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The Inspection

CAST

Bill Holden

Lenny Burns

Naomi Gladstone

Ginette Delacroix

J. A. Brown (Jab).

Adele Stevens

The play is constructed around the same actors playing Bill and Lenny as boys and adults.  (The sixties and the nineties) Similarly, Naomi and Delacroix should be played by the same person. 

ACT ONE

Opening Scene

A darkened  classroom.   Sounds of someone breaking in.  Two shadowy 
figures.   The sound of violin cases being opened.  Notes being played using a 
bow. Sometimes a second attempt is needed to perfect the note. After each 
perfect note a string is cut.  In all, an octave is played.  So we hear a sequence 
of notes and the twangs of broken strings.
Scene Two

A café bar, the same evening.   Fifties and early sixties music on the juke box. 

Bill and Lenny  arrive at their seats carrying soft drinks.   One, Bill, has a 
more exaggerated quiff and D.A. than the other, Lenny.
Bill
What a bloody wheeze!  I told you the caretaker wouldn’t be around.  God I feel great.  Fizzing.  My body’s fizzing.  I’m popping.  Shake rattle and roll!

Lenny
I just about shat myself.

Bill
Don’t you like it?   Getting your own back?

Lenny
I wasn’t was I?  I’ve never done music.

Bill
She’s a cow.  She’s a bitch and a whore.  Wait til she walks in tomorrow morning.   Caramba!  Stringless fiddles.  I hate her.

Lenny
Just because she told you off for not practising.

Bill
She’s a cow.  She told my old man.  He’s stopping my pocket money until I get my part perfect for the orchestra.  Says he’ll stop me playing in the group.   She’s told him it’s spoiling my ear.

Lenny
I know.   You told me.

Bill
Ear.  Frigging’ ear.  You know why we cut the strings?

Lenny
I watched.   You cut.   Revenge.   You’ve told me a hundred times.

Bill
No.  Not that.   Why we – I cut the STRINGS.

Lenny
No.

Bill
It was the perfect revenge.  Every string was cut at a particular point.   Every one different.  At intervals.   Tones and semitones.   
I did a full octave. 
Lenny
Oh?

Bill
Listen four eyes Dimmo.   Violins are fretless, aren’t they?

Lenny
I suppose.  I’ve never looked at one up close.

Bill
You’ve got to play them by ear.  Put your fingers in the right place.  The string is divided into different lengths by pressing your fingers…. Oh what’s the point.   You’re thick as shit.  Anyway, I cut each violin string on a different interval.

Lenny
So?

Bill
That’ll teach her.

Lenny
Oh.

Bill
You see Lenny, the guitar has frets.  It’s a mechanical beast.  You have fixed positions for your fingers.  It’s a fixed order.   You know, you can buy a Bert Weedon guitar book and it’ll break everything down into simple steps.   Even a non-musical dimmo like you could learn to play it.  Chords.  Notes.  Picks.  Easy.  If she ever was able to measure the bits of string…she’d find a perfect octave.   Cut by ear!

Lenny
Is that what was happening?   I was shitting myself.

Bill
You have to have a lookout in break-ins.  The other times I was always looking over my shoulder.

Lenny

Never again.

Bill
Who says?

Lenny
You made me once.  That’s it.

Bill
I can make you do anything.  You’re my puppet.

Lenny
No longer.  Slice me up with your little friend if you like.  I don’t care.   Anyway, the cops would have you if you touched me.

Bill
But who would tell them, Lenny?

Lenny
Yours truly.  

Bill
Ha.   You wait.  You’ll be putty in my hands when I need you again.  I’m too happy to punish you at the moment.   In fact, I’ll even buy you some pop. for being such a helpful boy.

?
Scene Three

Bill and Lenny with J A Brown, their teacher, in early sixties.  They are in detention.

Brown 
(Drawing on blackboard with screechy chalk). What is this?

Bill

A trapezium, sir.

Brown

And this, Taylor? (Draws a quadrilateral.)

Lenny
(He looks flummoxed but Bill whispers the answer in his ear) A quadricep, sir.
Brown

(Brown reaches over and clips Lenny round the ear)  Very funny.

Lenny
Sorry sir.

Brown
You will be.  You will be.  Another comment like that and you’ll be in detention all next week, as well.   I don’t know what to make of you two.  Like calcium and lactic acid..   Sixth formers!  You’ll never make it to prefect, either of you. Not exactly peas from the same pod.  Yet, on the face of it as bright as buttons.   What make you tick as a couple, eh?   What valency bonds are in operation here?  The doer and the dreamer.
Bill
Don’t know sir.   Perhaps it’s a kind of power.  Magnetic attraction.

Brown
Good answer.  Negative and positive.  Leonard and yourself, respectively.  Drop your friend, William.   He is a brake on your progress.

Bill
I’ll try, sir.

Brown
Don’t talk about him as if he is an opiate.  Drop him.  And you, Leonard.   Keep away from my star mathematician.  This will ensure that you, too, will please your parents with a decent mark.  Now some of us have greater things in life to consider.
           He gathers up his brief case and leaves

Bill
(Slouches).  You wrote to Saturday Club?

Lenny
Yes.

Bill
You wrote to Saturday Club?

Lenny
Yes.

Bill
And requested it for me?

Lenny
And me.  And Boris, Monk, Jimmy…

Bill
And they played the record?

Lenny
Yes.

Bill
And he said my name on the air?

Lenny
Yes.

Bill
What made you do it?   What got into that head of yours?  That dim brain?  How come you got one played and no-one else?

Lenny
Maybe nobody here tried.

Bill
 (Grabs him angrily) Everybody does.  

Lenny
Let me go.  Jab didn’t get it right, did he?  The bully and his victim.  Why don’t you get your effing razor out?

Bill
(Lets him go.)  Shut your gob.  I’m not a bully.  If anyone at Saturday Club could have seen you they wouldn’t have played it.  Not for a four eyes.

Lenny
It was just on a post card.   It has to be a post card because they get so many requests.  Anyway, Hank Marvin and Roy Orbison wear goggles.

Bill
I don’t get it.   Life isn’t fair.  You know f.a. about pop music.  I’m in a group.  I work out the chords.

Lenny
I listen to Radio Luxembourg. 

Bill
Getting a request with Saturday Club is ….

Lenny
Gigantic.  Millions tune in.

Bill
I never thought they’d play a request from a dimmo.

Lenny
You try.

Bill
What did you get for English?

Brown comes in, unseen.
Lenny
What English?

Bill
Last lesson.  

Lenny
Eight.   What did you get?

Bill
Eight.

Lenny
So.  Same as me.     

Bill
What’s your handwriting like.  Do you get comments?

Lenny
Yes.   Good, neat writing.  (Pause) I wrote it all in capitals to be sure.  You try.  

Brown
Try what, Leonard?

Lenny
Nothing sir.

Brown
It can’t be nothing.  You can’t try nothing.  You aren’t a Zen novice my boy.  You are a materialist.  You concern yourself with somethings, not nothings.

Bill
He got a request on Saturday Club.

Brown
He did did he?   Whatever that amounts to.  The wireless I expect?  And what did you request boy?  Something stirring?   Perhaps some Bartok?  Something heroic from Wagner’s Ring Cycle?

Lenny
Anything by Fats Domino.

Brown
I see we haven’t educated him yet, William.  And was the name of the school mentioned on this programme?

Bill
I don’t know sir.   I didn’t hear.

Brown
Was it?

Lenny
No sir.   It was all on a post card.   There wasn’t room except for the name of the song and the address and, you know, who you want the song for.

Brown
For whom….no I don’t know.  Pop music is a scourge.   Barely literate words and a deafening abuse of melody.  You realise boy, that if I hear that you have besmirched the name of this school, I will have you slippered.

Lenny
Yes sir.

Brown
I’m sure that William will endeavour to discover for me whether you have, won’t you William?

Bill
Of course, sir.

Brown
And the person for whom you requested this piece of doggerel?   It was not someone of the opposite sex – from this school?

Lenny
Oh no sir.

Brown
Hm.   I could think of nothing worse than making public the name of a girl from this school.  Except perhaps associating yourself on the wireless with someone from the Secondary Modern.  God knows what you will turn out to be, Leonard.   Weaklings have little prospect in this world.   What exactly have you in mind?

Lenny
My Mam thinks I could be an artist.

Brown.
Mother.  Just as I thought.  A bohemian on the unemployment roster.  Supported by the likes of young William here.   And you boy?

Bill
A teacher, sir. 

Brown
Well said William.  But I am saddened to think that you will need to pay out good taxes for the upkeep of your colleague, here.

Bill
So am I, sir.
Brown
Life divides people into two camps.  A biological dichotomy.  There are those who gravitate towards order and those for whom untidiness and carelessness and disrepute are natural conditions.   And why do you want to be an artist?

Lenny
To be creative.

Brown
Very laudable.  But mark these words, boy.   It is not something you can learn.   You are either born with it or not.  Like Mozart, you would have revealed it even before you emerged from the nursery nappy-less, for the first time in your life, with a spotless derriere.  Those that try to learn to be artistic are as camels in the face of needles.   My advice to you boy is to look for some occupation which brings your future family a more than meagre income that will keep food in their bellies and a roof of sorts over their heads.  Paintings don’t offer succour to the hungry.  A touch white collar.   Perhaps a clerk in the mines or in the steelworks.   Don’t be a camel.

Lenny
No sir.

Brown
Think of me as a role model in the way that young William here perhaps does.  Don’t be taken in by Mrs Delacroix.  Something Norman in her genes makes her what she is.  Mademoiselle Anarchy.  Mademoiselle Disorder.  I might impress upon you that - Mademoiselle waving her arms in that gesticulatory manner of hers should not be mistaken for creativity.  It is mere theatricality.  I am sure she would be equally at home reading palms or massaging a crystal ball.

Lenny
She is a great drawer, sir.   And straight out of her head without anything to look at.

Brown
I’m sure.

Lenny
No sir, really.  People, landscapes, patterns, shapes, colours…

Brown
Does she use a grid frame?  Does she dissect the world?   .
Lenny
I dunno.   I haven’t actually seen her paint.

Brown
All mere ornamentation, then.   Daydreaming.   Concentrate on your geometry.   That kind of drawing will serve you all your life.   Now, I came for my bible.  My answer book.   The rights and the wrongs. (He searches and finds it.)   Remember Leonard, the tools of drawing are a ruler and an HB pencil.  A compass and a set square.  Keep those beside you and learn mastery over them and you won’t go far wrong.  And get your detention work finished! (He goes out).

Bill
Cor, we could have nicked that.  The answer book.  Old Jab wouldn’t have known any different.

Lenny
He’s a sub-moron.

Bill
You’ve got to know how to play him.

Lenny
Licking, you mean, Bill.  Snitching.

Bill
(Grabs Lenny by the shirt) Who says, eh, Four Eyes?  Keep your gob shut, Lenny, or you’ll get what’s coming to you.  (Pats his pocket where the razor is stashed).  He’s right about you.  You’re a yellow belly.  Artist?  What a load of gonorrhoea.  A nice carving. Eh?  That’s what you will be if you don’t keep your gob shut!

Lenny pushes Bill away and exits.  Bill starts rummaging in Jab’s desk.  He looks at papers and copies something into his book, then puts them back with a smile. He takes out his cut throat razor and strops it on the leather sole of his polished, pointed boot.)
Scene Four
The present day.   Lenny is in an FE College art room on his own.   He is looking through some paintings.   There is a painting on an easel which he will work on throughout the play.  A CD player is playing fairly loud, contemporary dance music.  Someone is knocking at the door but he doesn’t hear it.   A girl pokes her head around the door.  She is carrying a portfolio.
Naomi
Len!  Len!  (She shrugs and turns down the volume)

Lenny
Oh – Naomi.   What’s doing?

Naomi
It’s my tutorial.  Here’s my folder.

Lenny
Oh yes.  Sorry, I was lost in a trance.   Hit me with it.  (She opens the folder.)  You’ve got a nice line.   Unusual.  Must be in the genes.

Naomi
Suppose.  

Lenny
What kicked you off with these abstracts?  A couple of weeks ago you were doing those scanned photo-collages.

Naomi
I went to Glastonbury.  Black sky and the Milky Way.   Popped a couple of pills.  It was inspiring.  I felt I could have been plucked off the face of the earth and sucked out into space and oblivion.   Has that happened to you, Len?

Lenny
I never discuss drugs with students.  It’s regarded as an incitement to addiction.

Naomi
Without drugs, then?

Lenny
Once or twice in Tibet.   The thing is that you can’t manufacture it.  You wait there for something to happen.  You stare up and out, expecting.  But the telephone line is down or the Gods are not in.
 (Puts paintings up on a clip easel). Anyway, your oeuvre is coming on.  Very nice juxtapositions of colour and shape in this one.  Reminds me of  Howard Hodgkin.  Stuff he did in the Med.

Naomi
Thanks.

Lenny
You like Hodgkin?

Naomi
Dunno.

Lenny
You are my one indisputable A student.

Naomi
You’ve never given me an A.

Lenny
True.   I don’t believe in them.  Anyway, you aren’t an A according to the criteria for this course.  You don’t work like an A student.   You don’t go to galleries.   You don’t read art books.  You don’t want to be influenced. 

Naomi
It’s boring. Marks are garbage.

Lenny
That’s your view.   Your choice.   You experiment and discover for  both yourself and your audience through your work and that’s what’s supposed to happen. You express stuff that you have hardly thought about and it just comes out.  You internalised it sometime, whenever and never thought about it.  Viewers look at your stuff and get the same feelings if you got it right.  Artists are conduits.   You find an answer. They also.  It’s magic and a mystery you can’t articulate.  A true A student does this.  I like this bit in this one.  Lovely.   This section here is a bit too foetal for me, though.

Naomi
It’s meant to be.

Lenny
Too obvious.  You’re not going broody on your art are you?

Naomi
No-o.

Lenny
Nothing dramatic happening in your life?  

Naomi
(Says nothing)

Lenny
I’m here when you want to talk about it.  Ok?   Tutorial over.  That’s your five minutes of stardom.   Back to the workshop.  Tell Richard to come down next.  Follow your intuition.  It’s your sixth sense.

Naomi
Thanks Len.  

Lenny 
Who’ve you got next?

Naomi
Fashion Hitler.

Lenny
Session or tutorial?

Naimi
Session.   Cutting by numbers.

Lenny
Her students get good grades.

Naomi
They’re lemmings.  No way can they think for themselves.   It’s disgusting.  It’s competency this and skills that.  Use of scissors.  Use of ruler.  Prevention of fraying.  Printing fabrics without dirtying your hands.  It’s completely boring.   That’s why I miss so many of her sessions.  She doesn’t teach.  She drills you with her voice.  No music allowed.   Not even headphones.   In an art room!  (Does a high nasal mimic).  Look this way everyone.  Sandra here is very proficient, now, in stitching in linings.   I can also tick her off the list for body pleats.  When the inspector comes, this work will be on display.

Lenny
Oh balls.

Naomi
What?

Lenny
You’ve reminded me.  The new regional inspector.

Naomi
Next week’s lesson.   He’s not just art, though.   I thought…

Lenny
No.  He’s what is called by the education police, a know it all.
He’s coming to look at the Process of Teaching.
Naomi
You’ll be all right.

Lenny
Probably not.  My students don’t get the right grades.

Naomi
But they get into college.

Lenny
Inspectors don’t consider the kingdom of heaven.  They are concerned with the here and now.  No doubt Fashion Hitler will do pretty well in her bunker.  Everything to his liking.  Look around you.  It’s chaos.

Naomi
It’s home.  It’s inviting.  It’s like a squat.

Lenny
Quite.

Naomi
All the students think you’re an icon.

Lenny
Something ancient and stuck on a wall.  Anyway the staff don’t think the way the students do. Well, we’ll take them on Naomi.  I sold another painting last week.  At this rate it won’t matter what they say in a little F.E. College waiting to be squeezed on the buttock of further education. 

Naomi
Which one did you sell?   That big blue acrylic? 

Lenny
Yes, actually.  Very good.   Yes.   Disruption Overhead.  

Naomi
And it’s called that because it’s flat blue, mainly.  Irony.

Lenny
That’s it exactly.   And life is not like that, is it Naomi?

Scene Five
Back to the 1960s art classroom.  Bill is holding up a Maths Text book, ostentatiously.
Bill
(Calls to Lenny, off stage).  You fancy her.  Washing brushes for her. 

                        cleaning the paint jars for her.  Bet you’d like doing her nude, eh?

Lenny              (Off)
Take a jump!

Bill
Heh heh.  Look Len, I just opened me Maths book and there it is.  Cubes.  What those queer painters used to make their stuff a bit of a puzzle and getting a stash of loolah for it.  Nice work if you can get it.  
Delacroix        (Enters)  I am impressed Bill.  You are connecting maths and art.  You are joining Lenny’s after school tutorial?
Bill
I need to get a pass, Miss.  Even art.
Delacroix
You will need a miracle.

Bill
Well, Lenny gets good marks and he’s a dimmo cretin.

Delacroix
Lenny is not!  He’s gifted.  He’ll make his mark.

Bill
Jab says he’ll haunt the dole office.

Delacoix
Mr Brown is stunted, artistically and therefore would not know.

Bill
Ooh.  A dwarf you mean?  I’ll tell him. He’s dead clever.

Delacroix
I can almost put up with the clever.  It’s the deadness I despise.  He thinks the atom bomb is a wonderful flowering of the mathematical.  QED Hiroshima.

Bill
He says you have French genes and that makes you a problem.

Delacroix
He’s right.  I don’t fit.  I’m a nuisance.  

Lenny (entering)

He’s a clockwork man.

Delacroix
Ah Lenny.  Thank you for clearing the stuff.  
Lenny
It’s easier to doss in there when Bill’s around.  Stops him violating me.    
Bill
Watch it or I’ll give you another tanning.

Delacroix
You’re a bully William Drake.  I can’t bear bullies.   I think you should  leave my atelier.  Now.

Bill
I want some teaching.

Delacroix
Then try Mr Brown, since you value his opinion on all things.

Bill
You know what?   You’re chronic.  (He goes to leave.  Then turns to Lenny).   I’ll get you later.

Delacroix
Leave!  (He leaves).   Well!

Lenny
He’s a criminal.  The things he’s done.  You wouldn’t want to know, Miss.  Brought up bad, as me Dad says.  We’re in a bully victim relationship.  I read it in a book.  
Delacroix
You said it.   You’re the one to get out of it.

Lenny
He can be fun, sometimes.  He’s – useful to know.   There are worse than him.

Delacroix
I’m sure someone must have said that about Al Capone, too.  Let’s get on with the tuition.  Now…we are exploring Dada, yes?  Parallel!  Dada and Capone were in the same period.  You are with me?
Lenny
Sort of.  
Delacroix
Read up on it from this book.   Take it.  The Dadaists were a group of individuals who wanted to disrupt the familiarity of the world.  They wanted to show that it is all constructed by us and can be reconstructed in whatever way we like.  They wanted to play games.   Turn the familiar on its head.  Save the world from the obscenity of war.  Give people back the power to reconstruct what is meaningful.

Lenny
Err….(It is too obscure for him).
Delacroix
Like words.   Remember Humpty Dumpty in Alice?

Lenny
Yes.

Delacroix
He said that he used words to mean what he wanted them to mean.  Not what everyone else might want them to mean.   So you might call your dog a cat.  And shout pussy pussy pussy to bring him in.   It’s only convention which makes you call him dog.

Lenny
He’s mixed up enough without me screaming pussy at him.

Delacroix
But you use this new expression.  Cool cat.   What for?

Lenny
If someone is really hip.

Delacroix
So you call a person a cool cat.  You reinvent the words.   Everything is determined by perception.  Objects.   Colour.  Good.   Bad.   Parents.   Children.   Eating.   Killing.   Sex.   We decide. Arts means choice.   But here is the joke.   Most of us are totally ignorant of this process and imagine that God or nature or fate determines everything.  Universal laws.  Dada challenges all that.   With Dada, anything can happen.  (Lenny stares into the distance, in profile to Delacroix.)   The victim can become the bully.   You know Lenny, you are a very handsome boy.   I’d like to paint you.  (He turns to stare at her).

Scene Six
Bill and Lenny in a coffee bar.   It is an evening after school.  Ronettes are playing on the juke box, “Be my Baby”
Bill
(Takes out an orange.   He cuts it in two with his razor.  Then he pushes a finger into one of the segments and wiggles it to make a hole.)   Now put your finger in that!

Lenny
What for?

Bill
You’ll see.

Lenny
(Does so.)

Bill
Nice isn’t?

Lenny
(Says nothing)

Bill
What’s it remind you of?  (Laughs.  Lenny offers a wintery smile).  I hope I get to do a chick before I die.

Lenny
You should have plenty of time then.

Bill
The good die young.  I could be killed tomorrow on the back of my brother’s bike.  Which means I have to screw tonight.  Who will be the lucky little charmer?  

Lenny
You were spoiled for choice?
Bill
Yeah…well…Not one a goer.  Some of them’ll let you touch them up here.  Some even let you touch them down there.   With their knickers on.   They all think that whatever they let you do, it’s a big deal.  And you get nothing in return except hard and hot.   Sometimes your chod gets so stiff it feels it’s going to blow out.  Then you know you’re going to get lovers’ nuts.

Lenny
Painful.

Bill
Oh and what do you know about it?  What girlfriends have you ever touched up foureyes? Who’d have you for godssake?  

Lenny
I’ll put another record on.

Bill
Play “What’d I say…”

Lenny
O’k.  Hip piano.

Bill

Are you putting a bob in?

Lenny
I’ve got enough.

Bill
“Runaway by Dell S!!

Lenny
O’k.

Bill
You can have the last one since it’s your shilling.

Lenny

Ta.  (sarcastically)

Bill
It’s my pleasure.  (Bill goes over to the juke box with him.)  Twatty juke box.  Hardly got anything new.   Juke boxes should always have a platter or two that’ve just come out.   To surprise you.   And American.  Originals, no copies.  Some juke boxes are full of Woollies shite.  I like new stuff.  The needle in the groove for the first time.  The smell of the paper and the plastic.  Unwrapping it when you get home.   A bit like a bit of tail.  New and waiting for your needle in her groove.  (The first record starts playing.)  What’s that you’ve picked?  “Please Mr Postman”?   What do you like that shite for?
Lenny
The words – and Saturday Club!  My theme tune, now.  (They sit down)  Are you going to the dance on Saturday night?

Bill
What – school?  You’re joking.   Are you?

Lenny
Probably.

Bill
Frilly frocks and white knickers.  Not a real chick in sight.

Lenny
They’re all growing up.

Bill
It’s rape if they’re under sixteen.   If they tell.

Lenny
They’d be as scared as us to bleat.   Unless they were forced to do it in the first place.   Real rape.

Bill
Only frigid ones have to be forced.  Most of them are dying for it.  

Lenny
Then why haven’t you lost your virginity?

Bill
Careful you.  I don’t like you using words like that about me.  It’s because they like to lead us on.   Cock teasers all of them.  They’re bred that way.   Mother to daughter.   Sister to sister.  Private lessons.  I’ve seen enough of it at home.  Not like us, they’re not.  Who tells us?  Boys in the bog, that’s who.
Lenny
I dunno.  Books as well?  

Bill
Books?  They miss out the dirty bits.  The good bits.  Giving marks out of ten for a tail that wags, Sheila Simpson’s on my list.   Must be a ten.

Lenny
Thought she was going out with Brian Gascoigne.

Bill
Til yesterday.  They were doing it every night in the church porch or so he says.  She wanted it on a grave slab but he wouldn’t.  Her mam’s in the cemetery somewhere.  I expect Sheila wants to hear her ghostly voice egging her on. Brian says she’s twisted.  Makes him feel queer.  Wouldn’t do what she wanted.  I would.  No resting in peace for me.  By next week she’ll be hanging her tongue out for it.   She’s definitely a ten.

Lenny
How do you score?

Bill
You give marks for how much leg they show.  How tight their jumpers are.  Pointy bras.  If they wiggle when they walk.  If they look over their shoulders at you and hold on to your stare a second.  Flick their hair.  Laugh at dirty jokes.   Let you put your tongue in during your first smooch.  Lipstick and mascara.  Perfume.  It all adds up to ten.  

Lenny
Do you do everything by measurement?

Bill
All the essentials.   Jab’s right.  Everything comes down to simple equations in the end.

Scene Seven

Adele is in Lenny’s art room, taking notes.  She picks up dirty paint water jam jars and snorts disgustedly.  Techno-dance music is playing. Lenny comes in.
Adele
Can I have a word with you?

Lenny
I expect so.

Adele
Will you turn that racket off?

Lenny
I’ll turn it down.  (Does so).

Adele
We need to talk.

Lenny
What about?

Adele
The inspection for one thing.   Naomi for another.   If we’re not careful, everything I’ve striven for could come to nothing.

Lenny
You run a pretty tight ship.

Adele
Are you being sarcastic?

Lenny

No.  Accurate.

Adele

Well you’re right.  I do.   Very tight.  Whereas-

Lenny

My ship is just a collection of logs loosely held together by bits of rope and string.  Waiting for the wind and tide to take us all to an unknown shore.
Adele
Very romantic I am sure.  But accurate, nevertheless.

Lenny
I teach art, Adele.    Art.   You have to be a surrealist to wear a suit to paint.   I’m fifty years too late.


Adele
You don’t even frame your work.

Lenny
Not at the moment.   That’s the difference between us.   I’m all painting and no frame whereas you -
Adele
You’re insulting, sometimes.

Lenny
Well, if I am I’m sorry.  But where’s the creative juice in skills and competences, eh? It’s robotic. 
Adele
You can’t be creative until you have mastered the basics.

Lenny
Rubbish.   Creativity can chuck you over the abyss and you like it and then you want to control it just enough to glide.  You have to let loose, otherwise you never hear your inner voice.  You become disillusioned.   Work fodder for corporations.  Institutions- 
Adele
So?

Lenny
On the treadmill. Chief Executives. Deputy Chief Executives.  Directors. Departmental Heads. Accountants. Human Resource Managers.  Middle Managers.  Customer Care.  Secretaries.  Office Juniors.  The jobs ladder. 

Adele
Someone has to do the work.

Lenny
It’s not the jobs, Adele.   It’s what people can bring to them.  So that they aren’t just time serving.  So that they find them intrinsically interesting.   Everyone has an artist inside, trying to punch his or her way to the surface.   Britain is a dustbin full of glitzy goods wrappers.  
Adele
You should be a therapist not an artist.

Lenny
If everyone practised art there would be no need for therapy.

Adele
It’s time you practised a bit of therapy on Naomi Gladstone.   She’s rude to say the least.   We had a to-do this morning.   Do you know what she said?   She said that she would make it her business to be in my class when we are inspected so that she can tell the inspector exactly what she thinks of examinations in fashion.

Lenny
Knowing Naomi, she’ll do the same for art.

Adele
And you’ll let her, no doubt.

Lenny
I can’t exactly stop her, can I?

Adele
I thought you had influence over her?   She sees you as her mentor.

Lenny
I don’t have influence.   All I do is listen.  Pass no judgments.   They get enough of that.  She’s very bright.  She’ll make her mark.   
Adele
If she doesn’t end up on drugs.

Lenny
Any of them could do that.  They don’t have to leave the yard to get high.  Nice kids.  Bad kids.  All the same..  School is a necessary evil to them.  A college like this is no different.  They do what they do.  We’re not educating them Adele.  We’re training them in bits of this and that as if it will prepare them for life.  And we don’t like them questioning it.  The one great commandment of schools is “Thou shalt not say no.”

Adele
They are here to be trained.   That’s precisely why they are here.  It’s all laid down in the national standards.

Lenny
Bollocks to national standards.   What do civil servants and members of parliament and their inspectorial hit men know about anything?  It’s prize bollocks.  You can’t press kids into predetermined shapes so you can then accredit them.  Where’s the individuality ? 
Adele
I am sure you’ll make the inspector privy to your views.

Lenny
No doubt I will.

Adele
It is next week.

Lenny
Yes, Naomi sort of reminded me.

Adele
Have you got your module preparation up to date?

Lenny
I don’t need to.   I’m always here to respond to what the students bring to me.

Adele
Is your marking up to date?

Lenny
All the work is marked – after a fashion.   They know what my opinion is.   And they know it is only my opinion.

Adele
Are the marks in the book?

Lenny
Probably not.   But the students know.  Anyway it’s what we talk about that counts.  Dialogue about their art.  Helping them understand the bloody world they are in.
Adele
As Head of Department, I must tell you that these protocols must be followed.  They are part of the College’s quality assurance procedures.  I have copied an e-mail to that effect to you this morning.

Lenny
I don’t read e-mails. 
Adele
We can talk about it on Friday.   I expect to see all your administration up to date by then.   Thank you.  (She starts to go out).

Lenny
Adele.

Adele
Yes?

Lenny
What do you think of this?  (Turns the painting towards her.)

Adele
I have no empathy with your work.    You know that.  To me it is an arbitrary collection of three colours.   A bit like Rothko.

Lenny
Wouldn’t give it dress-pattern  room, eh?

Adele
Quite.   (She leaves)

Lenny
Just a little bit like Rothko will do me fine.

Scene Eight
Brown faces the audience as though it is his new pastoral group.  He is about to teach.
Brown

Welcome to the grammar school, boys and girls.  You are grown ups now, with all the responsibilities that that implies.   I am your form teacher and, for those of you judged to have reasonable intelligence, I am also your maths teacher.   Let me run through etiquette or rules and responsibilities as we call them here.  School uniform must be worn at all times and until after supper once you reach home.  It is also compulsory dress for all school trips, whether within or without school hours. Any absence must result in a sick note signed by a parent.   All books, P.E. equipment, maths and science equipment must be brought to the appropriate lessons.   Failure to do so may lead to pain and tribulation.  My own favoured instrument of retribution is the blackboard T square.  (Produces it.)  This – makes a satisfactory sound when in contact with the hollow head of an absent minded child.  Like the sound of willow on the village green.  With it I can hit a single for minor infringements right through to a six for more serious entanglements with school law.  All homework must be in on time and you must write every piece of homework that teachers give you in your homework diaries.   Failure to present homework on the correct day and at the start of the correct lesson will lead to the sound of a well struck six.  You will remain silent in the classroom at all times, unless spoken to by the teacher.  You will be punctual for all classes and stand quietly at the door, waiting for your teacher to arrive, before entering.  You will stand at your desks until being asked to sit by the teacher.  You will use the expressions Sir and Miss at all times, regardless of whether a female member of staff is married or not.   You will sing lustily at assembly.  You will not engage in fisticuffs of the Queensbury or less reputable persuasion as is more common among miners, in public houses or in the dockyards. And finally – very important this – you will not allow anything of a social nature to pass between you and a member of the opposite sex.  No words, no dirty expressions, no notes and no requests.  I realise that this latter issue is not one that most of you can comprehend, having that delightful pre-pubertal disregard for the opposite sex.  However, girls arrive at the garden of interest earlier than do boys and so you have a greater share of responsibility to ensure that standards are maintained.  So, there we have it.   The dos and don’ts, the whys and wherefores, the ins and outs, the long and the short of it.  So let us get on.  We must separate the sheep from the goats.  You may have a decent pass for your eleven plus in mathematics but I don’t trust the anonymity of that crude differentiation.  Here, we have our own league tables, effectively organising each annual cohort into a first division through to a fourth.   Your mental capacities will be challenged in arithmetic, geometry and algebra.  I will pass the papers round in a moment.   You will not give them even a cursory glance until I say so.   From thence you will have a half an hour of intense concentration to prove your worth.  Worth is what this school strives for.  You are here to be inducted into the business of learning. Teachers do this for you.  It is their vocation to gather the energy of knowledge into themselves, like batteries and slowly release it into your waiting minds.  Though it is unlikely that you will ever have such total knowledge, yourselves, unless you, too, become teachers, even as half full vessels you will make a pretty pass of life.  So – eyes down for a full house.   The papers are on their way.

Scene Nine
Delacroix faces the audience as though it is her class.  She is about to teach.   She perches on the edge of a table.
Delacroix
Good morning everyone.  Welcome. It’s lovely to see so many smiling faces in one room.  I look at you and I think “look at that potential”!   These young people can do anything.   Go anywhere.  I am Mrs Delacroix and I’m your form teacher for this year.   A form teacher is someone who takes your names in the morning, just as your class teacher did at junior school.   A form teacher is also your best friend among teachers.   You can come to her and tell her what’s worrying you, what you don’t understand and even what good things have happened to you.  I will be happy to hear everything.   Now the school is a big place compared to the village schools you may have attended.   Don’t worry, it soon becomes smaller.  As long as you behave sensibly and think about other people you won’t break any of the school rules.  I hope that you will find lessons fun, here.  I, for example, teach art and some of you will be in my class.  Art is a wonderful subject for letting yourself go and finding out what you are made of.  What emotions play under the surface.   What hopes and expectations you have.   What fantasies.  I have no idea what these may be so it is up to you to take the lead and express them on paper or in clay or in any medium of your choice.  Because that’s what art is - choice.  Art does more to help you be thoughtful and interesting people than any other subject.  We call it being more rounded.  It helps you in practical ways such as knowing what colours work when you are buying clothes or how to match curtains, carpets and furniture coverings.  It helps you to see what is an elegant shape, whether it is a woman’s body or a vase.  (She smiles and pauses).  Yes, boys, art is sometimes about drawing and painting the nude.   The body is not something we need to be ashamed of.  But most of all, art is about learning to think in new ways and not being imprisoned by old habits and rituals.  Art makes us critics of all that there is.  And out of that comes the new.  Why, as an artist, I believe anything is possible and I, myself, am capable of doing anything.

Scene Ten

Naomi and Lenny are working quietly in the art room.
Naomi
I’m definitely into foetuses.   Little pink bent up blind ratty shapes.  Do you know most of us have a twin in the womb but we tend to starve it out?  There are videos now of healthy womb twins kicking the hell out of each other.  Trying to dominate.   It’s like…wanting to dominate comes before wanting to –

Lenny

Nurture –

Naomi
Isn’t that weird?   Domination.  Domination.   Domination.  And these beings in the womb start it before they’re the size of my hand.   It’s the beginning of relationships.

Lenny
Unequal.

Naomi
They are aren’t they?   When it comes down to it.  I haven’t had an equal relationship ever.   Not with my mother.   Not with my brother.   Not with any of my boyfriends.

Lenny
Me neither.

Naomi
So what’s all this about everyone being equal?   Crap.

Lenny
Horses for courses.  Political equality isn’t the same equal as equality in human relationships.   Everyone should have an equal chance in life but they have to manage relationships as best they can.  We aren’t taught to do it but do it we have to, all the time.

Naomi
That’s a contradiction.

Lenny
Life’s full of them.  That’s the beauty of it.

Naomi
How long have you been married?

Lenny
Ten years.   But I married late.

Naomi
What do you have to negotiate?

Lenny
Who decides what.   And I mean what.   Every detail of life is somehow decided.   From the smallest ornament to the colour of the doors and windows.  From who makes a cuppa to which restaurant we eat at on that rare night out.  What we wear.   When we wear it.   What we say.   When we can say it.   Holidays.  Visits from in-laws.

Naomi
Skill!   That sounds like compromise. 
Lenny
Compromise usually involves a demonstration of domination and a demonstration of accepting domination.

Naomi
That’s true.  All my boyfriends accept me dominating them.   Otherwise they wouldn’t be my boyfriends.  Hm  (starts working in slashing movements.  Pauses.   Does it again) I’ve just obliterated the foetus.   It won’t try that again.

Lenny
What?

Naomi
Dominating my picture.  Little pink rat.

Lenny
Good.   Too cliched.  

Naomi
I’ve virtually aborted it.   That’s what it looks like.   The shape is hardly there.   Lots of red instead.

Lenny
Is that what you want?

Naomi
(Stops and stares at him)  I don’t know.   What do you think?

Lenny
I’m not the best person to give you advice on that.

Naomi
Lets face it Lenny, you’re not the best person to give advice!   Full stop.  Getting advice from you is like asking Fashion Hitler for a bit of silk.   I bet you’re totally dominated at home because you tolerate everyone’s opinion and reason for doing things.  You’d be my ideal partner

Lenny
Good job I’m too old.

Naomi
Young in spirit.

Lenny
Thanks.

Naomi
Have you ever shagged a student?

Lenny
Not knowingly.

Naomi
Why?

Lenny
Because I knew a man who did.

Naomi
And?

Lenny
It was unfair.   He was using his role…she went under.   Tried to top herself.

Naomi
Domination eh?   She must have been stupid, though…

Lenny
Maybe.  (They continue to work and he glances at her now and then.  Finally he speaks without looking at her.  Casual.  Matter of fact) So what are you going to do about it?

Naomi
I dunno.

Lenny
Who knows?

Naomi
You and me.

Lenny
No-one else?  The man…boy…

Naomi
God no.  He’s a wimp.   He’d probably want to get married.  I either have it and bring it up myself or ditch it.

Lenny
You’ll need help.

Naomi
If I have it – yeah…me Mum, me aunties…that’s what gives me the shakes.   I need to be separate, not drawn in again.  So, come on – what’s your advice?  

Lenny
Have it.

Naomi
God – that was decisive.  Reason?

Lenny
(Walks round, looking anxious).  Haven’t got one that stands up.  Just a feeling.  There are reasons why someone might take a life.  But here?  Now?   Looking at you.   Knowing you.  (Shakes his head).
Naomi
Thanks for your confidence.  Ok I’ll have it.  I’ll take a year out before going to college.

Lenny
That’s it?

Naomi
Sure.   What do you think about the red?   Too bloody?

Scene Eleven

Coffee bar on Saturday.  Bill is seated on a stool, drinking coffee and smoking.   Ray Charles’ ‘What’d I Say’ starts playing.  Bill plays imaginary piano and mimes.  Stops.  Watches.  Mrs Delacroix enters, looks round, sees him and starts to leave again. Waves at Lenny who is entering at this moment.  They talk briefly
Bill
For godssake.  Is nowhere sacred?  What did she want?

Lenny
Tabs.  She knows Goofy at the counter.  Saw you and escaped.
Bill
Tabs?  She doesn’t smoke!

Lenny
She does.   I saw her in the staff room once.   She had a cigarette holder.  Long and pearly.

Bill
Did she say owt?

Lenny
Nice to see me without a school uniform.

Bill
Pardon me?

Lenny
She’s alright.

Bill
She’s wet at the crotch for you.  I bet she goes.  How old do you think she is?

Lenny
Twenty eight.  Thirty.

Bill
Mature.   Bet she knows all the moves.

Lenny
She’s married.   So she probably does.

Bill
It’s disgusting thinking about teachers doing it, actually.  (Puts on teacher’s voice.)  This is an either/or question.  To turn me on do you  A, look deep into my eyes and tell me you love me.  B, put your arms around me and give me a French kiss or C, put your fingers up my quim and move them around until they get drenched in my -

Lenny
Keep your voice down.

Bill
Why?   Nobody here knows Chaucer from Cheyney. 

Lenny
They can guess from the tone of your voice.

Bill
What else did she say?

Lenny
She’d see me at the dance tonight.  She’s on duty.

Bill
You’ll make a hip pair.  Her with her blue silk trousers and you with your four eyes.

Lenny
You’re still not coming, then?

Bill
Later, if at all.  I’ve got a date with Sheila in the churchyard.

Lenny
You haven’t!  How’d you ask?

Bill
Easy patter. “Hi Sheila.   How’s things?”  “Fine Bill”  “ Hear you’re looking for a nice boyfriend, now that you’ve dumped Brian.”  Nice move that.   Brian is telling everyone he dumped her.  Made her feel good.  “Might be,” she says.  “Are you asking?”  “Yes,” I says.   “Where should we meet?”

Lenny
And she says in the churchyard? (Incredulously)

Bill
No.   That’s for afters.

Lenny
Where then?

Bill
The cinema.   She wants to see a flick.

Lenny
What flick?

Bill
Some weepie.  

Lenny
Ugh.  I’d rather go to the dance.

Bill
That’s where you are wrong.   I plan ahead.   Weepies make girls emotional.  They cling on to you.  And their legs part unconsciously, without them realising it.  They go for it, if it’s done properly.  My brother says.  He’s poked loads.  Words lead to nothing.  Flowers lead to fucking.  Always gives them a flower before a film.

Lenny
What sort of flower?

Bill
Whatever’s growing in the neighbour’s garden, eh?  As long as it’s red.  He’s a mean bastard.

Lenny
Did she mention the graveyard?

Bill
No.  But we have to go that way when I walk her home.

Lenny
Brian’s probably shooting a line.

Bill
I hope not.  I want to feel that cool church stone under her back.

Lenny
You think she’ll lie on a slab?

Bill
Maybe not the first time.  We’ll probably do it standing up.  Against the wall in the archway. 

Lenny
A bit difficult.  You’re a foot and a half taller than her.  She’ll be like a chicken’s wishbone.   Her legs’ll be sticking out each side.  I’m off.  Want to buy some aftershave.  (Leaves)
Bill
(Bill follows) That’s how they like it, you know.  Fucking on thin air.  Now don’t tell anyone about all this.  Or I’ll hammer you.

Scene Twelve
Lenny’s art room.  Naomi is splashing great strokes of paint on pinned paper.  Lenny comes in carrying a sheaf of papers which he throws on a table.  He starts working in a different part of the room.   Goes to his painting on an easel and shakes his head.  Dance music is playing.  After a while, he speaks.
Lenny
Shit.   It just won’t go.

Naomi
Hm.

Lenny
That particular yellow should play off that blue.   It should scintillate.  Slightly op arty along the juncture.

Naomi
(Glancing over)  Try a fine line of white between them, getting greyer where it is lightest.  Black right on the edge of the far side.

Lenny
Really?  Oh! (Works on in silence.)  There’s always this fine line between things.  Never a big divide, really.  I should be able to come to terms with Fashion Hitler.   But it’s all too boring.   By the way, she’ll be goose stepping along here any time.   Wants to check my admin.

Naomi
Have you done it?

Lenny
Not really.   You were right.   This is working.  How did you know that?

Naomi
I had a good teacher.   You showed me sea and sky.   Same principle.

Lenny
I didn’t think it would apply to this, though.  Clever.  (Enter Adele, carrying a briefcase) Guess what, Naomi has just taught an old dog a new trick.

Adele
I am glad something good comes out of her occasionally.   I believe we have a meeting.

Lenny
True.   Fire away.

Adele
It’s a staff matter.

Lenny
She hasn’t finished what she’s doing.  She has to stay.   It’s house rules.

Naomi
I’ll put on the headphones, if you like.

Lenny
Nice idea.

Adele
Everywhere is booked including my own office for interviews, so I have no option.  Let’s get it over with.  Where is your mark book?

Lenny
(Gets it and hands it over.)

Adele
It’s full of Ps.

Lenny
Yes.  That means passes.

Adele
I think I can work that out.  You know full well that the inspector will want to see the established criteria for each set piece and a break down of the mark against each criterion.  (She takes out a sheet of paper from her briefcase)
Lenny
If he asks, I’ll tell him.   It’s all up here (Taps head).

Adele
(Reads from the paper).  Here are the criteria.  Use of design.   Use of colour.  References to art of the past.  Surrealism.  Fauvism.   Pointillism.  Impressionism.  Constructivism.  Management of implements.  Brush strokes.  Charcoal.   Knives.   Scrapers.  Narrative.  Figuration.  Thematic progression.   Research.

Lenny
Not much to ask an eighteen year old is it?   How about, “It excites me and I’ll give it a pass?”

Adele
This is BTec, not admission to the Royal Academy Summer Exhibition.

Lenny
I agree.   The standard has to be much higher.  What’s the new inspector like?  

Adele
I don’t know too much.  He taught science.   Became an inspector and then advisor to one of the junior ministers for education and training.  PM loves him.   The ear of the cabinet.  Writes in the Telegraph on parents problems.
Lenny
What’s he doing here with his ear?  Bit too aurally competent for this little dump, isn’t he?

Adele
He still has to inspect as well as fact-find.   Anyway, he’s not one you can pull the wool over.

Lenny
Sounds a right drongo.  What’s his name?

Adele
(Checks papers)  Dr William Holden.

Lenny
Huh.   I used to go to school with a Bill Holden.

Adele
I don’t think he’s a Bill.   His signature says William.

Lenny
Can’t be the same.  The boy I knew was a conniving bully and a bastard.  He’d razor anyone who called him William.

Adele
Sounds about right.  This one made the news some time back for having an illicit relationship with one of his students.  *
Lenny
If he was the lad I knew, then it would go to prove the Jesuits are right.  He started thinking about sex when he was eight and he won’t have changed.  I’d hate him even more.
Adele
She did a kiss and tell in the Telegraph.  He rode it, of course.   Said it was the tempestuousness of youth and she’d left school by the time ….  They don’t get to be Government advisors unless they can knife people when they have to.  Or survive knife attacks.

Lenny
Do I hear a little cynicism?   I’m surprised at you.   It all must have passed me by. 

Adele
You were probably on that Scottish island of yours.   Out of contact.  Brooding.
Lenny
(Ignoring her) Science is possible.   Anything more on him?

Adele
Fraid not.  Let’s hope he is your childhood friend.   That might get us all out of a hole.

Lenny
Hardly.   If it is the same, then he’s more likely to bury us alive in it.

Naomi
I’ve finished.   What do you think?

Lenny
(Goes over)  Very impressive.  I like the paint encroaching the frame.

Naomi
I followed up what you said about Howard Hodgkin.   Looked him up. He gave me the idea.

Lenny
Good research and reference to the history of art.  Nice brush work.  I see you scraped layers off here.  Colour is always a strong point with you.  There is a stirring progression in your work.  The overall design is immaculately anti-formal for a post-modern piece.   
Naomi
Good.  Fine.  That’s it for today.  Must meet me old boyfriend for a natter.  Bye! (She exits without a look back)

Lenny
What say you Adele?  A definite pass?

Adele
As this sort of thing goes, I suppose.  But I’m no judge, as you have made clear often enough.  Look Lenny – make an effort for this Holden bloke, will you.  Art is in my Department, remember.  We can all sink on your raft of logs..
Lenny
I’ll try to be polite to the paedo.  Don’t blame me if I tip.
Adele
(Shakes her head, stares at him solidly for several moments and then leaves).
Scene Thirteen


(The school dance.  Mrs Delacroix is leaning over a balcony looking at the night sky.  Music and the laughter of young people can be heard.  She is smoking.   Lenny approaches.)

Lenny
Jimmy Patterson says you wanted to see me Miss.

Delacroix
That’s true.

Lenny
What for?

Delacroix
I hope I am not disturbing your evening?   You haven’t scored?

Lenny
Miss!  You know what scored means?

Delacroix
Don’t be surprised.   I live in the same world as you.  I go to dances in my leisure time.  I like rock shows.  Am I interrupting anything?

Lenny
No Miss.

Delacroix
Then escort me around the school field.  I need air.

Lenny
It’s very dark.

Delacroix
All the better to see the stars with, my dear.

Lenny
If anyone sees us.

Delacroix
It’s very dark.

Lenny
You’re a teacher.

Delacroix
I’m also a woman.   How old are you?   Seventeen?

Lenny
Yes.

Delacroix
Only ten years between us.   Come on.   Out of the light and into the very dark.  (They start walking.)

Scene Fourteen

The school field.   Delacroix and Lenny are walking slowly, close together, in the dark.
Delacroix
We can stop here.   It’s as far as you can get from the school.   And there’s a nice tree for company.

Lenny
It’s called The Smokers’ Tree.  Some of the lads climb it for a tab at break.

Delacroix
I will lean against it.  Trees are alive and if you are sensitive to them, they can pass on their energy to you and make you calm and accepting.   Lenny?

Lenny
Yes Miss?

Delacroix
Have you ever had sex?

Lenny
No Miss.

Delacroix
Have any of your year?

Lenny
Not that I’ve heard of.   Not Bill –

Delacroix
Certainly not Bill.   He craves for it.  Would you like to be the first in your year?

Lenny
I suppose so.   Depends.  I wouldn’t do it with a prosser or a slag.

Delacroix
Does the thought frighten you?

Lenny
No.

Delacroix
Upset you?

Lenny
No.

Delacroix
Do you think it would scar you for life?

Lenny
What?   Sex?  It’s natural.

Delacroix
With a woman ten year older than you?

Lenny
Oh.  It would make me think.

Delacroix
Well?   What do you think?

Lenny

I think it would be difficult to be in her class afterwards.

Delcroix
Very sane comment.

Lenny

I’d probably be embarrassed.  Not know where to look.  I’d give it away.  I’d be looking at her and thinking what we had done.   I don’t think I would be able to concentrate.

Delacroix
Nobody would know.  They would think it was a crush.  Their little minds would never suspect the truth.   
Lenny
You’re probably right.  

Delacroix
Do you feel hot and excited?

Lenny
And scared I’ll make a mess of it.
Delacroix
Here.   Undo my belt and let my trousers slip down my legs.  Here’s the buckle. Give me your hand.  Got it.  Good.   You have a nice touch.  Now.  Let me guide your hand.  You see.   The Queen’s New Clothes.   There’s nothing there.   Except – ah – yes – something rather nice.   Young man, I hope you feel strong for what you are going to do next…(Fade out hearing Sweets for my Sweet – The Searchers)

Scene Fifteen

The same.   Lenny is standing with his back to the tree.  Delacroix is leaning against him. She lights a cigarette.
Delacroix
There is absolutely nothing as satisfying after sex, as a cigarette.   Do you want one?  

Lenny
Please.

Delacroix
Let me light it for you.  Then I can see your face.  (Does so.) 
Lovely boy.

Lenny
(Coughs)

Delacroix
Not a double first?  What a graduation!

Lenny
I feel great.

Delacroix
And the legs?

Lenny
Still a bit like jelly.

Delacroix
Not a virgin any more.   The only experienced man in your year.

Lenny
Feels great.  Was I-

Delacroix
Fine.  In time you will be magnificent when you learn to sustain that gutsy quality – shush, what was that?

Lenny
What?

Delacroix
There’s someone there.  Getting up from the grass.   Can you see?   

Lenny
Where?  Yes, I see!  Hang on!  (Sprints off.    Delacroix sets about a composed rearrangement of her trousers, hair etc.  Lenny comes back breathless.)
 Lenny
Wasn’t quick enough.  I lost him.
Delacroix
Don’t worry.  After what you did for me, I’m not surprised.  You had me off the ground for a while.  It was …so masculine.
Lenny
Thanks.  (Pause)  What’ll we do?  If it gets out?

Delacroix
Nothing.  Remember, no-one will believe it.  You will go back that way.   I’ll go this.  You will give no sign you have ever even talked with me outside the classroom.  Everything will die down.   The shame is that it will be a little while before we can continue with your education.   Gutsy boy.  Give me a kiss.  (He pecks her on the cheek.)   No, a proper kiss.  This will be our last touch for a little while.  (They kiss and he puts his arms around her in a long hug.)  Thank you – for everything.  I’ll go first.  
She leaves him.   He stands and watches her go.  Then, slowly, he pulls a yellow handled razor from his pocket and opens it up and starts walking back up the school field.  Then he stops and stares, puts the razor back and starts running towards the school.  The brightness of buildings on fire have attracted him.
Scene Sixteen

Lenny rushes up to stare at the fire which is out of control.   Brown arrives at his side.
Brown
(Like a soldier in charge) I’ve orders to send everyone home.  
Lenny
Yes Sir.  Should I help sir?

Brown
Started in the art room, apparently.   Not surprising with all those bundles of rags and papers.  Spirits and paints.   Chaos.   
Lenny
Can I -

Brown
Looks like the maths block will be the only building standing when this is all over.  Lucky everyone was got out of the school hall in good time.  Bloody firemen!  No order to it.

Lenny
They seem to be –

Brown
Your friend Bill raised the alarm.   He saw the fire from the boys’ toilets.

Lenny
Good old Bill (Ambiguously).

Brown
So off you go.  The coaches are waiting on Connaught Drive.

Lenny
Yes sir.   
Brown
Ah and here is the hero.   He can go with you. Well done young man.   Sharp eyes.

Bill
Thank you sir.  

Lenny

(Bill leaves, almost too casually.  Lenny’s eyes follow him.)

Yes.   Eyes like a razor.   Good old Bill.


Blackout.
ACT TWO

.
Scene 1

Lenny
 (Painting in the art room.   90s dance music is playing in the background.)


Mark Rothko.   You were a genius.  Those two or three planes of colour.  The faint tints showing through.   Everything honed to the minimum.  All that suppressed emotion locked in a frame.   The way we are.  Stereotypes.   Mannequins.  But inside we’re on hot wash programs.   Churn and turn.  Trying to comes to terms with it all.   Do we think in order to remember or remember in order to think?   We use red….   Flames.  The school burning.  Mr Bridge’s slipper.  Jab’s bible.  Five years of securely filed examination scripts.   Maps with London at their centre and that pinkness radiating through the world, the red tamped down by our belief in the right of white.   Globes popping and crumpling with heat in every classroom.   The carved oak graffiti offering up messages to the flames.   L loves D.   Bill loves Vera.  Toss me off you cunt cut into the wood underneath his desk.   Elvis is King.   Kill!   All those kids stuck in their parallel lives.   All the same unnatural age.   As though it might be a grounding for adulthood.   As though we might spend the rest of existence in groups of thirty people of our own age.  Growing older together.  Doing life’s exercises.   Getting competency credits for marriage, parenting, career, household management, driving.   Teaching is about training in the skills of keeping up with the Joneses.   We use blue.   Now there’s a colour that you can swim in and feel at peace.   Cornflowers among the cereal crops like bits of the sky come down.   Water.  Her silk scarves always had it.  The first time she wore a trouser suit and the Head going apoplectic.  If he’d only known how easily it slipped to her ankles.  The eyes of my child, bleary and blinking in the first light of his first day of life.   Innocent blue.  We use yellow and touch the sun with it.  The centre of us.   We spin round it.  Each of us holding on to our bit of it for the allotted time. Our own fiery fragment.  When we smile and laugh it breaks out and grows to fill our every pore.  When we frown we consign it to our depths, demeaning it until it is less than a spark.  The bitter scented bright faced dandelions on the school field easing us from the torture of the four walls with their faded pin-ups of pupils’ work and illustrations of molecular structures.   The bone handle of Bill’s little friend that he used to lop the heads off their stalks, telling us he’d certainly piss the bed, now. And which he’d use to menace us and try to make us piss ourselves as well.   We use black and white for shadow and light.  To pick out her waiting body on the car rug at the bottom of the school field.  To highlight her eyes.   To make a love letter.   To communicate between colours.   And black and white is everything to a school.  The non-colours of text.  As though nothing can be known that is not consecrated by word or by number.  The school rules in the foyer.   The names of the classrooms.   Black shoes and white plimsolls.   Ah Mr Rothko you had it all in your brush.  The colours of the history of each one of us. Your own fragment of the sun.  Your last pictures were black and grey.

Scene Two



Adele and Dr William Holden are seated opposite each other in her office.  There is a pile of documents, mark books, lesson preparation books.) 

Adele
Would you like a coffee?

Bill
No thank you.

Adele
Tea?

Bill 
No thank you.

Adele
I have tisanes.

Bill
No.   I had a drink on the train.

Adele
Oh.

Bill
(Flicking through in an experienced fashion).  I can tell that these are all satisfactory.   Everything seems properly organised.

Adele
Thank you.

Bill
So let’s get to the point.   You can save me a lot of time by listing your problems.   Staff.   Students.   Management.   

Adele
Oh I’m sure senior management do everything within their power.  They have to accept government policy on resourcing haven’t they?   Very little room for manoeuvre…very little.

Bill
They handle their own budgets.  It’s not a government policy issue.  A college is a business.  Resources follow courses.  If the courses don’t pay then they should be closed down.

Adele
But we’ve always had funding for – you know – the underprivileged – the handicapped, the unemployed.  We are a centre of excellence.
Bill
Very virtuous too.  You just have to make a decision as to whether you can afford to do it instead of, say art, that’s all…

Adele
Oh…

Bill
We live in a pragmatic time.  Utility comes second to financial viability.  So – I was asking?   Problems, issues…?

Adele
I have made a list… (She passes it to him.)

Bill
Resources, resources, resources…everything seems to be resources.

Adele
There is that bit at the end about difficult staff.

Bill
Show me an art department that doesn’t have difficult staff.  Bolshie.  Work to rule.  Skiving.  Don’t turn up for meetings.

Adele
Really?  Well I suddenly feel better about my staff.   I’ve only one who is a bit – bolshy.  He teaches painting, mainly.   Lenny Burns.

Bill
Really?  Really?  Where is he from?
Adele
Newcastle, I think.  You remember the name!  He thought you might have been at school together.

Bill
Lenny Burns!  Well well well!  It’s a bit far fetched…  Have you got his CV available?  Bloody Lenny Burns!  Art teacher!  Has to be.
Adele
Yes, of course.   This pile.  (She finds it.)

Bill
Not surprising.   I used to see a lot of him until the second year sixth.   Then our paths …he was the quiet one, wouldn’t say boo to a mouse type.

Adele
I agree with the first bit.   He is quiet.   But he refuses to follow department policy in most matters…very close to the students.  I think they get some of their attitudes from him.  His tutees are nearly always difficult by the end of their second year.  He doesn’t do anything obvious.  It’s just the way he is.

Bill
Have you got his mark books?

Adele
No.   He’s got them.

Bill
So little Lenny has become a bit of a revolutionary, has he?

Adele
I wouldn’t go that far.

Bill
If I was to suggest that the department had to lose a member of staff and he should be the one, what would you say?

Adele
Well, I wouldn’t be happy losing a full time member –

Bill
In my meeting with the Principal, earlier, she made it plain that she was having to oversee staff cuts.  Pottery was mentioned – cost of kilns, space -

Adele
Oh, I didn’t know –

Bill
So, within this scenario…

Adele
He would be the one to go.   But he’s so popular with the students…

Bill
I think it is time that I saw Lenny on his own, Ms Stevens ..er ..Adele.

Adele
Very well.  When should I come back?

Bill
I’ll come and find you.

Adele
I’ll be in my office.  I’ll find a student to take you to his room. (She goes out)
Bill
(Looks about, checks Adele’s desk, looks at pictures on the wall.  Holds up some fabric and sneers.  Doesn’t see that Naomi has entered.  He looks up and says smoothly.)  I’m a Detective Inspector.
Naomi
(Looks at him in contempt.  I’m sure.  Can you follow me? 
Scene Three

Naomi leads Bill into Lenny’s room.  Lenny is walking around a painting, on the floor, screwing up his eyes.  He catches sight of them.  Naomi gestures at Bill behind his back, index finger pointed up.  She leaves.  Bill and Lenny gaze at each other, frozen, but refuse to greet. There is an icy silence as they try to outstare each other.  Suddenly Bill moves into an authoritative march, as if he owns the room, not Lenny.

Bill

So here we are on our own.  Just like the old days.

Lenny
No.  Times have changed.  

Bill
Everything changes.   Everything remains the same.

Lenny
Little remains of those days.

Bill
Except, I have still got the power.  

Lenny
What power?  

Bill
The same power.  Power over you.  I always had power over you.

Lenny
The bully and the victim.

Bill
You remember it well.  And now, the inspector and the teacher.

Lenny
Were you any good as a teacher?

Bill
I’d like to think so.

Lenny
What did the kids think?

Bill
That hardly matters.   I’m sure they were appreciative in the end.

Lenny
The end justifying the means.

Bill
I always had good results.  Good discipline.   Good results.

Lenny
Did you ever use the cane?

Bill
Not exactly.  But a clip around the head was permissible.  Did you?

Lenny
(Shakes head).  Never believed in it.

Bill
You were always a wimp.   You wear lenses now?   I bet your classes ran you ragged.

Lenny
Cosmetic surgery.  Not often.

Bill
Don’t think I could take that.  Someone cutting into my eyes.
Lenny
So they were scared of you?

Bill
Fear is motivating.   Why else would anyone do anything?

Lenny
Love of the subject.   Respect.

Bill
Don’t be a twat!  People need some external force to pressure them. They don’t fight in armies without it.  They don’t work in their jobs without it.  And they certainly don’t study without it.  We seem to have a government, at last, which grasps the essentials in these matters.

Lenny
I heard you were a sycophant.  Only obeying orders.

Bill
I take them to give them.  They like the way I do it.

Lenny
Surprise surprise.
Bill
All governments share the same desire to see the professional classes roped in, Lenny.  Teachers in particular   They love me.  I do their dirty work for them.  Social problems are the teachers’ fault. The statistics of pain are always on my side.  Have to be.  I tell them I can measure quality.  I construct targets and objectives.   I say that students must attain them.   Stages.  Skills.  A levels.   Kick out the failures – it makes the college look better.  Better rate of success.  If there is failure after all that, the blame is always theirs.  You’re such an easy target.  It’s almost embarrassing.   Everyone has suffered at school.  You did for Christ’s sake!  Remember?  Foureyes! Teachers are a small minority.  But your students are the vast majority who carry their grievances.  All parents were pupils once.    You see Lenny, I agree with you.  Schools and colleges are really about failure.  The majority fail.   In daily work, in exams.  Six out of ten is forty percent failure.  If twenty per cent go to university, eighty per cent fail to go.  If nought point whatever go to Oxbridge, ninety nine point whatever per cent go to inferior institutions.    

Lenny
I bet your pupils thought you were a real twat.

Bill
That’s where you are both right and wrong in equal measure.   You see Lenny, most of my students won something.  Some may have hated me but they got their certificates.  And now they support me because if it did them good then….It’s the principle on which private education thrives.  
Lenny
Oh really?  Eton collars all round, then?

Bill
(Ignores him) Father goes to elite school.  Teachers impose rigid disciplines.   He’s bullied and buggered and god knows but he gets good results.   As he matures in the school he gives it to the younger ones.  In the City he is among a fraternity of fellow sufferers, all of whom have been through the same sodding cycle, but now enjoying the influence the old school tie has conferred upon them.   Because they see how well they have done, they turn a blind eye.  Their sons  suffer the same shite.  They perpetuate the cycle.  Even in state schools most people think they remember that they did better when they were made to by strict teachers.   Enjoyment doesn’t come into it.  They want a rod of iron for their kids particularly as they don’t seem to have any control over them, themselves.  In state schools people like me nobly stand between them and the same teachers who blighted their lives when they were young.  Blighted them by being too lazy,  too earnest and boring, too incompetent, too laissez faire.  Or that’s how we teach them to see it.  
Lenny
You’re all prize shits.  We let you be.  We accept its a no-win game.  

Bill 
Exactly.

Lenny
Because we will always fail kids.   Because schools don’t actually work.  They never have.  And we’re still keeping them off the streets until they are supposedly mature enough to be let go.  But when you were a wanker and a bully in the good old days no-one questioned it.    Education was a good thing.  It was  salvation.  The way out of the poverty.   The way up the social ladder.  It was a great myth, spread by bastards like you.  And nothing’s changed.  Parents still project their dying dreams on to their kids.  They accept the crap of the curriculum without question.  They believe in geography and history and god knows what, while the content in kids minds is sex and drugs and rock and roll and soaps and cartoons and computer games.  Nobody teaches them how to handle it.  They’re schizos. We just try to stuff more redundant crap into them.  It isn’t knowledge for Christ’s sake!  It doesn’t help them survive one extra minute.   Teaching is totally defunct once kids can read and write, manage basic maths and use a computer.   Forget content.   They’re alienated enough from us. Content is what they can pick up whenever they need it.  In jobs.  Whatever.

Bill
That may be the truth but the lie has more power.

Lenny
I know.  Bastards.
Bill
People need to feel that there is progress.   That kids are getting brighter.   That schools are working more effectively.   That teachers are better at teaching.  That the route up the social ladder is wider and easier if your kids only apply themselves.   And I am the state police  ensuring it happens.   Which is why I am here.  (Suddenly changes his tone)

Now let’s stop pussy footing around Lenny.  I think you were going to get out your lesson plans and marks book for inspection.

Lenny
(Laughs sardonically and then goes to his desk and brings a book) Here.

Bill
(Looks inside) You’re joking.

Lenny
Not at all.   

Bill
It’s full of Ps and blanks.

Lenny
Quite.   Passes and work that needs refinement to make a pass.

Bill
But where’s the criteria?  It’s all in the guidance notes to be applied.  You could be challenged in the courts if you don’t use the criteria.  Litigation is on the increase.

Lenny
It’s all up here.  (Taps forehead).

Bill
It’s eff all good up there.

Lenny
On the contrary, it’s always ready for use.   My students have no problem with it.  We discuss everything they do.

Bill
The exam board needs to see the criteria.   

Lenny
I know what I am doing.  My students do well enough later.   Royal College.   Royal Academy.  Exhibitions.  They also keep in contact.   

Bill
Very touching.  But not particularly appropriate to the job in hand.  Your boss tells me you’re a problem.   Won’t toe the line.

Lenny
Fashion Hitler doesn’t know any better.   You must forgive her.

Bill
She’s a role model.  Total quality assurance.  Books up to date.   Every student accounted for, work in, graded, future assignments planned, basic competencies assured.   Absolutely excellent. 

Lenny
She’s running an art department for God’s sake, not an assembly line for baked beans. 

Bill
Industry has a lot to teach education.  One of the first things being –  no baked beans, no job!  I am afraid that if you cannot produce the required administration, I will have to report you to the Principal of the college and recommend disciplinary action be taken.

Lenny
(Takes half a step towards him.  Slight curling of the fingers into half fists).  You’re enjoying this aren’t you.

Bill
Of course.   Best bit of the job.  So – where are your criteria?

Lenny
I told you.

Bill
(Gets a book out of his brief case.)  In that case –

Lenny
What are you going to report?  

Bill
The facts.  In the inspection of the art department, a lecturer, Mr L. Burns, failed to produce any accurate records to indicate that he had been executing his duties as a lecturer of the college.   It is my recommendation that the said Mr L Burns be suspended from his work unless he provides adequate evidence that he is maintaining a proper set of records of student progress.  I suggest that one week should be sufficient time for his records to be brought up to date.

Lenny
Stuff you.  I haven’t time for that crap.

Bill
It will be you who will get stuffed, Lenny old pal.

Lenny
You haven’t changed.  
Bill
Nor have you.
Lenny
What other recommendations have you got in that book?

Bill
Here, have a look.  Share my homework.   Like the old times.

Lenny
Huh.  (Starts reading).  Scale down the department.  Cut out pottery, dark room and screen printing –

Bill
Too resource intensive for a college this size...

Lenny
And consider reduction in staffing in fine art.  Me, in other words. 

Bill
There are other staff.  They’re crap, too, but you make them look passable.   Anyway, what does art do for anyone?  They’d be better off with more maths and English.  Your world’s elitist, Lenny.   A few philanthropists and a few precious galleries.  All those students who end up in the same dead end jobs they would have had if they hadn't done an arts course at all, except now they have fantasies. People like you, Lenny, are dangerous.  You put ideas in young people’s heads.   Dreams that can never be fulfilled.

Lenny
Got it in for me haven’t you Bill. 

Bill
This takes me back all those years, Lenny. It’s as though we are doomed to be perpetually orbiting in our winner-loser relationship.  All those years.   Remember who got the girls?   Who got the prizes?  Who got the results?  Who went to Oxford on a scholarship?  Who had the band?  Who was forever the runner up?

Lenny
Was that the way it was Bill?

Bill
Of course.

Lenny
Success all the way?

Bill
More or less.

Lenny
Not quite.

Bill
I think so.

Lenny
I think not.

Bill
Well?  What have you dredged up out of that selective memory of yours?  Some tiny incident?  Some exception that proves the rule?

Lenny
I recall a fire.

Bill
Fire?

Lenny
The night of the school dance.

Bill
So – yes, of course I remember that!  You had to share with the secondary modern in our final year.  I was alright.  The Maths block was separate.

Lenny
Let me take you back.   The school field.   Dark.   The sounds of the school dance filtering down through the trees at the bottom.   A couple standing beside a tree.  A sweet chestnut.  The woman with her back up against it.  The boy with his hands around her buttocks lifting her legs up and apart.

Bill
What are you talking about?  More art pornography?

Lenny
The boy pushes his cock deep inside the woman and she gives a loud moan.

Bill
What is this?   That isn’t what-

Lenny
Somehow the boy manages to keep her up in the air and thrust repeatedly into her.  She floats up and down.   She flies!   Her guttural cries get louder.   More animal like.   Meanwhile, crawling towards them in the grass is another boy.  A snake.  He’s sick with jealousy.   He can’t believe it.

Bill
(Starts after Lenny)  Give me back my book.

Lenny
You’ll hear me out first.

Bill 
No!

Lenny
The couple finish.   She drops off the boy and they stand together, exhausted.   She lights a cigarette and one for her boy.  The peeping tom stares as the faces are lit up.  He knows who they are.

Bill
Give me that fucking book.  (He leaps forward but is stopped in his tracks.   Lenny in a flash has flicked open a razor.)  What are you doing you cretin.  I’ll have you for this.   Assault on an inspector!  You’ll never teach again.

Lenny
The peeping tom makes an inadvertent noise and is heard by the woman.  She points at him.  He gets up to run.  He is chased and drops something.  A little piece of evidence.  A yellow boned razor.   Do you recognise it Bill?   Your little friend?

Bill
What?

Lenny
How did you get by without it, Bill?  All these years and nothing so much as a pen knife on a key ring?  How’d you bully without it?  Did nobody call your bluff? (Approaches menacingly)  Would you like it?  That’s what you used to say, wasn’t it?  Would you like my little friend to kiss your throat?

Bill
Keep away from me.  (Tries to rush past him but Lenny is too fast and traps him from behind with the razor at his throat.)  

Lenny
Funny.   I’m bigger than you now, Bill.  Time changes us.  I’m fit.   You’re a civil servant with a pen pusher’s hands.  I’m an artist.  A physical man.

Bill
Shit, Lenny.   Be careful with that thing!  Let me go.  I’ll do what you want.  I’ll remove that stuff about you.   I was just winding you up for old times sake…

Lenny
In time.   If you’re good.   But there’s more…

Bill
What?

Lenny
Where did you go, Bill.   After you escaped?

Bill
What d’you mean?

Lenny
(Tightens grip) Let’s do this another way. Your book – take it!   (Bill takes it and he is forced forward.)  Put it on that terps rag.

Bill
What!

Lenny
Do it.  There’s a lighter there.

Bill
Christ, Lenny.   You’re mad!  Lenny tightens grip even more. Bill does).  You won’t get away with this.   I’ll chase you through the courts.  I’ll have you blacklisted.
Lenny
Now, light it.

Bill
I will not.

Lenny
You will because if you don’t, then there’ll be a mess that all the rags in all the art colleges you’ve ever inspected will never mop up. 
Bill
(Lights it.)

Lenny
Nice work, Bill.  Great feeling isn’t it to see stuff you hate going up in flames.  What’s it remind you of?

Bill
Nothing.

Lenny
What (tightens)?

Bill
Nothing.

Lenny
Where did you run to?  (Tightens again and menaces).

Bill
To the school.

Lenny
And what did you do?

Bill
Nothing.   I didn’t tell anyone what I saw.

Lenny
What did you do?

Bill
Nothing.  Christ!

Lenny
What did you do.  Should I draw a little blood?  It’s such a fine skill to be able to draw blood and not cut into the windpipe.  We don’t want the blood to bleed inwards so that the victim gurgles and can’t make words any more.  I have a picture of such a victim and he’s like a Francis Bacon painting.  Eviscerated.  What happened next?

Bill
I went to the art department and started a fire.

Lenny
You did.  And then, when it was too far gone, you reported it.  Always one for the praise, weren’t you.  And why the fire, Bill? 

(The fire alarm starts to sound).

Bill
You know why.

Lenny
But I’d like to hear it from you.

Bill
Because that art teacher let you fuck her.  You!  You four eyed dimmo!  A seventeen year old.  You.   You were nothing.  Just a long skinny bag of bones with bins like milk bottles on your nose. 

Lenny
And-?

Bill
That’s it.

Lenny
No, that’s not quite it.  It was because you were still a virgin and now you were the runner up in the only thing that mattered.   Wasn’t that it?

Bill
Yes.

Lenny
Louder.

Bill
YES!

(Adele rushes in, stops, hand over mouth.)

Adele
Oh my God!   Lenny…


Lenny
It’s alright Adele.  You can have the hostage back.  (He throws Bill forward onto table with the burnt out book).

Adele
Dr Holden?

Bill
Christ!  You saved me.   He was going to slit my throat.

Lenny
Quite true.  Wait.  I’ll just switch that thing off before all the caretakers in the college work out where it’s coming from.  (Turns off the fire alarm).

Bill
And now he’s acting as though nothing has happened.

Lenny
Nothing has.

Bill
He’s burnt my reports.

Lenny
No – you burned them.  Arson was always your metier.

Bill
You’ll never work again in state education.

Lenny
Promises.   Promises.

Bill
You….you….deviant!  You’re a waster….just bloody well like the rest of them, Lenny, pissy wet liberals with woolly ideas of  (Naomi enters unseen) The whole person.   Holistic learning.  Earth, air, fire and water.  Creativity before basic skills.  Students fitted for nothing except being able to think about why they shouldn’t do what society wants.  Teaching them not to vote.  To take the pill.  To have abortions.  Drugs are o’k.  Nihilism.  All your art does is teach self-centredness and self-indulgence.  Live now and don’t think about the consequences. They have got to realise that they owe.  Education isn’t a free ride.   A backpackers’ paradise of choose and reject.  It’s damn well going to do what it was originally intended to do and that is, educate the masses.  Train them in responsibility.   Citizenship.   Give them life long work skills.  Interpersonal communications.  A sense of order.  Of fitting in.   You haven’t changed.  You were always  full of artistic shit.  Delacroix fucked your mind as well as your body.  (Adele is aghast).  That’s what it is with you artists.  You pass the selfish gene on to your students.   Generation after generation.   Dysfunctional.  Anti-social.  Anti-establishment and amounting to fuck all.

Adele
I think there are some exceptions –

Bill
What do you know, Ms Stevens?  You aren’t an artist Ms Stevens.  You’re a craft teacher.  (Said with utmost sarcasm)  I suggest you rename your department to emphasise the fact.  And sack anyone who calls himself an artist.

Naomi
You’re shit shallow!   You don’t know anything.

Bill
Shut up child.   You shouldn’t be in this room.   Go to your class.

Naomi
I am seventeen.  Old enough.  This is my class.   Mine.  

Lenny
I wouldn’t waste your breath, Naomi.  You’re talking to a real Nazi.
Naomi
He’s a moron.  Child!  I’m a woman.  I’m pregnant and I’m going to have the child and go on with my studies.

Adele
Naomi!

Naomi
It’s an insult to be called a child by someone like you.  You’re just a playground bully.   You don’t know anything about what any of us want.  All you can think about is systems.  Not people.   

Bill
Maybe if you had had a little discipline instilled in you by your parents and teachers you wouldn’t be in the condition you are.

Naomi
And how do you figure that out?

Bill
By saying no.

Adele
Did that girl say no to you?

Bill
What girl?

Adele
The one who spilled the beans.  It was you, wasn’t it?  She was still at school and you were her teacher.  It was all over the papers.
Bill
She had left.

Naomi
You fucked a school girl!  How old was she?  
Bill
I said – she had left school.

Adele
Seventeen.  

Naomi
You should have been pissed all over.  
Bill
Hardly, child.  I was totally supported by the Minister in that matter.  It’s history.
Naomi
You know what I think?   You’re a power freak.  You kicked out your twin and you’ve been kicking everyone else out ever since.

Bill
What is she talking about?

Naomi
He’s an arsehole.  (Starts to walk out.)  Someone should sort you out, once and for all.)  Bastard!  (Leaves)
Bill
Good riddance.  If she wasn’t at the end of her course I’d say expel her.

Lenny
Lucky then, isn’t she.

Bill
You’re not the father by any chance.

Adele
Dr Holden!

Lenny
I’m not you, Bill Holden.  I learned early.  Ginette Delacroix did me a lot of good – and a lot of bad.  She taught me that sex was what we are here for.   She taught me the touch, the taste and the smell of it.  The obsessive need for it.  The oblivion of it.  But she used me and when I wanted to stop she used her power over me to keep me satisfying her fantasies.  It went on and on.  I was totally dominated.  She nearly followed me to college.   I still don’t know how I got away.  She abused her role, Bill.   Just like you.   I’d never do that to any student.

Bill
Come off it, Lenny.  Abused – you?  You’re just a big, would –be twat of a martyr. I wonder if you’d have fathered it if she’d opened her legs for you?    (Starts to gather his things.  Raises his briefcase like the Chancellor.) I do what I have to.  I don’t wallow in guilt.  I never will…
Adele
Lenny’s right.  You’re a ..a   despot!
Bill
And which of us is indispensable, Ms Stevens?  Ask yourself! (Picks up his case and storms out).
Lenny
(Bitterly) So there you have it, Head of Department. 

Adele
I agreed with you!

Lenny
You agreed with one bit of me.  Not all the rest.  Like you disagreed with one bit of him –

Adele
(Sits suddenly, weak).  It was so frightening.  I thought you–
Lenny
(Shakes his head) We were boys again.  With roles reversed.  It’s a good question, though.  Could I kill someone?  Could I?
Adele
No Lenny!  Whatever else…You’re the most humane…(she stops and wipes her eyes)

Lenny
Thanks.  (Pauses and looks at her and softens.)  No…I mean it, Adele.  Thanks.
Scene Four


The art room.  Lenny is tidying up his portfolio.   Naomi comes in.
Naomi
You’re nearly done?  

Lenny
For good.   Finished with state education, as the inspector puts it.

Naomi
You should fight.

Lenny
I did.  Literally.

Naomi
Go to his bosses.

Lenny
No point.  You can’t buck history.  The tide sweeps over you.  Social trends.  I’m not the teacher they want.  Everything is functional these days.  Utility rules.  Ultra realism.  I’m just a minimalist mixed with a bit of retro Dada.    

Naomi
You’re the teacher we want.   Here’s a card from everyone.  (Produces a large piece of card, covered in well wishes.)

Lenny
That’s very nice.   Like a Tapies.  I wish them all well wherever they are now.

Naomi
Waiting for their results.  India.  Thailand. 

Lenny
It’s good.

Naomi
Most of them have got places, anyway.  Based on their portfolios.  They just have to pass…

Lenny
Always the same anxiety and usually the same sense of relief.

Naomi
You should be proud.   You’re great as a teacher.

Lenny
Nothing you can put your finger on.  No skills.  Nothing measurable.   Just a clutch of attitudes and perceptions.  A sense of choice.  A slightly richer imagination.

Naomi
You kid yourself.  You teach by being there.   Where else does a teacher work alongside his students?  Just as open to criticism.   Practising what you preach.  That’s the biggest motivation.   When you sell a picture I feel I’ve contributed just a fraction.  You get us to identify.  Anyway, you’re always teaching skills.  I’ve been watching you all year.  You ask the right questions.  Then we think of the answer and we learn.  Everything from old fashioned brushstrokes to perspective.   Colour and form.  Narrative to abstract.   And then there is the realisation that you don’t have to take shit from anyone.

Lenny
You were always my A student, Naomi.  A real rebel.

Naomi
(Comes up to him and makes him hug her).   Thanks for all the real teaching.

Lenny
Well-

Naomi
Just accept the praise for once.

Lenny
(Picks up painting he’s been working on and looks round.)   That’s about it.

Naomi
There’s one thing I haven’t told you.

Lenny
What now?  (Smiles)

Naomi
I’ve arranged an abortion.

Lenny
Christ!   The only time I give advice it is ignored.

Naomi
I suddenly realised what I wanted to do.  Seeing you being hounded out.  I’m going to train as an art teacher.  What’s another kid in the world eh?  

Lenny
Just like that.

Naomi
It took me three nights.   Crying.

Lenny
You’re mad.  To want to be a teacher.

Naomi
As you were.  But there has to be someone in a student’s life who actually communicates.

Lenny
A word of advice.  (She smiles).   Don’t give up the night job.
Naomi
I’ll go on making art.  Your legacy, Lenny.

Lenny
He was right about one thing.  Art is it’s own selfish gene.   (He takes his picture and walks out).  Naomi goes and puts a new stretched sheet on the easel. Stares at it.  
(Lights fade.)

