHEAD)


Look after me / 


(TRUELOVE’S INSTINCT, AS EVER, IS TO DO PRECISELY THIS, AND HE IS ABOUT TO SAY SO WHEN LAPIN, WITH A BITTER LAUGH, FORESTALLS HIM WITH A SELF-ACCUSATION)

The sacrifice changes its mind / 


(SHE JEERS AT HERSELF)


The presumption of the sacrifice / its spasm of timidity / 


(SHE INSTRUCTS HERSELF)


STICK TO THE PATH / LAPIN / 


(SHE REFLECTS FOR A SECOND OR TWO, AND THEN COMMITS TO THE DECISION)


I cannot have you hanging around like this / fussing and / and / finicking and / 

TRUELOVE
I don’t finick / 

LAPIN
Assuaging / 

TRUELOVE
Assuaging / 

LAPIN
Assuaging / yes / assuaging my / assuaging the intensity of my /


(SHE PUTS A HAND TO HER FACE)


My face / my whole face aches / goodbye / Truelove / 


(LAPIN IS PITIFUL, DESIRABLE, AND AGONIZINGLY SINCERE.  TRUELOVE’S SEXUAL ENERGY HAS BEEN TALKED OUT OF HIM, HIS KINDNESS REDUNDANT. HE TURNS AND WALKS A CLUMSY CIRCLE OF INDECISION.  HE STOPS, AS IF THERE MIGHT BE MORE, BUT FINDING NO MORE IN LAPIN, WITHDRAWS.  LAPIN SHUDDERS FROM HEAD TO TOE.  A STRANGE CRY EMANATES FROM HER, APPROBATION AND AGONY AT ONCE)

15.
THE UMBRELLAMEN MOVE IN, ADOPTING A DIFFERENT MOTION, LESS FRANTIC, MORE SUPPLE, EVEN INSINUATING.  THE NOISE WHICH ACCOMPANIES THEM IS SIMILAR.
LAPIN
Say gone / 


(THE ERUPTION OF PUBLIC APPROVAL, FAMILIAR AS THE AUDIENCE IS WITH LAPIN’S REPERTOIRE)


Say gone / 


(THE AUDIENCE REITERATES.  THE UMBRELLAMEN SWERVE)


No / that won’t do / 


(LAPIN SEEMS SHRUNKEN)


STATE GONE / 


(SHE ERUPTS IN AUTHENTIC TEARS, HER BODY RACKED BY DESPAIR AS IT WAS FORMERLY BY HER EXCORIATING VOMITING.  THE AUDIENCE THRILLS TO HER AGONY)


STATE GONE / 


(THE PROCESS IS REPEATED.  LAPIN RECOVERS SUFFICIENTLY TO LIFT AN ADMONISHING FINGER)


STATE / IT / STATE / 


(THE PUBLIC BREATHES THE SYLLABLE)


STATE / 


(AND REPEATS IT, AS IF IT WERE A MASS PRAYER.  LAPIN NOW ARTICULATES THE WORD FOR HERSELF)


Gone / 


(SHE IS IRRITATED WITH HER OWN INADEQUACY, AND SHAKES HER HEAD FURIOUSLY.  THE UMBRELLAMEN SMOOTHLY ADVANCE THEIR ROUTINE.  LAPIN PREPARES TO UTTER AGAIN, AND THIS TIME SUCCEEDS TO HER SATISFACTION)


Gone / 


(SHE TURNS HER BACK ON HER AUDIENCE, ADOPTING A CLASSIC STANCE OF INTROSPECTION.  THE PUBLIC ROARS IN RECOGNITION.  THE UMBRELLAMEN SLIDE AWAY.  LAPIN REMAINS IN HER POSE, A HAND TO HER BROW, A HAND ON HER HIP, TILTED, PROVOCATIVE IN HER REFUSAL TO COMMUNICATE.  MOUTH SHUFFLES INTO THE ROOM, OBSERVES HER, OBSESSIVELY, FEELS HIS WAY TO A CHAIR, SITS, AND CONTINUES OBSERVING.  AT LAST HE THROWS BACK HIS HEAD AND STUDIES THE CEILING, AS IF BY PREFERENCE) 

MOUTH
(A CRY OF FRUSTRATION) I DO NOT UNDERSTAND IT / 


(AT LAST HIS HEAD RETURNS TO THE HORIZONTAL)


Yes I do / 


(HE OBSERVES.  LAPIN IS DEAD STILL)


I do / 


(HIS GAZE DOES NOT FALTER)


She flaunts / Lapin / as if she were a child / and in a child’s skirt / flick flick it goes / the little skirt / the famous little skirt in dirty white / and yet / the whole world knows / the arse inside the skirt is not juvenile / far from it / 


(HE SEEMS TO SHUDDER)


LAPIN IS 42 / 


(HE SWINGS AWAY ON HIS CHAIR)


I DO / I DO / 


(HE IS TRIUMPHANT IN HIS ELUCIDATION)


GET IT / 

LAPIN
(BREAKING HER POSE) Good / 

MOUTH
IT IS ABNEGATION / 


(HE CHEWS HIS HANDS IN HIS ECSTASY)


THE EUPHORIC ABNEGATION OF ALL THINGS HARMONIOUS AND IDEAL / 


(LAPIN LOOKS AT MOUTH, WHO BREATHES DEEPLY IN HIS SATISFACTION) 

LAPIN
Possibly / 

MOUTH
Yes / oh yes / in this spectacle of the child who is no child / a godless affirmation of the facts / 


(MOUTH IS BRIEFLY CHARMING)


Thank me / Lapin / 

LAPIN
For what / Mr Mouth? / 

MOUTH
For describing you / 


(LAPIN IS BEMUSED)


You show yourself / for which I thank you / and in return I describe what you are showing / 


(HE IS EMPHATIC)


VASTLY MORE DIFFICULT / DON’T YOU AGREE? / 

LAPIN
Thank you / Mr Mouth / for reminding me of the function of the intellectual in society / 


(MOUTH SMILES, UNCOMFORTABLY)


As for the explanation / 


(SHE SHRUGS)


It’ll do / Lapin is everything that’s inadmissible / which / when it is admitted / 


(SHE SHRINKS, ACHES)


A THOUSAND WINDOWS OPEN IN A SUFFOCATING ROOM / 


(MOUTH WATCHES LAPIN, AND SHE WATCHES HIM, BITING HER LIP, THOUGHTFULLY)
MOUTH
(AT LAST) They’ll kill you / Lapin / 

LAPIN
Will they / who will kill me / Mr Mouth? / 


(HE REFRAINS)


A maniac / or / 


(MOUTH SHAKES HIS HEAD WITH A WEARY PATIENCE)


Two / 


(HE MERELY LOOKS)


Two maniacs / 


(ALREADY SHE HAS TAKEN MEANING FROM MOUTH, AND IS GRIMLY SATISFIED)


The maniac arrives by invitation / so I will know him / presumably / 


(MOUTH STILL REFRAINS.  LAPIN IS PIQUED)


Listen / you are an intellectual / but I am clever / horribly clever / and / 


(SHE STOPS)


It’s you / 


(NOW MOUTH CANNOT RESIST THE LAUGH THAT BRIEFLY EXPLODES.  LAPIN IS DISMISSIVE)


Not you / 


(MOUTH SHAKES HIS HEAD AS THE LAUGH DECAYS)


Not you / 


(SHE THINKS TWICE)


OR IS IT YOU / 


(MOUTH IS COMPLACENT)


COULD BE / COULD BE YOU / 


(HE FROWNS MODESTLY)


You should see your face sometimes / 

MOUTH
Lapin / 

LAPIN
A MASK OF DEPRAVITY I’M TELLING YOU / 

MOUTH
Lapin / 

LAPIN
All right / 


(SHE IS APPREHENSIVE)


All right / not you / 

MOUTH
The maniac is under orders / 

 LAPIN
Is he / 


(SHE IS SUDDENLY PITIFUL)


I WOULDN’T MIND IF IT WAS YOU / 

MOUTH
No wonder they say they keep hearing voices / they do / 


(SHE SEARCHES HIS FACE)
LAPIN
YOU DO IT / MR MOUTH / 


(MOUTH IS BENIGN)

If someone has to / 

MOUTH
These voices / 

LAPIN
WHY NOT YOU? / 

MOUTH
Speak posh / speak common / speak logic / speak platitudes / 

LAPIN
I’ll get the gun / 

MOUTH
THE PEOPLE MUTTERING / 


(SHE WAITS FOR HIM TO ACCEDE)


In the madman’s ear / 


(LAPIN IS RELAXED.  SHE GOES TO MOUTH, AND SETS HER HANDS ON HER HIPS, A SEXUAL PROVOCATION)

LAPIN
Funny / isn’t it / in all these years / you’ve never kissed me / Mr Mouth / not on my arse / nor on my lips / 


(MOUTH CONCEDES NOTHING)


I wonder if this kiss / this everlastingly deferred / and procrastinated / kiss / 


(SHE BITES HER LIP, A FURTHER PROVOCATION)


Is for my dead flesh only / as if by waiting so inordinately / it earned the right to roam the whole estate of me / heaped / propped / or spread / 


(MOUTH’S EXPRESSION CONFIRMS HIS INDIFFERENCE.  LAPIN ABANDONS HER NECROPHILISTIC PROPOSITION WITH A SHORT LAUGH, HER POSTURE SIMULTANEOUSLY)


The sheer extent of choice that lies before us / 


(SHE FLINGS UP AN ARM)


I MAY NOT SELECT MY KILLER / NOT THE HOUR / NOR THE DAY / 


(MOUTH SEEMS ABASHED, AND LOOKS AT THE FLOOR)


Instead / 


(HER SHOULDERS RISE AND FALL)


Instead / 


(SHE RELINQUISHES THE THOUGHT.  THE WHINE OF A MECHANICAL SAW.  MOUTH STANDS TO GO, BUT AS HE MOVES, HIS LEGS GIVE WAY.  HE CASTS A HORRIFIED GLANCE AT LAPIN, WHO IS TRANSFIXED BY THE SPECTACLE OF HIS DEATH AGONY.  HE ROLLS ONE WAY AND THEN THE OTHER, CLUTCHING HIS HAT IN HIS HANDS AS IF IT WERE HIS MORTAL ENEMY.  AT LAST HE BECOMES STILL.  LAPIN FOR HER PART HAS NOT MOVED.  THE SOUND OF THE SAW CEASES)
16.

LAPIN GOES TO THE VACANT CHAIR AND SITS, SPREADING HER KNEES, SPLAYING HER LEGS, AND HANGING HER HANDS AT HER SIDES.  SHE STARES AT THE CEILING, HER MOUTH LOOSELY OPEN, THE IMAGE OF AN ABANDONED DOLL. 

LAPIN
One word / 


(SHE FROWNS)


One only / only one / there is one / 


(SHE ACHES.  SUDDENLY HER LANGUID POSTURE IS ABOLISHED IN A PAROXYSM THAT CAUSES HER TO DRAW HER WHOLE BODY INTO A KNOT)


THERE IS ONE / ONE / 


(SHE TWISTS ON THE CHAIR)


DON’T GIVE ME MORE THAN ONE / 


(AND SHAKES HER HEAD FORLORNLY)


Not a sentence / not a paragraph / 


(SHE IS SUDDENLY INQUISITIVE, IRONICAL)


So there is not one / 


(SHE ABSORBS THIS OPINION)


The word does not exist / 


(SHE NODS AFFIRMATIVELY)


And requires to be invented / 


(SHE SEEMS TO CONCEDE TO THIS)


THE IMMENSE VOCABULARY OF THIS AND EVERY LANGUAGE / CURRENT AND ARCHAIC NOTWITHSTANDING / IT FAILS TO / 


(SHE WAVES A HAND IMPATIENTLY)


Whatever words do / 


(AND FLAPS)


ENTER THE VOID FOR WHICH IT IS A SUBSTITUTE / 


(SHE STARES, AS IF HAUNTED BY THE LACK)


The pain of the absent word is / 


(LAPIN RUNS BOTH HANDS OVER HER BELLY)


A DISASTROUS PREGNANCY / 


(HER EYES WIDEN)


HELP / 


(THE UTTERANCE CAUSES HER TO LAUGH IN SELF-MOCKERY BUT THE REALITY RETURNS IN A SPASM)


HELP / 


(THE CRY RELIEVES HER.  SHE IS LUCID AND RESOLUTE)


Everyone I meet / 


(SHE STANDS, AS IF IT WERE A NORMAL DAY)


I will assume intends to kill me / 


(SHE BRUSHES DOWN HER SKIRT WITH ONE HAND)


Perhaps this was / 


(SHE LAUGHS IN A RESIGNED WAY)


EVER MY WAY / 


(SHE IS INTRIGUED BY THE THOUGHT)


Perhaps / like some sleeping hound / this dread lay under or beside my not very convincing conviviality / 


(SHE IS SWIFTLY AWARE OF A STRANGER’S PRESENCE AND TURNS TO FACE HER)


WHAT DO YOU SAY / 


(CLARK IS DISCOVERED, STARING FIXEDLY AT LAPIN.  CLARK DRAGS HER CLOTHING AWAY, EXPOSING HERSELF NAKED TO LAPIN.  LAPIN IS ABLE TO REGARD THE SPECTACLE WITHOUT CONSTERNATION)
CLARK
Hurt me / 


(A TREMENDOUS SOUND OF RUPTURED IRON AND SURGING WATER PRECEDES THE APPEARANCE OF FREITAG, RUNNING ON THE SPOT.  AS THE SOUND DECAYS, THE SINGLE REPETITIVE NOTE OF RAPID STEPS ON A STEEL LADDER)


Hurt me / 


(LAPIN IS UNWILLING TO GRATIFY CLARK, WHOSE SMILE IS NOW SORDID.  FREITAG RUNS ON AND ON.  NOW CLARK IMPLORES LAPIN WITH A CRY OF LONGING.  LAPIN ADVANCES ON HER, A SINGLE HAND OUTSTRETCHED.  SHE PLACES THE OPEN PALM FLAT AGAINST CLARK’S BELLY.  FREITAG’S RUNNING LOSES MOMENTUM, AND CEASES.  HE TURNS, GAZING DOWN BEHIND HIM, AS IF INTO A VOID.  IN THE SUDDEN SILENCE, CLARK MURMURS, A TINKLING STREAM OF UTTERANCE OF WHICH ONLY ONE WORD IS EMPHASIZED AND AUDIBLE)

CLARK
Everything is always and entirely / everything / the roar of many gardens squirming / and the pigeons with their / US / their breasts of such / such / such / delicious pink / US / nice police in boats were seen / boats longer and yet more impertinent than the longboats of the Vikings / and with three decks / three decks of oars on which / US / stood boys / red boys with flags / red boys signalling / the war was unbuttoning / unbuttoning and showing / US / fingers of delight drumming / US / on the boy water this / 

(SHE LURCHES)


THAT HURTS / 


(AND PERSISTS WITH HER DISCONNECTED PRAYER)


Severely painted and inaccurate / extent of this so moist and persian / thin and naval / 


(AGAIN SHE CRIES OUT)


DARLING / 


(CLARK WHIMPERS FROM THE PAIN, AND HER PRAYER CEASES.  LAPIN LIFTS AWAY HER HAND.  THE SOUND OF THE SHORELINE INSINUATES ITSELF, A SOFT SLAPPING OF PLACID WAVES.  TRUELOVE ENTERS, WITH SHOK’S GUN HANGING FROM A HAND.  HE LOOKS AT LAPIN RESENTFULLY)
TRUELOVE
NOT UNDER THE SINK / 

LAPIN
(APPREHENSIVE) Oh / 

TRUELOVE
(DISMISSIVELY) Under the sink / 


(TRUELOVE DRAWS BACK THE MECHANISM WITH ITS CHARACTERISTIC SOUND)

LAPIN
Silly me / 

TRUELOVE
IN THE BOTTOM OF THE WARDROBE / 

LAPIN
The bottom of the wardrobe / obviously / 

TRUELOVE
Slips / blouses / dresses / heaped on top / 

LAPIN
They slide off hangers / I haven’t the patience to pick them up / so what if they’re creased / 

TRUELOVE
As for moths / 

LAPIN
The fact is / it’s years / years / since I wore any skirt but this / 


(SHE LOOKS DOWN)


This slightly sordid but / 


(SHE CREATES A GESTURE OF IRONY)


The slightly sordid has its advocates / 

TRUELOVE
Anyway / I found it / 

LAPIN
Devotees / etcetera / 


(LAPIN AND TRUELOVE LOOK INTO ONE ANOTHER)


Moths / really / moths? / 


(THE IDLE SEA.  SUDDENLY THE PAIR OF THEM RECITE IN PERFECT UNISON)

LAPIN / TRUELOVE
THE SHEER EXTENT OF CHOICE THAT LIES BEFORE US / 


(THE QUOTATION CHILLS THEM.  LAPIN BITES HER LIP, HER GAZE STILL ON TRUELOVE...)

LAPIN
The word’s / 


(SHE SMILES AND FROWNS AT ONCE)


I’ve got the word / 


(SHE LAUGHS, AND SHAKES HER HEAD)


NOT A WORD / 


(SHE LOOKS DOWN, AND UP AT TRUELOVE)


BIT OF A WORD / 


(AND IS COY)


PREFIX /

 
(SHE SEEMS TO TEMPT TRUELOVE WITH THE IDEA)


PREFIX / 


(BEFORE LAPIN CAN UTTER THE PREFIX, CLARK TURNS WITH A SHARP CRY OF PAIN AND IS STILL.  THEN THE SOUND OF THE LADDER COMMENCES.  FREITAG’S FACE CREASES INTO A MASK OF DESPAIR.  THE RUNGS CEASE)


Dis / 


(TRUELOVE LOOKS AT LAPIN, HALF-AWARE OF HER MEANING)


Dis / Truelove / dis / 


(SHE APPEALS.  THE UMBRELLAMEN MOVE OVER THE STAGE WITH THEIR ROUTINE, BUT IN SILENCE, ONLY THE IDLE SEA SOUNDING.  TRUELOVE UNDERSTANDS THE PREFIX.  CLARK LETS OUT A CRY AND TURNS A FEW DEGREES.  TRUELOVE JOINS LAPIN, AS IN THEIR INFANCY)
TRUELOVE
Dis – criminate / 

LAPIN
Dis – associate / 
TRUELOVE
(A MOMENT’S REFLECTION) Dis – believe / 

LAPIN
Dis – connect / 


(CLARK CRIES OUT SHARPLY.  THE LADDER RUNS SOUND AND STOP.  TRUELOVE STRAINS FOR THE NEXT WORD)

TRUELOVE
Dis – / 

LAPIN
(A PLEA) Distract me / Truelove / 

(TRUELOVE, ADORING AND CALCULATING SIMULTANEOUSLY, ARRIVES AT A DECISION)

TRUELOVE
KISS / 


(LAPIN LAUGHS AND GOES TO HIM.  THEY KISS.  TRUELOVE HAS THE GUN IN HIS HAND.  LAPIN IS IN A RARE DELIGHT)

LAPIN
(WITHDRAWING FROM HIS KISS, BUT NOT FROM HIS EMBRACE)


Distracted / me / 


(TRUELOVE SHOOTS LAPIN.  THE SHOCK WIPES THE SMILE FROM HER FACE, BUT IT RETURNS AS SHE MOVES AWAY FROM HIM, MORTALLY WOUNDED BUT UPRIGHT.  THE UMBRELLAMEN SURGE IN TO THE CONCERT NOISE.  FREITAG, INFECTED, LEAPS INTO A CONTORTED ROUTINE, FLINGING, HEADSTANDING, AND SO ON.  TRUELOVE GAZES AT THE UNSTEADY LAPIN, WHO STARES AT HIM.  AS IF INSTRUCTED, HE RAISES THE GUN TO HIMSELF AND PULLS THE TRIGGER.  THERE IS NO ROUND IN THE CHAMBER.  HE TRIES AND FAILS AGAIN.  HE STANDS FORLORNLY, HIS GAZE ON LAPIN, HERS ON HIM.  A CRY COMES FROM CLARK, SHARP AS BEFORE.  THE NOISE CEASES.  IN THEIR LONG LOOK, LAPIN PARTS FROM TRUELOVE)
*
