
 

SUGGESTED TEXTS: Contemporary 
_________________________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

Below are a selection of scenes from previous Physical Lab residencies and 
productions. Though actors are welcome to bring any text to the workshops, these are 

scenes which we believe lend themselves particularly well to the training and 
methodologies of the Lab.  

If you want work with any of the scenes below, please make sure you are as familiar 
with your chosen character and the play as a whole prior to the workshop.  

 

 
OLD TIMES 
 
Kate: “I remember you dead” (f) 
Kate and Deeley, a middle-aged married couple, receive an unexpected visit from                       
Anna, an old friend of Kate’s. As the evening progresses, Anna, who has not seen Kate                               
in many years, and Deeley begin to remember a possible past encounter. Suddenly                         
Kate intervenes to challenge their recollections of the past. 
 
 
THE CARETAKER  
 
Mick: “What a strange man you are” (m) 
When Mick’s gentle, trusting brother Aston brings home a tramp named Davies, Mick is                           
not happy. Here he confronts Davies about the inconsistencies in the latter’s account of                           
himself. 
 
Aston: “I used to go there quite a bit” (m)  
(this text is much longer than our other suggestions- you may wish to choose an extract) 
Throughout The Caretaker, Aston is shown to be trusting and perhaps too simple. Here,                           
he tells the horrifying story of what happened to him. 
 
 
THE BIRTHDAY PARTY 
 
Goldberg: “I’ve never lost a tooth” (m) 
Mr Goldberg is sent by a mysterious, terrifying organisation to bring in the play’s main                             
character, Stanley, who allegedly betrayed them. Here Goldberg has an unexpected                     
moment of crisis. 
 
 

Please note, Physical Lab work with gender blind casting and character genders are 
listed (m/f) as they appear in the original text for reference only.  



 

Old Times  “ I remember you dead” 
_________________________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
KATE: 
(To ANNA.) But I remember you. I remember you dead. 
 
Pause 
 
I remember you lying dead. You didn’t know I was watching you. I 
leaned over you. Your face was dirty. You lay dead, your face scrawled 
with dirt, all kinds of earnest inscriptions, but unblotted, so that they had 
run, all over your face, down to your throat. Your sheets were 
immaculate. I was glad. I would have been unhappy if your corpse had 
lain in an unwholesome sheet. It would have been graceless. I mean as 
far as I was concerned. As far as my room was concerned. After all, you 
were dead in my room. When you woke my eyes were above you, 
staring down at you, You tried to do my little trick, one of my tricks you 
had borrowed, my little slow smile, my little slow shy smile, my bend of 
the head, my half closing of the eyes, that we knew so well, but it didn’t 
work, the grin only split the dirt at the sides of your mouth and stuck. You 
stuck in your grin. I looked for tears but could see none. Your pupils 
weren’t in your eyes. Your bones ware breaking through your face. But 
all was serene. There was no suffering. It had all happened elsewhere. 
Last rites I did not feel necessary. Or any celebration. I felt the time and 
season appropriate and that by dying alone and dirty you had acted with 
proper decorum. It was time for my bath. I had quite a lengthy bath, got 
out, walked about the room, glistening, drew up a chair, sat naked 
beside you and watched you. 
 
Pause 
 
When I brought him into the room your body of course had gone. What a 
relief it was to have a different body in my room, a male body behaving 
quite differently, doing all those things they do and which they think are 
good, like sitting with one leg over the arm of an armchair. We had a 
choice of two beds. Your bed or my bed. To lie in, or on. To grind noses 
together, in or on. He liked your bed, and thought he was different in it 
because he was a man. But one night I said let me do something, a little 
thing, a little trick. He lay there in your bed. He looked up at me with 
great expectation. He was gratified. He thought I had profited from his 
teaching. He thought I was going to be sexually forthcoming, that I was 
 
about to take a long promised initiative. I dug about in the window box, 
where you had planted our pretty pansies, scooped, filled the bowl, and 
plastered his face with dirt. He was bemused, aghast, resisted, resisted 
with force. He would not let me dirty his face, or smudge it, he wouldn’t 
let me. He suggested a wedding instead, and a change of environment. 



 

The Caretaker  “What a Strange Man You Are” 
_________________________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
Mick: 
What a strange man you are. Aren’t you? You’re really strange. Ever since you come 
into this house there’s been nothing but trouble. Honest. I can take nothing you say at 
face value. Every word you speak is open to any number of different interpretations. 
Most of what you say is lies. You’re violent, you’re erratic, you’re just completely 
unpredictable. You’re nothing else but a wild animal, when you come down to it. 
You’re a barbarian. And to put the old tin lid on it, you stink from arse-hole to breakfast 
time. Look at it. You come here recommending yourself as an interior decorator, where 
upon I take you on, and what happens? You make a long speech about references 
you’ve got down at Sidcup, and what happens? I haven’t noticed you go down to 
Sidcup to obtain them. It’s all most regrettable but it looks as though I’m compelled to 
pay you off for your care taking work. Here’s half a dollar. 
 
He feels in his pocket, takes out a half-crown and tosses it at Davies feet. Davies stands 
still. Mick walks to the gas stove and picks up the Buddha. 
 
(Davies. (slowly). All right then…you do that…you do it…if that’s what you want…) 
 
Mick. THAT’S WHAT I WANT! 
 
He hurls the Buddha against the gas stove. It breaks. 
 
(passionately) Anyone would think this house was all I got to worry about. I got plenty of 
other things I can worry about. I’ve got other things. I’ve got plenty of other interests. 
I’ve got my own business to build up, haven't I? I got to think about expanding…in all 
directions. I don’t stand still. I’m moving about, all the time. I’m moving…all the time. 
I’ve got to think about the future. I’m not worried about this house. I’m not interested. 
My brother can worry about it. He can do it up, he can decorate it, he can do what he 
likes with it. I’m not bothered. I thought I was doing him a favour, letting him live here. 
He’s got his own ideas. Let him have them. I’m going to chuck it in. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

The Caretaker  “I used to go there quite a bit...” 
_________________________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
ASTON. I used to go there quite a bit. Oh, years ago now. But I stopped. I used to like 
that place. Spent quite a bit of time in there. That was before I went away. Just before. I 
think that … place had a lot to do with it. They were all … a good bit older than me. But 
they always used to listen. I thought … they understood what I said. I mean I used to talk 
to them. I talked too much. That was my mistake. The same in the factory. Standing 
there, or in the breaks, I used to … talk about things. And these men, they used to listen, 
whenever I … had anything to say. It was all right. The trouble was, I used to have kind 
of hallucinations. They weren’t hallucinations, they … I used to get the feeling I could 
see things … very clearly … everything … was so clear … everything used … everything 
used to get very quiet … everything got very quiet … all this … quiet … and … this clear 
sight … it was … but maybe I was wrong. Anyway, someone must have said something. 
I didn’t know anything about it. And … some kind of lie must have got around. And this 
lie went round. I thought people started being funny. In that café. The factory. I 
couldn’t understand it. Then one day they took me to a hospital, right outside London. 
They … got me there. I didn’t want to go. Anyway … I tried to get out, quite a few 
times. But … it wasn’t very easy. They asked me questions, in there. Got me in and 
asked me all sorts of questions. Well, I told them … when they wanted to know … what 
my thoughts were. Hmmnn. Then one day … this man … doctor, I suppose … the head 
one … he was quite a man of … distinction … although I wasn’t so sure about that. He 
called me in. He said … he told me I had something. He said they’d concluded their 
examination. That’s what he said. And he showed me a pile of papers and he said that 
I’d got something, some complaint. He said … he just said that, you see. You’ve got … 
this thing. That’s your complaint. And we’ve decided, he said, that in your interests 
there’s only one course we can take. He said … but I can’t … exactly remember … how 
he put it … he said, we’re going to do something to your brain. He said … if we don’t, 
you’ll be in here for the rest of your life, but if we do, you stand a chance. You can go 
out, he said, and live like the others. What do you want to do to my brain, I said to him. 
But he just repeated what he’d said. Well, I wasn’t a fool. I knew I was a minor. I knew 
he couldn’t do anything to me without getting permission. I knew he had to get 
permission from my mother. So I wrote to her and told her what they were trying to do. 
But she signed their form, you see, giving them permission. I know that because he 
showed me her signature when I brought it up. Well, that night I tried to escape, that 
night. I spent five hours sawing at one of the bars on the window in this ward. Right 
throughout the dark. They used to shine a torch over the beds every half hour. So I 
timed it just right. And then it was nearly done, and a man had a … he had a fit, right 
next to me. And they caught me, anyway. About a week later they started to come 
round and do this thing to the brain. We were all supposed to have it done, in this ward. 
And they came round and did it one at a time. One a night. I was one of the last. And I 
could see quite clearly what they did to the others. They used to come round with these 
… I don’t know what they were … they looked like big pincers, with wires on, the wires 
were attached to a little machine. It was electric. They used to hold the man down, 
and this chief … the chief doctor, used to fit the pincers, something like earphones, he 



 

used to fit them on either side of the man’s skull. There was a man holding the machine, 
you see, and he’d … turn it on, and the chief would just press these pincers on either 
side of the skull and keep them there. Then he’d take them off. They’d cover the man 
up … and they wouldn’t touch him again until later on. Some used to put up a fight, but 
most of them didn’t. They just lay there. Well, they were coming round to me, and the 
night they came I got up and stood against the wall. They told me to get on the bed, 
and I knew they had to get me on the bed because if they did it while I was standing 
up they might break my spine. So I stood up and then one or two of them came for me, 
well, I was younger then, I was much stronger than I am now, I was quite strong then, I 
laid one of them out and I had another one round the throat, and then suddenly this 
chief had these pincers on my skull and I knew he wasn’t supposed to do it while I was 
standing up, that’s why I …. anyway, he did it. So I did get out. I got out of the place … 
but I couldn’t walk very well. I don’t think my spine was damaged. That was perfectly all 
right. The trouble was … my thoughts … had become very slow … I couldn’t think at all 
… I couldn’t … get … my thoughts … together … uuuhh … I could … never quite get it 
… together. The trouble was, I couldn’t hear what people were saying. I couldn’t look 
to the right or the left, I had to look straight in front of me, because if I turned my head 
round … I couldn’t keep … upright. And I had these headaches. I used to sit in my 
room. That was when I lived with my mother. And my brother. He was younger than me. 
And I laid everything out, in order, in my room, all the things I knew were mine, but I 
didn’t die. The thing is, I should have been dead. I should have died. Anyway, I feel 
much better now. But I don’t talk to people now. I steer clear of places like that café. I 
never go into them now. I don’t talk to anyone … like that. I’ve often thought of going 
back and trying to find the man who did that to me. But I want to do something first. I 
want to build that shed out in the garden.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

The Birthday Party  “I’ve never lost a tooth” 
_________________________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
GOLDBERG: You know what? I’ve never lost a tooth. Not since the day I was born. 
Nothing’s changed. (He gets up.) That’s why I’ve reached my position, McCann. 
Because I’ve always been as fit as a fiddle. All my life I’ve said the same. Play up, 
play up, and play the game. Honour thy father and thy mother. All along the line. 
Follow the line, the line, McCann, and you can’t go wrong. What do you think, I’m a 
self-made man? No! I sat where I was told to sit. I kept my eye on the ball. School? 
Don’t talk to me about school. Top in all subjects. And for why? Because I’m telling 
you, I’m telling you, follow my line? Follow my mental? Learn by heart. Never write 
down a thing. And don’t go too near the water.And you’ll find—that what I say is 
true.  
 
Because I believe that the world … (Vacant.)…. 
Because I believe that the world … (Desperate.)…. 
BECAUSE I BELIEVE THAT THE WORLD … (Lost.)….  

He sits in chair.  

Sit down, McCann, sit here where I can look at you. 
 
MCCANN kneels in front of the table.  

 
(Intensely, with growing certainty.) My father said to me, Benny, Benny, he said, 
come here. He was dying. I knelt down. By him day and night. Who else was there? 
Forgive, Benny, he said, and let live. Yes, Dad. Go home to your wife. I will, Dad. 
Keep an eye open for low-lives, for schnorrers and for layabouts. He didn’t mention 
names. I lost my life in the service of others, he said, I’m not ashamed. Do your duty 
and keep your observations. Always bid good morning to the neighbours. Never, 
never forget your family, for they are the rock, the constitution and the core! If 
you’re ever in any difficulties Uncle Barney will see you in the clear. I knelt down. (He 
kneels, facing MCCANN.) I swore on the good book. And I knew the word I had to 
remember—Respect! Because McCann— (Gently.) Seamus—who came before 
your father? His father. And who came before him? Before him? … 
(Vacant—triumphant.) Who came before your father’s father but your father’s 
father’s mother! Your great-gran-granny.  

Silence. He slowly rises.  

And that’s why I’ve reached my position, McCann. Because I’ve always been as fit 
as a fiddle. My motto. Work hard and play hard. Not a day’s illness.  

 
GOLDBERG sits.  


