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Henceforward

by Alan Ayckbourn

Henceforward was first performed at the Stephen Joseph Theatre in the Round, Scarborough in
July 1987, and subsequently in London.

The play is set in the future where violence on the streets has escalated to such an extent that
certain areas of London have become no-go areas, controlled by marauding girl gangs. Jerome
is a reclusive composer, who has hired Zoe – an escort – for personal services. Zoe is an
attractive girl in her twenties but has just been attacked by one of the marauding gangs. Her
clothes are in ribbons, her face is bleeding from a cut and her hands are torn and filthy. She has
lost one shoe and is holding the other. Her stockings are in shreds. She obviously started out
looking quite elegant in her smart suit and crisp blouse. This is her first meeting with Jerome.

Accent: English

ZOE: I’m sorry (brightly.) Well, here I am. At last (she laughs nervously) What a super room.

Pause, She nervously indicates a seat.

Is this – for sitting on? Well. Would you mind if I – ?” Thanks very much.

She sits. She gives a sudden, quite unexpected, reflex sob as the shock begins to take hold, but
elects to continue as if it hadn’t happened.

I’m sorry if I’m looking a bit of a – I must do a bit. I’m sorry. Anyway, I understand this was just
an initial interview. Mrs Hope-Fitch told me you just wanted to look at me. See if I was suitable.
But I believe the actual job’s not for a week or so? Have I got that right? (She sobs.) Excuse me.
Yes?

(Indicating herself).) Look, you’ll just have to disregard all this. I mean, this is ghastly. But I can
– you may not believe this – I can took pretty good. Although I say it myself. Yes? But as I say,
not – don’t for God’s sake, go by this. (Sobs) Sorry.

Would you like me to – walk up and down? Give you an overall picture? People sometimes find
it helps them to – get a more general ... Of course, I don’t quite know what you’re looking for so
it’s a bit ... I understand it was slightly unusual? Is that so? (Sobs.) I’ll stand up (She does so.)
There.

Five foot four and a bit. I can lose a bit more weight if you like. I’m a bit over my usual ... (She
sobs.) I’ll walk about for you. In case you need me to walk. (She walks about limping slightly.)
By the way, I don’t usually limp, of course. Please disregard that. I just seem to have bashed my



knee – anyway. And, naturally, with heels on I’m that bit taller. They help no end, of course, with
all sorts of things. God, look at my legs. Don’t look at those, either. I’m sorry, I’m afraid you’re
just going to have to take my word for an awful lot of things. (She sobs.) Look, I’m awfully sorry,
I think I’m just going to have to go away somewhere and have a quick cry. I’m sorry, I’m just in
a bit of a state. I am sorry. Is there a – ? Have you got a – ? I’ll be as quick as I can. I’m so sorry.
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