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A Play in Four Seasons 

Characters 

Eric, also known as George: a writer and journalist 

Richard, his adopted son 

Eileen, his first wife 

Sonia, his second wife (ideally both wives played by the same actor) 

David Astor, his good friend and mentor 

Avril, his sister 

Susan, his housekeeper 

The action of this play takes place during the late 1940s. Richard appears 

both as a child of between five and eight years old and (perhaps with the 

addition of a sensible jacket) as an adult, to address the audience. 

The Setting 

The action takes place on a reasonably bare set which at times will need to 

represent, in early scenes, Eric’s cramped flat in post-War London and at other 

times the cottage of Barnhill, on the Isle of Jura off the Scottish west coast; 

where possible, lighting and sound (such as wind) should be used to contrast 

the two locations. The only two items of set are a large rectangular table at 

stage left, with several chairs (not necessarily matching) around it, and a 
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dinghy, 8-10 feet / 2-3 metres long, mounted on a wheeled platform so that 

when required, it can move easily. However, as the play opens, the stage is 

empty except for the lighting of a couple of hurricane lanterns placed 

intermittently around the space. 

 

Some scenes may take place using only this light source. The cottage on Jura 

had no electricity and so heating, lighting and cooking were by gas or fuel such 

as peat. 

 

A general lighting wash builds slowly under the first scene. 

 

 

Spring 

 

SCENE ONE 

 

Child-Richard enters and sits cross-legged by one of the lanterns, its feeble light 

painting him. We hear Eric’s voice. 

 

ERIC. Impossible to know when it started. The beginning of the end. I 

have never wasted too much time trying to seek answers, or 

causes for things that happened. Things happened. I observed 

them. 

 

We hear a rifle shot, sharp and loud. Richard flinches, terrified. Eric’s voice 

continues. 

 

Perhaps it was then. When, for the very first time, I felt my own 

blood seep through my fingers. I have told myself in the cold 

hours since that numb dawn moment that it was then. Really, it 

was probably earlier. But good stories need a high point, 

something to lead up to and fall away from. So I count the 

beginning of the end from that moment. Before the sun came up. 
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He appears, out of the shadows, behind Richard. He is pale and thin, tallish, 

awkward, a mop of messy black hair and a thin moustache. He is lost. At 

different times throughout his scenes he will do two things: produce a 

couple of pennies from a pocket and fiddle with them, turning them over 

in his hands, like worry beads, and also smoke hand-rolled cigarettes.1 

 

  I was lucky to regain the use of my voice.  

 

EILEEN (voice only) Imagine if you had been silenced. 

 

Eric moves to centre stage.  

 

EILEEN. (Voice only) Eric. Hold me. 

RICHARD. A bright, cold day. 

ERIC.  It might have been for the better. 

EILEEN. (voice only) Eric. 

RICHARD. There was the smell of boiled cabbage… 

ERIC.  People had…come to rely on me. I wish they hadn’t. 

 

Eileen enters, dressed in white. She has been dead for about six months. She 

stands at stage left. During their exchanges, she and Eric must never 

make eye contact. 

 

EILEEN. We’ve already postponed the operation once. 

ERIC.  I don’t have time to look after you.  

EILEEN. My sister will come. 

ERIC.  No, no. We will cope. We always have, somehow. 

RICHARD. Impossible to know when you were being watched. 

EILEEN. The operation is … necessary, Eric. 

ERIC.  Yes. 

EILEEN. Hold me. 

ERIC.  (turns to Richard) I got the telegram on the day I was supposed to 

 leave Paris for Dresden. I immediately returned to London. 

                                                      
1If this works with ‘stage cigarettes’ currently available, fine. If it’s not feasible and/or won’t look authentic, 
delete this direction and have no smoking at all.  
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RICHARD. (standing, addressing his father for the first time) You were too 

late. 

 

Richard gathers the lanterns and exits. Lighting now a general wash and we are 

in Eric’s cramped London flat. A large table is wheeled on and positioned 

at stage left, several mismatching chairs placed around it.  Eric sits on 

one of them. Eileen has not moved. 

 

ERIC.  So, as always. There was the work. But not… 

EILEEN. Eric? 

ERIC.  In London. There was—noise. Clamour. Rebuilding. Noise. 

EILEEN. Promise me. 

ERIC.  And, now, grief. It was an interesting sensation. 

EILEEN. (referring to Richard) Give him good time. 

ERIC.  It was rather like a sort of emotional punctuation. It framed 

 everything. 

EILEEN. My love. 

ERIC.  And then there was just me. And the boy. 

  

She exits. David, a formal-looking chap in perhaps a cravat and waistcoat, 

enters and sits at the table. Adult-Richard enters and stands at stage-

right, in his own light (hereafter ‘his spot’), all business. 

 

RICHARD.  Let me introduce… 

DAVID. You’ll like it up there, old bean. It’s quiet. You can… 

RICHARD. This is David Astor—journalist, publisher, bon vivant. 

DAVID. …hear yourself think. 

RICHARD. Quite knobbly knees as I remember. No good for the pony rides. 

ERIC.  I don’t know. There’s the boy… 

RICHARD. And this is my father. Known to his friends and family as Eric. 

DAVID. Perfect for a growing lad up there! The fresh sea air… 

ERIC.  I shall need someone to help. 

RICHARD. Known to the world as George. 

DAVID. Aren’t you putting someone on? 
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ERIC. I’d like to. Interviewing a girl tomorrow. There are still columns to 

write. The Observer wants another review by the end of the week. 

Haven’t had time to read the damned book. 

DAVID. If that were a concern, half the reviews that appear in London 

would never be written. 

ERIC. It’s a concern to me.  

 

He stands, takes the pennies out.  

 

 I should take some time off. 

DAVID. You? You’d never know how. 

ERIC. There’s the boy to think about now. He’ll need all manner of my 

attention as he grows. That is what children require, one 

supposes… 

DAVID. So I’ve heard. 

ERIC. And there’s another novel. 

DAVID. Ah. 

ERIC. The Last Man in Europe. 

DAVID. (not quite convinced) Catchy. 

ERIC. It’ll never get done if I stay here. 

RICHARD. My mother had just died. 

DAVID. How are sales? 

ERIC. I had a telegram from Warburg. Five thousand copies. Some 

money coming in, finally. Feels like it’s taken decades. 

DAVID. And to think. 

ERIC. Don’t remind me. No one wanted to touch it. Couldn’t go stepping 

on Uncle Joe’s toes. 

 

He gets up from the table. 

 

RICHARD. I was barely three years old. 

ERIC. About to be published in the United States. 

DAVID. You’ll be raking it in, old bean. 

ERIC. It’ll be taxed. Do you know any good accountants? 

DAVID. Don’t worry about that now. 
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RICHARD. I remember the small flat in London— 

ERIC. What if they want to make a movie? I shudder to think how they’ll 

butcher it. Remind me to never agree to such a thing. 

DAVID. You, dear fellow, are going to be famous and rich. 

ERIC. (unhappily) Yes. A difficult situation for a socialist. 

DAVID.  Chin up, old chap. Time on the island will do you good. That 

bracing sea air. 

 

David stands. 

  

Do…keep me updated with the new book though. People will 

want to know. 

 

Lights fade. David exits. Eric turns to face Richard. 

 

ERIC. The sea. 

RICHARD. I remember the sea. 

ERIC. In the right weather, always the promise… 

RICHARD. It was beautiful. 

ERIC. …of violence. 

 

Richard exits. Susan enters and sits where David sat. She is mid-20s, slight and 

perhaps nervous, attractive but tired. Eric does not look her for the 

first couple of lines of this exchange. 

 

SUSAN. I have a couple of letters of introduction. 

ERIC. Leave them on the table. 

 

She fishes them out of her handbag. 

 

 What experience have you with children? 

SUSAN. I don’t have any myself. 

ERIC. That’s not what I asked you. 

SUSAN. I have often taken care of my nieces. 

ERIC. How many do you have? 
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SUSAN. Three. 

ERIC. Ages? 

SUSAN. (has to think) The oldest, Anna—is seven…Milly is five. Charlotte is 

eighteen months. 

ERIC. Girls. 

SUSAN. Yes. 

ERIC. I have a boy. 

 

He finally turns to look her. 

 

 Do you know about boys? 

SUSAN. Of course. 

ERIC. He’s almost three. 

SUSAN. (awkwardly) Good. A…good age. 

 

She cringes. Takes a breath: ‘Pull yourself together girl!’ 

 

ERIC. Why do you say that? 

SUSAN. …They are…absorbing everything. Learning. You see. 

ERIC. And you can help with that? 

SUSAN. Oh, yes.  

ERIC. (unsure of how much to tell her) Given our…circumstances…it will 

be valuable for him to have a …  womanly influence. 

 

Awkward pause. 

 

 Won’t it? 

SUSAN. Yes, I think so. 

ERIC. Yes. Yes, yes. 

 

They are both rather uncomfortable with where this conversation has headed. 

 

 I’m thinking of moving away for a while. Are you situated to come 

with me? 

SUSAN. My boyfriend works in London… 
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ERIC. Perhaps he can come to visit. 

SUSAN. Where are you moving to? 

ERIC. Jura. 

SUSAN. Where? 

ERIC. My Hebridean utopia. 

SUSAN. … Where? 

ERIC. Off the west coast of Scotland. 

SUSAN. Oh. It’s…a long…way away. 

ERIC.  Oh yes. Yes it is. 

SUSAN. I’ll have to discuss it with David— 

ERIC. Who? 

SUSAN. My— 

ERIC. Oh yes. Him. Where does he work? 

SUSAN. He’s a secretary in the Ministry for Agriculture. 

ERIC. Ah. A government man. 

SUSAN. Yes. Time to rebuild. Keep calm and carry on. 

 

He looks at her. A very long pause; Susan becomes increasingly nervous. 

 

ERIC. Never say that again in my presence. 

SUSAN. Right. 

ERIC. How long? 

SUSAN. What? 

ERIC. Has he worked there. 

SUSAN. Oh. Um. Not long, a few months. 

ERIC. I see. Well.  Good. For him. 

SUSAN. (uneasy) Yes. 

 

Pause. Eric studies her. 

 

ERIC. Can you cook? 

SUSAN. Not really. 

ERIC. Excellent. 

SUSAN. I can learn— 

ERIC.  No, no. Never mind. Always fish and chips, eh? 
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SUSAN. So…Jura’s…an island? 

 

He ignores her, peruses the letters she has provided. She sits and waits. Doesn’t 

know what to do with her hands. He reads. Looks at her. 

 

ERIC. You can type. 

SUSAN. Yes, about sixty words a minute. 

ERIC. You’re hired. Please make arrangements as you need. I’d like to be 

gone within the month. 

 

They shake hands very awkwardly.  

 

 

 

 

SCENE TWO 

 

Susan exits. Eric remains seated at the table. Eileen appears far upstage and 

slowly makes her way forward during this scene. She has been 

dead for about twelve months. Eric does not make eye contact 

with her. Richard also enters and sits cross-legged in his spot. He 

has a small teddy bear or a car or similar, and plays quietly with it 

when not speaking. 

 

EILEEN. Eric. 

ERIC. My love. 

RICHARD. Impossible to know when it started. 

EILEEN. You mustn’t stay. 

ERIC. Feels like London is slowly suffocating. 

EILEEN. You must breathe. 

RICHARD. The smell of boiled cabbage… 

ERIC. I wish you could see it. 

EILEEN. I’m not blind. 








