
From Travesties 
By Tom Stoppard 
 
Cecily 
I'm about to puke into your Nancy straw hat, you prig!—you swanking canting fop, you bourgeois 
intellectual humbugger, you—artist! Do you think that's what socialism is about?—being allowed to strike, 
to vote?—do you think it's about winning concessions?—Socialism is about ownership—the natural right 
of the people to the common ownership of their country and its resources, the land, and what is under the 
land and what grows on the land! Marx warned us against the liberals, the philanthropists, the piecemeal 
reformers—change won't come from them but from a head-on collision, that's how history works! When 
Lenin was 21 there was famine in Russia. The intellectuals organised relief—soup kitchens, seed corn, all 
kinds of do-gooding with Tolstoy in the lead. Lenin did... nothing. He understood that the famine was a 
force for the revolution that it would help to break down the peasantry and bring Russia closer to socialist 
revolution, closer to the Communist society. He was a boy, and he understood that, so don't talk to me 
about superior morality, you patronising Kant-struck prig, all the time you're talking about the classics 
you're trying to imagine how I'd looked stripped off to my knickers! 

 
From Jumpers 
By Tom Stoppard 
 
Dotty 
You bloody humbug!—the last of the metaphysical egocentrics! You're probably still shaking from the 
four-hundred-year-old news that the sun doesn't go round you! (dry, drained) Well, it's all over now. Not 
only are we no longer the still centre of God's universe, we're not even uniquely graced by his footprint in 
man's image... Man is on the Moon, his feet on solid ground, and he has seen us whole, all in one go, 
little-local... and all our absolutes, the thou-shalts and thou-shalt-nots that seemed to be the very 
condition of our existence, how did they look to two moonmen with a single neck to save between them? 
Like the local customs of another place. When that thought drips through to the bottom, people won't just 
carry on. There is going to be such... breakage, such gnashing of unclean meats, such coveting of 
neighbours' oxen and knowing of neighbours' wives, such dishonourings of mothers and fathers, and 
bowings and scrapings to images graven and incarnate, such killing of goldfish and maybe more—( 
Looks up, tear-stained.) Because the truths that have always been taken on trust, they've never had 
edges before, there was no vantage point to stand on and see where they stopped.  

 
From Rock 'N' Roll 
By Tom Stoppard 
 
Esme 
He used to be in a band. He was quite famous, with wild black hair, you know, a great face... he looked, 
well, he looked like a rock star. But he blew his mind and the band sort of dropped him... and one night, 
just round that time, before I knew him, before I knew it was him, I saw him in the garden. Just up there. I 
had my exam results in my underpants, and I'd gone out to the Dandelion to see who was playing, and 
when I came home late through the garden, he was on the wall tootling on the pipe, like Pan. (pause) I 
wasn't always sure it happened, like a lot of things. But later he had a solo album, and... well, I went to 
see him play once, at the Corn Exchange, in my red-leather bomber jacket I gave Alice. He was in the 
support band. It turned out to be the last gig he ever played, and he was all over the place... The bass 
player and the drummer tried to stay with him, they'd find him and he'd lose them again, so they left him to 
it but he wouldn't give up. He botched his way on and on, fudging chords and scowling with his hair falling 
over the strings. He'd cut his finger and he was bleeding on the guitar. It was terrible but somehow great. I 
got up on the stage and danced. He looked at me, sort of surprised. He said, 'Oh, hello. It's you.' He was 
the Piper. 

 
 
 
 
 



From Night and Day 
By Tom Stoppard 
 
Ruth 
I've met one or two reporters. But don't imagine that I despise them because of any injury done to me—on 
the contrary I looked jolly nice in my divorce hat and being on the front page of four morning newspapers 
did my reputation nothing but good. And there are worse things than being pursued across Shropshire by 
the slavering minions of a Philistine press lord; in fact, it brought Geoffrey and me closer together. I loved 
him for the way he outdrove them in his Jaguar, and it wasn't his fault at all that the early morning tea in 
our hideaway hotel was brought in by a Fleet Street harpie in a tweeny... no, no, it isn't that. It isn't even 
the way it was written up, so that poor Geoffrey's wife, a notably hard-boiled zoologist who happens to 
breed rare parakeets, and who uncautiously admitted to a reporter that, yes she would like Geoff to give 
me up, and yes, she would have him back, was instantly dubbed Heartbreak Parrot Woman in Plea for 
Earl's Brother. Earl's brother. That's the bit. Of all the husbands who ran off with somebody's wife that 
week, Geoffrey qualified because he had a measly title and if the right three hundred people went down 
on the Royal Yacht he'd be Duke of Bognor. Has anyone ever bothered to find out whether anybody really 
cares? The populace and the popular press. What a grubby symbiosis it is.  

 
From The Real Thing 
By Tom Stoppard 
 
Debbie 
House of Cards wasn't about anything, except did she have it off or didn't she? What a crisis. Infidelity 

among the architect class. Again. As if having it off is infidelity. Most people think not having it off is 

fidelity.  They think all relationships hinge in the middle. Sex or no sex. What a fantastic range of 

possibilities. Like an on/off switch. Did she or didn't she? By Henrik Ibsen. Why would you want to make it 

such a crisis? It's what comes of making such a mystery of it. I was like that when I was twelve. 

Everything was sex. Latin was sex. The dictionary fell open at meretrix, a harlot. You could feel the 

mystery coming off the word like musk. Meretrix! This was none of your amo, amas, amat, this was a 

flash from the forbidden planet, and it was everywhere. History was sex, French was sex, art was sex, the 

Bible, poetry, penfriends, games, music, everything was sex except biology which was obviously sex but 

not really sex, not the one which was secret and ecstatic and wicked and a sacrament and all the things it 

was supposed to be but couldn't be at one and the same time—I got that in the boiler room and it turned 

out to be biology after all. That's what free love is free of—propaganda. 


