Scenes for Two Men

could see every step coming, step after step, like a dark f
walking down a hall toward a certain door. I knew where
was heading for, I knew where he was going to end. And I}
here many afternoons asking myself why, being an intell
man, I was so powerless to stop it. I even went to a certain
lady in the neighborhood, a very wise old woman, and I
her, and she only nodded, and said, “‘Pray for him . ..”
I—waited here.

EQUUS
by Peter Shaffer

ACT I, SCENES 19, 20, 21

The setting is a psychiatric hospital in England. But the
cales explored in this play are the minds of Martin D
disillusioned psychiatrist, and Alan Strang, his seventeens
old patient. Alan has committed a baffling and cruel crime:|
one night he entered the stable in which he worked and bl
six horses with a metal spike. Dysart, feeling useless and W
of a life with neither passions nor goals (suffering from whal
calls “professional menopause”), is assigned to be Alan's

chiatrist. Dysart pursues the normal course of treatment
this most unusual boy, but soon finds himself envying
intensity of his feelings and his ability to yield completely &
dictates of his passions. The therapy is designed to make A
normal, able to take his place in a civilized society. Yet Dy
believes that this normality can be achieved only by ¢
away from Alan something vital and precious. ;

The play has a number of theatrical conventions: the ¢

square serves as office, stable, field, etc.; Dysart, at times, )
his thoughts directly to the audience; the horses are plaj
actors in suggestive costume pieces. (For scene-study pui
the actor playing Alan may wish to create the horses thr
his imagination.)
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In the following scene Alan enters for his regular therapy ses-
slon, The action continues through the scene changes.

Alan rises and enters the square. He is subdued.

DYSART: Good afternoon.

ALAN: Afternoon.

DYSART: I’'m sorry about our row yesterday.

ALAN: It was stupid.

DYSART: It was.

ALAN: What I said, I mean.

DYSART: How are you sleeping? Alan shrugs. You're not feel-
Ing well, are you?

ALAN: All right.

DYSART: Would you like to play a game? It could make you
fool better.

ALAN: What kind?

DYSART: It's called Blink. You have to fix your eyes on some-
thing: say, that little stain over there on the wall—and I tap this
pen on the desk. The first time I tap it, you close your eyes. The
next time you open them. And so on. Close, open, close, open,
Wl I say Stop.

ALAN: How can that make you feel better?

DYSART: It relaxes you. You'll feel as though you’re talking to
e in your sleep.

ALAN: It’s stupid.

DYSART: You don’t have to do it, if you don’t want to.
ALAN: I didn’t say I didn’t want to.

DYSART: Well?

ALAN: I don’t mind.

DYSART: Good. Sit down and start watching that stain. Put
your hands by your sides, and open the fingers wide. He opens
the left bench and Alan sits on the end of it. The thing is to feel
somfortable, and relax absolutely ... Are you looking at the
Main?

ALAN: Yes.

DYSART: Right. Now try and keep your mind as blank as pos-
sble.

ALAN: That’s not difficult.

DYSART: Ssh. Stop talking . . . On the first tap, close. On the
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DYSART: Where you wash him? Where you tend him,
brush him with many brushes?

ALAN: Yes.

DYSART: And there he spoke to you, didn’t he? He looked
you with his gentle eyes, and spake unto you?

ALAN: Yes. ;
DYSART: What did he say? “Ride me?” “Mount me, and
me forth at night?”

ALAN: Yes.

DYSART: And you obeyed? Pause.

ALAN: Yes! Pause.

DYSART: How did you learn? By watching others?
ALAN: Yes.

DYSART: It must have been difficult. You bounced about?
ALAN: Yes.

DYSART: But he showed you, didn’t he? Equus showed
the way.

ALAN: No!
DYSART: He didn’t?
ALAN: He showed me nothing! He’s a mean bugger! Ride
fall! That’s Straw Law.

DYSART: Straw Law?

ALAN: He was born in the straw, and this is his law.
DYSART: But you managed? You mastered him?
ALAN: Had to!

DYSART: And then you rode in secret?

ALAN: Yes.

DYSART: How often?

ALAN: Every three weeks. More, people would notice.
DYSART: On a particular horse?

ALAN: No.

DYSART: How did you get into the stable?

ALAN: Stole a key. Had it copied at Bryson’s.
DRYSART: Clever boy. Alan smiles. Then you'd slip out of &
house?

ALAN: Midnight! On the stroke!
DYSART: How far’s the stable?
ALAN: Two miles. Pause. ;
DYSART: Let’s do it! Let’s go riding! . .. Now! He stands
and pushes in his bench. You are there now, in front of the
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ble door. Alan turns upstage. That key’s in your hand. Go and
open it.

Alan moves upstage, and mimes opening the door. Soft !ight on
the circle. Hfmming Jrom the Chorus: the Equus noise. The
horse actors enter, raise high their masks, and put them on all to-
gether. They stand round the circle—Nugget in the mouth of the

tunnel,

DYSART: Quietly as possible. Dalton may still be awake. Sssh
... Quietly . .. Good. Now go in. Alan steps secretly out of the
square through the central opening onto the circle, now glowing
with a warm light. He looks about him. The horses stamp uneasi-
ly: their masks turn toward him. You are on the inside now. All
the horses are staring at you. Can you see them?

ALAN, excited: Yes! .

DYSART: Which one are you going to take?

ALAN; Nugget. Alan reaches up and mimes leading Nugget
carefully round the circle downstage with a rope, past all the

horses on the right. el

s color i
ngigkghe\:?m‘t The horse g%cks his way with care. Alan halts
him at the corner of the square.

DYSART: What do you do, first thing?
el sl %dzls. Is, downstage center.

s s? He kneels, do g
Rziﬁkganmd:lf majesty! Made of sack. He picks up the invisi-
ble sandals, and kisses them devoutly. Tie them round his
hooves. He taps Nugget's right leg: the horse raises it and the boy
mimes tying the sack round it.

DYSART: All four hooves?
ALAN: Yes.

RT: Then?
lA)Eil: Chinkle-chankle. He mimes picking up the bridle and

it. He n't like it so late, but he takes it for my sake. He
gcrnd}sl fo‘:ﬁ. He stretches forth his neck to it. N:(gget bends his
head down. Alan first ritually puts the bit into his own mouth,
then crosses, and transfers it into Nugget's. He re_ac{m up and
buckles on the bridle. Then he leads him by the invisible reins,
across the front of the stage and up round the left side of the cir-
cle. Nugget follows obediently. Buckle and lead out.
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DYSART: No saddle?
ALAN: Never.
DYSART: Go on.
ALAN: Walk down the path behind. He’s quiet. Always is, this
bit. Meek and milk legs. At least till the field. Then there's trous
ble. The horse jerks back. The mask tosses.

DYSART: What kind?

ALAN: Won't go in.

DYSART: Why not?

ALAN: It’s his place of Ha Ha.

DYSART: What?

ALAN: Ha ha. _

DYSART: Make him go into it.

ALAN, whispering fiercely: Come on! ... Come on! ... He
drags the horse into the square as Dysart steps out of it.

Nugget comes to a halt staring diagonally down what is now the
field. The Equus noise dies away. The boy looks about him.

DYSART, from the circle: 1s it a big field?

ALAN: Huge!

DYSART: What's it like?

ALAN: Full of mist. Nettles on your feet. (He mimes mk!nl
his shoes—and the sting) Ah!

DYSART, going back to his bench: You take your shoes oﬂ .
ALAN: Everything.

DYSART: All your clothes?

ALAN: Yes. He mimes undressing completely in front g
horse. When he is finished, and dbviously quite naked, he t
out his arms and shows himself fully to his god, bowing his
before Nugget.

DYSART: Where do you leave them?

ALAN: Tree hole near the gate. No one could find them,
walks upstage and crouches by the bench, stuffing the in
clothes beneath it. Dysart sits again on the left bench, downs
beyond the circle.

DYSART: How does it feel now?
ALAN, holds himself: Burns.
DYSART: Burns?

ALAN: The mist!

DYSART: Go on. Now what?
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ALAN: The Manbit. He reaches again under the bench and
draws out an invisible stick.

DYSART: Manbit?

ALAN: The stick for my mouth.

DYSART: Your mouth?

ALAN: To bite on.

DYSART: Why? What for?

ALAN: So’s it won’t happen too quick.

DYSART: Is it always the same stick?

ALAN: Course. Sacred stick. Keep it in the hole. The Ark of
the Manbit.

DYSART: And now what? . .
rises and approaches Nugget.
ALAN: Touch him!
DYSART:; Where?

ALAN, in wonder: All over. Everywhere. Belly. Ribs. His ribs
are of ivory. Of great value! . .. His flank is cool. His nostrils
open for me. His eyes shine. They can see in the dark . . . Eyes/
(Suddenly he runs in distress to the farthest corner of the square.)
DYSART: Go on! Then? Pause.

ALAN: Give sugar.

DYSART: A lump of sugar? Alan returns to Nugget.

ALAN: His Last Supper.

DYSART: Last before what?

ALAN: Ha ha. He kneels before the horse, palms upward and
Joined together.

DYSART: Do you say anythmg when you give it to him?
ALAN, offering it: Take my sins. Eat them for my sake . .. He
always dow Nugget bows the mask into Alan’s palm, then takes
a step back to eat. And then he’s ready.

DYSART: You can get up on him now?

ALAN: Yes!

DYSART: Do it, then. Mount him. Alan, lying before Nugger,
tretches out on the square. He grasps the top of the thin metal
;mle[embedded in the wood. He whispers his god’s name ceremo-
nlally.

ALAN: Equus! ... Equus! . .. Equus! He pulls the pole upright.
I'he actor playing Nugget leans forward and grasps it. All the
other horses lean forward also, all round the circle, so that each
places a hand on the rail, Alan rises and walks right back to the

. What do you do now? Pause. He






