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 Mike Leigh, Abigail’s Party 
a play for stage and television devised and directed in 1977. It is a suburban situation comedy of manners, and a satire on the aspirations and tastes of the new middle class that emerged in Britain in the 1970s.
http://www.samuelfrench-london.co.uk/p/8969/abigails-party
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John Webster, The Duchess of Malfi a macabre, tragic play 1612–13
https://ebooks.adelaide.edu.au/w/webster/john/malfi/
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Sophocles, Oedipus the King
http://abs.kafkas.edu.tr/upload/225/Oedipus_the_King_Full_Text.pdf
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Bertolt Brecht , Mother Courage and Her Children (German:Mutter Courage und ihre Kinder) written in 1939 with significant  contributions from Margarete Steffin  Mother Courage is considered by some to be the greatest play of the 20th century, and perhaps also the greatest anti-war play of all time. (Wikipedia)
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acT 1
SCENE I[1]

[Enter] ANTONIO and DELIO

DELIO. You are welcome to your country, dear Antonio;
You have been long in France, and you return

A very formal Frenchman in your habit:

How do you like the French court?

ANTONTO. I admire it:
In seeking to reduce both state and people

To a fix'd order, their judicious king

Begins at home; quits first his royal palace
Of flattering sycophants, of dissolute

And infamous persons,—which he sweetly terms
His master's master-piece, the work of heaven;
Considering duly that a prince's court

Is like a common fountain, whence should flow
Bure silver drops in general, but if 't chance
Some curs'd example poison 't near the head,

Death and diseases through the whole land spread.
And what is 't makes this blessed government

But a most provident council, who dare freely
Inform him the corruption of the times?

Though some o' the court hold it presumption
To instruct princes what they ought to do,
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Death and diseases through the whole land spread.
And what is 't makes this blessed government

But a most provident council, who dare freely
Inform him the corruption of the times?

Though some o' the court hold it presumption

To instruct princes what they ought to do,

It is a noble duty to inform them

What they ought to foresee.[2]-Here comes Bosola,
The only court-gall; yet I observe his railing
Is not for simple love of piety:

Indeed, he rails at those things which he wants;
Would be as lecherous, covetous, or proud,
Bloody, or envious, as any man,

If he had means to be so.-Here's the cardinal.

[Enter CARDINAL and BOSOLA]
BOSOLA. I do haunt you still.
CARDINAL. So.
BOSOLA. I have done you better service than to be slighted thus.
Miserable age, where only the reward of doing well is the doing
of it!
CARDINAL. You enforce your merit too much.
BOSOLA. I fell into the galleys in your service: uhere, for two
years together, I wore two towels instead of a shirt, with a knot
on the shoulder, after the fashion of a Roman mantle. Slighted

thus!

I will thrive some way. Black-birds fatten best in hard weather;
uhy not I in these dog-days?
CARDINAL. Would you could become honest!

BOSOLA. With all your divinity do but direct me the way to it
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Ocdipus the King.

Sophocles

Translated by David Grene

CHARACTERS
‘OEDIPUS, King of Thebes
JOCASTA, His Wite
CREON, His Brother-in-Law A

FIRST MESSE!

S, an Old Blind Prophet A CHORUS

COND Mi
IERDSMAN
OF OLD MEN OF

THEBES

PARTL
Scenes n rontofthe palace of Oedipus at Thebes. To the
Rightof e stage near the altar stands the PRIEST with a
crowd of chilen.

\OEDIPUS enmerges fromthe central doo:

OEDIPUS: Children, young sons and daughters of ld

Cadmus,' .
“hy do you it hee with your suppliant crowns?
the town i heavy with 3 mingled burden
of sounds and smels, of groans and hymas and
51 di o think it it hat | should her
of this from messengers but came mysel
TOcdipus whom sll men callthe Great

[t returns 1o the PRIEST.)

You're oldand they are young; come, speak or ther.
What do you fear or want, that you it ere

10 supplant? Indeed P wllng to give ll.

that you may need: 1 would be very hard

should | not piy suppliants ik these.

PRIEST: O rule of my counry, Ocdipus,
You sccour company oround the alar.
15 you sce our aes; some o us, ik tese,
who canno vt fy o, and some of s
heavy with ae;these children are th chosen
among the young, nd | the prest of Zeus
Within the market place st otherscrowned
20 with suppliat arkands’ at the double shine
of Palls*and the temple where lsmenus.
givesonales by fie”. King, you yourself
ave s our ety reling ik a wreek

already; it canscaeely [ s prove
25 outofthe depths,out o the bloody su.

‘A bligh ison the fuitfl larts of the carth.
‘Abligh is on thecale i the fields,

ablightis on our women that o childen

are orn tothens  God that caries fire,

30 deadly pestence, s on ourtown,

rikes s andspears usnot, and the house of Cadmes
is emptid ofis people while black Death
rowsrich n groning and in amenation.*

‘We have o come s supplias to thi alar

35 because we thoughtof you as 2 God,

but raberjudging you the s of men

inl the chances of this e and when

‘e mortals have 1o do with more tht man.

‘Vou came and by yourcoming seved our ciy,
40 freed s rqm the wibute which we paid of old
o the Sphinx, crue singer. This you did

in virue of no knowledze we could give you,

in virtue of o eaching t was God

hat sidd you, men say, and you are held

45 with God's assstanee tohave saved our ies.
Now Ocdipus, Greatet i all men's cyes,

here Flling ot your fet e all enteat you,

find s some secngth for rescue.

Perhaps you'lhear a wise word fom some G,
50 pethaps you il earm someting from a man.
(or have sen that for the skilled of the practice
hecutcome of thei counscls e the most).
Noblestof me, g0, and risc up our iy,

0, and give heed.For now thisland of ours

55 clls you s sovior since you saved it once.
So, let us never spesk about your eign

250 tme when st our et wereset
Secureon igh,but aer el o ruin

Raise up our iy, save t. end rase i up.
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SPRING, 1624, IN DALARNA, TFE SWEDISH COMMANDER

ORENSTIERNA 15 RECRUITING FOR THE CAMPAIGN IN POTAND.

TEE CANTEEN WOMAN ANNA FIERLING, COMMONLY KNOWN
A5 MOTHER COURAGE, TOSES A SON.

Highvway ousside a town. A SERGEANT and & RECRUITING
orrice stand shivering.

a5, rEcaorTING ovmceR: How the hell can yon line up a
squadron in a place like this? You know what I keep
thinking about, Sergesns? Suicide. Im supposed to
Tmock four placoons togerher by the twelfth—four pla-
toons the Chief’s asking for! And they're so friendly
around heze, Tm scared to go to slecp at night. Suppose
T do get my hands on some character and squint at him
so T don't notice he's pigeon-cliested and has varicose
veins. 1 gec him drunk and relaxed, he signs on the
dotred line. [ pay for the drinks, he steps outside for 2
minute. I have a hunch T should follow him to the door,
and am I right? Away he's gone like a louse from a
Seratch. You can't take a man’s word any more, Sergeant.
There’s no loyalty left in the world, no trust, no faith, no
sense of honor. I'm losing my confidence in mankind,
Sergeant.

rae seRczaNt: What they could use around here is o good
war. What elsc can you expect with peace running wild

all over the place? You know what the touble with

peace is? No organization. And when do you get organ-
fzation? Tn a war. Peace is one big waste of equipment.

Anything goes, no one gives a damn. See the way they

eat? Cheesc on pumpernickel, bacon on the cheese? Dis-

FIEEEIEE)
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14/ MOTHER COURAGE AND HER CHILDREN

gusting! How many horses have they got in this town?
How many young men? Nobody knows! They haven't
bothered to count "em! That’s peace for you! I've been
in places where they haven't had a war for sevemty
years and you know what? The people haven't even
been given names! They don’t know who they are! It
takes 2 war to fix chat. In a war, everyone registers,
everyone’s name’s on a list, Their shoes arc smcked,
their corn's in the bag, you count it all up—cartle, men,
et cetera—and you take it away! That's the story: no
organization, no war!

THE RECRUITING OFFICER: It’s the God’s truth.

TaE seRoEANT: Of course, a war's like any good deal: hard
to get going. But when it does get moving, if's a pisser,
and they're all scared of peace, like a dice player who
can't stop—cause when' peace comes they have to
pay up. OF course, until it gers going, they’re just as
scared of war, it’s such  noveley!

THE RECRUTTING OFFicER: Hey, look, here’s a canteen wagon.
Two women and 2 couple of fellows. Stop the old
lady, Sergeant. And if there’s nothing doing this time,
you won't carch me freezing my ass in the April wind
any longer.

A barmonica is beard. A canteen wwagon rolls on, drawn
by two young fellows. MoTHER COURAGE is siting on
it cwith her dumb deughter, EATTHIN,

MoraER covrace: A good day to you, Sergeant!

i Senaeant (barving the way): Good day to you! Who
@you think you are?

MoTHER courac: Tradespeople.

She sings:
Stop all the troops: here’s Mother Courage!
Hey, Captain, let them come and buy!

r 148 |
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Scene Ome [ 15

For they can get from Mother Courage

Boots they will march in ill hey die!

Your marching men do not adoze you

(Packs on their backs, lice in their hair)

But it's co death they're masching for you

And so they need good boots to wear!
Christiaas, awake! Winter is gone!
The snows depart! Dead men slecp on!
Tecall of you who still survise
Get out of bed and look alive!

Your men will walk till they are dead, si

But capnot fight, s, unless they eat.,

The blood chey spill for you is red,sir,

What fires that blood, s, is my red meat.

Cannon s rough on empty bellies:

Firse with my meat they sbould be crammed.

Then let them go and find where hellis

And give my greerings to the damned!
Christians, awake! Winter is gone!
The sniows depart! Dead men slecp on!
Letall of you who sill survise
Get out of bed and look alive!

ro seraraNT: Halel Where are yon from, riffraff?

£xtrr: Sccond Finnish Regiment!

rrz senceaxT: Where are your papers?

MOTHER COURAGE: Papers?

swiss crsse: But chis is Mother Courage!

rr seraeanT: Never heard of her. Where'd she get a name
ke thar?

sorizn courace: They call me Mother Coursge ‘cause T
was afreid I'd be ruined, so 1 drove through the bom-
bardment of Riga like a madwoman, with ifey loaves of
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ACT I

The ground floor of Laurence and Beverly's house. An early evening in
spring

The floor comprises a living-area, a dining-area and an open-plan kitchen.
In the living-area are a three-piece leather suite, an onyx coffee-table and a
sheepskin rug. Above the settee is @ room-divider shelf unit, on which are a
selephone, a stereo system, an ornamental fibre-light, a fold-down desk and,
‘prominently, a bar. The hall and front door are unseen

As the CURTAN rises and the Lights come up, Beverly enters. She puts on a
record—Donna Summer: “Love 10 Love you, Baby", then lights a cigarette.
She places a copy of *Cosmopolitan" i a magazine rack, then pours a gin
‘and tonic. She goes to the Kitchen, gets a tray of crisps and salted peanuts,
puts them on the coffee-table, and sits on the settee

After a pause, Laurence enters with an executive case

Laureace (kissing her) Hullo.
Beverly Hi.
Laurence puts his case on the armchair
You're late.
Laurence Sorty? (Laurence turns down the music which plays on to the end)
Beverly I said, you're late.
Laurence pours himself a Scotch
Laurence Yes. Sorry about that—unavoidable.
Beverly What happened?
Laurence Oh, some clients, they were late.
Beverly Laurence, don't leave your bag on there, please.
Laurence Tl move it in a minute.
Beverly D'sou get something to eat?
Laurence No.
Beverly No? (Rising) I had to throw your pizza away, I'm sorry.

Beverly gets from the refrigerator two small platefuls of home-made cheese-
and-pineapple savouries—each consisting of one cube of cheese and one
chunk of pineapple on a cocktail stick. Laurence opens the desk, gets his
case, opens his notebook, goes to the telephone. Beverly returns and puts the
plates on the coffee-table.

Laurence Just got to make a couple of phone calls
Beverly D'you want me to make you a little sandwich?
Laurence No, I must get these out of the way first. (He stops the record)
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2 Abigail's Party

Beverly Laurence, you want to have your bath and get changed: they're
going to be here soon.
Laurence Yes.

Beverly sits

(On the telephone) Oh, is Mr O*Halligan there, please? . . . O'Halli
Yes. Well, he's big. He's bald, with red hair. . .. Thank you.

Pause

Beverly Laurence, you're going to get heartburn.

Laurence (on the telephone) Mr O'Halligan?. .. Mr Moss here, Wibley
Webb. Hullo. D'you realize I've been trying to contact you all after-
noon?... 1 know you've been out! Now, where's that key to Fifteen
Clittingham Avenue? . ... Ah, but you were supposed to have it back
before lunch! That's no good, I need it now. Will you be in tomorrow
morning?. .. Tonight! Where?. .. Belfast? What time’s your plane?
Al ight, train then. .. . A party? I thought you just said you were going
to Belfast! ... Well what time are you going to Kilburn?. .. Well,
what time are you having your bath? ' not asking you to bath in cold
water—I just want the key to Fifteen Clittingham Avenue; I've got
another client who wants to view the property. ... What about sou,
Mr O'Halligan? .. . Well, Mr O'Halligan, if you'd like to come in on
Monday morning with your deposit, and go ahead and et in touch with
your building society, we'll see how thirigs go. Now what about this
Key?.... All right, T will come and get it! Now!

Beverly Laurence—no!

Laurence (on the telephone) Yes, T've got the address. . .. Yes, I know how
to get there. ... Okay—T'll see you shortly. Good-bye! (He hangs up)
Stupid man.

Beverly Oh Christ, Laurence.

Laurence What?

Beverly How long’s allthis going to take, please?

Laurence Oh, yes—I'm sorry. It won't take long, (He dials another
number)

Beverly D'you get those lagers?

Laurence Er, no, I didn’t have time.

Beverly Laurence! (Pause) Well, you'd better get them when you go out,
and don'tforget, please.

Laurence (on the telephone) Hullo, Mrs Cushing? . . . Laurence Moss here,
Wibley Webb! ... Yes, Mrs Cushing, we have run him o ground, and
you'll be happy to know that I'm now in the throes of retrieving the key!

‘Beverly gets herself another drink

Not at all, not at all—all part of the service! ... Ah. Ah, yes—now,
when would be best for you? ... No, no, Tll fall in with you, Mrs
Cushing. How about tomorrow morning?

Beverly Laurence!

Laurence (on the telephone) My pleasure, Mrs Cushing, my pleasure.
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Actl 3

Now, what time would suit you best?. . . No, I'm at your scrvice, Mrs
Cushing, he who pays the piper calls the tune! You name the hour, and I
shall appear! ... No, really: L insist...... What time? Eight o'clock?
Sure, surely.

Beverly Laurence.

Laurence (on the telephone) Early? Not at all, Mrs Cushing—up with the
Tark, you know. .. . Don't mention it, Mrs Cushing, it's my privilege.
*Bye, Mrs Cushing—sec you tomorrow morning! *Bye now! (He hangs
up)

Beverly You're going to kill yourself, you know, Laurence.

Laurence Yes. Well it can’t be helped

Beverly 10s ridiculous.

Laurence I¢'s not a nine to five job—you know that, Beverly.

Beverly You can say that again.

Laurence sits with Beverly

‘You gonna get changed ?

Laurence Yes. I'll drink this; I'll get changed; then I'll go out.

Beverly And don't forget those lagers.

Laurence Beverly—where are the olives?

Beverly In the kitchen, Laurence. Laurence, if you want ofives, would you
‘put them out, please?

The front doorbell chimes

Laurence (jumping up) They're early, arcn't they?
Beverly No they're not. And you've not changed.
Laurence T know that. (He goes fo answer the door) Beverly, get the olives.

Laurence exits

Beverly composes herself, then rises, and prepares 10 receive guests, going o
the door

Angela (off ) Hello, you must be Laurcnce!
Laurence (off) That's right.

Angela (off) I'm Angie

Laurence (o) Do go in, won't you?

Angela (off) Thank you. This is my husband, Tony.
Tony (off) How d’you do.

Laurence (off) Hullo.

Angela, Laurence and Tony come in

Beverly Hi, Ang.
Angela Hello, Beverly—what a lovely dress!
Beverly Thanks.

Angela Were we meant to wear long?
Beverly No, no, it's just informal, you know
Angela This is my husband, Tony.

Beverly How d'you do, pleased to meet you.





