EQUUS

DYSART: But Mr Strang did?

DORA: He stood it for a while, but one day we had one of gfir
tiffs about religion, and he went upstairs, tore it offfthe
boy’s wall and threw it in the dustbin. Alan went quip hys-
terical. He cried for days without stopping—and/he was
not a crier, you know:

DYSART: But he recovered when he was given/the photo-
graph of the horse in its place?

DORA: He certainly seemed to, At least, he hyng it in exactly
the same position, and we had no mgfe of that awful
weeping.

DYSART: Thank you, Mrs Strang. That ishteresting . . . Exactly
how long ago was that? Can you refnember?

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

DYSART: Bearing up.

[She rises. ]

DORA: Please give him my ldve.

DYSART: You can see him gy time you want, you know.

DORA: Perhaps if I couldl come one afternoon withour Mr
Strang. He and Alag/don’t exactly get on at the moment, as
you can imagine.

DYSART: Whatever fou decide, Mrs Strang . . . Oh, one thing,

DORA: Yes?

DYSART: Couldfyou describe that photograph of the horse in
a little mofe detail for me? 1 presume it’s still in his bed-
room?

DORA: OMN, yes. It's a most remarkable picture, really. You very
rarely see a horse taken from that angle—absolutely head

o at's what makes it so interesting,

DYSART: Why? What does it look like?

DORA: Well, it's most extraordinary. It comes out all eyes.
ART: Staring straight at you?
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DORA: Yes, that's right . . .
[An uncomfortable pause.]
I'll come and see him one day very sosfl, Doctor. Goodbye.
[She leaves, and resumes her plas€ by her husband. ]
DYSART [to audience]: It was th€n—that moment—I felt real
alarm. What was it? Ti€ shadow of a giant head across my
desk? . . . At anysdfe, the feeling got worse with the stable-

owner'’s vis

_12_

START  [DALTON comes in to the square: heavy-set, mid-fifties. |

DALTON: Dir Dysare?

DySART: Mr Dalton. It's very good of you to come.

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

DYSART: Please sit down.

[DALTOMN sifs. |
This must have been a terrible experience for you.

DALTON: Terrible? I don’t think I'll ever get over it. Jill's had
a mervous breakdown.

DYSART: Jill?

DALTON: The girl who worked for me. Of course, she feels
responsible in a way. Being the one who introduced him in
the first place.

DYSART: He was introduced to the stable by a girl?

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

DYSART: But when he first appeared he didn’t seem in any

way peculiar?
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EQuuUs

DALTON: No, he was bloody good. He'd spend hours with the
horses cleaning and grooming them, way over the call of
duty. [ thought he was a real find.

DYSART: Apparently, during the whole time he worked for
you, he never actually rode.

DALTON: That's true.

DVSART: Wasn't that peculiar?

DALTON: Very . . . If he didn't.

DysaRT: What do you mean?

[DALTON rises. |

DALTON: Because on and off, that whole year, I had the feel-
ng the horses were being taken out ar night.

CYSART: At night?

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

DYSART: But wouldn’t you have noticed if things had been
disturbed?

DALTON: Nothing ever was. Sdll, he’s a neat worker. That
wouldn’t prove anything.

DYSART: Aren’t the stables locked at nighe?

DALTON: Yes.

DYSART: And someone sleeps on the premises?

DALTON; Me and my son.

DYSART: Two people?

DALTON: I'm sorry, Doctor. It's obviously just my fancy. 1
tell you, this thing has shaken me so bad, I'm liable to
believe anything. If there’s nothing else, I'll be going.

DYSART: Look: even if you were right, why should anyone do
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that? Why would any boy prefer to ride by himself at
night, when he could go off with others during the day?
DALTON: Are you asking me? He’s a loony, isn’t he?
STOP [DALTON leaves the square and sits again in his place. DYSART

uratches hivt oo ]

ALAN: It was sexy.
DYSART: His tape arrived that evening.

_13_

[ALAN is sitting on his bed holding the tape recorder/NURSE
approaches briskly, takes the machine from hi
DYSART in the square—and leaves again, re
DYSART switches on the tape. |

ALAN: That's what you want to know; iso't

I'm talking about the beach. That ti

it! All right: it-was.

when [ was a kid.

What I told you about. ...
[Pause. He is in great emotional lty. DYSART sits on the
left bench listening, file in hand rises and stands directly

behind him, but on the circle s if recording the ensuing speech.
He never, of course, looks girectly at the Doctor. ]
I was pushed forward gh the horse. There was sweat on
i . The fellow held me nght, and let
hich way [ wanted. All that power
u wanted . . . His sides were all warm,
- .. Then suddenly I was on the ground,

[Pause
ing else. When the horse first appeared, I looked
his mouth. It was huge. There was this chain in it.

t hurt?’ And he said—the horse said—said—
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