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Jez Butterworth : Jez Butterworth Plays. One before purchasing it in order to gage whether or not it would be
worth my time, and all praised Jez Butterworth Plays: One:

Four full-length plays and two previously unpublished shorts from the multi-award-winning author of Jerusalem. Jez
Butterworth burst onto the theatre scene aged twenty-five with Mojo, 'one of the most dazzling Royal Court main
stage debutsin years (Time Out). Thisfirst volume of his Collected Plays contains that play plus the three that


http://f3db.com/pub/links.php?id=B00BSBO1VE

followed, as well as two short one-person pieces published here for the first time - everything in fact that precedes
Jerusalem, 'unarguably one of the best dramas of the twenty-first century' (Guardian). Plays One includes: Maojo, The
Night Heron, The Winterling, Leavings (previously unpublished), Parlour Song and The Naked Eye (previously
unpublished). Introducing the playsis an interview with Jez Butterworth specially conducted for this volume. 'The
verbal menace of Harold Pinter [combined with] the physical violence of Quentin Tarantino' The Times on Mojo 'It's
funny, it's sad, it's haunting and it is also strangely beautiful. Best of al, it is quite unlike anything you have seen
before’ Telegraph on The Night Heron 'Dazzling' Guardian on The Winterling 'Wickedly funny' Financial Times on
Parlour Song

'‘Combines the verbal menace of Harold Pinter and the physical violence of Quentin Tarantino.' The Sunday Times, on
Mojo 'Testosterone taut, a sense of menace invades every conversation - the black comedy never misses. Time Out, on
The Winterling 'Butterworth's play has awild contrapuntal humour... he exactly captures the more mundane madness
beneath the bland routine of affluence. Guardian, on Parlour Song



