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half bourbon, so I can stand it? That's no dam’ good sy
more—time just outran me, Big Daddy—got there first. v
BIG DADDY, turns to Brick: I think you're passing the buck.
BRICK: You know many drinkin’ men?

BIG DADDY: I have known a fair number of that species.
BRICK: Could any of them tell you why he drank?

BIG DADDY: Yep, you're passin’ the buck, you’re passin’ the
buck to things like time an’ disgust with “mendacity,” an'ss
crap! If you got to use that kind of language about a thing, It'%
ninety-proof bull, and I'm not buying any.

BRICK: I had to give you a reason to get a drink!

BIG DADDY: What did you say?

BRICK: I said: I had to give you a reason to get a drink.

BIG DADDY: You started drinkin’ when your friend Skippsf
died.

BRICK: What are you suggesting?

}
BIG DADDY: I'm suggestin’ nothin’. Brick starts for the bl

crossing below Big Daddy. But Gooper an’ Mae suggested thal

there was something not right, exactly, in your—

BRICK: “Not right”?

BIG DADDY: Not, well, exactly normal in your—friendship

with—

BRICK, turning back to Big Daddy: They suggested that, too?

thought that was Maggie’s suggestion. Who else’s suggestion

it, is it yours? How many others thought that Skipper and I
were— .
BIG DADDY: Now, hold on, hold on a minute, son. =i
knocked around in my time.

BRICK: What’s that got to do with it?

Rev. Tolker enters from right on gallery and eases into the room <‘
through doors, right, to behind wicker seat.

BIG DADDY, crosses down center stage, front: 1 said “Hold

on!”"—I bummed, I bummed this country till—

BRICK, following: Whose suggestion, who else’s suggestion wal
it?

BIG DADDY: Slept in hobo jungles an’ railroad Y's sy
flophouses in all cities before I—

BRICK: Oh, you think so, too, you call me your son and &
queer.
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ACTII

The setting is the shared office of Ben Butley an_d Joey .Keyston,
English teachers at London University. With his irascible man-
ner and acerbic wit, Butley has managed to alienate all those
who have cared about him. His wife, Anne, from whom he is
separated, is divorcing him, and Joey, his former student and
present roommate and lover, is leaving him for anotl‘xer man,
Reg. Joey has just informed Butley that he is not available fpr
dinner, that he is dining with Reg, and that Butley is not invit-
od. The “Tom” mentioned in the scene (also referred to by But-
ley as “the most boring man in London”) is a mutual frigmd of
Butley and Reg who is about to marry Anne and have his new
novel published by Reg's publishing company. The scene begins
with Butley marking exams, alone in his office, a while after
having learned of his wife’s intention to remarry and just aftcr
having argued with Joey about the evening’s plans. There is a
knock on the door.

BEN: Come. The door opens. Reg enters. Ben goes on working at
his essay. Minute please. Then looks up.

REG: Is Joey here? wins

BEN: Good God, it’s Reg, isn’t it? Of course it is. He gets up,
goes over, holds out his hand. As they shake hands: I'm terribly
sorry, do come in.

REG: Your porter said he was here. :

BEN: And so he will be. He just went off to have a brief word
with a colleague in distress. How are you?

REG: Very well, thanks. And you?

BEN, gestures toward his desk: As you see. Laughs. .
REG: Yes. He glances at the desk, appalled. Look, you're obvi-
ously very busy. If you just tell Joey I'm at the porter’s desk—
BEN: Don’t be silly. You sit yourself down over there— (he
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offers him a chair) —and TI'll just finish this off, I won't ba &
minute. Reg hesitates, glances at Joey’s desk and bookshe
and lights a cigarette. Ben pretends to go on marking, makes #
Jew exclamations under his breath. Not looking up: What brings
you down here, anyway?

REG: I just thought I’d look in.

BEN, writes furiously: Have to make my script illegible so thal
they don’t find out about my spelling. There. He pushes the #h
say awcy. To check up, eh?

REG: Check up?

BEN: Joey’s always saying that if you got your hands on our i
tle room, which is an everywhere, or rather on me, eh? as I'f
responsible for the mess we're in— (laughs) But you should s
our flat. Even Joey’s room is like a pigsty—naturally, I'm
pig that made it that way. You really must come around
help us out. He says you’ve done wonders with your little kitohe

en.
REG: I’'m in publishing.

BEN, puzzied: Yes?

REG: Not in interior decorating. He sits on the hard chalr b
Joey’s desk.

BEN: Oh God, yes. Laughs. I'm sorry about that. No, I don¥
get your job wrong any more. It would be inexcusable. I'm Al
ways making Joey tell me about it, in fact.

REG: I know. He’s always telling me about having to tell yoi
about it.

BEN: He says you're a marvelous cook.

REG: I'm glad he eats well.  °

BEN: And keeps his figure, lucky sod. Little pause. Gets up and
sits on hard chair opposite Reg. You know, Reg, I'm very glad i
have the chance to speak to you privately—I behaved aboming
bly the last time we met. I do hope—well, you've forgiven mé
for your shoes. I never apologized properly.

REG: It’s all right. These things happen.

BEN: But your shoes survived, did they?

REG: They were suede.

BEN: Oh dear. Suede.

Pause.

REG: Look, you must want to get on. I'll go back to the pom
ter— (He gets up.)
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NEN: No, you mustn’t do that. He gefs up.

NEG: I don’t mind. In point of fact we were doing a little busi-
ness together. He'’s an Arsenal supporter.

BEN: Good God. Is he really? In point of fact?

There is a pause.

NEG: So I can let you get on with—

BEN: Have a drink? He goes to his desk, opens the drawer.
REG: I don’t think I ought to.

BEN, coming back with the Scotch and two soiled glasses: You
are lucky. Then you’ll really enjoy it. He pushes one of the glass-
w into Reg’s hand. Reg peers down into the glass, winces at its
condition. Ben dashes Scotch into it, then into his own. 1 under-
stand you’ve met my friend Tom. Tom Weatherley, by the
way.

REG: I know Tom, yes.

BEN: You know all my domestic news, too, I gather. I only
heard it myself today.

REG: Yes, I heard something about it. I'm sorry.

BEN: Do you detest warm Scotch? I don’t know how you drink
it in your part of the world?

REG: This is fine.

BEN: Good. Cheers.

REG: Cheers.

BEN: Thanks. He drinks. Reg goes to Joey’s bookshelves. Its
nice to have some company. These last few hours I've felt quite
like Antony at his close—the air is full of the gods’ departing
musics. So do forgive any tendency to babble, ¢h?

REG: No, that’s all right. I understand.

BEN: Cheers. He sits on the hard chair by his desk. Actually
what this whole business has brought home to me is how depen-
dent I am on my past. '
REG, turning to him: But it was—excuse me—but it was quite
a short marriage, wasn’t it?

BEN: No, I was talking about Joey.

REG: Oh.

BEN: It’s as if my marriage were an intermission, if you see.
Now I'm catching up with my past again, which is where I sup-
pose my future is also. '

REG: Really?

BEN: Sorry. I'm being literary. But I always think of you as a
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born romantic. From Joey’s descriptions of your past. A touch
of the butterfly, eh?
REG: Really? And what does Joey say to make you think that?
BEN: Oh, I don’t know—the way you've pulled up your roots
in the North, what I imagine to be your emotional pattern, your
love of the bizarre.
REG, pause: And how does that express itself?
BEN: Joey’s always recounting your experiences—for examplé’
with the Gurkhas. You were with them, weren’t you? i
REG: I was stationed with them, yes. About ten years ago, dun
ing my National Service.
BEN: Exactly. And I scarcely knew what a Gurkha was—1I still
tend to think he’s something you get with a cocktail. ‘
REG: Do you? :
BEN: They must be tough little towsers. -
REG: They are. He sits at Joey’s desk. You didn’t do your Nae
tional Service, I take it.
BEN: Oh Christ! Sorry, I mean no.
REG: How come? !
BEN: I got took queer. There is a pause. Reg puts his glam
down. Oh! You’re ready for another one.
REG: No, I—in point of fact, I'd rather not.
BIEN: This is an altogether different suburb. He refills Reg¥
glass.
REG: Sorry? What suburb?
BEN: Oh, it’s a little joke of Joey’s. Almost impossible to
plain out of context. He pours himself a drink and leans on
Jront of his desk. But how is the world of fiction?
REG: Can’t complain.
BEN: Cheers. What have you got coming out at the moment}
REG: At the moment I'm doing two cookery books, an authy -
tative guide to bird watching in Lincolnshire, the only Int
gent account of the farce of El Alamein—by an N.C.O. need
to say—and a New Testament Commentary.
BEN: That’s your fiction list?
REG: No, that’s our list for next month.
BEN: No novels at all then?
REG: Well, just one of those historical romances whers
hero shoves his sword into assorted villains and his cook
assorted ladies. It won’t get the reviews but it’ll make us m¢ '

y
L

.
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BEN: If he did it the other way around you might get t?oth,
REG, laughs briefly: But the point is, you see, by putting that
one through we can afford to do something worthwhile later.
For instance, I've just made a decision about a novel on Nation-
al Service life. ;

BEN: Oh, one of those. I thought that vogue was ¢ight years
dead. —_
REG: No, not one of those. This is something special, in my
opinion. Of course it mightn't interest you as you c;hdn’t do Na-
tional Service, but personally I found it moving, witty, graceful-
ly organi enuinel tic. 2
IIENS:anTmonal Sle,rSi(::ce? Good God! Those qualities are
hard enough to come by in art. It’s never occurred to me to
look for them in life, especially as run by the armed forces.
Cheers, )

REG: Nevertheless I expect you will be curious in this case.
Iheoretically T can’t tell you our author’s name as the bo’ard
doesn’t meet until tomorrow, but if I just mention that he's a
comprehensive school teacher— (he raises his glass slowly)
Cheers. y

BEN, after a pause: Well, well. He sits in the armchair. The
most boring man in London strikes again.

REG: I’'m sorry.

BEN: Why?

REG: It must be painful for yon.

BEN: Why?

REG: Because of his relationship with you. It was wrong of me
to have mentioned it. &

BEN: On the contrary. It was the correct move. Has Joey read
i?

REG: Not yet. It was offered to me in strict secrecy—at least
until I'd made up my mind. But I can tell him about it now. I
think he’ll like it. ‘

BEN: That’s because you don’t know him very well, 'pcrhgp&
He may be something of a dilettante in personal relationships,
but he holds fast to standards on important matters. We once
drew up a list of the five most tedious literary subjects in the
world. National Service came fifth, just behind the Latin poems
of Milton.

REG: Really? And what occupied the other three places?
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BEN: The English poems of Milton.
REG: When I was at Hull I chose Milton for my special subs
ject.
BEN: That sounds an excellent arrangement. The thing is t0
confine him to the North. Down here we can dally with Sucks
ling and Lovelace.
REG: And Beatrix Potter? Joey says you've got great adminss
tion for the middle-class nursery poets.
BEN: With reservations. I find some of the novellae a trifle
heavy going. 4 pause. I call Joey Appley Dappley, did you
know?
REG: Do you?
BEN: And he calls me Old Mr. Prickle-pin. After

Old Mr. Prickle-pin, with never a coat to

Put his pins in.
Sometimes I call him Diggory Diggory Delvet, when he's bums
rowing away at his book.

There is a pause.

REG: What did you mean by being took queer?

BEN, coyly: Oh, you know, I'm sure. Laughing. You do look
shocked, Reg.

REG: That’s surprising, because I'm not surprised even.

BEN: You don’t think there’s anything shameful in it, then?
REG: In what?

BEN: Dodging the draft.

REG: There are thousands of blokes from working-class home
who couldn’t. They didn’t know the tricks. Besides, they'd raths
er have done ten years in uniform than get out of it that way,
BEN: Then you think there’s something shameful in being taks
en queer?

REG: I'm talking about people pretending to be what they'ss
not.

BEN: Not what?

REG: Not what they are.

BEN: But if people do get taken queer, it’s nature we mus
blame or their bodies, mustn’t we? Medicine's still got a long
way to go, Reg.

REG: Why do you use that word?

BEN: What word?

REG: “Queer.”
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BEN: Does it offend you?

REG: It’s beginning to.

BEN: Sorry. It’s an old nursery habit. One of our chars used to
say it. Whenever I came down with anything it would be, “Our
Ben's took queer again, poor little mite.” There is a silence. Al-
though I can see it’s a trifle inappropriate for a touch of T.B.—
REG: T.B.?

BEN: They found it just in time. At my board medical, in fact.
Why do you object to the phrase though?

REG: No, no, it doesn’t matter. A misunderstanding. I'm sorry.
BEN: Oh, I see. Queer/—of course. Good God, you didn’t think
I'd sink quite so low, did you? Laughs.

REG: I'm sorry.

BEN: Its all right. There is a pause. Cheers. He raises his glass.
REG: Cheers.

Another pause.
BEN: Homosexual.
Another pause.

REG: What?
BEN: Homosexual. I was just wondering—should one say that
instead of “queer”—in your sense of the word. Homosexual.
REG: It doesn’t really matter at all. I don’t really care—

BEN: Do you feel the same about “fairies” as you do about
"queers?”

REG: Yes, in point of fact. Since you ask.

BEN: Right, I've got that. He gets'up and moves toward Reg. Of
course they’ve almost vanished anyway, the old-style queens
and queers, the poofs, the fairies. The very words seem to con-
jure up a magical world of naughty thrills, forbidden fruits—
sorry—you know, I always used to enjoy them enjoying them-
selves. Their varied performances contributed to my life’s vari-
eties. But now the law, in making them safe, has made them
drab. Just like the heterosexual rest of us. Poor sods. Little
pause. Don’t you think?

REG, stands up and puts his glass on the desk: Oh, there’s
enough affectation and bitchiness in heterosexuals to be getting
on with. He glances at his watch. Don’t you think?

BEN: Oh don’t worry. He'll be here in a minute. Pause. How
are things between you two, by the way?
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REG: What things?

BEN: No complications?

REG: What kind of complications would there be?

BEN: In that our routine doesn't interfere with your—plural
meaning—routine.

REG: Plural meaning? Meaning what?

BEN: Yours and his. Your routines together.

REG: Ah. Well, it has done, frankly, yes. Now you ask. But |
don’t think it will from now on.

BEN, sits on the hard chair opposite Reg: Then you're begi

to get the hang of it? Good. Because sometimes I've s

that our friendship—going back so far and including so muche==
so much of his history and so much of my history which has
really become our history—singular meaning this time—must
make it difficult for any new people we pick up on the side.
REG: Like your wife, do you mean?

BEN: Well done. Yes, like poor old Anne. She must have felf
her share amounted to a minor infidelity, really. I speak metas
phorically, of course, but then I suppose marriage is the best
metaphor for all our intense relationships. Except those we have
with our husbands and wives. Laughs. Naturally.

REG: So you think of yourself as married to Joey, do you?
BEN: Metaphorically. 4 pause. The telephone rings. Ben picks it
up. Butley, English. Oh, hello, James—no, I'm afraid I still
can’t talk properly. I'm in the middle of a tutorial. He winks af
Reg. O.K. Yes. Goodbye.

REG: What metaphor would you use when you learned that
Joey was going to move in with sémeone else? Would that be dié
vorce, metaphorically?

BEN, after a long pause: What?

REG, laughs: Sorry. I shouldn’t do that. But I was thinking
that it must be odd getting news of two divorces in the same
day.

BEN, pause: Joey hasn’t said anything.

REG: No. I'm giving the news. You might say that when b
comes to me our Joey will be moving out of figures of speech
into matters of fact. Ours will be too much like a marriage to be
a metaphor.

BEN, little pause: 1 thought you didn’t admit to being—what?
different?

REG: There are moments when frankness is necessary. No, ouf
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Joey's just been waiting for the right queen, fruit, fairy, poof, or
homosexual to come along. He'’s come.

BEN, after a pause: Well, isn’t he lucky.

REG: Time will tell. I hope so. But I'm tired of waiting to make
a proper start with him. I'm tired of waiting for him to tell you.
You know our Joey—a bit gutless. No, the truth of the matter is
I've been trying to get Joey to bring you around to dinner one
evening and tell you straight, so we could get it over with. I
knew he’d never find the nerve to do it on his lonesome. But
he’s kept dodging about, pretending you were busy, one excuse
after another. It's worked out quite well though, hasn’t it?

A MAN FOR ALL SEASONS
by Robert Bolt

ACT 11

When Henry VIII failed to obtain a church divorce from Cath-
erine of Aragon, he rebelled against the Cath_olic phurch and
the Pope. He issued an Act of Supremacy making hlme!f spiri-
tual as well as temporal leader of England, and he required all
his subjects to sign the document. His Lord Chancellor, Sir
I'homas More, would not sign. More knew he was placing him-
self in jeopardy by upholding the authority of the Pope, but he
was a profoundly devout Catholic with a strong conscience, and
was morally incapable of lying about his convictions. Pressure
from Henry and his henchman, Thomas Cromwell, increased.
Various plots and threats were used to force More to comply,
but to no avail. Charges of treason were then brought against
him and he was executed.

The scene below takes place in Cromwell’s study. More has
been summoned for questioning. Cromwell tries to frighten him
with false evidence implicating him in treasonous acts. More re-
plies with solid evidence absolving himself on each count. Their
conversation is being transcribed by Master Rich.




