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The first performance of this production of GOOD took place at the Harold Pinter Theatre on Wednesday 5 October 2022 with the following cast and creative team:

Cast


	Halder
	David Tennant


	Maurice
	Elliot Levey


	Helen
	Sharon Small


	Hoss/Understudy Halder
	Jim Creighton


	Ensemble/2nd Cover Helen
	Rebecca Bainbridge


	Ensemble/1st Cover Hoss/Maurice
	Izaak Cainer


	Ensemble/2nd Cover Hoss/Maurice
	Jamie Cameron


	Ensemble/1st Cover Helen
	Edie Newman


	Ensemble
	Lizzie Schenk


	Ensemble
	George Todicӑ




Other roles played by Elliot Levey and Sharon Small.

Creative Team


	C.P. Taylor
	Writer


	Dominic Cooke
	Director


	Vicki Mortimer
	Set and Costume Designer


	Zoe Spurr
	Lighting Designer


	Tom Gibbons
	Sound Designer


	Campbell Young Associates
	Hair, Wigs & Make Up


	Will Stuart
	Musical Arrangements and Composition


	Imogen Knight
	Movement Director


	Amy Ball CDG
	Casting Director


	Tanuja Amarasuriya
	Assistant Director


	Jeannette Nelson
	Voice Coach


	Igor
	Production Manager


	Helen Lovett-Johnson
	Costume Supervisor


	Helen Keane
	Wigs Supervisor


	Kate Margretts for Propworks
	Props Supervisor


	Matt Hellyer
	Set Design Assistant




C.P. Taylor’s GOOD was produced in the West End by Fictionhouse and Playful Productions.


Director’s Note

Dominic Cooke

The original production of GOOD featured a large cast of actors and musicians. In the 2022 production, a decision was made to help the audience experience the main character’s blurring of reality and the play was performed by three actors: Halder was played by David Tennant and the other parts by Sharon Small and Elliot Levey.


C. P. Taylor

1929–1981

Cecil P. Taylor was born in Glasgow in 1929. During his thirty-year career, he wrote more than seventy plays for theatre and television, many of which were first performed at the Traverse Theatre, Edinburgh, and Live Theatre, Newcastle. He was a unique and much loved author equally at ease writing for the RSC or West End or working in the educational and community sectors where he pioneered new inclusive approaches to writing for children and young people.

His plays include Schippel the Plumber, And a Nightingale Sang, Bread and Butter, Walter, Black and White Minstrels, Allergy, Bandits and Bring Me Sunshine. Plays for young people include Operation Elvis, The Rainbow Coloured Disco Dancer and You Are My Heart’s Delight.

GOOD was first produced by the RSC in 1981, playing at the Donmar Warehouse, Aldwych Theatre and subsequently on Broadway. A film featuring Viggo Mortensen, Jodie Whittaker and Jason Isaacs was released in 2008.

Cecil died in 1981 aged 52 leaving behind an extraordinary legacy and his influence continues to be felt today.
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GOOD


Good was first presented at the RSC Warehouse, London, on 2 September 1981, with the following cast:


	Halder
	Alan Howard


	Sister
	Penelope Beaumont


	Mother
	Barbara Kinghorn


	Doctor
	Timothy Walker


	Maurice
	Joe Melia


	Helen
	Domini Blythe


	Bouller
	Nicholas Woodeson


	Anne
	Felicity Dean


	Freddie
	Pip Miller


	Hitler
	Chris Hunter


	Bok
	Chris Hunter


	Elisabeth
	Penelope Beaumont


	Despatch Rider
	Timothy Walker


	Eichmann
	Nicholas Woodeson


	Musicians
	


	Piano/Accordian
	Nigel Hess


	Violin
	Alastair McLachlan


	Saxophone/Clarinet
	Victor Slaymark


	Banjo/Guitar
	George Weigand


	Trumpet
	Roderick Tearle




Directed by Howard Davies

Designs by Ultz

Lighting by Michael Calf

Music arranged by George Fenton

Musical Director Nigel Hess

Sound by John A. Leonard


Author’s Note

Although Good is obviously based on facts of recent history, documentary material, and is peopled in some cases by real characters, this story of how a ‘good’ man gets caught up in the nightmare of the Third Reich is a work of the imagination.

What the tragedy which I have written as a comedy, or musical-comedy is about, will hopefully emerge in the performance. If it proves the good play we hope it is, like all good plays, it will have a special meaning, or shade of meaning, for each person who experiences it.

The writing of the play is my response to a deeply felt, and deeply experienced trauma in recent history, the Third Reich’s war on the Jews, as well as an intellectual awareness, not at all deeply felt, of my role as a ‘Peace Criminal’ in the Peace ‘Crimes’ of the West against the Third World – my part in the Auschwitzes we are all perpetrating today.

I put ‘crimes’ in inverted commas, because my concept of history – which will hopefully emerge from the play – is not quite simple enought to allow me to see either the anti-social activities of the Third Reich, or of the West today, as simply criminal. If the problem were so simple, the solution might then be equally so.

I grew up during the war under a deeply felt anxiety that the Germans might win the war, overrun Britain and that I and my mother and father would end up, like my less fortunate co-religionists, in a Nazi Death Camp – perhaps specially built in Scotland or England.

There seems to have been some pressure building up in me for a long time to write a play about the Final Solution, marking and responding to a great historical and personal trauma. Not as a Jew, wanting to add my wreath to those already piled high at the graves of the Six Million, but as my own little gesture to revive their memory in our consciousness. It still seems that there are lessons to be learned if we can examine the atrocities of the Third Reich as the result of the infinite complexity of contemporary human society, and not a simple conspiracy of criminals and psychopaths. The ‘Inhumanities’ seem to me only too human and leading to a final Final Solution to end all Final Solutions – the solution to the Human Problem, a nuclear holocaust.

C.P. Taylor


Characters

Halder, early forties, Lecturer in German Literature.

Helen, his wife, thirty-eight.

Anne, one of his students, twenty-three.

His Mother

Maurice, friend and analyst, forties.

Bok, SS NCO.

Freddie, SS Major, forties.

Elisabeth, his wife, late thirties.

Doctor

Nurses

Bouller

Eichmann

Höss

Hitler

Musicians


Act One

Thirties dance band ensemble. The band is playing: ‘I’m Always Chasing Rainbows’.

Halder (to the audience) The bands came in 1933. So you can’t say they came with the rise of the Nazis, exactly. The Nazis were on the rise long before that. To some extent, it was a device that was with me from childhood. Bringing music into the dramatic moments of my life. But from ’33, they became an addiction. Jazz bands . . . café bands . . . tenors . . . crooners . . . symphony orchestras . . . Depending on the particular situation and my mood.

A strategy for survival? Turning the reality into fantasy?

It was a dance band, that day. What they were playing was a English song – or an American. Is there any difference?

Sister (impatiently) Doctor Halder?

Halder Yes, I’m coming.

The Crooner is into the middle section.

Crooner Why should I always be a failure? Why should I never get the breaks?

Halder (to the audience) Stolen, of course, from Chopia . . . Fantasie Impromptu . . . Nice, wallowing-in self-pity kind of thing.

Halder and the band approach the Sister.

Sister Visiting hours are between seven and eight, Doctor Halder.

Halder I live in Frankfurt, you see . . .

Sister I see.

Halder Long journey to Hamburg . . . Busy time at the University, just now. Coming up to examinations.

Sister You can go and see her for ten minutes or so. But we are about to serve lunch.

Mother is wheeled towards Halder in an invalid chair.

Mother Johnnie. Listen to me. Get me out of here. Another day, and I’ll go out of my mind. Get a chair for Helen. (To where she imagines Helen is.) Helen, have pity on me.

Halder Helen’s not there. Mother . . . (The band is about to play again. Halder waves them away. They put down their instruments.)

Mother Will you get your wife a chair. This isn’t the time or place for jokes, son.

Halder Mother, you’re imagining it. She’s not here.

Mother She’s not standing beside you?

Halder It’s just you’re confused, just now. That’s all.

Mother Listen, are you trying to make me mad altogether? Helen, tell him. He has to get me out of here . . . Have pity on me.

Halder You’ve been in a coma, mother. A thyroid deficiency . . . one of the effects . . . you see things.

Mother Helen’s not there? Are you not there, Helen? Wait a minute. Do you think I’m going out of my mind? If I’m going out of my mind . . . that’s a bad business.

Halder It makes you confused . . . That’s all.

Mother Wait a minute. Last night. Did that happen? You were drunk . . . and banging at the door all night to get in?

Halder Imagination.

Mother John . . . Come closer to me, a minute. (Looking round to make sure nobody’s listening.) Is anybody listening to us?

Halder No one is near us . . .

Mother (whispering) You’re not a communist?

Halder You know that. I could never accept Marxism. Parts of it . . . yes.

Mother I’m talking to you, son. You’re not a communist and Hitler’s not going to put you in prison. Your trial’s this afternoon.

Halder For God’s sake, mother!

Mother Oh, thank God . . . Thank God . . . You’re not?

Halder Mother!

Mother Listen . . . I’m going out of my mind . . . Johnnie, I’ve got to go home.

Halder You can’t see, mother.

Mother What about your house?

Halder With the children and Helen . . . I couldn’t cope with you, mother. I would . . . but how can I ask the children and Helen . . .

Mother Listen. Is that my imagination too? This place, it’s a front. Men come up here to go with the women . . . That sister, there . . .

Halder This hospital’s a front for a brothel?

Mother Is it not? . . . Johnnie, this is a bad business . . . I’m going out of my mind . . .

Halder I could cope with you for a week, mother . . . We’d like to have you for a week or so . . . But you know what Helen’s like. She can’t even organise the house with just us in it . . . You wouldn’t be happy . . . You never are there . . .

Mother The best thing is to take twenty or thirty of my pills and finish myself off once and for all . . .

Halder You could do that. It’s against the law, but . . .

Mother What have I got to live for? I can’t see. My eyes are finished. Nobody wants me . . . I’m better out of it . . . What have I got to live for, for God’s sake!

Halder (looks round . . . lost . . .) A difficult question, that.

A Clerk comes to him.

Clerk Can I help you?

Halder This is Tiergartenstrasse Four? . . . I’m looking for the Committee for Research into Hereditary Diseases . . . Over-Leader Philip Bouller . . .

Clerk You’ve come down the wrong passage . . . I’ll show you where his office is, Herr . . .

Halder Professor Halder . . . Is this some new committee . . .? I’ve never heard of it before.

Clerk It’s just been set up, Herr Professor . . . You have an appointment with the Over-Leader?

Halder I have an appointment. Yes . . . Pleasant place . . . To work in.

Clerk Professor . . . It used to be one of the best residential areas in Berlin, Charlottenburg . . . I’ll see if the Over-Leader is free Herr Professor . . . (He goes.)

Halder paces up and down waiting.

Maurice Will you stop bloody wandering around, man. Sit down . . . Bands?

Halder Have you got to be a doctor, Maurice?

Maurice I am a doctor. It’s an automatic response. Somebody comes to me as a doctor. I’m a doctor. Listen. What do you want to do? Pull me into your neurosis? I’ve got my own, thanks.

Halder Maurice, how could I come to you as a doctor, for God’s sake? The question I am putting to you – as my closest friend. (To the audience.) My only friend.

(To Maurice.) Should I see a psychiatrist?

Maurice Bands?

Halder Music, generally. Not very big bands. Odd times, the Berlin Philharmonic . . . Last Senate meeting, it was the Phil. Playing the Storm Movement from The Pastoral . . .

Not just the bands, Maurice . . . I want to try and throw off this neurosis I’ve been living with all my life . . . To give my work and my family relationships a more healthy basis . . .

Maurice What does that mean? That’s words, Johnnie. Johnnie . . . That’s verbal shit you’re giving me . . . We don’t work like that, for Christ’s sake! You and me.

Halder I want to try. All my work so far has been based on this bloody anxiety neurosis. I do. I want to see what work I can do, free of it.

Maurice What’s he talking about? What’s this man talking about? People don’t go to analysts to streamline their lives .
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