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was first presented by Forestage Theatre Company
on 5 May 1971

at The Little Theatre, St Martin’s Lane, London
with the following cast:

                                MICHAEL
WILLIAMS

    Director

The Grave
was later revived and presented
by Forestage Theatre Company

on 25 April 1973
at The King’s head Theatre, Upper Street, Islington,  London

With the following cast:

     MICHAEL
WILLIAMS

    Director

Both  productions were supported
by

The Arts Council of great Britain
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The Grave

MICHAEL - a man of twenty-eight
WILLIAMS - a man in his mid fifties

30 minutes
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A  Graveyard.
Gravestones of various shapes and sizes to the rear of a wooden

bench, centre.
A litter bin to the right of the bench.
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MICHAEL is sitting on the bench, reading a book.
He wears frayed denim jeans with a matching jacket.
Silence.
WILLIAMS  appears, walks slowly back and forth before
MICHAEL, glancing from time to time, furtively, at him.
WILLIAMS wears a shabby grey overcoat with large pockets bulging
miscellaneous rubbish, and baggy trousers hovering at half mast.
His shoes appear new, showing an immaculate shine.
WILLIAMS: (Glancing up at the sky.) Nice now.
MICHAEL: (Glancing up.) Pardon?
WILLIAMS: It’s quite nice now.

(Pause.)
MICHAEL: (Without expression.) Grand.

(He continues reading. WILLIAMS sits on the bench,
rummages through his pockets, produces a dirty hand-
kerchief.
He blows his nose, loudly, several times.
MICHAEL glances at him, continues reading.)

WILLIAMS: (Cramming handkerchief away.) Studying?
(MICHAEL nods.)
A student, eh?

MICHAEL: No.
WILLIAMS: You’re not?
 MICHAEL: No.

(Pause.)
WILLIAMS: That’s funny.
MICHAEL: (Stares at him.) What is?
WILLIAMS: You … not being a student. I’d have sworn you were one

of them. A student, I mean. I’d have put money down on
you being a student.
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(He continues reading. WILLIAMS sits on the bench,

MICHAEL You’d have lost.
WILLIAMS: Yes … I see that, now.

(MICHAEL continues reading.
WILLIAMS wriggles and scratches.
Silence.)
It’s exactly  twenty years since I last came here.
(Reflects, nods.) I suppose it’s an anniversary of sorts.
(Pause.)
I came here fairly regularly, once.
(Pause.)
Used to bring sandwiches. Make a day of it, like.
(Glancing around.) My folks are buried around here,
somewhere. I’ve been meaning to come and have a look
for the grave. I meant to come last week but my legs let
me down again. Plagued with cramp, you see?
I get it bad in the legs.
(He rummages in his pockets, produces a handkerchief,
blows his nose, loudly, several times.
MICHAEL glances at him, continues reading.)

WILLIAMS: (Glancing up at the sky, cramming handkerchief away.)
Yes, it’s lovely now but how long will it last?
That’s the question. Will it keep up?
You never know what it’ll do next, do you?
There’s no way of knowing. No use saying there is.

 No, there’s no way of knowing and there never will be.
(Bitterly.) I reckon these weathermen get money for old
rope.
(MICHAEL rests his book on the bench, produces a packet
of cigarettes and a lighter.
He peels off the cellophane, very slowly, as WILLIAMS
watches, hopefully, licking his lips.
MICHAEL eventually lights a cigarette, puts the packet
away and continues reading.
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Instant dejection sweeps WILLIAMS’ face.
He rummages desperately in his pockets, produces three
badly flattened cigarette packets from each.
He shakes and examines all six packets then tosses them,
whistling King Of The Road, one by one, slowly, before
MICHAEL’S feet.
He actually sings the line, ‘Ain’t got no cigarettes’, softly,
as the sixth packet hits the ground.
MICHAEL looks up, slowly, stares long and hard at WIL-
LIAMS then long and hard at the cigarette packets.
He stares at WILLIAMS, points sternly to the litter bin.)

WILLIAMS: Oh I’m sorry … didn’t see it.
(WILLIAMS rises, stoops to pick up cigarette packets.
He suddenly begins to groan, loudly.)
Aaaaahh! Aaaaahh! Aaaaahh!
(Bent rigid, rubbing his back.) It’s got me this time!
It’s really got me now!

MICHAEL: What has?
WILLIAMS: My back man! My poor bloody back! It’ll finish me this

time! Nothing’s surer than that!
MICHAEL: (Gets up.) Stand still.
WILLIAMS: Stand still! He say’s stand bloody still!
MICHAEL: (Helping WILLIAMS to sit on bench.) Just take it steady.
WILLIAMS: (As he sits.) Oh my God!

(WILLIAMS rubs his back, groaning.
MICHAEL, glancing around, begins sniffing ,heavily.)

MICHAEL: Smell anything?
WILLIAMS: (Now rubbing his legs.) Oh my legs! My legs!
MICHAEL: What’s wrong with your legs?
WILLIAMS: Plagues my legs as well.
MICHAEL: What does?
WILLIAMS: Lumbago! I’ve already said!
MICHAEL: You said it was cramp.
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MICHAEL: (Helping WILLIAMS to sit on bench.) Just take it steady.

WILLIAMS: Get cramp as well.
MICHAEL: (Sniffing heavily.) Smell anything?
WILLIAMS: Had cramp all night.
MICHAEL: I can smell something.
WILLIAMS: Didn’t sleep a wink.
MICHAEL: Smell anything?
WILLIAMS: I’ve no sense of smell!
MICHAEL: Mmn. Pity. You must miss a lot.
WILLIAMS: How d’you mean?
MICHAEL: Having no sense of smell …
WILLIAMS: I don’t miss much.
MICHAEL: I can see you’re alert …
WILLIAMS: I don’t miss much.
MICHAEL:  But you must miss a certain …
WILLIAMS: (Impatiently.) Look, I’m glad I can’t smell!

(Pause. They look at each other a moment.)
MICHAEL: (Softly.) Don’t start getting shirty.

A simple question, you start getting shirty.
(Heartily slapping WILLIAMS’ back.) Relax!

WILLIAMS: Aaaahh! Aaaahh!
MICHAEL: (Stands behind WILLIAMS.) Let’s just give it a rub.

A good old fashioned rub.
WILLIAMS: Steady on, now! Steady!

(MICHAEL starts to, rather expertly, rub WILLIAMS’ back.)
MICHAEL: (Rubbing.) How’s that?
WILLIAMS: A bit lower.
MICHAEL: (Rubs lower.) How's that?
WILLIAMS: A shade higher.
MICHAEL: (Rubs higher.) How’s that?
WILLIAMS: (Nods, sigh of relief.) That’s better.

That’s better, that is.
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(MICHAEL rubs WILLIAMS’ back a few moments longer.
He takes up his book and sits on the grass, some distance
away from WILLIAMS.
Pause.)
You don’t know your own strength, mate.
That’s your trouble. You just don’t know your own bloody
strength.
But anyway, thanks, eh?
Thanks for the rub.

MICHAEL: (Without looking up from book.) No trouble.
No trouble at all.
(WILLIAMS watches MICHAEL reading his book.
Pause.)

WILLIAMS: Read a lot, then?
(No answer.)
Yes, I can see you do.

MICHAEL: (Looks up.) Because I’m reading now?
WILLIAMS: Well, I …
MICHAEL:  (Nods.) You draw that conclusion.
WILLIAMS: You just look the type.
MICHAEL: (Stares at him.) Type?
WILLIAMS: (Uneasy.) Well … yes. Come here a lot, do you?
MICHAEL: When I want peace and quiet.
WILLIAMS: (Glancing around.) It’s a good place for that, alright.
MICHAEL: Sometimes it is.
WILLIAMS: Personally, I think it’s too bloody quiet.
MICHAEL: (Gets to feet, closing book.) I thought you did, somehow.
WILLIAMS: That’s why I stopped coming.
MICHAEL: It wasn’t your cramp or lumbago, then?
WILLIAMS: No, the silence, mostly. It just got too much.
MICHAEL: (Places book on bench.) Too much?
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WILLIAMS: Yes. I couldn’t see the point. I mean, it’s not as if they can
talk back, is it?
(Pause. They stare at each other.)

MICHAEL: Come by bus?
WILLIAMS: Yeah.
MICHAEL: (Suddenly brisk, urgent.) What number?
WILLIAMS: Eh?
MICHAEL: Quickly now, the bus’s number?
WILLIAMS: Err … forty-three.
MICHAEL: You’re sure?
WILLIAMS: Of course I’m sure.
MICHAEL: (Greatly relieved.) That’s alright, then. As long as you’re

sure.
WILLIAMS: (Baffled, small chuckle.) Here, what game you---?
MICHAEL: (Briskly.) Cricket. I love playing cricket.

(Posing as batsman.) Essentially a batsman.
Knocked up five centuries so far this season.
A fair bowler too but essentially a batsman.
(Very brisk.) What’s your game?

WILLIAMS: My game?
MICHAEL: Ever played Polo?

(WILLIAMS shakes head.)
MICHAEL: You don’t know what you’re missing man!
 You’ve never lived if you have haven’t played polo or

croquet or lacrosse or hockey or bridge.
 (Flashing out cigarettes.) Cigarette?
WILLIAMS: (About to take one.) Well …
MICHAEL: (Quickly puts cigarettes away.) Forgot. You only smoke

king size.
WILLIAMS: Here I never said … look, I’ll just try one for my nerves …
 (MICHAEL swiftly seizes WILLIAMS by the throat, forcing

him down across the bench.)
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 Aaaaahh! Aaaaahh! Aaaaahh!
MICHAEL: I can see you’re nervous. Your left ear has a twitch.
 Ever watched it through the mirror? Horrible sight.
 Don’t wish to alarm you but it really is horrible.
 (Flashes out a flick-knife with one hand whilst still grip-

ping WILLIAMS’ throat with the other.)
Take it from me you’ll be better off without.

WILLIAMS: Uuuuuhh! Lemme go! I’ve done you no harm!
MICHAEL: (Gently.) But I want to help you. A cigarette’s no remedy.

You’ll always be nervous with that left ear.
WILLIAMS: Now l – look … l – listen …
MICHAEL: (Raising knife close to WILLIAMS’ left ear.) No cause  for

alarm.
WILLIAMS: Aaaaahh! No!
MICHAEL: Just a slight tugging.
WILLIAMS: Now l – listen … (Shrill.) P-PLEASE!
MICHAEL: (Suddenly, with great surprise.) It’s stopped twitching

now. How about that? I really do think a reprieve is
warranted.

 (He puts the knife away, releases WILLIAMS, stands back,
staring at him.
Pause.

 WILLIAMS stares back, trembling, breathing heavily.  He
suddenly gets up, tries to escape, but MICHAEL seizes him
by the throat as before.)

WILLIAMS: Aaaaahh! Aaaaahh!
(MICHAEL swiftly forces WILLIAMS down across the
bench.)

MICHAEL: Your right ear’s developed a startling twitch now.
Ever watched it through the mirror? It really is startling.
(Raising knife close to WILLIAMS’ right ear.) I’m sorry, old
son, there’s no other way.

WILLIAMS: Aaaaahh! No!
MICHAEL: (Gently.) Relax. You’ll feel nothing. Just a slight tugging.
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WILLIAMS: (Shrill.) Lemme go! Please!
MICHAEL: I trust you’ll find my fee quite reasonable.
WILLIAMS: Now l – look I ---
MICHAEL: Can’t pay in cash? (Pauses, suddenly worried.) Oh dear.

(Barks.) Let me see your tongue.
WILLIAMS: Here ---
MICHAEL: (Louder.) Let me see your tongue!

(WILLIAMS flicks out his tongue.
MICHAEL regards it.)
It’s unethical but …

WILLIAMS: Wha … wha … wha … wha …
MICHAEL:  (Benevolently.) I’ll also fix your tongue at no extra charge.
WILLIAMS: Lemme go! Lemme go!
MICHAEL: (Shakes head, gravely.) Your tongue’s bright yellow.

They’d strike me off the register.
WILLIAMS: Look I won’t say a thing!

(Pause. They stare at each other.)
MICHAEL: (Suddenly, with great surprise.) Your face has gone white.

White as a sheet. That’s a favourable sign.
 (Barks.) Let me see your tongue.
 (WILLIAMS flicks out his tongue.
 MICHAEL regards it.
 He smiles, broadly, puts the knife away, sits close to

WILLIAMS, hugging him, firmly.)
You’re a very lucky man. Very lucky indeed.

WILLIAMS: (Attempts to rise, unsuccessfully.) L – look I’ll have to ---
MICHAEL: (Gently.) Relax. (Plants cigarette in WILLIAMS’ mouth.)

Stay and have a cigarette.
(Pause.
(WILLIAMS, breathing heavily, rummages frantically in
his pockets throughout the following.)


