EQUUS

ACT ONE
SceENE 1

Darkness. Faint music. Dim light up on the square. In
a spotlight stands ALAN STRANG, a lean boy of
seventeen, in sweater and jeans. In front of him,
the horse Nugget. ALAN’S pose represents a contour
of great tenderness: his head is pressed against the
shoulder of the horse, his hands stretching up to
fondle its head. The horse in turn nuzzles his neck.

The flame of a cigarette lighter jumps in the dark.
Lights come up slowly on the circle. On the Left
bench, Downstage, sits MARTIN DYSART, smoking.
A man in his mid-forties.

Dysarr. With one particular horse, called Nugget,
he embraces. The animal digs its sweaty brow into his
cheek, and they stand in the dark for an hour—like a
necking couple. And of all nonsensical things— I keep
thinking about the horse! Not the boy: the horse, and
what it may be trying to do. I keep seeing that huge
head kissing him with its chained mouth. Nudging
through the metal some desire absolutely irrelevant to
filling its belly or propagating its own kind. What desire
could that be? Not to stay a horse any longer? Not
to remain reined up for ever in those particular genetic
strings? Is it possible, at certain moments we cannot
imagine, a horse can add its sufferings together—the
non-stop jerks and jabs that are its daily life—and
turn them into grief? What use is grief to a horse?
. . . (ArLax leads Nugget out of the square and they
disappear together up the tummel, the horse’s hooves
scraping delicately on the wood. DYsART rises, and
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8 EQUUS ACT I

addresses both the large audience in the theater and
the smaller one on Stage.) You see, I'm lost. What use,
I should be asking, are questions like these to an over-
worked Psychiatrist in a provincial hospital? They're
worse than useless: they are in fact, subversive. (He
enters the square. The light grows brighter.) The
thing is, I'm desperate. You see, I'm wearing that
horse’s head myself. That's the feeling. All reined up
in old language and old assumpiion, straining to
jump clean-hoofed on to a whole new track of being
I only suspect is there. I can’t see it, because my edu-
cated, average head is being held at the wrong angle.
I can’t jump because the bhit forbids it, and my own
basie force—my horsepower, if you like—is too little.
The only thing I know for sure is this: a horse’s head
is finally unknowable to me. Yet I handle children’s
heads—which I must presume to be more complicated,
at least in the area of my chief concern . . . In a way,
it has nothing to do with this boy. The doubts have
been there for years, piling up steadily in this dreary
place. It’s only the extremity of this case that’s made
them active. I know that. The exiremify is the point!
All the same, whatever the reason, they are now, these
doubts, not just vaguely worrying—but intolerable
. . . I'm sorry. I'm not making much sense. Let me
start properly: in order. It began one Monday last
month with. Hesther’s visit.

SceENE 2

The light gets warmer. He sits. NURSE enters the
square. -

Nurse. Mrs. Salomon to see you, Doctor.,

Dysart. Show her in, please. (NumsE leqves and
crosses to where HESTHER sifs.) Some days I blame
Hesther. She brought him to me. But of course that’s
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nonsense. What is he but a last straw? A last symbol?
If it hadn’t been him, it would have been the next
patient, or the next. At least, I suppose so.

(HesTHER enters the square: a woman in her mid-
forties.)

Hestaer. Hello, Martin., (DySART rises and kisses
her on the cheek.)

Dysart. Madam Chairman! Welcome to the torture
chamber!

HestHER. It’s good of you to see me right away.

DysarT. You're a welcome relief. Take a couch.

HesTHER. It's been a day?

Drysarr. No,—just a fifteen year old schizophrenie,
and a girl of eight thrashed into catatonia by her
father. Normal, really . . . You’re in a state.

HestHER. Martin, this is the most shocking case I
ever tried.

DysArT. So you said on the phone.

HestaER. I mean it. My Bench wanted to send the
boy to prison. For life, if they could manage it. It
took me two hours solid arguing to get him sent to you
instead.

Dysart. Me?

HestaER. I mean, to hospital.

DysarT. Now look, Hesther. Before you say any-
thing else, I can take no more patients at the moment.
I can’t even cope with the ones I have.

HesTHER. You must.

Dysart. Why?

HesTHER. Because most people are going to be dis-
gusted by the whole thing. Including Doctors.

DysarT. May I remind you I share this room with
two highly competent psychiatrists?

Hestrer. Bennett and Thoroughgood. They’ll be as
shocked as the Public.
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Dysarr. That’s an absolutely unwarrantable state-
ment.

HestaEg. Oh, they’ll be cool and exact. And under-
neath they’ll be revolted, and immovably English. Just
like my fellow Magistrates.

Dysart. Well, what am I? Polynesian?

HesTaer. You know exactly what I mean! . ..
(Pause.) Please, Martin. It’s vital. You're this boy’s
only chance.

Dysarr. Why? What’s he done? Dosed some little
girl’s Pepsi with Spanish Fly? What could possibly
throw your bench into two-hour convulsions?

HestaER. He blinded six horses with a metal spike.
(A long pause.)

DysarT. Blinded?

HEsTHER. Yes.

Drysarr. All at once, or over a period?

Hestaer. All on the same night.

DysArT. Where?

HesTEER. In a riding stable near Winchester. He
worked there at weekends.

DysarT. How old?

HesteER. Seventeen.

DysarT, What did he say in court?

HestrER. Nothing. He just sang.

DysarT. Sang?

HesTEER. Anytime anyone asked him anything.
(Pause.) Please take him, Martin. It's the last favour
1’ll ever ask you.

DysarT. No, it’s not.

Hestaer. No, it’s not—and he’s probably abomin-
sble. All T know is, he needs you badly. Because there
really is nobody within a hundred miles of your desk
who can handle him. And perhaps understand what
this is about. Also . . .

DysarT. What?

Hestaer. There’s something very special about him.

Dysagt. In what way?
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HestHER. Vibrations,

Dysart. You and your vibrations.

Hestaer. They’re quite startling. You'll see.

Dysart. When does he get here?

HesTHER. Tomorrow morning. Luckily there was a
bed in Neville Ward. I know this is an awful im-
position, Martin. Frankly I didn’t know what else to
do. (Pause.)

Dysart, Can you come in and see me on Friday?

HestHER. Bless you!

Dysart. If you come after work I ean give you a
drink, Will 6:30 be all right?

HestHER. You're a dear. You really are.

DysarT. Famous for it.

HestHER. Goodbye.

DysarT. By the way, what's his name?

HesTHER. Alan Strang. (She leaves and returns to
her seat.)

Dysart. (To audience.) What did I expect of him?
Very little, I promise you. One more dented little face.
One more adolescent freak. The usual unusual, One
great thing about being in the Adjustment Business:
vou're never short of customers. (NursE comes dowt
the tunnel, followed by AvrLan. She enters the square.)

Nurse. Alan Strang, Doctor. (The boy comes in.)

Dysart. Hallo. My name’s Martin Dysart. I'm
pleased to meet you. (He puts out his hand. Aran
does not respond in any way.) That’ll be all, Nurse,
thank you.

SceENE 3

NURSE goes out and back to her place. Dysart sits,
opening a file.

Dysart. So: did you have a good journey? I hope
they gave you lunch at least. Not that there’s much
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to choose between a British Rail meal and one here.
(Auan stands staring at him.) Won’t you sit down?
(Pause. He does not. DYSART consults his file.) Is this
your full name? Alan Strang? (Stlence.) And you're
seventeen. Is that right? Seventeen? . . . Well?

A1aN. (Singing low.)

Double your pleasure

Double your fun

With double good, double good
Doublemint gum.

Dysart. (Unperturbed.) Now, let’s see. You work
in a hardware shop during the week. You live with
your parents, and your father’'s a printer. What sort
of things does he print?

AraN. (Singing low.)

Double your pleasure

Double your fun

With double good, double good
Doublemint gum.

Dysart. I mean does he do leaflets and calendars?
Things like that? (The boy approaches him, hostile.)

AvaN. (Singing.)

Try the taste of Marfini

The most beautiful drink in the world.
Tt’s the right one—

The bright one—

That’s Martini!

Dysarr. 1 wish you’d sit down, if you're going to
sing. Dor’t you think you’d be more comfortable?
(Pause.)

Avawn. (Singing.)

There’s only one T in Typhoo!
In packets and in teabags too.
Any way you make it, you'll find 1t’s true:
There’s only one T in Typhoo!

Dysart. (Appreciatively.) Now that’s a good song.
I like it better than the other two. Can I hear that one
again? (ALAN starts away from him, and sits on the
Upstage bench.)
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Avan. (Singing.)
Double your pleasure
Daouble your fun
With double good, double good
Doublemint gum!

Dysarr. (Smiling.) You know I was wrong. I really
do think that one’s better. It’s got such a eatchy tune.
Please do that one again. (Silence. The boy glares at
him.) I’'m going to put you in a private bedroom for
a little while. There are one or two available, and
they’re rather more pleasant than being in a Ward.
Will you please come and see me tomorrow? . ..
(He rises.) By the way, which parent is it who won'’t
allow you to watch television? Mother or Father? Or
is it both? (Calling out of the door.) Nurse! (Araw
stares at him. NURSE comes in.)

Nurse. Yes, Doctor?

Dysarr. Take Strang here to Number Three, will
vou? He’s moving in there for a while.

Nurske. Very good, Doctor.

DysarT. (To Aran.) You'll like that room. It's nice.
(The boy sits staring at Dysarr. DYSART refurns the
stare.)

Nurse, Come along, young man. This way ... I
said this way, please. (Reluctantly ALAN rises and gnes
fo NuUrse, passing dangerously close to Dysart, and
out through the Left door. Dysart looks a_fter hvm,
fascinated.)

SCENE 4

Nurse and PATIENT move on to the circle, and walk
Downstage to the bench where the doctor first
sat, which is to serve also as ALAN’s bed.

Nurse. Well now: isn’t this nice? You’re lucky to
be in here, you know, rather than the ward. That
ward’s a noisy old place.
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Avaw. (Singing.)

Let’s go where you wanna go—Texaco!

Nurse. (Contemplating him.) 1 hope you're not
going to make a nuisance of yourself. You'll have a
much better time of it here, you know, if you behave
yourself.

Avraw, Fuek off.

Nugse. (Tight.) That’s the bell there. The lav’s
down the ecorridor. (She leaves him, and goes back to
her place. ALAN lies down.)

SCENE 5

DysarT stands in the middle of the square and ad-
dresses the audience. He is agitated.

Dysart. That night, T had this very explieit dream.
In it I'm a chief priest in Homeric Greece. I'm wear-
ing a wide gold mask, all noble and bearded, like the
so-called Mask of Agamemnon found at Mycenae. I'm
standing by a thick round stone and holding a sharp
knife. In faet, I'm officiating at some immensely im-
portant ritual sacrifice, on which depends the fate of
the crops or of a military expedition. The sacrifice
is a herd of children: about five hundred boys and
girls, I can see them stretching away in a long queue,
right across the plain of Argos. I know it’s Argos be-
cause of the red soil. On either side of me stand two
assistant priests, wearing masks as well: lumpy, pop-
eyed masks, such as also were found at Mycenae. They
are enormously strong, these other priests, and abso-
lutely tireless. As each child steps forward, they grab
it from behind and throw it over the stone. Then, with
a surgical skill which amazes even me, I fit in the
knife and slice elegantly down to the navel, just like
a seamstress following a pattern. I part the flaps, sever
the inner tubes, yank them out and throw them hot
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and steaming on to the floor. The other two then study
the pattern they make, as if they were reading hiero-
glyphics. It’s obvious to me that I'm tops as chief
priest. It's this unique talent for carving that has got
me where I am. The only thing is, unknown to them,
I've started to feel distinetly nauseous. And with each
victim, it’s getting worse. My face is going green be-
hind the mask. Of course, I redouble my efforts to
look professional—cutting and snipping for all I'm
worth: mainly because I know that if ever those two
assistants so much as glimpse my distress—and the
implied doubt that this repetitive and smelly work is
doing any social good at all—I will be the next across
the stone. And then, of course—the damn mask begins
to slip. The priests both turn and look at it—it slips
some more—they see the green sweat running down
my face—their gold pop-eyes suddenly fill up with
blood—they tear the knife out of my hand . . . and
I wake up.

SceNE 6
HestHaer enfers the square. Light grows warmer.

HrestEER. That’s the most indulgent thing I ever
heard.

Dysart. You think?

HesTaeER. Please don't be ridiculous. You've done
the most superb work with children. You must know
that.

Dysarr. Yes, but do the children?

HestHER. Reslly!

DysarT. I’'m sorry.

HesTtHER. So you should be.

Drysarr. I don't know why you listen. It’s just Pro-
fessional Menopause. Everyone gets it sooner or later.
Excepi you.
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Hester. Oh, of course. 1 feel totally fit to be a
magistrate all the time.

Dysart. No, you don’t—but then that’s you feeling
unworthy to fill a job. I feel the job is unworthy to
fill me.

HestHER. Do you seriously?

Dysart. More and more. I'd like to spend the next
ten years wandering very slowly around the real
Greece . . . Anyway, all this dream nonsense is your
fault.

HestHER, Mine?

DysAart. It’s that lad of yours who started it off. Do
you know it’s his face I saw on every victim across the
stone?

HesTHER. Strang?

Dysart. He has the strangest stare I ever met.

HesTHER. Yes.

Drysart., It’s exactly like being accused. Violently
accused. But what of? . . . Treating him is going to
be unsettling. Especially in my present state. His
ginging was direct enough. His speech is more so.

Hestaer. (Surprised.) He's talking to you, then?

Dysarr. Oh ves. It took him two more days of
commercials, and then he snapped. Just like that—
1 suspect it has something to do with his nightmares.

(Nugse walks briskly round the circle, a blanket over
her arm, a clipboard of notes in her hand.)

HestaER. He has nightmares?

Dvysart. Bad ones.

Nurse. We had to give him a sedative or two,
Doctor. Last night it was exactly the same.

Dysarr. (To Nurse.) What does he do? Call out?

Nusse. (7o desk.) A lot of screaming, Doctor.

Dysarr. (To Nursk.) Screaming?

Nwurse. One word in particular.

Dysart. (To Nurse.) You mean a special word?
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Nugse. Over and over again. (Consulting clipboard.)
It sounds like “Ek.”

HestHER. Ek?

Nugrse. Yes, Doctor. Ek. “Ek!” he goes. “Ek!”

HestHER. How weird.

Nurse. When I woke him up he clung to me like he
was going to break my arm. (She stops at ALaN’s bed.
He 15 sitting up. She puls the blanket over him, and
returns to her place.)

DysarTt. And then he burst in—just like that—with-
out knocking or anything. Fortunately, I didn’t have
a patient with me.

Avan. (Jumping up.) Dad!

HestaEr. What?

Dysart. The answer to a question I'd asked him
two days before. Spat out with the same anger as he
sang the commercials.

HestaER. Dad what?

Arax, Who hates telly. (He lies Downstage on the
circle, as if watching television.)

Hestaer. You mean his dad forbids him to watch?

Dysarr. Yes.

HestHER. Why?

Avrawn, It’s a dangerous drug.

HesTHER. Oh, really!

(FRANK stands up and enlers the Scene Downstage on
the circle. A man in his fifties.)

Frank. (7o Aran.) It may not look like that, but
that’s what it is. Absolutely fatal mentally, if you re-
ceive my meaning.

(Dora follows him on. She 13 also middle-aged.)
Dora. That'’s a little extreme, dear, isn't it?

Franxk. You sit in front of that thing long enough,
you'll become stupid for life—like most of the popula-
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tion. (I'o AraN.) The thing is, it’'s a swiz, It seems
to be offering you something, but actually it’s taking
something away. Your intelligence and your concen-
tration, every minute you watch it. That’s a true swiz,
do you see? (Seated on the floor, ALAN shrugs.) I don’t
want to sound like a spoilsport, old chum—but there
really is no substitute for reading. What’s the matter:
don’t you like it?

Aran, It’s all right.

Frank. I know you think it’s none of my beeswax,
but it really is you know . . . Actually, it’s a disgrace
when you come to think of it. You the son of a printer,
and never opening a book! If all the world was like
you, I'd be out of a job, if you receive my meaning!

Dora. All the same, times change, Frank.

Frank. (Reasonably.) They change if you let them
change, Dora. Please return that set in the morning,

Avan, (Crying out.) No!

Dora. Frank! No!

Frank. I'm sorry, Dora, but I’m not having that
thing in the house a moment longer. I told you I didn’
want it to begin with.

3 Dora. But, dear, everyone watches television these
ays!

Frank. Yes, and what do they watch? Mindless
violence! Mindless jokes! Every five minutes some
laughing idiot selling you something you don’t want,
just to bolster up the economic system. (To ALan.)
I'm sorry, old chum. (He leaves the Scene and sits
again in his place.)

HestHER. He’s 8 Communist, then?

Dysagt. Old-type Socialist. Relentlessly self-improv-
ing.

Dum (Looking after FRANK.) Really, dear, you are
very extreme! (She leaves the Scene too, and again sits
beside her husband.)

HresTrER. She’s an ex-school teacher, isn’t she?

" S ey S———)
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DysarT. Yes. The boy’s proud of that. We got on
to 1t this afternoon.

ALaN. (Belligerently, standing up.) She knows more
than you.

(HesTHER crosses and sits by Dysart. During the
follownng, the boy walks round the circle, speak-~
g to Dysarr but not looking at him. DYSART
replies in the same manner.)

Dysart. (To ALAN.) Does she?

AvAN. I bet I do too. I bet I know more history than
you.

Dysart. (To Aran.) Well, I bet you don’t.

Aran. All right: who was the Hammer of the Scots?

Dysart. (To Aran.) I don’t know: who?

Aran. King Edward the First. Who never smiled
again?

Dysart. (To Aran.) I don’t know: who?

Aran. You don’t know anything, do you? It was
Henry the First. T know all the kings.

DysarT. (To Arax.) And who’s your favourite?

Avan. John.

Dysart. (To Aran.) Why?

A1awn., Because he put out the eyes of that smarty
little— (Pause. Sensing he has said something wrong.)
Well, he didn’t really. He was prevented, because the
gaoler was mereiful !

Hestair. Oh dear.

AvrawN. He was prevented!

Dysart. Something odder was to follow.

I%Lﬁﬂ. Who said “Religion is the opium of the peo-
p e’ 13
HestHER. Good Lord! (Arax giggles.)
DysarT. The odd thing was, he said it with a sort of

guilty snigger. The sentence is obviously associated
with some kind of tension.
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Hestaer. What did you say?

Dysagt. 1 gave him the right answer. (To AvLan.)
Karl Marx.

Aran. No.

Dysagrt. (To Aran.) Then who?

Avaw. Mind your own beeswax,

Dysart. It’s probably his Dad. He may say 1t to
provoke his wife.

HesTHER. And you mean she’s religious?

Dysart. She could be. I tried to discover—none too
successfully.

Aran. Mind your own beeswax! (ALAN goes back
to bed and lies down in the dark.)

Dysarr. However 1 shall find out on Sunday.

HesteHeR. What do you mean?

DysagrT. (Getting up.) 1 want to have a look at his
home, so I invited myself over.

HestaER. Did you?

Dysarr. If there’s any tension over religion, it should
be evident on a Sabbath evening! I'll let you know.
(He kisses her cheek and they part, both leaving the
square. HESTHER sits in her place again; DYSART walks
round the circle, and greets Dora who stands wailing
for him Downstage.)

SCENE 7

Dysarrt. (Shaking hands.) Mrs. Strang.

Dora. Mr. Strang’s still at the press, I'm afraid.
He should be home in a minute.

Dysart. He works Sundays as well?

Dogra. Oh, yes. He doesn’t set much store by Sun-
days.

DrysArt. Perhaps you and I could have a little talk
before he comes in.

Dora. Certainly. Won't you come into the living
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room? (She leads the way into the square. She is very
nervous.) Please . . . (She motions him fo sit, then
holds her hands tightly together.)

Drysarr. Mrs. Strang, have you any idea how this
thing could have occurred?

Dora. I ean’t imagine, Doctor. It's all so unbeliev-
able! . . . Alan’s always been such a gentle boy. He
loves animals! Especially horses.

Dysart. Especially ?-

Dora. Yes. He even has a photograph of one up in
his bedroom. A beautiful white one, looking over a
gate. His father gave it to him a few years ago, off a
calendar he’d printed—and he’s never taken it down
. . . And when he was seven or eight, I used to have
to read him the same book over and over, all about
a horse.

DysArt. Really?

Dora. Yes: It was called Prince, and no one could
ride him. (Avax calls from his bed, not looking at his
mother.)

Avan. (Ezcited, younger woice.) Why not? . . .
Why not? . . . Say it! In his voice!

DoraA. He loved the idea of animals talking.

Dysart. Did he?

Araw. Say it! Say it! . . . Use his voice!

Dora. (“Proud” wvoice.) “Because I am faithful!”
(ALAN giggles.) “My name is Prince, and I'm a prinee
among horses! Only my young master can ride me.
Anyone else—I'll throw off!” (Avaw giggles louder.)
And then I remember T used to tell him a funny thing
about falling off horses. Did you know that when
Christian cavalry first appeared in the New World,
the pagans thought horse and rider was one person?

DysArT. Really?

Avan. (Sitting up amazed.) One person?!

DoraA. Actually, they thought it must be a god.

Avan. A god!
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Dora, It was only when one rider fell off, they
realized the truth.

Dysart. That'’s fascinating. I never heard that be-
fore . . . Can you remember anything else like that
you may have told him about horses?

Dora. Well, not really. They’re in the Bible, of
course. “He saith among the trumpets, Ha, ha.”

Dysagt. Ha, ha?

Dogra. The Book of Job. Such a noble passage. You
know— (Quoting.) “Hast thou given the horse
strength?”

AvraN, (Responding.) ‘“Hast thou clothed his neck
with thunder?”

Doga. (To Avran.) “The glory of his nostrils is ter-
rible!”

ALAN. “He swallows the ground with fierceness and
rage!”

Doga. “He saith among the trumpets—"

Avan. (Trumpeting.) “Hal Ha!”

DorA. (To Dysart.) Isn’t that splendid?

DysarT. It certainly is.

Avan. (Trumpeting.) Hal Ha!

Dora. And then, of course, we saw an awful lot of
Westerns on the television. He couldn’t have enough
of those.

Dysart. But surely you don’t have a set, do you?
I understood Mr. Strang doesn’t approve.

Dora. (Conspiratorially.) He doesn’t . . . I used to
let him slip off in the afternoons to a friend next door.

Dysart. (Smiling.) You mean without his father’s
knowledge?

Dora. What the eye does not see, the heart does
not grieve over, does it? Anyway, Westerns are harm-
less enough, surely? (Frank stands up and eniers the
square. ALAN lies back under the blanket. To FRANK.)
Oh, hallo dear. This is Dr. Dysart.

Frank. (Shaking hands.) How d’you do?
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Dogra. I was just telling the doctor. Alan’s always
adored horses.

Frank. (Tight.) We assumed he did.

Dora. You know he did, dear. Look how he liked
that photograph you gave him.

Frank. (Startled.) What about it? :
Dora. Nothing, dear. Just that he pestered you
have it as soon as he saw it. Do you remember? (To
Dysart.) We've always been a horsy family. At least
my side of it has. My grandfather used to ride every
morning on the downs behind Brighton, all dressed up
in bowler hat and jodhpurs! He used to look splendid.
Indulging in equitation, he called it. (FRANK moves

away from them and sits wearily.)
Avan. (T'rying the word.) Equitation . . .
DorA. I remember I told him how that came from

equus . . .
Arawn. Equus?
Dora. . . . the Latin word for horse. Alan was fas-

cinated by that word, I know. I suppose because he’'d
never come across one with two U’s together before.

Avan. (Savouring it.) Equus!

Doga. I always wanted the boy to ride himself. He'd
have so enjoyed it.

Dysagrt. But surely he did?

Dora. No.

Dysart. Never?

Dora. He didn't care for it. He was most definite
about not wanting to.

Dysart. But he must have had to at the stables? I
mean, it would be part of the job.

Dora. You'd have thought so, but no. He absolutely
wouldn’t, would he, dear?

Frang. (Dryly.) It seems he was perfectly happy
raking out manure.

Dysart. Did he ever give a reason for this?

Dora. No, I must say we both thought it most pecu-
liar, but he wouldn’t discuss it. I mean, you’d have
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thought he’d be longing to get out in the air after
being cooped up all week in that dreadful shop. Elec-
trical and kitchenware! Isn’t that an environment for
a sensitive boy, Doctor? . . .

Frank. Dear, have you offered the doctor a cup of
tea?

Doga. Oh dear, no, I haven't! . . . And you must
be dying for one.

Drysart. That would be nice.

Dora. Of course it would . . . Excuse me . ..
(She goes out—but lingers on the circle, eavesdropping
near the Right door. ALAN stretches out under his
blanket and sleeps. FRANK gets up.)

Frank., My wife has romantic ideas, if you receive
Iy meaning.

DysAgrT. About her family?

Frank. She thinks she married beneath her. I dare-
say she did. I don’t understand these things myself.

DysarT. Mr. Strang, I’m fascinated by the fact that
Alan wouldn’t ride.

Frank. Yes, well that’s him. He’s always been a
weird lad, I have to be honest. Can you imagine spend-
ing your weekends like that—just cleaning out
with all the things that he could have been doing in
the way of further education?

DysArT. Except he’s hardly a scholar.

Frank. How do we know? He's never really tried.
His mother indulged him. She doesn’t care if he can
hardly write his own name, and she a school teacher
that was. Just as long as he’s happy, she says . ..
(Dora wrings her hands in anguish. FRANK sils again.)

Dysarr. Would you say she was closer to him than
you are?

Frank. They’ve always been thick as thieves. I
can’t say I entirely approve—especially when I hear
her whispering that Bible to him hour after hour, up
there in his room.

Drysart. Your wife is religious?
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Frank. Some might say excessively so. Mind you,
that’s her business. But when it comes to dosing it
down the boy’s throat—well, frankly, he’s my son as
well as hers. She doesn’t see that. Of course, that’s the
funny thing about religious people. They always think
their susceptibilities are more mmportant.

DysarT. And you’re non-religious, I take it?

Frank. I’'m an atheist, and I don’t mind admitting
it. If you want my opinion, it’s the Bible that’s respon-
sible for all this.

Dysart. Why?

FraNK. Well, look at it yourself. A boy spends night
after night having this stuff read into him: an in-
nocent man tortured to death—thorns driven into his
head—nails into his hands—a spear jammed through
his ribs. It can mark anyone for life, that kind of thing.
I’'m not joking. The boy was absolutely fascinated by
all that. He was always mooning over religious pic-
tures. I mean real kinky ones, if you receive my mean-
ing. I had to put a stop to it once or twice! . . . (Sud-
den embarrassed pause.) Bloody religion—it's our only
real problem in this house, but it’s insuperable: I don’t
mind admitting it. (Unable to stand any more, Dora
comes in again.)

Dora. (Pleasantly.) You must excuse my husband,
Doctor. This one subjeet is something of an obsession
with him, isn’t it, dear? You must admit.

Frank. Call it what you like. All that stuff to me

is just bad sex.
DoraA. And what has that got to do with Alan?
FB.AILNK. Everything! . . . (Seriously.) Everything,
Dora

Dora. I don’t understand. What are you saying?
(He turns away from her.)

Dysart. (Calmingly.) Mr. Strang, exactly how in-
formed do you judge your son to be about sex?

Frank. (Tight.) I don’t know.

Dysarr. You didn’t actually instruct him yourself?

e
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Frank. Not in so many words, no.

Dysart. Did you, Mrs. Strang? y

Dora. Well, T spoke a little, yes. I had to. I've been
a teacher, Doctor, and I know what happens if you
don’t. They find out through magazines and dirty
books.

Dysarr. What sort of thing did you tell him? I'm
sorry if this is embarrassing.

Doga. I told him the biological facts. But I also told
him what I believed. That sex is not just a biological
matter, but spiritual as well. That if God willed, he
would fall in love one day. That his task was to pre-
pare himself for the most important happening of his
life. And after that, if he was lucky, he might come to
know a higher love still . . . I simply . . . don’t un-
derstand. Alan! (She breaks down in sobs. Her hus-
band gets up and goes to her.)

FranE. (Embarrassed.) There now. There now,
Dora. Come on!

Dora. (With sudden desperation.) Alright—laugh!
Laugh, as usuall

Frank. (Kindly.) No one’s laughing, Dora. (She
glares at him. He puts his arms round her shoulders.)
No one’s laughing, are they, Doctor? (Tenderly, he
leads his wife out of the square, and they resume their
places on the bench. Lights grow much dvmmer.)

ScENE 8

A strange noise begins. ALax begins to murmur from
his bed. He is having a bad nightmare, moving his
hands and body as if frantically straining o tug
something back. Dysart leaves the square as the
boy’s cries increase.

Arax. Bk! . .. Ek! ... Ek! ... (Cries of EK!
on tape fill the theater, from all round. DYSART reaches
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the foot of ALAN’S bed as the boy gives a terrible
cry:) EK! (—and wakes up. The sounds snap off.
Avan and the Doctor stare at each other. Then ab-
ruptly DysarT leaves the area and re-enters the
square.)

SceNE 9

Lights grow brighter. DYSART sits on his bench, Left,
and opens his file. ALAN gets out of bed, leaves his
blanket, and comes in. He looks truculent.

Dysarr. Hallo. How are you this morning? (ALaw
stares at him.) Come on: sit down. (ALAN crosses the
Stage and sits on the bench, opposite.) Sorry if I gave
you a start last night. I was collecting some papers
firom my office, and I thought I'd look in on you. Do
you dream often?

Avax, Do you?

DysaArt. It's my job to ask the questions. Yours to
answer them.

AvraxN. Says whao?

Dysart. Says me. Do vou dream often?

ArLAaN. Do you?

Dysarr. Look—Alan.

Avan. I'll answer if you answer. In turns. (Pause.)

Dysart. Very well. Only we have to speak the truth.

Avan. (Mocking.) Very well,

Dysart, So. Do yvou dream often?

Avan. Yes, Do you?

Dysart. Yes. Do you have a special dream?

Arax. No. Do you?

Dysart. Yes. What was your dream about [ast night?

Aran. Can't remember. What’s yours about?

Dysarr. I said the truth.

ALAN. That is the truth. What’s yours about? The
special one.
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Dysarr. Carving up children. (AnAN smiles.) My
turn!

Aran,. What?

Dysarr. What is your first memory of a horse?

Avran. What d'you mean?

Dysart. The first time one entered your life, in any
way.

gLﬁH. Can’t remember.

‘DysarT. Are you sure?

Aran. Yes.

Dysart. You have no recollection of the first time
you noticed a horse?

Aran. I told you. Now it’s my turn. Are you mar-
ried?

Dysart. (Controlling himself.) 1 am.

A1.awn. Is she a doctor too?

Dysarr. It’s my turn.

AvrawN. Yes, well what?

Dysart. What is Ek? (Pause.) You shouted it out
last night in your sleep. I thought you might like to
talk about it.

Aran. (Singing low.)

Double your pleasure,

Double your fun

With double good, double good
Doublemint gum.

Dysarr. Come on, now. You can do better than
that.

AvAN. (Singing, more defiantly.)

Double your pleasure,

Double your fun

With double good, double good
Doublemint gum!

DysarT. Alright. Good morning.

Aran. What d’you mean?

DysarT. We're finished for today.

AraN. But I've only had ten minufes.

Dysart. Too bad. (He picks up a file and studies it.
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Avan lingers.) Didn’t you hear me? I said, Good
morning.

Avan. That's not fair!

Dysart. No?

A1AN. (Savagely.) The Government pays you
twenty quid an hour to see me. I know. I heard down-
stairs.

Dysart. Well, go back there and hear some more.

AvaN. That’s not fair! (He springs up, clenching his
fists in a sudden violent rage:) You're a—you're a—
You're a swiz! . . . Bloody Swiz! . . . Swiz!

Dysart. Do I have to eall Nurse?

Aran. She puts a finger on me, I’ll bash her!

Dysart. She’ll bash you much harder, I can assure
you, Now go away. (He reads his file. ALAN stays
where he 1is, emptily clenching his hands. He turns
away. A pause. A faint hum starts from the CHORUS.)

Aran. (Sullenly.) On a beach . . .

Scene 10

He steps out of the square, Upstage, and begins to
walk round the circle. Warm light glows on if.

Dysart. What? |

AvaN. Where I saw g horse. Swizzy. (Lazily he kicks
at the sand, and throws stones at the sea.)

Dysart. How old were you?

AraN. How should I know? . . . Six.

Dysart. Well, go on. What were you doing there?

Arawn. Digging. (He throws himself on the ground,
Downstage Center of the circle, and starts scuffing
with his hands.)

DysarT. A sandcastle?

Aran. Well, what else?

Dysart. (Warningly.) And?

AraN. Suddenly I heard this noise. Coming up be-
hind me.
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(A young HorsEMAN 1ssues in slow motion out of the
tunnel. He carries a riding crop with which he
is urging on his tnvisible horse, Down the Right
side of the circle. The hum increases.)

Dysart. What noise?

Aran. Hooves. Splashing.

Dysarr. Splashing?

Aran. The tide was out and he was galloping.

Dysart. Who was?

Araxn. This fellow. Like a college chap. He was on
a big horse—urging him on. I thought he hadn't seen
me. 1 called out: Hey! (The HoORSEMAN goes wnto
natural time, charging fast round the Downstage
corner of the square straight at ALan.) and they just
swerved in time!

Horseman. (Reining back.) Whoa! . . . Whoa
there! Whoa! . . . Sorry! I didnt see you! . .. Did
I seare you?

Avan. No!

Horseman. (Looking down on him.) That’s a ter-
rific castle!

Avrax. What's his name?

HorseMmaN. Trojan. You can stroke him, if you like.
He won't mind. (Shyly AvAx stretches up on tiptoe,
and pats an invisible shoulder. Amused.) You can
hardly reach down there. Would you like to come up?
(ALAN nods, eyes wide.) All right. Come round this
side. You always mount a horse from the left. T'll give
vou a lift. 0.K.? (ALaN goes round on the other side.)
Here we go, now. Just do nothing. Upsadaisy! (Avawx
sets his foot on the HorsemAN's thigh, and s lifted
by him up on to his shoulders. The hum from the
Crorus becomes exultant. Then stops.) Alright?
(ALaN nods.) Good. Now all you do is hold onto his
mane. (He holds up the crop, and ALax grips on to
it.) Tight now. And grip with your knees. Alright? All
set? . . . Come on, then, Trojan. Let's go! (The
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HorseMAN walks slowly Upstage round the circle,
with ALAN's legs tight round his neck.)

Dysarr. How was it? Was it wonderful? (Aran
rides 1n silence.) Can’t you remember?

HorseEMAN. Do you want to go faster?

Aran. Yes!
Horseman. O.K. All you have to do is say “Come
on, Trojan—bear me away!” . . . Say it, then!

Avan. Bear me away! (The HorsEMAN starts to run
with ALAN round the circle.)

Dysart. You went fast?

AraN, Yes!

Dysart. Weren’t you frightened?

Aran, No!

HorseEMAN. Come on now, Trojan! Bear us away!
Hold on! Come on now! . . . (He runs faster. ALAN
begins to laugh. Then suddenly, as they reach again
the Right Downstage corner, FraNk and Dora stand
up 1 alarm.)

Dora. Alan!

Frank. Alan!

Dora. Alan, stop! (FrRANK runs round after them.

____Dora follows behind.)

Franx. Hey, you! You! . . .

Horseman. Whoa, boy! . . . Whoa! . . . (He reins
the horse round, and wheels to face the Parents. This
all goes fast.)

Frank. What do you imagine you are doing?

Horseman. (Ironic.) “Imagine?”

Frank. What is my son doing up there?

Horseman. Water-skiing!

Dora. (She joins them, breathless.) Is he all right,
Frank? . . . He's not hurt?

Frank. Don’t you think you should ask permission
before doing a stupid thing like that?

Horsemax. What’s stupid?

Avan. It'’s lovely, dad!

Dogra. Alan, come down here!




32 EQUUS ACT 1

Horseman. The boy’s perfectly safe. Please don’t be
hysterical. ]

Franxk. Don’t you be la-di-da with me, young man!
Come down here, Alan. You heard what your mother
said.

Aran. No.

Frank. Come down at once. Right this moment.

Avan. No. NO!

Frank. (In a fury.) 1 said—this moment! (He pulls
A1ax from the HorseMAN’s shoulders. The boy shrieks,
and falls to the ground.)

HorsemMaN. Watceh it!

Doga. Frank! (She runs to her son, and kneels. The
HorseMaN skitters.) _

HorsEMAN. Are you mad? D’you want to terrify the
horse?

Dora. He’s grazed his knee. Frank—the boy’s hurt!

AraN. I'm not. I'M NOT!

Frank., What’s your name?

HorseEMAN. Jesse James.

Dora. Frank, he’s bleeding!

Frank. I intend to report you to the police for en-
dangering the lives of children.

HorsEMAN. Go right ahead!

Dora. Can you stand, dear?

Axran. Oh, stop it! . . .

Fraxk. You're a public menace, d’you know that?
How dare you pick up children and put them on
dangerous animals.

HorsEMAN. Dangerous?

Frank. Of course dangerous. Look at his eyes.
They’re rolling.

HorseMAN. So are yours!

FranNk. In my opinion that is a dangerous animal.
In my considered opinion you are both dangers to the
safety of this beach.

HorseMAN. And in my opinion, you're a stupid fart!

Doga. Frank, leave it!

Frank. What did you say?

e e e BEL
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Dora. It’s not important, Frank—really!

FraNE. What did you say?

Horseman. Oh bugger off! Sorry, chum! Come on,
Trojan! (He urges his horse straight at them, then
wheels it and gallops off round the Right side of the
circle and away up the tunnel, out of sight. The
Parents cry out, as they are covered with sand and
water. FRANK runs after him, and round the Left side
of the circle, with his wife following after.)

A1aN. Splash, splash, splash! All three of us got
covered with water! Dad got absolutely soaked!

FranNk. (Shouting after the Horseman.) Hooligan!
Filthy hooligan!

Aran. T wanted to laugh!

Frank. Upper class riff-raff! That’s all they are,
people who go riding! That’s what they want—trample
on ordinary people!

Dora. Don’t be absurd, Frank.

5 FR?.NE. It’s why they do it. It’s why they bloody

0 it

Dora. (Amused.) Look at you. You're covered!

Frank. Not as much as you. There’s sand all over
your hair! (She starts fo laugh. Shouting.) Hooligan!
Bloody hooligan! (She starts to laugh more. He tries
to brush the sand out of her hair.) What are you laugh-
ing at? It’s not funny. It's not funny at all, Dora!
(She goes off, Right, still laughing. ALAN edges into
the square, still on the ground.) It’s just not funny!
. . . (FRANK returns to his place on the beach, sulky.
Abrupt silence.)

Araw. And that’s all I remember.

DysarT. And a lot, too, Thank you . . . You know,
I've never been on a horse in my life.

Avraw. (Not looking at him.) Nor me.

DysagrT. You mean, after that?

Aran. Yes.

DysarT. But you must have done at the stables?

Aran. No.

Dysarr, Never?
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Avan. No.

Dysart. How come?

Aran. I didn’t care to.

Dysarr. Did it have anything to do with falling off
like that, all those years ago?

Avan. (Tight.) 1 just didn’t care to, that’s all.

Dysart. Do you think of that scene often?

Avaw. I suppose.

Dysagrr. Why, do you think?

Axran, ’Cos it's funny.

Dysagr. Is that all?

Aran. What else? My turn . . . I told you a secret:
now you tell me one.

Dysarr. Alright. I have patients who’ve got things
to tell me, only they’re ashamed to say them to my
face. What do you think I do about that?

Aran. What?

Dysart. I give them this little tape recorder. (He
takes a small tape recorder and microphone from his
pocket.) They go off to another room, and send me the
tape through Nurse. They don’t have to listen to it
with me.

Avan. That's stupid.

Dysarr. All you do is press this button, and speak
into this. It’s very simple. Anyway, your time’s up for
today. I'll see you tomorrow.

AvLaN. (Getting up.) Maybe.

Dysart. Maybe?

Avan. If 1 feel like 1t. (He 15 about to go out. Then
suddenly he returns to Dysart and takes the machine
from him.) It’s stupid. (He leaves the square and goes
back to his bed.)

ScexNe 11

Dogra. (Calling out.) Doctor! (Dora re-enters and
comes straight on to the square from the Right. She
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wears an overcoat, and is nervously carrying a shop-
mng bag.) _ _

Dysart. That same evening, his mother appeared.

Dora. Hallo, Doctor.

DysarT. Mrs. Strang!

Dora. I've been shopping in the neighborhood. I
thought I might just look in.

Dysart, Did you want to see Alan?

Dora. (Uncomfortably.) No, no . .. Not just at
the moment. Actually, it’s rather you I wanted fo see.

DysarT. Yes?

Dora. You see, there's something Mr. Strang and T
thought you ought to know. We discussed it, and it
might just be important.

DysarT. Well, come and sit down.

Dora. I can’t stay more than a moment. I'm late as
1t 18, Mr. Strang will be wanting his dinner.

Dysart. Ah. (Encouragingly.) So, what was it you
wanted to tell me? (She sits on the Upstage bench.)

Dora. Well, do you remember that photograph I
mentioned to you. The one Mr. Strang gave Alan to
decorate his bedroom a few vears ago?

Dysarr. Yes. A horse looking over a gate, wasn’t
it?

Dora. That's right. Well, actually, it took the place
of another kind of picture altogether.

Dysart. What kind?

Dora. It was a reproduction of Our Lord on his way
to Calvary, Alan found it in Reeds Art Shop, and fell
absolutely in love with it. He insisted on buying it with
his pocket money, and hanging it at the foot of his
bed where he could see it last thing at night. My hus-
band was very displeased.

Dysart. Because it was religious?

Dora. In all fairness I must admit it was a little
extreme. The Christ was loaded down with chains, and
the centurions were really laying on the stripes. It
certainly would not have been my choice, but I don’t
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believe in interfering too much with children, so I
said nothing.

Dysart. But Mr. Strang did?

Dora. He stood it for a while, but one day we had
one of our tiffs about religion, and he went straight
upstairs, tore it off the boy’s wall and threw 1t in the
dustbin. Alan went quite hysterical. He cried for days
without stopping—and he was not a crier, you know.

Dysarr. But he recovered when he was given the
photograph of the horse in its place?

Dora. He certainly seemed to. At least, he hung it
in exactly the same position, and we had no more of
that awful weeping.

Dysart. Thank you, Mrs. Strang. That s interesting
. . . Exactly how long ago was that? Can you re-
member?

Doga. It must be five years ago, Doctor. Alan would
have been about twelve. How is he, by the way?

DysagT. Bearing up. (She rises.)

Dogra. Please give him my love.

Dysart. You can see him any {ime you wani, you
know.

Dora. Perhaps if I could come one afternoon without
Mr. Strang. He and Alan don’t exactly get on at the
moment, as you ¢an imagine.

DysarT. Whatever you decide, Mrs. Strang . ..
Oh, one thing.

Dora. Yes?

Dysart. Could you describe that photograph of the
horse in a little more detail for me? 1 presume it’s still
in his bedroom?

Doga. Oh, yes. It's a most remarkable picture, really.
You very rarely see a horse taken from that angle,—
absolutely head on. That’s what makes it so interesi-
ing.

Dysart. Why? What does it look like?
Dora. Well, it’s most extraordinary. It comes out all
eyes.
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Dysart. Staring straight at you?

Dora. Yes, that’s right . .. (An wuncomfortable
pause.) T'll come and see him one day very soon,
Doctor. Goodbye. (She leaves, and resumes her place
by her husband.)

Dysart. (To audience.) It was then—that moment—
I felt real alarm. What was it? The shadow of a giant
head across my desk? . .. At any rate, the feeling
got worse with the stable-owner’s visit.

SceNE 12
DavtoN comes in to the square: heavy-set: mid-fifties.

Davtoxn. Dr. Dysart?

Dysart. Mr. Dalton. It’s very good of you to come.

Davron. It is, actually. In my opinion the boy
should be in prison. Not in a hospital at the tax-payers’
expense,

Dysarr. Please sit down. (Davtox sits.) This must
have been a terrible experience for you.

Davron. Terrible? I don’t think I'll ever get over it.
Jill’s had a nervous breakdown.

Dysagr. Jill?

Davron. The girl who worked for me. Of course, she
feels responsible in a way. Being the one who intro-
duced him in the first place.

Dysarr. He was introduced to the stable by a girl?

Davron. Jill Mason. He met her somewhere, and
asked for a job. She told him to come and see me. I
wish to Christ she never had.

Dysarr. But when he first appeared he didnt seem
1n any way peculiar?

Dauton. No, he was bloody good. He’d spend hours
with the horses cleaning and grooming them, way over
the call of duty. I thought he was a real find.
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DysarT., Apparently, during the whole time he
worked for you, he never actually rode.

DarvTon. That's true.

Dysart. Wasn’t that peculiar?

Darvron. Very . . . If he didn't.

DysarT. What do you mean?

Davton. (He rises.) Because on and off, that whole
vear, I had the feeling the horses were being taken out
at night.

Dysagt. At night?

DavtoN. There were just odd things I noticed. I
mean too often one or other of them would be sweaty
first thing in the morning, when it wasn’t sick. Very
sweaty, too. And its stall wouldn’t be near as mucky
as it should be if it had been in all night. I never paid
it much mind at the time. It was only when I realised
I'd been hiring a loony, I came to wonder if he hadn’t
been riding all the time, behind our backs.

Drysart. But wouldn’t you have noticed if things had
been disturbed?

Davron. Nothing ever was. Still, he's a neat worker.
That wouldn’t prove anything,

Dysart. Aren’t the stables locked at night?

DavtoN. Yes.

DysarT. And someone sleeps on the premises?

DarToN. Me and my son.

Dysart. Two people?

DarroN. I'm sorry, Doctor. It's obviously just my
fancy. I tell you, this thing has shaken me so bad, I'm
liable to believe anything. If there’s nothing else, T'll
be going.

DysarT. Look: even if you were right, why should
anyone do that? Why would any boy prefer fo ride
by himself at night, when he could go off with others
during the day?

Dartox. Are you asking me? He's a loony, isn't he?
(DaLToN leaves the square and sits again in his place.
Dysarr waiches him go.)
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AvAN, It was sexy.
Drysart. His tape arrived that evening.

SceNE 13

Avan is sitting on his bed holding the tape-recorder.
Nurse approaches briskly, takes the machine from
him—qives it to DYsART 1n the square—and leaves
again, resuming her seat. DYSART switches on the
tape.

Avan. That’s what you want to know, isn’t it? All
right: it was. I'm talking about the beach. That time
when I was a kid. What I told you about . . . (Pause.
He is in great emotional difficulty. Dysarr sits on the
left bench listening, file in hand. ALAN Tises and stands
directly behind him, but on the circle, as if recording
the ensuing speech. He never, of course, looks directly
at the Doctor.) 1 was pushed forward on the horse.
There was sweat on my legs from his neck. The fellow
held me tight, and let me turn the horse which way I
wanted. All that power going any way you wanted
. . . His sides were all warm, and the smell . . . Then
suddenly I was on the ground, where Dad pulled me.
I could have bashed him . . . (Pause.) Something else.
When the horse first appeared, I looked up into his
mouth. It was huge. There was this chain on it. The
fellow pulled it, and cream dripped out. I said “Does
it hurt?” And he said—the horse said—sald— (He
stops, in anguish. DysArRT makes a note in his file.)
“Desperately.” It was always the same, after that.
Every time I heard one clop by, I had to run and see.
Up a country lane or anywhere. They sort of pulled
me. I couldn’t take my eyes off them. Just to watch
their skins. The way their necks twist, and sweat shines
in the folds . . . (Pause.) I can’t remember when it
started. Mum reading to me about Prince who no one
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could ride, except one boy. Or the white horse in Rev-
elations. “He that sat upon him was called Faithful
and True. His eyes were as flames of fire, and he had
a name written that no man knew but himself” . . .
Words like reins. Stirrup. Flanks . . . “Dashing his
spurs against his charger’s flanks!” . .. Even the
words made me feel . . . (Pause.) The way they give
themselves to us. That was it, too. They could stamp
us into bits any time they wanted, and they don't.
They just trot on and let themselves be turned on a
string all day, absolutely humble. They give us all
their breath, and we just give them stripes for 1t.
(Pause.) 1 couldn’t help myself. I'd watch any horse
without stop. The way they turned and turned, and
their ribs grew wet, just for our sakes . .. (Pause.)
Years, I never told anyone. Mum wouldn’t understand.
She likes “Equitation.” Bowler hats and jodhpurs!
“My grandfather dressed for the horse,” she says.
What does that mean? The horse isn’t dressed. It's
the most naked thing you ever saw! More than a dog
or a cat or anything. Even the most broken down old
nag has got its life! To put a bowler on it is filthy!
. . . Putting them through their paces! Bloody horse-
shows! . . . No one understands! . . . Except cow-
boys. They do. I wish I was a cowboy. They’re free.
They just swing up and then it’s miles of grass . ..
I bet all cowboys are orphans! . . . I bet they are!

Nurse. Mr. Strang to see you, Doctor.

DysarT. (In surprise.) Mr. Strang? Show him up,
please.

Aran. No one ‘ever says to cowboys “Receive my
meaning!” They wouldn’t dare. Or “God” all the time.
(Mimicking his mother.) “God sees you, Alan. God’s
got eyes everywhere—" (He stops abruptly.) I'm not
doing any more! . . . I hate this! ... You can
whistle for any more. I've had it! (He returns angrily
to his bed, throwing the blanket over him. DYSART
switches off the tape.)
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SCENE 14

FraANK STrANG comes info the square, his hat in his
hand. He is nervous and embarrassed.

Dysarr. (Welcoming.) Hallo, Mr. Strang.

Frank. I was just passing. I hope it’s not too late.

Dysart. Of course not. I'm delighted to see you.

Frank. My wife doesn’t know I'm here. 1’d be grate-
ful to you if you didn’t enlighten her, if you receive
my meaning.

Dysarr. Everything that happens in this room is
confidential, Mr. Strang.

Frank. T hopeso . .. T hopeso . ..

Drysarr. (Gently.) Do you have something to tell
me?

FrANK. As a matter of fact I have. Yes.

Dysart. Your wife told me about the photograph.

Frank. I know, it's not that! It's about that, but
it’'s—worse. . . . I wanted to tell you the other night,
but I couldn’t in front of Dora. Maybe I should have.
It might show her where all that stuff leads to, she
drills into the boy behind my back.

Dysart. What kind of thing is it?

Frank. Something I witnessed.

Dysart. Where?

Frank. At home. About eighteen months ago.

Dysart. Go on.

Frank. It was late. I'd gone upstairs to fetch some-
thing. The boy had been in bed hours, or so I thought.

Drysagrt. Go on.

FrANK. As I came along the passage I saw the door
of his bedroom was ajar. I'm sure he didn’t know it
was. From inside I heard the sound of this chanting.

DysarT. Chanting?

Frank. Like the Bible. One of those lists his
mother’s always reading to him.

DysarTt. What kind of list?
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Frank. Those Begats. So-and-so begat, you know.
Genealogy.

Dysart. Can you remember what Alan’s list sounded
like?

Frank. Well, the sort of thing. I stood there abso-
lutely astonished. The first word I heard was . . .

Aran. (Rising and chanting.) Prince?

FraNK. Prince begat Prince. That sort of nonsense.

Aran. (He moves slowly to the Center of the circle,
Downstage.) And Prance begat Prankus! And Prankus
begat Flankus!

Frank. I looked through the door, and he was stand-
ing in the moonlight in his pyjamas, right in front of
that big photograph.

Dysart. The horse with the huge eyes?

Frank. Right.

Arax. Flankus begat Spankus. And Spankus begat
Spunkus the Great, who lived three score years!

Frank. It was all like that. I can’t remember the
exact names, of course. Then suddenly he knelt down.

Drysagr. In front of the photograph?

Frawk. Yes. Right there at the foot of his bed.

AraN. (Kneeling.) And Legwus begat Neckwus. And
Neckwus begat Fleckwus, the King of Spit. And
Fleckwus spoke out of his chinkle-chankle! (He bows
himself to the ground.)

Dysart, What?

FrANE. I'm sure that was the word. I've never for-
gotten it. Chinkle-chankle.

ALAN. (He raises his head and extends his hands up
in glory.) And he said “Behold—I give you Equus,
my only begotten son!”

Dysart. Equus?

Frank. Yes. No doubt of that. He repeated that
word several times. “Equus my only begotten son.”

Aran. (Reverently.) Ek . . . wus!

EIPYSME kFSuddenly understanding: almost “aside.”)
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FrANK. (Embarrassed.) And then . . .

Dysart. Yes: what?

Frank. He took a piece of string out of his pocket.
Made up into a noose. And put it in his mouth. (Aran
bridles himself with invisible string, and pulls it back.)
And then with his other hand he picked up a coat
hanger. A wooden coat hanger, and—and—

DysarT. Began to beat himself? (Avaw, in mime,
begins to thrash himself, increasing the strokes in
speed and victousness. Pause.)

Frank. You see why I couldn’t tell his mother . . .
Religion. Religion’s at the bottom of all this!

Dysart. What did you do?

Frank. Nothing. I coughed—and went back down-
stairs. (The boy starts gwiltily—tears the string from
his mouth—and scrambles back to bed.)

Dysarr. Did you ever speak to him about it later?
Even obliquely?

Frank. (Unhappily.) I can’t speak of things like
that, Doctor. It’s not in my nature.

Dysart. (Kindly.) No. I see that.

Frank., But I thought you ought to know. So I
came,

Dysart. (Warmly.) Yes. I'm very grateful to you.
Thank you, (Pause.)

Frank. Well, that’sit . . .

DysarT. Is there anything else?

Frank. (Even more embarrassed.) There is ac-
tually. One thing.

Dysart. What's that?

Frank. On the night that he did it—that awful
thing in the stable—

Dysart. Yes?

Frank. That very night, he was out with a girl.

DysarT. How d’you know that?

Frang. I just know.

Dysart. (Puzzled.) Did he tell you?
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Frank. I can’t say any more.

DysarT. 1 don’t quite understand.

Frank. Everything said in here is confidential, you
said.

DysaArT. Absolutely.

FraNE. Then ask him. Ask him about taking a girl
out, that very night he did it . . . (Abruptly.) Good-
bye, Doctor. (He goes. DYsART looks after him. FRANK
resumes his seat.)

SceENE 15
ALAN gets up and enters the square.

Dysarr. Alan! Come in. Sit down. (Pleasantly.)
What did you do last night?

Avan, Watched telly?

Dysart. Any good?

Aran. All right.

Drysart. Thanks for the tape. It was excellent.

Aran. I'm not making any more.

Dysart. One thing I didn’t quite understand. You
began to say something about the horse on the beach
talking to you.

AvAN. That’s stupid. Horses don’t talk.

Dysarrt. So I believe.

Aran. I don’t know what you mean.

Dysarr. Never mind. Tell me something else. Who
introduced you to the stable to begin with? (Pause.)

Avran. Someone I met.

Drysart. Where?

Avran. Bryson's.

DysArT. The shop where you worked?

Aran. Yes.

Dysagrt. That’s a funny place for you to be. Whose
idea was that?

Aran. Dad.
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Dysart. I'd have thought he'd have wanted you to
work with him.

Avan. I haven’t the aptitude. And printing’s a failing
trade. If you receive my meaning.

Dysarr. (Amused.) 1 see ... What did your
mother think?

Avan. Shops are common.

Dysart. And you?

ArAan. T loved it.

Dysagrt. Really?

AvLan. (Sarcastic.) Why not? You get to spend every
minute with electrical things. It's fun.

(Nursg, Davton and the Actors playing horses call
out to kim as customers, seated where they are.
Their voices are aggressive and demanding.)

CustoMER. Philco!

ALAN. (To Dysart.) Of course it might just drive
you off your chump.

CustoMERr. I want to buy a hot-plate. I’'m told the
Philco is a good make!

Arax, I think it is, madam.

CusToMER. Eemington ladies’ shavers?

AraN, I'm not sure, madam.

CtstoMer. Fveready Batteries?

CustoMER. Hoover!

Cusromer. Westinghouse!

CvustoMER. Pifco automatic toothbrushes?

AvAN. I'll find out, sir.

CustoMER. Beautiflor!

CustoMeR. Windolene!

AraN. Sorry.

CustoMERr. I want a Philco transistor radio!

AraN. Sorry.

Cusromer. This isn't a Remington! I wanted a
Remington!

Avan. Sorry! Sorry!
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(Ji.L. comes into the square: a girl in her early
twenties, pretty and middle class. She wears a
sweater and jeans. The mumbling stops.)

JiLL. Hallo.

AranN. Hallo.

JiL. Have you any blades for a clipping machine?

Aran. Clipping?

Jiur. To clip horses. (Pause. He stares at her, open-
mouthed.) What’s the matter?

Aran. You work at Dalton’s stables. I've seen you.
(During the following, he mimes putting away a mle
of bozes on a shelf in the shop.)

JiLL. I’ve seen you too, haven’t I? You're the boy
who’s always staring into the yard around lunch-
time.

AraN, Me?

Jirr. You’re there most days.

Avax. Not me.

JiLL. (Amused.) Of course it's you. Mr. Dalton was
only saying the other day: “Who's that boy keeps star-
ing in at the door?” Are you looking for a job or some-
thing?

Avan. (Eagerly.) Is there one?

JirL. I don’t know.

Aran. I can only do weekends.

Jiur, That’s when most people ride. We can always
use extra hands. It’d mainly be mucking out.

Avan. I don’t mind.

JiLL. Can you ride?

AraN. No ... No ... I don’t want to. (She looks
at hum curiously.) Please.

JiLL. Come up on Saturday. I'll introduce you to
Mr. Dalton. (She leaves the square.)

DvysArT. When was this? About a year ago?

Avax. I suppose.

DvysagrT. And she did?
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AvaAN. Yes. (Briskly he moves the three benches to
form three stalls in the stable.)

SceNE 16

Rich light falls on the square. An exultant humming
from the Chorus. Tramping 18 heard. Three
Actors playing horses rise from their places. To-
gether they unhook three horse masks from the
ladders to Left and Right, put them on with rigid
timing, and walk with swaying horse-motion into
the square. Their metal hooves stamp on the wood.
Their masks turn and toss high above their heads
—as they will do sporadically throughout all horse
Scenes—making the steel gleam in the light. For
a moment they seem to converge on the boy as he
stands in the middle of the stable, but then they
swiftly turn and take up positions as if tethered
by the head, with their invisible rumps towards
him, one by each bench. ALAN is sunk in this glow-
ing world of horses. Lost in wonder, he starts al-
most involuntarily to kneel on the floor in rever-
ence—bul 18 sharply interrupted by the cheery
voice of DALTON, coming into the stable, followed
by JiLL. The boy straightens up guiltily.)

DavtoN. First thing to learn is drill. Learn it and
keep to it. I want this place neat, dry and clean at
all times. After you've mucked out, Jill will show you
some grooming. What we call strapping a horse,

JiLL, I think Trooper’s got a stone.

DavToN. Yes? Let's see. (He crosses to the horse by
the Left bench, who is balancing one hoof on its tip.
He picks up the hoof.) You're right. (T'o Aran.) See
this? This V here. It’s what'’s called a frog. Sort of
shock-absorber. Once you pierce that, it takes ages
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to heal—so you want to wateh for it. You clean it out
with this. What we call a hooi-pick. (He takes from
his pocket an invisible pick.) Mind how you go with
it. It’s very sharp. Use it like this. (He quickly takes
the stone out.) See? (Araw nods, fascinated.) You'll
soon get the hang of it. Jill will look after you. What
she doesn’t know about stables, isn’t worth knowing.

Jinn. (Pleased.) Oh yes, I'm sure!

Davron. (Handing ArLaxN the pick.) Careful how you
go with that. The main rule is, anything you don’t
know: ask. Never pretend you know something when
you don’t. (Smiling.) Actually, the main rule is: enjoy
yourself. All right?

Avan. Yes, sir.

Davton. Good lad. See you later. (He nods to them
cheerfully, and leaves the square. ALaN clearly puts
the invisible hoof-pick on the rail, Downstage Left.)

Jr. All right, let’s start on some grooming. Why
don’t we begin with him? He looks as if he needs it.
(They approach Nugget, who is standing to the Right.
She pats him. AvAN sits and watches her.) This is
Nugget. He’s my favourite. He’s as gentle as a baby,
aren’t you? But terribly fast if you want him to be.
(During the following, she mimes both the actions and
the objects, which she picks up from the Right bench.)
Now this i1s the dandy, and we start with that. Then
you move on to the body brush. This is the most im-
portant, and you use it with this curry-comb. Now you
always groom the same way: from the ears downward.
Don’t he afraid to do it hard. The harder you do i,
the more the horse loves it. Push it right through the
coat: like this. (The boy watches in fascination as she
brushes the invisible body of Nugget, scraping the
dirt and hair off on to the tnvisible curry-comb. Now
and then the horse mask moves very slightly in plea-
sure.) Down towards the tail and right through the
coat. See how he loves it? I'm giving you a lovely
massage, boy, aren’t I? . . . You try. (She hands him
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the brush. Gingerly he rises and approaches Nugget.
Embarrassed and excited, he copies her movements
inexpertly.) Keep it nice and easy. Never rush. Down
towards the tail and right through the coat. That’s it.
Again. Down towards the tail and right through the
coat . . . Very good. Now you keep that up for fifteen
minutes and then do old Trooper. Will you? (Aranx
nods.) You've got a feel for it. I can tell. It’'s going
to be nice teaching you. See you later. (She leaves the
square and resumes her place. ALAN 13 left alone with
the horses. They all stamp. He approaches Nugget
again, and touches the horse’s shoulder. The mask
turns sharply in his direction. The boy pauses, then
moves his hand gently over the outline of the neck
and back. The mask is reassured. It stares ahead un-
moving. Then Avaw lfts his palm to his face and
smells it deeply, closing his eyes. DYSART rises from
his bench, and begins to walk slowly Upstage round
the circle.)

Dysarr. Was that good? Touching them.

Aran. (He gives a faint groan.) Mmm.

Dysart. It must have been marvellous, being near
them at last . . . Stroking them ... Making them
fresh and glossy . . . Tell me . . . (Silence. Aran be-
gins to brush Nugget.) How about the girl? Did you
like her?

Avan. (Tight.) Alright.

Dysarr. Just alright? (Avan changes his position,
moving round Nugget’s rump so that his back 1s fo
the audience. He brushes harder. DYSART comes Down-
stage around the circle, and finally back to his bench.)
Was she friendly?

AraN. Yes.

Dysart. Or stand-offish?

AraN. Yes.

Dysart. Well, which?

Aran. What?
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Dysart. Which was she? (AvAN brushes harder.)
Did you take her out? Come on now: tell me. Did
you have a date with her?

Avan. What?

Dysart. (Sitting.) Tell me if you did. (The boy
suddenly explodes in one of his rages.)

Avan. (Yelling.) TELL ME! (All the masks toss
at the noise.)

DysarTt. What?

Avan. Tell me, tell me, tell me, tell me! (ALAN
storms out of the square, and Dﬂwnstaga to where
Dysart sits. He is raging. During the ensuing, the
horses leave by all three openings.) On and on, sitting
there! Nosey Parker! That’s all you are. Bloody Nosey
Parker! Just like Dad. On and on and bloody on! Tell
me, tell me, tell me! . . . Answer this. Answer that,
Never stop!— (He murches round the circle and back

into the square. DYSART rises and enters it from the
other side.)

SceNE 17
Lights brighten.
DysarT. I’'m sorry.

(ALan slams about what s now the office again, re-
placing the benches to their usual position.)

Aran. Alright, it’s my turn now. You tell me! An-
swer me!

Dysart. We're not playing that game now.

Arvan. We're playing what I say.

Dysart. Alright. What do you want to know? (He
sits.)

AraN. Do you have dates?
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Dysart. I told you. I'm married. (ALAN approaches
him, very hostile.)

Araw. I know. Her name’s Margaret. She’s a dentist!
You see, I found out! What made you go with her?
Did you used to bite her hands when she did you in the
chair? (The boy sits next to hum, close.)

Dysart, That's not very funny.

Arawn. Do you have girls behind her back?

Dysart. No.

Aran. Then what? Do you fuck her?

Dysarr. That’s enough now. (He rises and moves
away.)

Avan, Come on, tell me! Tell me, tell me!

Dysart. 1 said, that's enough now. (ALAN rises too
and walks around him.)

Aran. I bet you don’t. I bet you never touch her.
Come on, tell me. You've got no kids, have you? Is
that because you don’t fuck? _

Dysarr. (Sharp.) Go to your room. Go on: quick
march. (Pause. ALAN moves away from him, and in-
solently takes up a packet of DYsART’s cigarettes from
the bench, and extracts one.) Give me those cigarettes.
(The boy puts one in his mouth. Exploding.) Alan,
give them to me! (Reluctantly ArLaN shoves the cig-
arette back in the packet, turns and hands it to him.)
Now go! (ArLaN bolts out of the square, and back to
his bed. DysaRT, unnerved, addresses the audience.)
Brilliant! Absolutely brilliant! The boy’s on the run,
so he gets defensive. What am I, then? . . . Wicked
little bastard—he knew exactly what questions to try.
He’d actually marched himself round the hospital,
making enquiries about my wife. Wicked and—of
course, perceptive. Ever since I made that crack about
carving up children, he’s been aware of me in an ab-
solutely specific way. Of course, there’s nothing novel
in that. Advanced neurotics can be dazzling at that
game, They aim unswervingly at your area of max-
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imum vulnerability . . . Which I suppose is as good
a way as any of describing Margaret. (He sifs. Hes-
THER enters the square. Light grows warmer.)

SceNE 18

HestaER. Now stop it.

Dysart. Do I embarrass you?

HestHer. 1 suspect you're about to. (Pause.)

Dysarr. My wife doesn’t understand me, Your
Honour.

HestHER. Do you understand her?

Drysarr. No. Obviously I never did.

HestaER. I'm sorry. I've never liked to ask but I've
always imagined you weren't exactly compatible. (She
moves to sif opposite.)

Dysart. We were. It actually worked for a bif. I
mean for both of us. We worked for each other. She
actually for me through a kind of briskness. A clear,
red-headed, inaccessible briskness which kept me
keyed up for months. Mind you, if you're kinky for
Northern Hygienie, as I am, you can’t find anything
much more compelling than a Scottish lady dentist.

HestHER. It’'s you who are wicked, you know!

Dysart. Not at all: she got exactly the same irom
me. Antiseptic proficiency. I was like that in those
days. We suited each other admirably. I see us in
our wedding photo: Doctor and Doctor Mac Brisk.
We were brisk in our wooing, brisk in our we.ding,
brisk in our disappointment. We turned from each
other briskly into our separate surgeries: and now
there’s damn all.

HestHER. You have no children, have you?

Dysart. No, we didn’t go in for them. Instead, she
sits beside our salmon-pink, glazed brick fireplace,
and knits things for orphans in a home she helps with.



ACT I EQUUS 53

And T sit opposite, turning the pages of art books on
Ancient Greece. Occasionally, I still trail a faint scent
of my enthusiasm across her path. I pass her a picture
of the sacred acrobats of Crete leaping through the
horns of running bulls—and she’ll say: “Och, Martin,
what an absurred thing to be doing! The Highland
Games, now there’s norrmal sport!” Or she’ll observe,
just after I've told her a story from the Iliad: “You
know, when you come to think of it, Agamemnon and
that lot were nothing but a bunch of ruffians from
Glasgow, only with fancy names!” (He rises.) You get
the pieture. She’s turned into a shrink. The familiar
domestic monster. Margaret Dysart: The shrink’s
shrink.

HesTHER. That’s cruel, Martin.

Dysarr, Yes. Do you know what it's like for two
people to live in the same house as if they were in
different parts of the world? Mentally, she’s always in
some drizzly chapel of her own inheriting: and I'm in
some Doriec temple—clouds tearing through pillars—
eagles bearing prophecies out of the sky. She finds all
that repulsive. All my wife has ever taken from the
Mediterranean—i{rom that whole vast intuitive culture
—are four bottles of Chianti to make into lamps, and
two china condiment donkeys labelled Sally and
Peppy. (Pause. More iniimately.) 1 wish there was one
person in my life I could show. One instinctive, ab-
solutely unbrisk person I could take to Greece, and
stand in front of certain shrines and sacred streams
and say “Look! Life is only comprehensible through
a thousand local gods. And not just the old dead ones
with names like Zeus—no, but living Geniuses of Place
and Person! And not just Greece but modern England!
Spirits of certain trees, certain curves of brick wall,
certain fish and chip shops, if you like, and slate roofs
—just as of certain frowns in people and slouches . . .
1’d say to them— “Worship as many as you can see—
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and more will appear!” . .. If T had a son, I bet
you he’d come out exactly like his mother. Utterly
worshipless. Would you like a drink?

Hestrer. No, thanks. Actually, I've got to be going.

DysarT. Really?

Hestaer. Really. I've got an Everest of papers to
get through before bed.

Dysart. You never stop, do you?

HesTtHER. Do you?

Dysarr. This boy, with his stare. He's trying to
save himself through me.

HestHER. I'd say so.

Dysart. What am I trying to do to him?

HestHsr. Restore him, surely?

Dysart. To what?

HestHER. A normal life.

DysarT. Normal?

HesTHER. It still means something.

Dysagrt. Does it?

HestHER. Of course.

DysarT. You mean a normal boy has one head: a
normal head has two ears?

HesTHER. You know I don't.

Dysart. Then what else?

HestHER. (Lightly.) Oh, stop 1it.

DysagrT. No, what? You tell me.

HestuEer. (Rising: smiling.) I won’t be put on the
stand like this, Martin. You're really disgraceful! . . .
(Pause.) You know what I mean by a normal smile
in a child’s eyes, and one that isn’t—even if I can’t ex-
actly define it. Don’t you?

DysarT. Yes.

Hestaer. Then we have a duty to that, surely?
Both of us.

DysarT. Touché . . . I'll talk to you.

HestHER. Dismissed?

Dysart. You said you had to go.

Hester. I do . . . (She kisses his ckeek.) Thank
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yvon for what you’re doing . . . You're going through
a rotten patch at the moment. I'm sorry . . . I sup-
pose one of the few things one can do is simply hold
on to priorities.
Dvysart. Like what?
HestrER. Oh——children before grown-ups. Things
like that. (He contemplates her.)
Dysart. You're really quite splendid.
h_HE}:sTHE:E. Famous for it. Goodnight. (She leaves
umn.
Dysart. (To himself—or to the audience.) Normall
. . . Normal!

SceENE 19
ALAN rises and enters the square. He is subdued,

Dysart. Good afternoon,

Avan. Afternoon.

DysarT. I'm sorry about our row yesterday.

Avaw. It was stupid.

Dysarr. It was.

Avran. What I said, I mean.

DysarT. How are you sleeping? (Aran shrugs.)
You're not feeling well, are you?

Araw. All right.

Dysartr. Would you like to play a game? It could
make you feel better.

ArAn. What kind?

Drysart. It’s called Blink. You have to fix your eyes
on something: 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
‘é]:tlgm. And so on. Close, open, close, open, till I say

p.

Aran. How can that make you feel better?

DysaArt. It relaxes you. You'll feel as though you’re
talking to me in your sleep.
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Aran. It’s stupid.

DysarT. You don’t have to do it, if you don’t want
to.

Aran. I didn't say I didn’t want to.

Dysart, Well?

AraN. 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 1t.) The thing is to feel comfortable, and

relax absolutely . . . Are you looking at the stain?
Aran. Yes.
Dysart. Right. Now try and keep your mind as
blank as possible.
Aran. That’s not difficult.
Dysart. Ssh. Stop talking . . . On the first tap,

close. On the second, open. Are you ready? (Avraw
nods. DYSART taps his pen on the wooden rail. ALAN
shuts his eyes. DYSART taps again. ALAN opens them.
The taps are evenly spaced. After four of them the
sound cuts out, and is replaced by a faint, metallic
sound, on tape. Dysart talks through this, to the
audience—the light dims around him—while the boy
sits staring at the wall, opening and shuiting his
eyes.) The Normal is the good smile in a child’s
eves:—alright. It is also the dead stare in a million
adults. It both sustains and kills—like a god. It
is the Qrdinary made beautiful: it is also the Aver-
age made lethal. The Normal is the indispensable,
murderous God of Health, and I am his priest. My
tools are very delicate. My compassion is honest. I
have honestly assisted children in this room. I have
talked away terrors and relieved many agonies. But
also—beyond question—I have cut from them parts
of individuality repugnant to this god, in both his
aspects. Parts sacred to rarer and more wonderful
gods. And at what length . . . Sacrifices to Zeus took
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at the most, surely, sixty seconds each. Sacrifices to
the Normal can take as long as sixty months. (The
natural sound of the pencil resumes. Light changes
back. To Aran.) Now your eyes are feeling heavy.
You want to sleep, don’t you? You want a long, deep
sleep. Have it. Your head is heavy. Very heavy. Your
shoulders are heavy. Sleep. (The pencil stops. ALAN'S
eyes remain shut and his head has sunk on his chest.)
Can you hear me?

Avan. Mmm,

Dysart. You can speak normally. Say Yes, if you
can.

Aran. Yes. ;

Dysarr. Good boy. Now raise your head, and open
your eyes. (He does so.) Now, Alan, you’re going to
answer questions I'm going to ask you. Do vou under-
stand?

Avan. Yes.

Dysart. And when you wake up, you are going to
remember everything you tell me. All right?

Aran, Yes. :

Dysart. Good. Now I want you to think back in
time. You are on that beach you told me about. The
tide has gone out and you're making sandcastles.
Above you, staring down at you, is that great horse’s
h;lea.d‘; and the cream dropping from it. Can you see
that?

ALAN. Yes.

Dysart. You ask him a question. “Does the chain
hurt?”’

ArAn. Yes.

DysarT. Do you ask him aloud?

ALAN, No.

Dysart. And what does the horse say back?

ALAN. “Yeg.”

Dysart. Then what do you say?

Arvan. “T’ll take it out for you.”

Dysart. And he says?
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ALax. “It never comes out. They have me in chains.”

Dysarr. Like Jesus?

Aran. Yes!

Dysart. Only his name isn’t Jesus, is it?

Avan. No.

Dysart. What is it?

AraN. No one knows but him and me.

Dysart. You can tell me, Alan. Name him.

Araw, Equus.

Dysarr. Thank you. Does he live in all horses or
just some?

Arawn. AllL

Dysarr. Good boy. Now: you leave the beach.
You're in your bedroom at home. You're twelve years
old. You're in front of the picture. You're looking at
Equus from the foot of your bed. Would you like to
kneel down?

ALAN, Yes.

Dvysarr. (Encouragingly.) Go on, then. (Aran
kneels.) Now tell me. Why 1s Equus in chains?

Araw. For the sins of the world. :

DysarT. What does he say to you?

AraN. “I see you.” “I will save you.”

Dysagrt. How?

ALAN. “Bear you away. Two shall be done.”

Dysart. Horse and rider shall be one beast?

Aran. One person!

Dysart. Go on.

: Aran. “And my chinkle-chankle shall be m thy
and.”

Dysart. Chinkle-chankle? That’s his mouth chain?

Aran. Yes.

DrysArt, Good. You can getup . . . Come on. (ALAN
rises.) Now: think of the stable. What 1s the stable?
His temple? His Holy of Holies?

Aran, Yes.

Dysart. Where you wash him? Where you fend him,
and brush him with many brushes?

N —— i
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AraN, Yes.

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

Aran. Yes.

Dysart. What did he say? “Ride me?” “Mount me,
and ride me forth at night?”

ALAN. Yes.

Dysart. And you obeyed? (Pause.)

Aran. Yes! (Pause.)

Dysart. How did you learn? By watching others?

Avan. Yes.

Dysart. It must have been difficult. You bounced
about?

Aran. Yes.

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

Aran. No!

Dysarr. He didn’t?

Arax. He showed me nothing! He’s a mean bugger!
Ride—or fall! That’s Straw Law.

Dysart. Straw Law?

AraN. He was born in the straw, and this is his law.

Dysart. But you managed? You mastered him?

Arvan. Had to! ¢

DysarTt. And then you rode in secret?

ArAN. Yes.

Dysart. How often?

Avaxn. Every three weeks. More, people would notice.

DysarT. On a particular horse?

Arvan. No.

Dysarr. How did you get into the stable?

Araw. Stole a key. Had it copied at Bryson’s.

Dysart. Clever boy. (ALAx smailes.) Then you'd slip
out of the house?

Avan. Midnight! On the stroke!

DysaArT. How far’s the stable?

Aran, Two miles. (Pause.)
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Dysart. Let’s do it! Let’s go riding! . . . Now!
(He stands up, and pushes in his bench.) You are there
now, in front of the stable door. (ALAN furns Upstage.)
That key’s in your hand. Go and open it.

Scexe 20

ArLAN moves Upstage, and mimes opening the door.
Soft light on the circle. Humming from the
Chorus: the Equus noise. The horse Actors enter,
raise high thewr masks, and put them on all to-
gether. They stand round the circle—Nugget in
the mouth of the tunnel,

Dysarr. Quietly as possible. Dalton may still be
awake. Sssh . .. Quietly . . . Good. Now go In.
(ALax steps secretly out of the square through the
central opeming onto the circle, now glowing with a
warm light. He looks about him. The horses stamp un-
easily: their masks turn towards him.) You are on the
inside now. All the horses are staring at you. Can you
see them?

Arax, (Ezcited.) Yes!

DysarT. Which one are you going to take?

Aran. Nugget. (ALAN reaches up and mimes leading
Nugget carefully round the circle Downstage with a
rope, past all the horses on the Right.)

Dysart. What colour is Nugget?

Aran. Chestnut. (The horse picks his way with
care. ALAN halts him at the corner of the square.)

Dysart. What do you do, first thing?

Avan. Put on his sandals.

Dysart. Sandals? (He kneels, Downstage Center.)

ArAn. Sandals of majesty! Made of sack. (He picks
up the invisible sandals, and kisses them devoutly.)
Tie them round his hooves. (He taps Nugget’s rght
leg: the horse raises it and the boy mimes tying the
sack round it.)
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Dysart. All four hooves?

ArAN. Yes.

Drysart. Then?

AvraN. Chinkle-chankle. (He mimes picking up the
bridle and bit.) He doesn’t like it so late, but he takes
1t for my sake. He bends for me. He stretches forth his
neck to it. (Nugget bends his head down. ALaN first
rilually puts the bit into his own mouth, then crosses,
and transfers it into Nugget’s. He reaches up and
buckles on the bridle. Then he leads him by the in-
visible reins, across the front of the Stage and up
round the Left side of the circle. Nugget follows
obediently.) Buckle and lead out.

Dysart. No saddle?

ArAN. Never.

Dysart. Go on.

Aran. Walk down the path behind. He's quiet. Al-
ways 1s, this bit. Meek and milk legs. At least till the
field. Then there’s trouble. (The horse jerks back. The
mask tosses.)

Dysart. What kind?

Aran. Won't go in.

Dysart. Why not?

Avawn. It's his place of Ha Ha.

DysarT. What?

Avan. Ha ha.

Dysarr, Make him go into it.

AvaN. (Whispering fiercely.) Come on! . . . Come
on! . .. (He drags the horse into the square as
Dysart steps out of it.)

SceneE 21

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.) Is it a big field?
Avan, Huge!
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Drysart. What's it like?

Arax. Full of mist. Nettles on your feet. (He mimes
taking off his shoes—and the sting.) Ah!

Dysart. (Going back to his bench.) You take your
shoes off?

Avan. Evervthing.

Dysart. All your clothes?

A1aN. Yes. (He mimes undressing completely in
front of the horse. When he 1s finished, and obviously
quite naked, he throws out his arms and shows him-
self fully to his god, bowing his head before Nugget.)

DysarT. Where do you leave them?

Aran. Tree hole near the gate. No one could find
them. (He walks Upstage and crouches by the bench,
stuffing the invisible clothes beneath it. DYSART sits
again on the Left bench, Downstage beyond the circle.)

Drysart. How does it feel now?

Arax. (Holds htmself.) Burns.

DysarT. Burns?

AraN. The mist!

Dysart. Go on. Now what?

AraN. The Manbit. (He reaches again under the
bench and draws out an invisible stick.)

Dysart. Manbit?

AraN. The stick for my mouth.

Dysagrt. Your mouth?

Aran. To bite on.

Dysart. Why? What for?

Arax. So’s it won’t happen to quick.

Dysart. Is it always the same stick?

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

Dysarr. And now what? . . . What do you do now?
(Pause. He rises and approaches Nugget.)

Aran. Touch him!

Dysart. Where?

Aran. (Im wonder.) All over. Everywhere, Belly.
Ribs. His ribs are of ivory. Of great value! . . . His
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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.)

Aran. Give sugar.

Dysarrt. A lump of sugar? (ArLan refurns to Nugget.)

Avawn, His Last Supper.

Dysarr. Last before what?

AvAaN. Ha ha. (He kneeels before the horse, palms
upward and joined together.)

DysarTt. Do you say anything when you give it to
him?

Avan. (Offering it.) Take my sins. Eat them for my
gake . . . He always does. (Nugget bows the mask
wmio ALAN's palm, then takes a step back to eat.)
And then he’s ready.

DysarT. You can get up on him now?

ArAw. Yes!

Dysart. Do it, then. Mount him. (Avax, lying be-
fore Nugget, siretches out on the square. He grasps
the top of the thin metal pole embedded in the wood.
He whispers his god’s name ceremonially.)

Aran. Equus! . . . Equus! . . . Equus! (He pulls
the pole upright. The Actor playing Nugget leans for-
ward and grasps if. 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
Upstage corner, Left.) Take me! (He runs and jumps
high on to Nugget’s back. Crying out.) Ah!

Dysart. What is it?

Avax. Hurts!

Dysart. Hurts?

Avan. Knives in his skin! Little knives—all inside
my legs. (Nugget mimes restiveness.) Stay, Equus. No
one said Go! ... That’s it. He’s good. Equus the
Godslave, faithful and true, Into my hands he com-
mends himself—naked in his chinkle-chankle, (He
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punches Nugget.) Stop it! . .. He wants to go so
badly.

Drysarr. Go, then. Leave me behind. Ride away now,
Alan. Now! . . . Now you are alone.

Avax. (He stiffens his body and raises his hand
ritually.) Equus—son of Fleckwus—son of Neckwus—
Walk. (A hum from the Chorus. Very slowly the horses
standing on the circle begin to turn the square by
gently pushing the wooden rail. ALaN and his mount
start to revolve. The effect, immediately, 1s of a
statue being slowly turned round on a plinth. Dur-
ing the ride, however, the speed increases, and the light
decreases until it is only a fierce spotlight on horse and
rider, with the overspill glinting on the other masks
leaning in towards them.) Here we go. The King rides
out on Equus, mightiest of horses. Only T can ride
him. He lets me turn him this way and that. His neck
comes out of my body. It lifts in the dark. Equus, my
Godslave! . . . Now the King commands you. To-
night, we ride against them all.

Dysart. Who's all?

Avawn. My foes and His.

Dysart. Who are your foes?

Arax. The Hosts of Hoover. The Hosts of Philco.
The House of Remington and all its tribe!

DysarT. Who are His foes?

Aran. The Hosts of Bowler. The Hosts of Jodhpur.
All those who chow him off for their vanity. Tie
rosettes on his head for their vanity! Come on, Equus.
Let’s get them! . . . Trot! (The speed of the turning
square increases.) Stead-y! Stead-y! Stead-y! Stead-y!
Cowboys are watching! Take off their Stetsons. They
know who we are. They're admiring us! Bowing low
unto us! Come on now—show them! Canter! . ..
CANTER! (He whips Nugget.)

And Equus the Mighty rose against All!
His enemies scatter, his enemies fall!

TURN!




ACT I EQUUS 65

Trample them, trample them,
Trample them, trample them,

TURN!

TURN!!

TURN!!!

(The Equus noise increases in volume. Shouting.)
WEE! . . . WAA! . . . WONDERFUL! . . .

I'm stiff ! Stiff in the wind!

My mane, stiff in the wind!

My flanks! My hooves!

Mane on my legs, on my flanks, like whips!

Raw!

Raw!

Pm raw! Raw!

Feel me on you! On you! On you! On you!

I want to be in you!

I want to BE you forever and ever | —

Equus, I love you!

Now!—

Bear me away!

Make us One Person!

(He rides EQUUS frantically.) One Person! One
Person! One Person! One Person! (He rises up on the
horse’s back, and calls like trumpet.) Ha-HA! . . .
Ha-HA! . . . Ha-HA! (The trumpet turns to great
cries.) HA-HA! HA-HA! HA-HA! HA-HA! HA!
... HA! .. . HAAAAA! (He twists like a flame.
Silence. The turning square comes to a stop in the
same position it occupied at the opening of the Act.
Slowly the boy drops off the horse’s back to the ground.
He lowers his head and kisses Nugget’s hoof. Finally
he flings back his head and cries up to him:) AMEN!
(Nugget snorts, once.)

BLACKOUT




