
 

 
 

 
by 

 
Michael O’Neill 

 
 

 
 

William Glackens, March Day Washington Park 1915 
 
 

Adapted from short plays by Floyd Dell, George Cram Cook, Pendleton 
King, Alice Rostetter, John Reed, Eugene O’Neill, and Susan Glaspell 

 
 
Copyright 2011; renewed 2013, 2014, 2015       

Michael C. O’Neill 



	 2	

Cast of Characters  
 
Seven Around the Square is intended for a versatile ensemble in which each actor likely 
will play at least three characters. To avoid confusion, doubling and tripling of roles 
should not occur within individual plays. 
 
Some characters—PAT MCMANUS, IRENE, BORDFELT, MARMADUKE MARVIN, 
JR., and ESTELLE, for example—should be played by the same actor each time the 
character appears.  
 
Although not directly specified, the intention is to have the same actor play THE ANGEL 
in both “Prelude” and “The Angel Intrudes” as well as JOE in “Cocaine.”  
 
Please avoid having the same actor play both MRS. MYRTLE DART in “Change Your 
Style” and MARGOT FORTESQUE in “The Eternal Quadrangle.” 
 
 

 “Prelude” 
  ENSEMBLE 
  OFFICER PAT MACMANUS, also appears in “The Widow’s Veil” 
  THE ANGEL 
 
 “The Angel Intrudes” 
  JIMMY PENDLETON, a handsome man of forty 
  IRENE, a pretty and very young woman with a slight lisp 
  THE ANGEL, guardian angel to JIMMY 
 
 “Change Your Style” 
  BORDFELT, head of a Greenwich Village Post-Impressionistic art school 
  MARMADUKE MARVIN, JR., a Post-Impressionist 
  MRS. JOSEPHS, widow of a landlord and grocer 
  MRS. MYRTLE DART, lover of the Buddistic 
  MARMADUKE MARVIN, SR., father of MARMADUKE MARVIN, JR. 
  KENYON CRABTREE, head of an Upper Eastside Academic art school 
 
 “Cocaine” 

JOE, a powerfully built former boxer of twenty-four 
  NORA, a wistful-looking girl of thirty 
 
 “The Widow’s Veil” 

MRS. TYNAN, mother of a brood in a crowded flat 
  MR. KELLY, the building’s janitor 
  MRS. PHELAN, a long time tenant on the fifth floor 
  MISS MAHONEY, shares a fifth floor flat with her sister, ESTELLE 
  KATY MACMANUS, young and recently married 
  JOHNNY TYNAN, Mrs. Tynan’s son, age seven 
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  ICEMAN 
  GROCER 
  MIKE TYNAN, husband to MRS. TYNAN and father to JOHNNY 
  OFFICER PAT MACMANUS, a young police officer married to Katy 
 
 “The Eternal Quadrangle” 
  ARCHIBALD, a butler 
  ROBERT FORTESCUE, ESQ., a Captain of Industry 
  MARVIN MARMADUKE, JR., a young society gentleman and artist 
  MARGOT FORTESCUE, married to Robert 
  ESTELLE MAHONEY, a maid 
  

“The Dreamy Kid” 
  MAMMY SAUNDERS, an old woman 
  CEELY ANN, a fellow boarder and longtime friend 
  ABE, MAMMY’s grandson, “The Dreamy Kid” 
  IRENE, neighborhood streetwalker and Dreamy’s gal 
 
 “The Players” 

TOM HOWE, handyman and theater jack-of-all-trades 
  OSCAR TRIPP, playwright and associate producer of “The Players” 
  THE WOMAN FROM IDAHO 
  SARA, an original member of “The Players” 
  BORDFELT, a scenic artist 
  EDWARD WILLIS, founder and producer of “The Players” 
  IDA HAPGOOD, actor, feminist, and original member of “The Players” 

THE BOY FROM GEORGIA 
THE MAN FROM CAPE COD 

 

Setting: In and around Washington Square, New York City, 1917 and 1918. 
 
Production Note: Seven Around the Square is performed in two acts. The intermission 
should occur between “The Widow’s Veil” and “The Eternal Quadrangle.” 
 

A Note on the Stage Directions: The stage directions for Seven Around the Square 
derive from previous performances of parts of the script in both an arena theater with a 
square playing space and a small proscenium theater. Seven Around the Square can be 
performed in various configurations, and the stage directions included here should be 
read as suggestions. Quick scene shifts, however, are essential to the flow of the piece; 
that must be a guiding principle in designing and staging the play. 

 

Acknowledgements:  
 
An earlier version of Seven Around the Square, entitled Provincetown Players Five, was 
produced September 24-27, 2008 in the Black Box Theater of the Morris R. Williams 
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Center for the Arts on the campus of Lafayette College in Easton PA. The production 
staff was as follows: 
 

Director.…………………………… Michael O’Neill 
Scenic Designer …………………… Richard A. Kendrick 
Lighting Designer…………………. Vicki Neal 
Costume Designer.………………… D. Polly Kendrick, Parrot Designs 
Sound Designer.…………………… Timothy Frey 
Fight Choreographer……………… Brad Lemons 
Stage Manager……………………. Christine Reynolds 
 

 
A reading of Seven Around the Square took place July 15, 2012 at The Royal Theater, 
The Producers’ Club, New York City.  Members of the cast were Brett Billings, 
Nathaniel Costa, Sean Logan, Harry MacEwan, Jennifer McCabe, Keara McCarthy, 
Arlene A. McGruder, Dana Pardini, Brandi Porter, Rebecca Schmitt, Jessica Damrow 
Sherman, Dwayne Alistair Thomas, Nikole Williams, Conner James Woods. The reading 
was directed by Michael O’Neill and staged managed by Kelly Hess. 

 
A second reading of Seven Around the Square, in a revised version, took place November 
17, 2013 at The Players’ Theater, 115 MacDougal Street, New York City. Members of 
the cast were Brett Billings, Nathaniel Costa, Ken Glickfeld, Brian Hutchison, Ashley 
Lovell, Arlene A. McGruder, Dana Pardini, Rebecca Schmitt, Brielle Silvestri, Jessica 
Tanksley, Dwayne Alistair Thomas, and Conner James Woods. The reading was directed 
by Michael O’Neill and stage managed by Zach Tysinger. 
 
The playwright was named the Eugene O’Neill Foundation’s visiting artist-in-residence 
at Tao House, in Danville CA, in 2005. He gratefully acknowledges the O’Neill 
Foundation’s support during the initial research from which Seven Around the Square 
evolved. 
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“Prelude” 
Adapted by Michael O’Neill from the “Prelude” to “The Angel Intrudes” by Floyd Dell 
 
(An untidy and chaotic stage moments before a performance by The Players is cluttered 
with props and set pieces that will create the small and private worlds of the evening 
ahead. A smattering of Greenwich Villagers—each of whom will appear later—find their 
way into the space, some methodically arranging furniture and others making last-minute 
adjustments to their costumes or repeating lines aloud that have just been handed to 
them. As drops descend and legs are hoisted to mask the wings, the stage becomes 
Washington Square in the moonlight, the people and their activities a glimpse of a long-
vanished Greenwich Village that, according to Floyd Dell, “advertised too well its 
freedom and happiness” and thus was destroyed by commercialization by the end of the 
First World War. A scrim slowly descends; a painted image of Washington Square 
appears on the scrim as the lights upstage fade and the Villagers vanish. In their wake is 
a sleepy policeman, PAT MCMANUS. The policeman stops suddenly on seeing an 
ANGEL with shining garments and great white wings, who seems to have appeared out 
of nowhere.) 
 
MCMANUS: Hey, you! 
 
THE ANGEL: (haughtily, turning) Sir! Are you addressing me? 
 
MACMANUS: Yes, an’ I’ve a good mind to lock you up. 
 
THE ANGEL:  How very inhospitable! Is that the way you treat strangers? 
 
MACMANUS: Don’t you know it’s agen the law of New York to parade the streets in a 
masquerade costume? 
 
THE ANGEL: No. I didn’t know. You see I’ve just arrived this minute from Heaven. 
 
MACMANUS: Ye look it. (Taking his arm kindly) See here, me lad, you’ve been 
drinkin’ too many of them stingers. Ye’d better take a taxi and go home. 
 
THE ANGEL: What! So soon? 
 
MACMANUS: I know how ye feel. I’ve been that way meself. But I can’t leave ye go 
traipsin’ about in skirts. 
 
THE ANGEL: (drawing away) Sir, I’m not traipsing about. I am attending to important 
business, and I must ask you not to detain me. 
 
MACMANUS: Not so fast, me laddie-buck. What business have you at this hour of the 
night? Tell me that. 
 
THE ANGEL: I don’t mind telling you. It concerns a mortal called James Pendleton. 
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MACMANUS: (genial again) Aha! So you’re a friend of Jimmy Pendleton’s, are you? 
 
THE ANGEL: Not exactly. I am his Guardian Angel. 
 
MACMANUS: Well, faith, he needs one! Come, me b’y, I’ll see ye safe to his door. 
 
THE ANGEL: Thank you. But, if you don’t mind, I prefer to go alone. (He turns away.) 
 
MACMANUS: Good night to you, then. 
 
(MACMANUS idly watches the angelic figure walk away, and then stares with 
amazement as it spreads its wings and soars above the Square. MACMANUS stares in 
wonder, catches himself, and then shakes his head in disapproval. The lights slowly fade 
as a white feather from THE ANGEL’s wings drifts down from above to land near the 
policeman’s feet.) 
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“The Angel Intrudes” 
Adapted by Michael O’Neill from the play by Floyd Dell; first performed and produced 
December 28, 1917 by the Provincetown Players in New York City. 
 
Characters: 
 JIMMY PENDLETON, a handsome man of forty 
 IRENE, a pretty and very young woman with a slight lisp 
 THE ANGEL, guardian angel to JIMMY 
 
[JIMMY PENDELTON is dozing in an easy chair before the grate-fire in his studio in 
Washington Mews. A yellow-backed French novel has fallen from his knee to the floor. It 
is Anatole France’s “La Revolte des Anges.” A suitcase stands beside the chair. JIMMY 
is evidently about to go on some journey. A clock begins to strike somewhere. JIMMY 
PENDLETON awakes.] 
 
JIMMY: What a queer dream! (He looks at his watch.) Twelve o’clock. The taxi ought to 
be here. (He takes two tickets from his pocket, looks at them, and puts them back. Then he 
commences to pace nervously up and down the room, muttering to himself.) Fool! Idiot! 
Imbecile! (He is not, so that you could notice it, any of these things. He is a very 
handsome man of forty. There is the blast of an auto-horn outside. He makes an angry 
gesture.) Too late! That’s the taxi. (But he stands uncertainly in the middle of the floor. 
There is a loud pounding on the knocker from the hallway.) Yes, yes! 
 
[He makes a movement toward the door, when it suddenly opens, and a lovely lady 
enters. He stares at her in surprise.] 
 
JIMMY. Irene! 
 
[IRENE is little. IRENE’s petulant upturned lips are rosebud red. IRENE’s round eyes 
are wide with lashes that flutter. IRENE is--young.] 
 
IRENE: Yes! It’s me! (There is a tiny lisp in IRENE’s speech.) I got tired of waiting, and 
the door was unlocked, so I came right in. 
 
JIMMY: Well! 
 
IRENE: (hurt) Aren’t you glad to see me? 
 
JIMMY: I’m--delighted. But--but--I thought we were to meet at the station. 
 
IRENE: So we were. 
 
JIMMY: You haven’t changed your mind? 
 
IRENE: No. . . . 
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JIMMY: Er--good. 
 
IRENE: But— 
 
JIMMY: Yes--? 
 
IRENE: I got to wondering . . .  (She drifts to the easy chair in front of the fire.) 
 
JIMMY: Wondering . . . about what? (He looks at his watch.) 
 
IRENE: About love . . .  
 
JIMMY: Well . . . (He lights a cigarette)—it’s a subject that can stand a good deal of 
wondering about. I’ve wondered about it myself. 
 
IRENE: That’s just it--you speak so cynically about it. I don’t believe you’re in love with 
me at all! 
 
JIMMY: Nonsense! Of course I’m in love with you. 
 
IRENE: (sadly) No you’re not. 
 
JIMMY: (angrily) But I tell you I am! 
 
IRENE: No. . . . 
 
JIMMY: Foolish child! 
 
IRENE: Well, let’s not quarrel about it.  
 
JIMMY: What do you suppose this insanity is, if it is not love? What do you imagine 
leads me to this preposterous escapade, if not that preposterous passion? 
 
IRENE: That isn’t the way I love you. 
 
JIMMY: Then why do you come with me? 
 
IRENE: Perhaps I’m not coming. 
 
JIMMY: Yes you are. It’s foolish--mad--wicked--but you’re coming. (She begins to cry 
softly.) If not--ten minutes away is safety and peace and comfort. Shall I call a taxi for 
you? (She shakes her head.) No, I thought not. Oh, it’s love all right . . . Antony and 
Cleopatra defying the Mann Act! Thomas Jefferson and Sally Hemings leading the Bacon 
Rebellion to victory! Romance! Beauty! Adventure! How can you doubt it? 
 
IRENE: I hate you! 
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JIMMY: (cheerfully) I don’t mind. (Smiling) I rather hate you myself. And that’s the final 
proof that this is love. 
 
IRENE: (sobbing) I thought love was something quite--different! 
 
JIMMY: You thought it was beautiful. It isn’t. It's just blithering, blathering folly. We’ll 
both regret it tomorrow. 
 
IRENE: I won’t! 
 
JIMMY: Yes you will. It’s human nature. Face the facts. 
 
IRENE: (tearfully) Facing the facts is one thing and being in love is another. 
 
JIMMY: Quite so. Well, how long do you think your love for me will last? 
 
IRENE: Forever! 
 
JIMMY: H’m! I predict that you will fall in love with the next man you meet. 
 
IRENE: I think you’re perfectly horrid. 
 
JIMMY: So do I. I disapprove of myself violently. I’m a doddering lunatic, incapable of 
thinking of anything but you. I can’t work. I can’t eat; I can’t sleep. I’m no use to the 
world. I’m not a man; I’m a mess. I’m about to do something silly because I can’t do 
anything else. 
 
IRENE: (pouting) You’ve no respect for me. 
 
JIMMY: None whatever. I love you. And I’m going to carry you off. 
 
IRENE: You’re a brute. 
 
JIMMY: Absolutely. I’d advise you to go straight home. 
 
IRENE: (defiantly) Perhaps I shall! 
 
JIMMY: Then go quick. (He takes out his watch.) In one minute, if you are still here, I 
shall pick you up and carry you off to South America. Quick! There’s the door! 
 
IRENE: (faintly) I--I want to go . . .  
 
JIMMY: Well, why don’t you? (Keeping time) Thirty seconds! 
 
IRENE: I--I can’t! 
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JIMMY: (Shutting his watch) Time’s up. The die is cast! (He lifts her from the chair. She 
clings to him helplessly.) My darling! My treasure! My beloved! Idiot that I am! (He 
kisses her fiercely.) 
 
IRENE: (struggling in his arms) No! No! No! Stop! 
 
JIMMY: Never! 
 
IRENE: Stop! Please! Please! Oh! . . . 
 
[The light suddenly goes out, there is the sound of a harp, and an instant later the light 
blazes on again, revealing the ANGEL, who has suddenly arrived in the middle of the 
room. The two of them stare at the apparition.] 
 
THE ANGEL: (politely) I hope I am not intruding? 
 
JIMMY: Why--why--not exactly! 
 
IRENE: (in his arms, indignantly) Jimmy! Who is that man? 
 
JIMMY: (becoming aware of her and putting her down carefully) I--why--the fact is, I 
don’t— 
 
THE ANGEL: The fact is, madam, I am his Guardian Angel. 
 
IRENE: An Angel! Oh! 
 
THE ANGEL: Tell me, have I intruded? 
 
IRENE: No, not at all! 
 
THE ANGEL: Thank you for reassuring me. I feared for a moment that I had made an 
inopportune entrance. I was about to suggest that I withdraw until you had finished the—
er—ceremony—which I seem to have interrupted. 
 
JIMMY: (surprised) But wasn’t that what you came for--to interrupt? 
 
THE ANGEL: I beg your pardon! 
 
JIMMY: (bewilderedly) I mean--if you are my Guardian Angel, and all that sort of thing, 
you must have come to--to interfere! 
 
THE ANGEL: I hope you will not think I would be capable of such presumption. 
 
JIMMY: (puzzled) You don’t want to--so to speak—reform me? 
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THE ANGEL: Not at all. Why, I scarcely know you! 
 
JIMMY: But you’re my--my Guardian Angel, you say? 
 
THE ANGEL: Ah, yes, to be sure. But the relation of angelic guardianship has for some 
hundreds of years been a purely nominal one. We have come to feel that it is best to 
allow mortals to attend to their own affairs. 
 
JIMMY: (abruptly) Then what did you come for? 
 
THE ANGEL: For a change. One becomes tired of familiar scenes. And I thought that 
perhaps my relationship to you might serve in lieu of an introduction. I wanted to be 
among—um--what I understand you on earth call—um--friends. 
 
JIMMY: Oh—I see. 
 
IRENE: Of course. We’re delighted to have you with us. Won’t you sit down? (She leads 
the way to the fire.) 
 
THE ANGEL: (perching on back of one of the big chairs) If you don’t mind! My wings, 
you know. 
 
JIMMY: (hesitantly) Have a cigarette? 
 
THE ANGEL: Thank you. (He takes one.) I am most anxious to learn the more important 
of your earthly arts and sciences. Please correct me if I go wrong. This is my first 
attempt, remember. (He blows out a puff of smoke.) 
 
IRENE: (from the settee) You’re doing it very nicely. 
 
THE ANGEL: It is incense to the mind. 
 
IRENE: (laughing, blowing a series of smoke rings) You must learn to do it like this! 
 
THE ANGEL: (in awe) That is too wonderful an art. I fear I can never learn it! 
 
IRENE: I will teach you. 
 
THE ANGEL: (earnestly) If you were my teacher, I think I could learn anything. 
 
(IRENE giggles charmingly.) 
 
JIMMY: (embarrassed) Really, Irene . . .! 
 
IRENE: What’s the matter? 
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JIMMY: Ordinarily I wouldn’t mind your flirting with strangers, but— 
 
IRENE: (indignantly) Jimmy! How can you? 
 
THE ANGEL: It was my fault, I’m sure--if fault there was. But what is it--to flirt? You 
see, I wish to learn everything. 
 
IRENE: I hope you never learn that. 
 
THE ANGEL: I put myself in your hands. 
 
JIMMY: Er—would you like a—drink? 
 
THE ANGEL: Thank you. I am very thirsty. (Taking the glass in which JIMMY has 
poured some whiskey) This is very different from what we have in Heaven. (He tastes it. 
A look of gratified surprise appears on his face.) And much better! (He drains the glass 
and hands it back.) May I have some more? 
 
IRENE: Be careful! 
 
THE ANGEL: What should I be careful of? 
 
IRENE: Don’t drink too much of that--if it’s the first time. 
 
THE ANGEL: Why not? It is an excellent drink. 
 
JIMMY: (laughing) The maternal instinct! She is afraid you may make yourself—
ridiculous. 
 
THE ANGEL: Angels do not care for appearances. (He stands up magnificently in the 
chair, towering above them.) Besides . . . (refilling his glass) I feel that you do an 
injustice to this drink. Already it has made a new being of me. (The ANGEL looks at 
IRENE.)  I feel an emotion that I have never known before. If I were in heaven, I should 
sing. 
 
IRENE: Oh! Won’t you sing? 
 
THE ANGEL: The fact is, I know nothing but hymns. And I’m tired of them. And this 
robe . . .  (He descends to the floor, viewing his garment with disapproval.) Have you an 
extra suit of clothes you could lend me? 
 
JIMMY: (reflectively) Yes, I think I have some things that might fit. (The ANGEL waits.) 
Do you want them now? I’ll look. 
 
[JIMMY exits into the bedroom . . . The ANGEL looks at IRENE until his gaze becomes 
insupportable, and she covers her eyes. Then he comes over to her side.] 
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THE ANGEL: (gravely) I am very much afraid of you. (He takes her hands in his.) 
 
IRENE: (smiling) One would never guess it! 
 
THE ANGEL: I am more afraid of you than I was of God. But even though I fear you, I 
must come close to you, and touch you. I feel a strange, new emotion like fire in my 
veins. This world has become beautiful to me because you are in it. I want to stay here so 
that I may be with you . . .  
 
IRENE: (shaken, but doubting) For how long? 
 
THE ANGEL: Forever . . .  
 
IRENE: (in his arms) Darling! 
 
THE ANGEL: I am so ignorant! There is something I want to do right now, only I do not 
know how to go about it properly. (The ANGEL bends shyly toward her lips.) 
 
IRENE: I will teach you. (She kisses him.) 
 
THE ANGEL: Heaven was nothing to this.  
 
[They kiss again . . . Enter JIMMY, with an old suit of clothes over his arm. He pauses in 
dumbfounderment. At last he regains his voice.] 
 
JIMMY: Well! 
 
[They look up. Neither of them is perturbed.] 
 
THE ANGEL: (blandly) Has something happened to annoy you? (JIMMY shakes the 
clothes at him in an outraged gesture.) Oh, my new costume. Thank you so much! 
(He takes the clothes from JIMMY, and examines them with interest.) 
 
JIMMY: (bitterly, to IRENE) I suppose I’ve no right to complain. You can make love to 
anybody you like. In fact, now that I come to think of it, I predicted this very thing. I said 
you’d fall in love with the next man you met. So it’s off with the old love, and— 
 
IRENE: (calmly) I have never been in love before. 
 
JIMMY: The fickleness of women is notorious. It is exceeded only by their mendacity. 
But Angels have up to this time stood in good repute. Your conduct, sir, is scandalous. I 
am amazed at you. 
 
THE ANGEL: It may be scandalous, but it should not amaze you. It has happened too 
often before. I could quote you many texts from learned theological works.  
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JIMMY: No need! You are an unscrupulous wretch. If these are the manners of Heaven, I 
am glad it is so far away, and means of communication so difficult. A few more of you 
would corrupt the morals of five continents. You are utterly depraved--Here! What are 
you doing? 
 
THE ANGEL: I am taking off my robes, so as to put on my new clothes. 
 
JIMMY: Spare the common decencies at least. Go in the other room. 
 
THE ANGEL: Certainly, if that is the custom here. (With the clothes over his arm, he 
exits into the bedroom.) 
 
JIMMY: (sternly, to IRENE) And now tell me, what do you mean by this? 
 
IRENE: (simply) We are in love. 
 
JIMMY: Do you mean to say you would throw me over for that fellow? 
 
IRENE: Why not? 
 
JIMMY: What good is he? All he can do is sing hymns. In three months he’ll be a tramp. 
 
IRENE: I don’t care. And he won’t be a tramp. I’ll look after him. 
 
JIMMY: You won’t be able to find him. (Sneeringly) In six weeks he’ll fall in love with 
somebody else and disappear. 
 
IRENE: No he won’t. I’m sure that I am the only girl in the world to him. 
 
JIMMY: Of course you’re the only girl in the world to him—now. You’re the only one 
he’s ever seen. But wait till he sees the others! Immortal love!? (He laughs.) 
 
IRENE: You don’t understand. Whether it lasts a day or a year, while it lasts, it will be 
immortal.  
 
[The ANGEL enters, dressed in JIMMY's old clothes, and carrying his wings in his 
hands. He seems exhilarated.] 
 
THE ANGEL: How do I look? 
 
JIMMY: It is customary to wear one’s tie tucked inside the vest. 
 
THE ANGEL: (flinging the ends of the gorgeous necktie over his shoulder) No! Though I 
have become a man, I do not without some regret put on the dull garb of mortality.  
 
IRENE: You are quite right, darling. (She tucks the tie inside his vest.) 
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THE ANGEL: Thank you, beloved . . . And now these wings! Take them, and burn them 
with your own sweet hands, so that I can never leave you, even if I would. 
 
IRENE: No! I would rather put them away for you in a closet, so that you can go and 
look at them any time you want to, and see that you have the means to freedom ready to 
your hand. I shall never hold you against your will. (She suddenly takes the wings, and 
approaches the grate.) I do not want to burn your wings. I really don’t! But if you insist--  
 
JIMMY: (to the ANGEL) Don’t let her do it! Fool! You don’t know what you are doing. 
Listen to me! You think that she is wonderful—superior—divine. It is only natural. There 
are moments when I have thought so myself. But I know why I thought so, and you have 
yet to learn. Keep your wings, my friend, against the day of your awakening--the day 
when the glamour of sex has vanished, and you see in her, as you will see, an inferior 
being, with a weak body, a stunted mind, devoid of creative power, almost devoid of 
imagination, utterly lacking in critical capacity--a being who does not know how to work, 
nor how to talk, nor even how to play! 
 
[IRENE, dropping the wings on the hearth, stares at JIMMY in speechless anger.] 
 
THE ANGEL: Sir! Do you refer in these vulgar and insulting terms to the companion of 
my soul, the desire of my heart, the perfect lover whose lips have kindled my dull senses 
to ecstasy? 
 
JIMMY: I do. Remember that I know her better than you do, young man. Take my advice 
and leave her alone. Even now it is not too late! Save yourself from this folly while there 
is still time! 
 
THE ANGEL: Never! 
 
JIMMY: Then take these tickets—and I hope that I never see either of you again! (He 
holds out the tickets. IRENE, after a pause, steps forward and takes them.) 
 
IRENE: That is really sweet of you, Jimmy! 
 
(The blast of an auto-horn is heard outside.) 
 
JIMMY: (bitterly) And there’s my taxi. Take that, too. 
 
THE ANGEL: Farewell! 
 
[The ANGEL opens the door. IRENE, at his side, turns and blows JIMMY a kiss. 
Stonily, JIMMY watches them go out. Then he picks up his suitcase and goes, with an air 
of complete finality, into the other room. There is a moment's silence, and then the door 
opens softly, and the ANGEL looks in. He enters surreptitiously, seizes up the wings, and 
with them safely clasped to his bosom, vanishes again through the door. The lights 
quickly fade.] 
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“Change Your Style” 
Adapted by Michael O’Neill from the play by George Cram Cook; first performed and 
produced September 9, 1915 by the Provincetown Players in Provincetown, 
Massachusetts 
 
Characters: 

MARMADUKE MARVIN, JR., a Post-Impressionist 
MARMADUKE MARVIN, SR., his father 
KENYON CRABTREE, head of an Upper Eastside Academic art school 
B.J. BORDFELT, head of a Greenwich Village Post-Impressionist art school 
MYRTLE DART, lover of the Buddhistic 
MRS. JOSEPHS, widowed landlady and grocer 

  
[An attic studio interior looking out on Washington Square; the bright sunlight of a 
September morning throws the shadows of the skylight across the floor. A few post-
impressionist unframed canvases and some hastily executed, grotesque drawings with 
heavy lines—charcoal, colored chalk—figures and faces are stacked against a couch with 
a yellow cover and orange cushions. To one corner on an easel is an incomplete drawing 
of what might be the Arc de Triomphe. A curtained door leads off to the bedroom. An 
outer door, opposite, has a grotesque drawing tacked on it, so that when it is opened, the 
drawing cannot be seen; another drawing on cardboard stands on the floor so that it is 
nearly concealed when the door is swung open. At center stand two white chairs at a 
table strewn with books, pipes, cigarettes, matches, flowers, an unlighted candle in its 
stick, and a telegram. Snores can be heard coming from the bedroom.  There is a knock 
at the outer door, but no response from the bedroom.] 
 
BORDFELT: (outside) Hey there! Marmaduke! (Door opens. Enter BORDFELT 
carrying folded easel, blank canvas on stretcher, and sketching kit.) Snoring! (He sets 
down things, goes to bedroom curtain, and shouts.) Marmaduke! Hey, Marmaduke! 
 
MARMADUKE JR: (from bedroom) Eh? 
 
BORDFELT: You goin’ to work with me today? It’s nine o’clock? 
 
[Wrapped in a big orange felt blanket, bare legs showing, MARMADUKE JR staggers 
into the room. His hair is wild; his eyes are wild.] 
 
MARMADUKE JR: Will we be sketching the arch in Washington Square again? It’s like 
a toy version of the arc de triomphe and just makes me miss Paris. I cannot bear looking 
at it another minute.   
 
BORDFELT: What’s the matter with you? 
 
MARMADUKE JR: What’s the use o’ working? 
 
BORDFELT: Were you on a bat again? 
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MARMADUKE JR: (Massaging his forehead) Parlez moins fort, s’il vous plait.  
 
BORDFELT: Were you soused last night? 
 
MARMADUKE JR: Oui, yes, right down to my last dollar. Never expect to see another. 
 
BORDFELT: What’s the matter with your father? Doesn’t the old boy stake you? 
 
MARMADUKE JR: (Clutches a telegram on the table and hands it to BORDFELT like a 
toast.) It’s from my father. A votre santé! 
 
BORDFELT: (reads) “Arrive by train tomorrow morning. Marmaduke Marvin.” 
 
MARMADUKE JR: That came last night. I’m not sure when. 
 
BORDFELT: You’d better pull yourself together and get dressed.  
 
MARMADUKE JR: He’s been giving me fifty a month, but when I came back from 
Paris, he saw some of my stuff and had a fit. Proclaimed it was cubic insanity. 
Pronounced it six year-old dabbling. Promised not a cent more of his money for any of it.  
 
BORDFELT: An artist must never show his work to his parents. Didn’t you learn that in 
Europe? 
 
MARMADUKE JR: He gave me three months to change my style. 
 
BORDFELT: Impossible! You should have learned that in Europe as well. 
 
MARMADUKE JR: There’s more, I’m afraid. He sent me here to New York to study 
with Kenyon Crabtree. 
 
BORDFELT: That uptown Presbyterian art-school has-been! 
 
MARMADUKE JR: Crabtree did our family portraits twenty years ago—deadest salon 
stuff—and my dad still thinks he’s the last word. 
 
BORDFELT: He wants you to paint like that old mummy?! 
 
MARMADUKE JR: I’d rather starve! And that’s about what I’ll be doing. Quelle 
dommage. Dad had reconciled himself to the highbrow idea of having one painter in a 
banker’s family—but a good, respectable, high-priced painter—like Crabtree. Not a 
painter like you, Bordfelt. 
 
BORDFELT: You! Do you dare consider yourself a painter like me? 
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MARMADUKE JR: No. I’m a free spirit, and you—you’re an academician turned inside 
out. I think about as much of that new art-school you make a living out of as you do. 
Imposteurs! Ou qu’on aille. 
 
BORDFELT: Well, at least you learned fancy talk in Europe.  
 
MARMADUKE JR: If only words floating up from my soul could take flight over the sea 
and carry me back with them.  
 
BORDFELT: (Looking at a book on the table and reading) “Yogi Philosophy.” 
 
MARMADUKE JR:  No, not that really. Doctor Sigmund Freud would call it “wish-
fulfillment.” 
 
BORDFELT: (Picking up the book and tapping the title with his finger) Are you 
interested in “Yogi Philosophy”? 
 
MARMADUKE JR: (absently) Oh, enough to borrow a book about it from The Liberal 
Club. 
 
BORDFELT: Make sure you return it. I might like to read it one of these days. (Picks up 
easel, etc.)  Eastern philosophy could be the next important artistic movement— 
 
MARMADUKE JR: A fad, you mean? I’m above that sort of thing. 
 
BORDFELT: Could I help any by talking to your father? 
 
MARMADUKE JR: He wouldn’t think any more of your stuff than he does of mine. 
 
BORDFELT: (at door) I’m sorry you have to lose that fifty dollars a month. You might 
have learned to paint some day. 
 
MARMADUKE JR: Thanks.  
 
[A knock at the outer door] 
 
BORDFELT: Your father! Well, I’m off. Let me know if I can do anything.  
 
[He opens the door, revealing MRS. JOSEPHS, a no-nonsense African-American woman 
who, after the death of her husband, a white man, inherited his property, his duties 
managing it, and the legal hassles she confronts in a time when private ownership was 
often denied to women and African-Americans.] 
 
JOSEPHS: (with forced, but gentle deference) Excuse me, but could I see Mr. 
Marmaduke? 
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BORDFELT: He’s hardly—up. (Half closes door; speaks low to MARMADUKE JR) It’s 
your servant! 
 
MARAMDUKE JR: My servant? She owns this place. Let her in. (Exit BORDFELT.) 
Might as well face it now. Come in, Mrs. Josephs. (Enter JOSEPHS.) 
 
JOSEPHS: Sorry to trouble you so early, Mr. Marmaduke, but there’s a lady wants a 
place to meditate. It’s a Mrs. Dart--a nice white woman--has no pomp and no pride. 
She’ll pay the rent in advance, and you’re three months behind. In plain, simple words 
that you can comprenez bien: she’s in and you’s out. 
 
MARMADUKE JR: I can’t pay anybody anything anytime. C’est fini. 
 
JOSEPHS: Too bad you ain’t rich, Mr. Marmaduke. Rich folks get what they want. 
 
MARMADUKE JR: Do they? 
 
JOSEPHS: This one likes the sound of the wind in the Square rattling the tree branches 
where they used to hang them poor souls they done lynched.  
 
MARMADUKE JR: I should have stayed in Paris. 
 
JOSEPHS: Such crazy talk! You’d have that fine-looking face of yours blown off by a 
German over there in Paris. 
 
MARMADUKE JR: I will miss this room up here under the roof with its slanting walls 
and nooks and crannies . . . and things. An artist needs a place just like this where he can 
really be an artist. 
 
JOSEPHS: You need it so bad, then you got to pay me something respectable, artist or 
not. 
 
MARMADUKE JR: (with inspiration) Would you take a canvas for the rent? 
 
JOSEPHS: (looking around the floor) Canvas? What canvas? 
 
MARMADUKE JR: (going to a stack of canvases) All these pictures may be immensely 
valuable some day. Take these nude sunbathers—(He sets on the easel an oil painting 
with cubistic-looking figures.) 
 
JOSEPHS: Are those people? 
 
MARMADUKE JR: Done in the real spirit of primitive sculpture.  
 
JOSEPHS: Mmmhmm. 
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MARMADUKE JR: Faultlessly naïve. 
 
JOSEPHS: Is that my roof they on? Why, it’s against the law for those people to go on 
that roof without clothes! What if the police ever see this? They always watching me 
already. Don’t take too kindly to a black woman running this place. 
 
MARMADUKE JR: But if you didn’t know they were people, how should the police? I 
won’t tell them. (Sets another picture on easel, standing the first one against its foot.) 
Perhaps you’d rather have this one. 
 
JOSEPHS: Is that my store in that lower corner? And those people looking across at the 
arch? You forgot to paint them some benches to sit on. 
 
MARMADUKE JR: No, that’s an acute angle with a splash of purple. And these-- 
(Observes that is upside down. Turns it.) It doesn’t represent anything. It’s just itself. It 
doesn’t imitate anything.  
 
JOSEPHS: Mmmhmm. 
 
MARMADUKE JR: It’s pure creation. 
 
JOSEPHS: How long you thinkin’ these pure creations take to get valuable, Mr. 
Marmaduke? I got a payment due on the store and this building in December, and my late 
husband’s creditor—he’d rather have cash money than pure creation. 
 
MARMADUKE JR: (setting another picture on the easel) Here—how do you like this 
one? 
 
JOSEPHS: What’s that? That an eye? 
 
MARMADUKE JR: An eye? Yes, call it an eye. Yes, exactly—the eye of God! Now you 
take that and hang it downstairs in your store. With the eye of their Maker on them, your 
credit customers will pay you back what their Maker sees that they owe—more than 
enough to make up for the loss of my rent. 
 
JOSEPHS: You think I’m crackers, Mr. Marmaduke? You bohemian people ain’t got no 
religion! The eye of God ain’t nothin’ to any of you. I’m sorry, I truly am, but I will be 
taking the cash in advance from that Mrs. Dart. 
 
[Knock at the door] 
 
MARMADUKE JR: My father? (Bracing himself) Well. (Calling) Come in. (He opens 
the door.) 
 
[Enter MRS. MYRTLE DART in East Indian robe and turban. She sees MARMADUKE 
and halts, surprised.] 
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DART: Oh! I was looking for Mrs. Josephs. Ah! There you are! Is someone already 
renting this studio, Mrs. Josephs? 
 
JOSEPHS: Mr. Marmaduke Marvin has been, Mrs. Dart, but he’s fixing to leave. 
 
DART: I was going to have my things sent here this afternoon, but— 
 
JOSEPHS: That’ll be just fine, Mrs. Dart. Mr. Marmaduke is leaving right away. 
 
DART: (She looks intently at MARMADUKE JR, then at his room and catches sight of 
the Yogi Philosophy book on the table. She moves to it swiftly and picks it up.) Are you 
reading this? 
 
MARMADUKE JR: Why, yes. 
 
DART: (significantly) So am I. I love it. (She looks at his pictures.) And you are a 
painter. (She taps the volume.) Do you paint—this? 
 
MARMADUKE JR: Paint Nirvana? 
 
DART: The feeling created by the knowledge of Nirvana! Oh for an art that could but 
hint at that! (She spots the picture on the easel.) Wait! Let me look. Do not explain. 
Mysterious! Why does it impel me to pronounce the holy syllable OM? It gives me vision 
of that infinity the Yogi sees within himself. Is it the spiritual form of the navel? The 
plexus of the sun, the symbol of cosmic introspection! Did you know you were painting 
that? 
 
MARMADUKE JR: The navel? Well, I—of course, something unknown to me within 
me may have known. 
 
DART: I want it. I must have it. It isn’t sold, is it? 
 
MARMADUKE JR: No. No, it isn’t sold. 
 
DART: I’ll take it. What is its price? 
 
MARMADUKE JR: (low to MRS. JOSEPHS) How much do I owe you? 
 
JOSEPHS: Seventy-five dollars. 
 
MARMADUKE JR: I don’t see how I can let that go, Mrs. Dart, for less than seventy-
five dollars. 
 
DART: (Opens bag, takes out bills) Here is a hundred. May I take it now? 
 
MARMADUKE JR: The picture? Don’t you want me to frame it for you? 
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DART: I must have it now. I must carry it myself—with my own hands. (She takes 
picture from easel, glides to the door, and goes out without closing it.) 
 
MARMADUKE JR: (Stares at the money) Well, I’ll be— 
 
JOSEPHS: Like I was saying, rich white people get what they want. A minute ago I could 
have had that for nothing. Mmmhmm, they’ve begun already. 
 
MARMADUKE JR: What have? 
 
JOSEPHS: The pictures. They done gone and begun getting valuable. 
 
MARMADUKE JR: This feels too much like a dream. That Mahatma woman couldn’t 
possibly exist except in a dream—or a hangover. (Puts hand to forehead.) You look 
substantial enough, Mrs. Josephs. Nothing dream-like about you. Well, one can’t pay real 
rent with dream-money. Is that seventy-five dollars? 
 
JOSEPHS: (taking money) But then she don’t get this studio after all. I’ll have to tell her 
right away. Excuse me. (Exit hastily after MRS. DART, not closing the door.) 
 
[MARMADUKE JR turns toward bedroom, sees Yogi book on table, skims a sentence, 
smiles, kisses the book, goes into the bedroom. After a moment MARMADUKE SR in 
traveling clothes, overcoat on his shoulders, and a pearl-headed walking stick, appears 
in the doorway. Looks in, sees no one, enters.] 
 
MARMADUKE SR: (looking at picture of nude sun-bathers) Good God! (Looks at 
pattern picture) Merciful heavens! (Looks at picture leaning against the couch.) Fifty 
dollars a month for this! 
 
MARMADUKE JR: (sticking his head out through the curtains to the bedroom) Oh, 
hello, Dad. You here? 
 
MARMADUKE SR: Did Kenyon Crabtree teach you to do this? 
 
MARMADUKE JR: (disappearing) I’ll be dressed in a few minutes. 
 
MARMADUKE SR: (looking at his watch) Quarter of ten and not up yet! 
 
MARMADUKE JR: (off) I’ve been delayed this morning. People here on business. 
 
MARMADUKE SR: (grunts) Business! What business do you do? 
 
MARMADUKE JR: Have you had breakfast? 
 
MARMADUKE SR: (severely) Four hours ago. (He catches sight of fierce chalk drawing 
of man’s head on floor behind door.) Holy God! (Swings door aside, picks up drawing. 
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Gives a start at seeing another drawing on back of door.) What a nightmare!  (Still 
looking at door, he sets back the drawing in his hand, reversing it. He does not see the 
Matisse-like head and breasts of the fat woman on the back of the cardboard, but turns 
toward the bedroom curtains storming.) Have you got any real pictures to show, or are 
they all like these? 
 
MARAMADUKE JR: (striding through the bedroom curtains, struggling into shirt, 
shakes hands in passing) Dad, I’ve simply got to have some coffee first. (Backs to outer 
door) I’ll be right back. (Runs into KENYON CRABTREE in doorway. He is dressed in 
immaculate white flannels, wears a little imperial, no moustache, carries folding horn-
rimmed glasses on cord.) Excuse me, sir! Whom did you wish to see? 
 
CRABTREE: I was looking for Mr. Marmaduke Marvin—Mr. Marmaduke Marvin. 
 
MARMADUKE JR: I am Marmaduke Marvin Junior. 
 
MARMADUKE SR: (who has been scowling at a drawing propped up on one of the 
white chairs) Why, it’s Crabtree! Good to see you, Kenyon. (He advances and shakes 
hands.) Glad you could make it on such short notice. 
 
CRABTREE: I am happy to see you. 
 
MARMADUKE SR: Do you mean to say you don’t even know Mr. Crabtree? Here 
studying art with him and never laid eyes on him. Never saw him till this minute! Of all 
the deceitful, dishonorable--! 
 
MARMADUKE JR: (with dignity) I’ll discuss the whole matter with you—after coffee. 
(Exit MARMADUKE JR.) 
 
MARMADUKE SR: Well, of all the impudent, high-handed--! (Words fail him.) 
 
CRABTREE: I gather that the young man’s conduct has not pleased you. 
 
MARMADUKE SR: Pleased me! I sent him here to New York to study with you. Have 
you ever laid eyes on him? 
 
CRABTREE: No. 
 
MARMADUKE SR: And look at the stuff he paints! Look at it! (CRABTREE crosses to 
look.) It’s a disgrace to the family! (MARMADUKE SR looks closer at picture at foot of 
easel.) And look at that! (Jabs at right lower corner of canvas with his stick.) Just look at 
that! He has the effrontery to put his name—my name—on that atrocity! (Turns away 
overcome, and crosses to table, his voice suddenly weepy.) What do you suppose 
possesses him to paint like that? Why does he want to paint like that! 
 
CRABTREE: (Regards the pictures mournfully and sighs) God knows! 
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MARMADUKE SR: (still lachrymose) I ask you candidly, Kenyon—could they possibly 
be worse? 
 
CRABTREE: They could not. They deliberately violate every canon of sane art—
apparently for the mere perverse pleasure of violation. 
 
MARMADUKE SR: (dropping into chair at the table) He’s as hopeless as a European! I 
gave him three months to reform, the three months is up, and—oh! (He gestures in 
despair toward the pictures.) I told him he’d get no more money out of me unless he 
changed his style.  
 
CRABTREE: That seems a desperate remedy, and yet—it is a desperate case. Still 
suffering the rancid effects of Paris, he was seen running around with a Mr. Bordfelt, the 
head of a post-impressionist art school here in Greenwich Village that actually teaches 
this sort of thing.  
 
MARMADUKE SR: If I gave him another chance, I fear he’d do the same thing over 
again and again and again—like a needle stuck on one of those phonograph discs— 
 
CRABTREE: I’m afraid so. 
 
MARMADUKE SR: I have to put the screws on him. 
 
CRABTREE: Oh, if all parents would only adopt such serious measures, it would soon 
put a stop to this false affectation. (Sitting down) Well, your luncheon invitation still 
stands, does it not? You must be starving. 
 
MARMADUKE SR: No thanks. I’m so upset by this disappointment—How are you 
Kenyon? How have you been? 
 
CRABTREE: Oh, my health’s good enough, but it’s been a miserable year for pictures. 
(Pause) I haven’t sold one—and only one gold medal. 
 
MARMADUKE SR: You haven’t sold a picture? Why, I thought your income came to 
thousands every year. 
 
CRABTREE: I’ve had to cut down my scale of living. This morning, I rode the streetcar. 
In the evenings, I’ve been able to continue dining out, but seldom in places where I will 
be noticed. This hectic stuff is all that gets talked about. 
 
MARMADUKE SR: (Arrested by a novel idea) Why, is that so? 
 
CRABTREE: Work in good taste no longer commands any publicity. One might as well 
play a flute in a brass band. (MARMADUKE JR and BORDFELT appear in the outside 
doorway.) Not that people like this crazy stuff—it shocks them. But unfortunately—after 
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the shock—they seem to lose all interest in sane art. The furor kicked up by these so-
called post-impressionists— 
 
MARMADUKE SR: You don’t mean to say people buy this sort of thing? 
 
CRABTREE: Nobody actually buys any of it, and nobody prospers as a result. The sole 
commodity on the rise is irony, which is richer than ever. 
 
MARMADUKE SR: Speak plainly, Kenyon. I can’t indulge you on a morning like this. 
 
CRABTREE: These post-impressionists wreak financial ruin on established artists, such 
as yours truly, but they do so, you see, without in the least benefiting even themselves.  
 
MARMADUKE JR: (Stepping into the room, chortles) Is that so? 
 
[MARMADUKE SR and CRABTREE turn sharply in their chairs.] 
 
MARMADUKE SR: (to MARMADUKE JR) What do you mean by that? 
 
[BORDFELT crowds past MARMADUKE JR and marches up to CRABTREE.] 
 
BORDFELT: I’m sorry, Mr. Crabtree, that we artists are hurting the picture business. 
 
CRABTREE: Failure to sell your pictures, Mr. Bordfelt, is not infallible proof that you 
are a true artist. 
 
BORDFELT: To be more interested in selling one’s pictures than in painting them is 
infallible proof that one is no artist at all. 
 
MARMADUKE JR: (suddenly gloomy) Are you referring to me? (Leans back dejected 
against the door.) 
 
MARMADUKE SR: I haven’t met this gentleman. 
 
CRABTREE: (as he and MARMADUKE SR rise) Mr. Bordfelt, Mr. Marvin. (They do 
not shake hands.) 
 
MARMADUKE SR: I want to say to Mr. Bordfelt that there’s something wrong in the 
head of anyone whose income depends on the sale of pictures and is not interested in 
their sale. That’s been the case with my son now for two or three years, and I’m not 
thanking you, sir, for encouraging him in his folly. I sent him here to straighten out, and it 
looks as though he might have done it if it hadn’t been for you. 
 
BORDFELT: (angrily) I refuse to be the goat because your son does not choose to paint 
in the style of 1890! It’s your own fault, sir. You should have begotten him twenty-five 
years sooner! 
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MARMADULE SR: (roars) You shouldn’t have been begotten at all! (He strides over to 
his son.) Are you going to stand there and allow your friends to be impudent to your 
father? 
 
MARMADUKE JR: I have faith in my father’s ability to be more impudent than they are. 
 
MARMADUKE SR: Impudent—I? I—impudent! Young man, what you’re going to get 
from me now is a first class chance to show how much ability you have to make your 
own living. 
 
BORDFELT: (sitting in a chair, mumbling) Well, he sold a painting this morning. 
 
MARMADUKE SR: (dumbfounded) Sold a painting! He? 
 
CRABTREE: (excited) Sold a painting! 
 
MARMADUKE SR: Sold one of these things? 
 
CRABTREE: Who bought it? 
 
MARMADUKE SR: Who was fool enough to buy it? 
 
BORDFELT: (to MARMADUKE JR) What was her name, Marmaduke? 
 
MARMADUKE JR: A Mrs. Dart. 
 
CRABTREE: Myrtle Dart? 
 
MARMADUKE JR: I believe that was her name. 
 
CRABTREE: Not the Myrtle Dart? She of the salons des artistes? 
 
MARMADUKE JR: Talked like a female Mahatma. Wore an East Indian robe and 
turban. Intense and stealthy, but pretending to be placid. 
 
CRABTREE: It’s she. Queer but influential. A picture bought by Mrs. Myrtle Dart will 
be all the talk in certain wealthy circles. Mr. Marmaduke, I congratulate you. Your star is 
ascending. 
 
MARMADUKE SR: (genially) Well, well! And Crabtree hasn’t sold a picture for a year. 
How much did you get for it, Marmaduke? 
 
MARMADUKE JR: Only a hundred. 
 
MARMADUKE SR: A hundred. Well, that’s a beginning, that’s a beginning. Can’t 
expect five thousand for the first one, hey Crabtree? 
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CRABTREE: Certainly not. And sometimes not for the last one. 
 
MARMADUKE JR: (He hurls to the floor a flower he has been holding.) It’s disgusting! 
 
MARMADUKE SR: Disgusting? What is there disgusting about it? It’s the best thing 
I’ve heard for a month. 
 
MARMADUKE JR: (He sits in the chair vacated by BORDFELT, leaning over its back.) 
I’ve had nothing but mercenary emotions since I sold that picture. It’s transforming. It’s 
like a cat’s first taste of blood. I have a carnivorous desire to sell. I don’t want to be 
carnivorous. I don’t want to be caught by horrible American money lust. I don’t feel like 
an artist any more. I’m commercialized. I might as well paint like Crabtree. (He drops his 
head on his arms.) 
 
CRABTREE: What? 
 
MARMADUKE JR: (springing up) Yes, sir. I will paint like Crabtree. I’ll join his class 
tomorrow! 
 
MARMADUKE SR: Hold on there! Crabtree hasn’t sold a picture for a year. The tide 
may be turning. You mustn’t change your style now, my boy, after you’ve begun to catch 
on. (He pats his son’s shoulder.) Put it through now on this line. I’ll see you over the 
rough spots. 
 
CRABTREE: We must adapt ourselves to a changing world. You, Marmaduke, sound a 
warning that I, for one, am not too stiff-necked to heed. Could I arrange with Mr. 
Bordfelt for a few—discreetly private—lessons in post-impressionism? 
 
BORDFELT: This newest movement in art does not desire converts who join it for 
mercenary motives. 
 
[Knock at the door. MARMADUKE JR opens it, revealing MYRTLE DART and behind 
her MRS. JOSEPHS with the picture she bought.] 
 
DART: (Strides center and turns pointing.) Please bring that thing in here, Mrs. Josephs. 
(She enters.) Just set it there from whence it came. (She sets picture on easel, and she 
turns to MARMADUKE JR.) You sold me that picture as a follower of Yogi. You said 
something within you knew you were shaping the sacred umbilicus—the symbol of that 
self-contemplation which reveals Nirvana! And five minutes before, what had you told 
her? 
 
MARMADUKE JR: Why—I—I don’t—What did I tell you? 
 
JOSEPHS: I’d rather not say anything to make trouble for anybody. 
 
DART: (sternly) Mrs. Josephs, what did this man tell you that thing was? 
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JOSEPHS: He said—he said—I understood you to say, Mr. Marmaduke, that it was the 
eye of God. (MARMADUKE JR claps hand to forehead.) I understood you wanted me to 
hang it in my store to make my customers pay up. 
 
DART: A thing to collect grocer’s bills! 
 
JOSEPHS: When you and Mrs. Dart agreed what it was, it did seem queer to me that the 
same picture could be a heathen belly button and the Christian eye of God almighty. 
 
DART: I won’t have anything to do with your banal eye of God! 
 
MARMADUKE JR: Well, if you insist on looking at a work of art from the point of view 
of vulgar realism! 
 
DART: There’s your work of art. Please give me my money! 
 
MARMADUKE JR: I’ve spent seventy-five of it. Here’s what’s left. (He offers her 
twenty-five. MARMADUKE SR gives an inarticulate growl.) 
 
DART: How perfectly outrageous! Do you expect me to give you seventy-five dollars for 
nothing? 
 
MARMADUKE JR: I’m offering you every cent I have. I don’t see what more I can do. 
 
DART: You owe me one hundred dollars. (She exits majestically.) 
 
CRABTREE: Well, I declare! 
 
BORDFELT: Hump! 
 
MARMADUKE JR: (Looks after her impolitely. Turns to picture and brightens.) It isn’t 
sold! It isn’t sold at all! I’m uncommercialized! I don’t have to paint like Crabtree. I 
won’t paint like Crabtree. 
 
CRABTREE: I believe I’ll reconsider too, Mr. Bordfelt. The results of post-
impressionism seem a little too precarious. With my expenses—it’s imperative that a 
picture should stay sold. 
 
MARMADUKE SR: (exploding) If you had the spunk of a rabbit, that picture would 
have stayed sold. Why didn’t you tell her a sale’s a sale? You! It wouldn’t do you any 
good to change your style. You couldn’t take care of yourself anyhow! 
 
MARMADUKE JR: But if she didn’t want the picture—? 
 
MARMADUKE SR: You thought you’d just let it go and get the seventy-five out of me. 
Well, you’ll not get it! 
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JOSEPHS: (anxiously) But where will he get it? I should have kept my mouth shut to 
Mrs. Dart about the eye of God! For heaven’s sake! I never thought she’d get so potty. 
Wouldn’t you think she’d like the eye of God better than—Oh mercy! It’s me that spoiled 
your sale! 
 
MARMADUKE JR: (nobly) It’s alright, Mrs. Josephs. You didn’t mean to get me into 
trouble. 
 
JOSEPHS: But I did. Seems to me I ought to get you out. Don’t you think that picture’ll 
be a good deal talked about—bein’ sold as a heathen billy-goat and sent back as the eye 
of God? Lots o’ people be wantin’ to see it. Don’t you think if I hang it in my store, it 
might be good for trade? I’ll take it. There’s the seventy-five. (Takes picture.) This pays 
the rent for next month. (Goes to door.) I’ll take down the sign “Think!” in my store--and 
put this in its place. (Exits.) 
 
MARMADUKE SR: There’s certainly something that looks out for children and fools! 
 
MARMADUKE JR: My art appeals to the plain people anyway. 
 
CRABTREE: (moving to the door) Well, his rent is paid for a month, but if the hundred 
dollars goes to Mrs. Dart, how is he going to eat? 
 
MARMADUKE SR: (stamping past MARMADUKE JR) The revelation he has made of 
his business capacity forces me to the conclusion that I owe it to society to support him—
as a defective! (He and CRABTREE exit.) 
 
BORDFELT: (laughing) A defective! 
 
MARMADUKE JR: (resentful) A defective! 
 
BORDFELT: But supported, Marmaduke! Supported! Oh, to be a defective! 
 
MARMADUKE JR: (disconsolately pouring himself a drink) Defective? 
 
BORDFELT: All artists ought to be supported as defectives. Then we’d be free to do real 
stuff. 
 
MARMADUKE JR: (muttering) Defective! 
 
BORDFELT: (going to the door) No more paternal art criticism! 
 
MARMADUKE JR: (brightening) That’s so! 
 
BORDFELT: No more fatherly interest in your style! 
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MARMADUKE JR: (Jumps up smiling.) Yes—and no more boomerang sales. (He 
smiles,) Well, here’s to defective artists! Sante! 
 
[He drinks in triumph as the lights quickly fade to black.] 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	 31	

“Cocaine” 
Adapted by Michael O’Neill from the play by Pendleton King; first performed and 
produced March 9, 1917 by the Provincetown Players in New York City 
 
Characters: 

JOE, a powerfully built former boxer of twenty-four, angelic and oddly innocent 
NORA, a wistful-looking girl of thirty 

 
[The action takes place in an attic bedroom between Washington Square and the Bowery, 
in the late summer of 1916, and occupies the time between four a.m. and daylight. There 
is a dormer window in one unseen wall through which weak moonlight shines. Bed at 
right of window, table left, bureau down left, trunk down right, chair at foot of bed. The 
room is in terrible disorder and confusion, faintly seen in the glow of the street lamps 
through the open window. JOE is lying on the bed asleep, snoring gently, dressed in 
undershirt and trousers. He is good-looking, powerfully built, with an angelic demeanor; 
he seems to be about twenty-four years old. NORA comes in and lights a candle on the 
bureau. She is a wistful-looking girl of thirty.] 
 
JOE: Nora, ’s ’at you? 
 
NORA: I didn’t mean to wake you up. Go on back to sleep. 
 
JOE: I haven’t been asleep. What time is it? 
 
NORA: (takes off hat) About four o’clock. 
 
JOE: You’re pretty late. 
 
NORA: (takes off jacket) Had to walk from uptown. 
 
JOE: How far uptown? 
 
NORA: O, way uptown. I let a crowd shake me like a fool. (Sits in chair at foot of bed 
and fans herself.) And didn’t have sense enough to get carfare. Whew! You don’t realize 
how hot you are till you sit down. 
 
JOE: Poor kid. 
 
NORA: You must have had the gas lighted to make it as hot as this in here. Lord, I’m so 
glad to get home. 
 
JOE: (gently) You didn’t bring in--nothing? 
 
NORA: Not a cent, Joe. (Gets up and goes to bureau.) I don’t know what’s the matter 
with me. (Looks in glass.) It’s that darn fever blister. If I had only had sense enough to 
get some camphor that first day. 
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JOE: But it’s most well now. Can’t hardly notice it any more. 
 
NORA: Of course it’s perfectly well. There won’t be a trace of it tomorrow. I oughtn’t to 
have tried to go out those two days the first of the week when it was so bad. Everybody 
was afraid of me and it made me feel like a leper. I lost my grip in some way and now I 
can’t get it back. (Picks up candle.) If you’re sure of yourself you have luck; if you 
aren’t, you don’t. That’s all there is to it. (Crosses with candle, which she puts down on 
trunk.) If I’d had a wee bit of a sniff tonight I’d have got some money out of that crowd. 
(Sits on foot of the bed) But drinks don’t brace me up somehow. 
 
JOE: Hum. ’sright. 
 
NORA: My poor angel. Have you been lying here all night in this heat waiting for me? 
It’s hard luck on you, Joe. Oh, I thought I’d go crazy tonight! My nerves are just all to 
pieces. I did think I was going to get some money this time. 
 
JOE: Why don’t you take your clothes off and come on to bed? 
 
NORA: (She gets up and takes a packet of cigarettes out of her jacket.) I swiped these for 
you, anyway. Here. (Throws him the box.) 
 
JOE: (catching it) Gee! Ta! 
 
NORA: Joe, I wish you wouldn’t say "Ta." (She begins to undress.) I don’t know why I 
hate it so.  
 
JOE: All right, Missis. (Gets up to light his cigarette with the candle.) Common stuff, 
uhm? 
 
NORA: (undressing) No, it doesn’t matter. Don’t pay any attention to anything I say. If I 
don’t get some money tomorrow I just don’t know what I’ll do. It’s terrible to be so 
dependent on anything as that. 
 
JOE: (lies down again) Four days. 
 
NORA: No, tonight’s Saturday. 
 
JOE: Well, that’s four days, ain’t it? We finished up that last deck Tuesday night. 
 
NORA: I’m so irritable and nervous. I don’t see how you stand it, Joe, all night like this, 
doing nothing. 
 
JOE: I been out. Don’t worry about me. I can git on without de stuff. 
 
NORA: (slipping into a kimono) I can’t. (Takes cigarette.) But then I’ve been using it so 
much longer than you have. (Lights cigarette at the candle.) 
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JOE: I been goin’ it some little time--a month or so before we took up together last 
summer. 
 
NORA: To think. (Sits on bed.) Only a year. I wonder what would have become of you if 
I hadn’t found you? 
 
JOE: What becomes of all de other poor bastards who gets knocked out and can’t get 
back in de ring? I don’t know. 
 
NORA: That’s the trouble with you boys. You are brought up with only one idea--to 
fight--and if anything does happen to you, you’re not fit to do anything else. You’re only 
twenty-four, and you’re done. 
 
JOE: Be twenty-four in October, I guess. Yeah, in October.  
 
NORA: Lord, it makes me feel so old. You are as firm and strong as you ever were, and 
look at me! 
 
JOE: Well, if a fellow has to do as much trainin’ as I used to, he more or less keeps in 
condition, I guess. 
 
NORA: (lies down beside him) I feel so old, and tired, and discouraged, Joe. If I didn’t 
have you I don't think I’d go on with it. 
 
JOE: (tightens his arm about her) I’m stickin’ to you, see? 
 
NORA: I never thought of your leaving me. (She puts her arm up about his head and 
strokes his hair.) I love you too much, Joe. I love you more than anybody else will ever 
love you if you live to be a thousand years old. 
 
JOE: I don’t reckon anybody’d love me much if I was that old. 
 
NORA: (laughs) I should. But you’re only a baby now. A little old infant. (She snuggles 
up to him and presses her cheek to his.) Joe? 
 
JOE: Um? 
 
NORA: (in a whisper) My darling. (He gathers her closer. Long pause) 
 
JOE: Tired, kid? 
 
NORA: No, not now. I get strength from you. You’ve got plenty of strength for both of 
us, haven’t you? It’s almost like you have this unearthly force. Um? 
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JOE: It’s funny, ain’t it, for a girl like you to take up wid a rough guy like me, dat ain’t 
never know’d nothin’ but how to get his heart put on the blink! Dope brings funny people 
together. 
 
NORA: Not so funny. 
 
JOE: You needn’t tell me, kid. I may be nothing but a prizefighter, but I can tell a lady 
when I see one.  
 
NORA: (laughs) Not a very fine kind of lady. I’ve told you all about myself. I arrived 
here one day, just like everybody else you see in Greenwich Village. Before that I used to 
live on a farm in Kentucky. That’s all there is. 
 
JOE: Well, that’s what you say. I don’t want you to tell me nothing you don’t want to. 
(Moves his position slightly.) Are you all right? 
 
NORA: Yes. 
 
JOE: I got something I want to talk to you about. We’re up against it. 
 
NORA: I know we are. And yet I can lie here like this and it doesn’t seem possible that 
there is such a thing as trouble in the world. It is so serene to lie still, and heavenly just to 
stroke your hair. I don’t want ever to move again. I can feel your heart beating. Do you 
feel how much faster mine is going than yours? 
 
JOE: Yeah.  
 
[The sound of an elevated train rumbles in the distance.] 
 
NORA: The Elevated sounds like wind. Like a spirit that can’t rest. The spirit of the city, 
that goes on and on day and night and never stops and never will stop, no matter what 
becomes of you and me. But when I am lying close to you like this, touching you, there’s 
a sort of electric current that radiates from you all over because you’re so alive, as if a 
part of you is eternal. What was I going to say? What was I talking about? 
 
JOE: You was talking about the El. 
 
NORA: Yes, lying close to you like this everything seems so far away, doesn’t it? It is 
like lying in bed and listening to the sea. There may be death and storms and shipwrecks 
and things out there, but they’re as far away as heaven. They can never touch us. 
 
JOE: I wisht we could get a good old sniff, and forget our troubles right. 
 
NORA: Poor old Joe. (Raises up and sits on the side of the bed again.) I declare I thought 
I would go crazy tonight; I haven’t got a nerve left in my body. I wanted to know what 
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you were doing. I thought all sorts of fool things. I could picture you getting desperate 
and breaking in somewhere and getting locked up, and I don’t know what. 
 
JOE: I could have got some stuff tonight, at that. 
 
NORA: What do you mean? How? Who? 
 
JOE: The landlady. She was up here talking to me about it. 
 
NORA: When she knows how broke we are? We pay one day in advance—and we 
haven’t paid in over a week. 
 
JOE: I know that, but I guess she would have give me some anyways. 
 
NORA: How do you mean, Joe? 
 
JOE: You know. 
 
NORA: Do you mean to tell me that woman has been up here after you again? I knew 
something was the matter. Did you--What did you tell her? 
 
JOE: I told her to get the hell out of here. What do you think I told her? I said I was off de 
stuff. 
 
NORA: (buries her head in his shoulder) Oh, Joe. 
 
JOE: Well, I didn’t want it so bad, then. She come up here when she heard me come in, 
about twelve o’clock, and put it up to me. 
 
NORA: If we had any other place on earth we could go, I would have got out of this 
house the night you told me she first came up here and bothered you.  
 
JOE: That’s what I got to talk to you about. She’s going to kick us out. 
 
NORA: Kick us out? 
 
JOE: That’s what she says. Unless— 
 
NORA: Unless what? 
 
JOE: Well--you know--I been thinking pretty hard and figurin’ on puttin’ it up to you, if 
you think it’s worthwhile--just to keep the room on and have a place to sleep. You see— 
 
NORA: What are you talking about? 
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JOE: Well, I think the old lady’s reasonable. She come up here and made a big fuss over 
me and said she was gone on me and all that stuff, and I was staying on in her house and 
not paying a day ahead and everything, and--if I was too good for her I’d have to get out 
of her house, that’s all. That was after she offered me the dope. 
 
NORA: Joe, am I mad--or what are you talking about? 
 
JOE: Well— 
 
NORA: Never let me hear that again. Do you think I’d let you— 
 
JOE: Well, I let you, don’t I? 
 
NORA: That’s altogether a different matter. Don’t ever let me hear that again, do you 
understand? I can’t argue about it. (Gets up and crosses to bureau.) God, it’s hot in here! 
 
JOE: (swings his feet out and sits on the side of the bed—kindly) Now look here, kid. 
(Stands a moment and goes over to her.) I got to live, ain’t I? You are the swellest little 
girl any fellow ever had and all that, and I’m awful fond of you, but we got to live. We 
got to do something. We got to get some money some way. If we can’t get on--the way 
we been getting’ on--then I got to shift for myself, see? (Takes her by the shoulders.) I’m 
putting it up to you square, because I'm goin’ to be straight with you. 
 
NORA: Of course we’ve got to do something. I’ll do something. I’ll get some money. 
You don’t understand what you are saying. If it were the last night we’d ever spend under 
a roof, it wouldn’t alter the question. 
 
JOE: (turns back to the bed) By God, it looks like it is the last night, with the luck you’re 
having. (He sits and leans his chin on his right hand, gazing at the candle.) If I was able 
to do any kind of work it’d be different. But de stuff’s got me, I guess. I couldn’t no more 
stick to any kind of a job than I could fly. You reckon if I was able to get back in the ring 
I’d have you working? But we’re up against it, that’s all. As long as you can bring in the 
money--all right. But you ain’t having any luck, and I just got to do it, that’s all. If I’m 
willing for you to go out every night, I don’t see why you kick on one old measly 
landlady. 
 
NORA: But Joe, you don’t understand. (Crosses to bed.) Listen to me. (Sits beside him.) 
You don’t love me the way I do you. It isn’t your fault. It’s the way you’re made. I can--
go out, as you call it—It’s a sort of sacrifice to you, a sort of way of showing how much I 
love you. It doesn’t matter about me. You are the clean part of me. You are the part I live 
for. And you are sacred; do you understand? Clean. 
 
JOE: (still gazing at candle) Sure, I get you. (NORA slips down on one knee and buries 
her face against his arm.) And I’ve always been straight with you. I think a whole lot 
more of you than you think. 
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NORA: Go on. Say you love me. I love to hear you say it. 
 
JOE: (puts his left arm about her) I love you all right. And I’ll stick to you. But we got to 
live in this world, ain’t we? We got to get some money some way. And if you can’t get it, 
I got to. That’s if we’re going to stick together. 
 
NORA: No, Joe. I’d rather be dead. (Raises up.) I’ll starve to death before I’ll see you do 
that, and let you starve to death. (Gets up.) The horrible old slut. I think I’ll kill her. 
(Goes up into alcove and looks out of window.) 
 
JOE: Oh, we can get out of here if you want to. It don’t have to be her. There’s more’n 
one way of pickin’ up money round this town. 
 
NORA: (turns toward him) What do you mean? 
 
JOE: I guess you must know. It’s the only way I see. I ain’t got nothing but my looks. 
 
NORA: (turns back to window) Joe, don’t talk like that, please. 
 
JOE: (kindly) We got to, kid. That thing you got on your mouth ain’t going to get well so 
as you can’t see it for two or three days yet. We get kicked out of here today. What the 
hell can we do? Sleep in the Square? I guess not. Not while I got a way to make easy 
money. Why, kid, I wish’t you’d see the number of ‘em tries to speak to me every time I 
go out. It’s easy, I tell you. And there’s good money in it. I don’t like to talk about it—
’specially with you--but we got to--if we’re going to stick together. We can get a nice 
room somewheres and keep a little stuff on hand all the time. I ain’t going to leave you. 
But I gotta have de stuff, that’s all. (He lies down on the bed and turns toward the wall.) 
I’ve gone without it four days now. 
 
NORA: (comes down and crosses to trunk) You are a strange boy. (Sits on end of trunk 
facing him.) Can’t you see that you are the only thing I’ve got left in the world? 
 
JOE: But I ain’t leaving you, I tell you. 
 
NORA: Don’t you understand that I found you when you were down and out--done for? 
That you belong to me? I saved you from this very thing, I suppose, a year ago. Don’t 
you see, darling? 
 
JOE: (turns on his back) But I’m not-- Gee, Nora, can’t you listen to me? I don’t want to 
do it, kid, but we got to, to live. 
 
NORA: But don’t you understand that I wouldn’t touch you with a ten-foot pole 
afterwards? Don’t you see that? 
 
JOE: (turning back in a huff) Of course, if you feel that way about it, we can bust up, ’s 
far as that goes. If you don’t think no more about me than that. 
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NORA: (stands up) Don’t, Joe. 
 
JOE: (sits up in bed) I’ve always been straight with you. I’ve treated you right all the 
way, and I’m trying to stick by you. But of course, if that’s the way you feel about it, all 
right. I got to live, ain’t I? 
 
NORA: No. 
 
JOE: What do you mean by no? 
 
NORA: I don’t see any reason why we should live. 
 
JOE: Well, I’m going to live. 
 
NORA: (sits down on bed and tries to turn him towards her) Joe, my darling, listen to 
me. You’ve been a wonderful boy, and I love you as very few people have ever been 
loved in this world. Because I had lost everything, you see, when I found you, everything. 
I had thrown everything away. And you’ve had to be the whole world for me since. The 
whole world, you see. There isn’t anything else. When the dope got me, I just went down 
because I didn’t care about anything. I gave up my job and just let myself slide. I 
intended to kill myself when my money gave out, and I didn’t even care how much I had 
left. Then I found you that Sunday some painter dragged me to soiree at Myrtle Dart’s, 
and there you were, looking like an angel who had fallen into hell. 
 
JOE: (turns on his back) I remember. 
 
NORA: (puts her head down on his chest) You can’t remember much. I can’t bear to 
think even now how you were beat up. But you were so full of it you didn’t know your 
arm was broken. 
 
JOE: That’s right. I think it was broke about two days before that. I remember when it 
went. 
 
NORA: And since then, Joe, we’ve had a wonderful time. Do you remember when we 
used to have to sleep under the Arch? Right there with all those people buried underneath 
it from the old days when it was Potter’s Field. I love that old Arch now because it’s 
associated in my mind with you. 
 
JOE: We had a good time, all right, but you make it sound like heaven. It wasn’t. 
 
NORA: (straightens up) “But now the white sails of our ship are furled,  / And spent the 
lading of our argosy.”  We’ve come to the end of our tether, Joe.  
 
JOE: Um. 
 
NORA: What do you say we don’t go on with it? 
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JOE: What do you mean don’t go on with it? 
 
NORA: Turn on the gas. 
 
JOE: (sits up) Nix! What are you getting’ at? (Lies down.) Not for mine. 
 
NORA: Joe, we’ve had such a wonderful time. We’ve known everything there is to know 
in the world worth knowing. Don’t let’s go downhill. We’ve reached the top. Let’s let 
this be the end. I can’t keep you any longer and have got to let you go. And I won’t do it, 
that’s all. 
 
JOE: (sits up and props himself against the head of the bed incredulously) You must be 
kiddin’. Aw, come on. 
 
NORA: (quietly) I never was more serious in my life. I can’t go on with it, and I won’t 
leave you behind to live without me. It’s you that I love--the strange spirit that makes you 
you, and different to everybody else that ever lived. If you go on, you are going to 
destroy that. Then you won’t be you, and I won’t love you anymore. Think! This may be 
the last night we’ll ever spend together--the last chance we’ll have. Let’s turn it on now. 
No telling (staring ahead) what’ll happen in the daylight tomorrow. I can’t wait to face it. 
 
JOE: I don't want to, kid. It ain’t right to kill yourself. It’s a commandment or something. 
 
NORA: Are you afraid to die? 
 
JOE: Sure I’m not afraid to die. 
 
NORA: What have you got to live for? 
 
JOE: Well, a lot of things, I guess. 
 
NORA: Joe, you’ve slipped. You’ve slipped away further than I thought. The stuff’s got 
you sure enough. You’ve slipped further than I have. 
 
JOE: I guess not. I’m not so bad off as that. 
 
NORA: (slightly hysterical) You’re pretty bad off, Joe. Don’t you see that your life on 
earth is finished. You are nothing. You are less than nothing. What you really are is the 
lowest thing that can be on earth, and here you talk calmly about--something even worse. 
There’s no reason for you to go on living--except your fear of death. 
 
JOE: I’m not afraid of dying, I tell you. 
 
NORA: (rising) Well, let me turn on the gas, then. I’m not afraid. Look at me. Think of 
the trouble it takes to live. Think of the effort to keep yourself going on and on, like a rat 
in a trap. And when you lose me, you’ll just slip and slip. And you’ve got to die in the 
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end anyhow. And when you’re dead it won’t make any difference to you how long you 
lived. It will be just as if you’d never been born. 
 
JOE: Maybe I wasn’t ever born. I don’t remember it. 
 
NORA: Of course you were, and you will die too. 
 
JOE: (sits up and follows her with his eyes) I don’t get you. 
 
NORA: Oh, I just can’t face the daylight again, Joe. I’m too tired. Aren’t you tired? What 
will become of you without me to take care of you? (She is edging towards the gas jet.)  
 
JOE: I don’t know. 
 
NORA: Let’s turn on the gas. Then we won’t have to wake up in the morning and be 
bothered. 
 
JOE: What if it don’t take out the both of us? You don’t wake up, say, and maybe I do. 
 
NORA: Maybe? You can’t tell—maybe, oh! But I believe you’re scared. 
 
JOE: That’s just it. I can’t tell. (Lies down and turns face away, petulant] Aw, turn on 
your God-damned gas. I’ll show you whether I’m scared. 
 
NORA: (in an excited whisper) Oh, Joe! 
 
[She closes the window and hangs an old skirt over it, turns on the gas jet and the gas 
stove on the table, and then trembling, blows out the candle. The stage is dark.] 
 
JOE: Did you turn it on? 
 
NORA: (gets back into the bed) Yes; the stove, too. 
 
JOE: How long will it take? 
 
NORA: Not long, I think. I don’t know. Don’t let’s talk about it. Joe, do you think I’ve 
got the right to take you with me? 
 
JOE: With you? Where? 
 
NORA: Now--like this. But I couldn’t bear for anybody else to have you, Joe. 
 
JOE: Gee, you’re tremblin’. I believe you’re scared now. 
 
NORA: I’m not scared. I’m just happy. 
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JOE: Happy? 
 
NORA: I thought I’d lost you, Joe. 
 
JOE: Um. (Very long pause) This is a tough thing to do, all right, kid. You reckon they’ll 
put it in the papers? 
 
NORA: I expect so. 
 
JOE: Will they put in much? They’ll be sure to find out who we was. You got letters and 
stuff in the trunk. 
 
NORA: We weren't anybody much. I expect they’ve forgotten about us. 
 
JOE: Aw, they got to put it in the papers. 
 
NORA: They’ll put in something. Please don’t let’s talk about it. Joe? 
 
JOE: Um? 
 
NORA: (in a whisper) My darling! (Long pause) 
 
JOE: (with a tremor in his voice) I don’t smell no gas. 
 
NORA: It hasn’t had time yet. Maybe we won’t smell it. 
 
JOE: Gee, we got to smell it. (The bed creaks.) I don’t smell nothin’ way down here. 
 
NORA: Just wait and you will. It’s only been on a minute. Oh, Joe, come on back here. 
We’ve only got such a little while. 
 
JOE: I’m going to see what’s the matter. Gimme a match. (The bed creaks as he gets 
out.) 
 
NORA: For heaven’s sake, don’t strike a match! Might be an explosion! 
 
JOE: It can’t blow up if you can’t smell it. (He finds matches on the trunk and crosses to 
center stage.) I can smell it over here. (Strikes a match to the gas burner, which lights in 
a feeble blue flame.) Gee, the meter’s run out on us! 
 
NORA: (sits up in bed) The meter? But it can’t have run out. (A wave of terror comes 
over her.) Have you been using the gas at night? 
 
JOE: Not but very little. 
 
NORA: But that’s ridiculous. I haven’t got a quarter to put in it. What can we do? 
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JOE: Nothin’—’less we had a quarter. 
 
NORA: (laughs) But that’s ridiculous. We’ve got to do something. 
 
JOE: Naw, I guess not. 
 
NORA: But, Joe--!!! 
 
JOE: (with a note of relief in his voice) Naw, I guess it wasn’t meant for us to kick out 
tonight, kid. (Gently.) Let’s get the window open. (He takes down the old skirt and opens 
the window. The dawn has come up outside.) Gee, it’s daylight. The sky’s so clear you 
can see straight up to heaven. 
 
[The sunlight streams brightly into the room for a moment just before the lights fade.] 
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“The Widow’s Veil” 
Adapted by Michael O’Neill from the play by Alice Rostetter; first performed and 
produced January 17, 1918 by the Provincetown Players in New York City 
 
Characters: 

MRS. TYNAN, mother of a brood in a crowded flat  
MR. KELLY, the building’s janitor 
MRS. PHELAN, a long time tenant on the fifth floor 
MISS MAHONEY, shares a fifth floor flat with her married sister, ESTELLE 
KATY MACMANUS, young and recently married 
JOHNNY TYNAN, MRS. TYNAN’s son, age seven 
ICEMAN 
GROCER 
MIKE TYNAN, husband to MRS. TYNAN and father to JOHNNY 
PAT MACMANUS, a young police officer married to KATY 

 
[The interior of a tenement apartment building on West Fourth Street between Sixth 
Avenue and the southwest corner of Washington Square is clean and uncluttered, but the 
years have taken their toll in wear and tear and in the gray drabness that pervades its 
atmosphere. Pushing itself up from below at center stage is a vertical passage, part 
airshaft and part a small makeshift cargo lift that functions as a dumbwaiter. The 
kitchens of the building’s apartments all back up to this dumbwaiter shaft; wooden doors 
at waist level open into the kitchens of two flats opposite one another on the fifth floor. 
One flat is recently rented by OFFICER PAT MACMANUS and his new bride KATY, 
and the other by MRS. PHELAN, a long-time resident of the building. In the center of 
the shaft is a thick, frayed rope and side ropes that are vibrating; these ropes continue 
from below up through the shaft to the floors above and bring the makeshift dumbwaiter 
to the building’s residents. From the unseen floor above—the sixth--comes the muted 
crying of an irritable baby; we hear MRS. TYNAN, the mother of the infant, trying to 
calm her baby. The side ropes in the shaft suddenly lose their slack, as if being pulled 
from below.] 
 
MR. KELLY: (calling up from the cellar in a bad-tempered and gruff voice) Garbage! 
 
[MRS. PHELAN opens her door and peers down the shaft. Fifty, perhaps nearing sixty, 
she is very neat and in dull-colored clothes. The hope-of-better-things-turning-up never 
smiled from her face. Her hair is graying and drab.]  
 
MRS. PHELAN:  Good mornin’, Mr. Kelly. 
 
MR. KELLY: (His call comes up again) Garbage! 
 
MRS. PHELAN: (with a gesture to the opposite side of the shaft) She's maybe sleepin’, 
Mr. Kelly—or readin’—or— (Her voice is cut off by MR. KELLY blowing his shrill 
whistle as a signal that nothing needs to be let down. She calls down to him:) I’ll be 
takin’ her milk then! 
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MISS MAHONEY: (Opposite the TYNAN family on the sixth floor.) Good mornin', Mrs. 
Tynan, and how's the little one today? 
 
MRS. TYNAN: (A sarcastic voice made bitter by lack of sleep.) Ye can hear how, can't 
ye? Not a thing the matter with him save his father's bad temper. And I'll get that out of 
him, if I have to— (The baby suddenly wails, and MRS. TYNAN slams the door behind 
her.) 
 
MISS MAHONEY: (Talking back into her flat) And did you hear that, Estelle! That's 
married bliss for you. It’s us old maids is the lucky ones, believe me--(The sound of the 
janitor’s whistle interrupts her, and the ropes in the shaft begin to move.) Can’t you wait, 
Mr. Kelly? I’ve some for you. (Then with politic smoothness) Mr. Kelly, will you be 
doin’ me a small favor? Mr. Kelly? (In response, the shrill whistle sounds from above, 
and the ropes move down as if pulled from below.) The old crank! (She slams her unseen 
door shut.) 
 
[The wind makes a faint, mournful sound up the shaft. A voice humming a happy tune 
comes from one of the floors. MRS. PHELAN opens her door and listens. She leans out, 
trying to locate the source of the singing. The door opposite opens slowly and MRS. 
MACMANUS looks out as the singing fades away. She's young and pretty. The red hair 
on her is bright and warm as a flame, the white skin on her soft. She has on a blue 
kimono of the shade of her eyes when they're glad. But she's pale and tired now and has 
been weeping.] 
 
MRS. PHELAN: Good mornin', Mrs. MacManus. 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: (Her depressed manner warms up with a flick of impatience as she 
answers.) Ah, it's you that can say good-mornin', Mrs.Phelan, and no troubles at all. 
 
MRS. PHELAN: (with pleasurable, but restrained, anticipation.) And is it trouble ye 
have? 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: (the gulp in her voice now.) Me man’s worse! 
 
MRS. PHELAN: Worse? And me not knowin’ he was sick. (MRS. MACMANUS nods, 
biting her red lips to keep the weeping back.) Poor soul! Poor soul! But the good Lord 
will be helpin’ ye, Mrs. MacManus. He— 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: (sharp again) I'm not doubtin’ that, Mrs. Phelan, and me as good a 
Catholic as y'rself. (Her lips quiver.) But-- Oh—oh—Mrs. Phelan, he’s goin’ on me! 
 
MRS. PHELAN: Goin’? Holy Mary, is it dyin’ ye mean? (MRS. MACMANUS, with a 
nod and a loud ketch in her voice, begins to sob.) There, there, now! Ye poor young 
thing! And me seein’ him only yesterday buyin’ the mornin’ eggs for ye. Ttt-ttt! And him 
so hale and hearty—seemin’. 
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MRS. MACMANUS: ’Twas near night he was taken. Ah-- (in a burst of nervous, 
strained energy.) Mrs. Phelan, the horror is on me still, and me sittin’ quiet and lone the 
night through! 
 
MRS. PHELAN: (visibly cheering) Ah, be tellin’ me all, Mrs. MacManus. ’Twill ease the 
heart of ye. (Briskly, working in her métier, gossip.) Let you bring up a chair and be 
kneelin’ comfortable.  
 
[MRS. MACMANUS nods. They disappear, MRS. PHELAN reappearing first and 
fixing herself for a lengthy talk. She shakes her head with the long sorrow, like a healthy 
person at a wake. She raises her hands in rich despair. MRS. MACMANUS reappears, 
arranging a bright shawl carefully over her shoulders, her features both woebegone and 
interested in the hanging of the goods.] 
 
MRS. PHELAN: (a little impatient) It hangs fine, Mrs. MacManus. Be tellin’ me all! 
’Twill ease y’r heart. (MRS. MACMANUS leans, graceful and tired.) Begin at the 
beginnin’. 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: (the heartache in her voice) Himself came home yester e’en and 
the clock at four. 
 
MRS. PHELAN: At four! Was he red? 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: (careful) Not at four. He was white like—like— 
 
MRS. PHELAN: (nodding, understanding) The bit stone at the head of a gra— 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: And the blood all gone from his face, Mrs. Phelan. 
 
MRS. PHELAN: (nodding, fatal) ’Twas them chills. 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: And his hand cold—cold as the hand of a marble saint. 
 
MRS. PHELAN: Ye don’t say that! 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: And he’d the pain in his head and the throat of him burnin’ like hot 
peat. 
 
MRS. PHELAN: Ah, now, now! Ah, ‘tis true, Mrs. MacManus, in the midst of life we’re 
in death. And what’s the doctor namin’ it? 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: And would he let a doctor in the house, and me beggin’ him one 
hour by the clock and the tears in me eyes! 
 
MRS. PHELAN: Ah, ye should not be askin’ him, ye poor young bride. Just have the 
man in. I’ll step around meself and be askin’ the doctor to have a look in. 
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MRS. MACMANUS: Ye’re kind, Mrs. Phelan. 
 
MRS. PHELAN: Not at all. But I'm fearin’ it’s too late. Them chills is— (MRS. 
MACMANUS breaks down and sobs.) There, there, now, dearie— (She pats her across 
the shaft, forcing hope, to be kind.) It’s maybe it’s only a germ it is, and them that thick 
in the street. (MRS. MACMANUS sobs the harder.) Now, now, ye’ll blubber all the 
pretty out of y’r face. (MRS. MACMANUS fumbles about for a handkerchief.) Is it a 
hangkercheef ye want? (She extracts one from her apron belt.) Me cousin’s after leavin’ 
it here (as she examines the border) on the way home from Mr. Reilly’s wake. (She 
passes it across.) Ye’ll not mind the black border, I hope. (MRS. MACMANUS, 
grasping it, sobs violently like a child.) Ah, now, don’t take on. It’s not stretched out he is 
yet. Not yet, dearie. Not yet. Be tellin’ me more and ease y'r heart. (She sums up 
brightly.) He came home at four and the hand of him all like the hand of a corpse. Ttt, ttt! 
And straight he went for the bed. And then? 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: (sobbing more quietly) He wouldn’t eat the meat I was fixin’, the 
way he likes, with me own two hands. And at nine by the clock he starts mutterin’ and 
tossin’ and twistin’ like a soul in the black depths of hell. And— (She looks up.) I takes a 
chair and I sits beside him and I tries catchin’ hold of his hand and kissin’ it, the way 
he’ll be always doin’ and him in his health. And— (A bright spark of anger lights up her 
eye.) Ye’ll not believe what I’m tellin’ ye, Mrs. Phelan! 
 
MRS. PHELAN: (nodding affirmation) Go on, Mrs. MacManus. 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: What does he do but snatch back his hand and curses like the mad 
king of Kildare. And me—and me— (She resumes a gentle weeping.) 
 
MRS. PHELAN: (solemnly) A ten-day bride! Go on, Mrs. MacManus. 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: (a little indistinctly) And, says he, shoutin’: “Can’t ye be leavin’ 
me, to die in peace—for one moment!” Oh, Mrs. Phelan, the red face of him, and his eyes 
closed in it. 
 
MRS. PHELAN: (recording the change) ’Twas red by that—in spots? 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: No, just plain. And me watchin’ it the clock ’round. 
 
MRS. PHELAN: (again summing up) Red—and hot—and his mind bad. Poor young 
thing! Poor young thing! But go on, while ye can. 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: And when the cold mornin’ light comes stralin’ in, and the clock at 
four, he stops mutterin’ and tossin’, and lies still, except for the sound in his throat. 
 
MRS. PHELAN: Glory be to God, Mrs. MacManus, it’s the end! It’s the rattle— 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: (alarmed) What d’ye mean, Mrs. Phelan? 
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MRS. PHELAN: (rapidly, easing her own heart and keeping the raw truth, as she sees it, 
from MRS. MACMANUS) Ye’Il be knowin’ soon enough. Arra, arra, it’s the like of that 
hangkercheef ye’ll be usin’ soon. But go on, Mrs. MacManus, go on. Ah, it’s the night 
ye had! 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: (looking at her for further comfort) And sittin’ on me chair, 
thinkin’, it comes to me sudden and quick '’was warnin’ me Pat was, Sunday night last. 
 
MRS. PHELAN: Warnin’ ye? 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: I’m knowin’ now he had a presentiment of what was to come. Says 
he—the night of Sunday—ye know his bright way—says he: “Katy, if I go to join the 
angels afore you do—” 
 
MRS. PHELAN: Sakes! 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: “—ye must be marryin’ again. Ye're too pretty to be livin’ alone, 
though,” says he, smilin’, “the widow’s veil will become ye fine, and that hair warmin’ 
the heart of a man. It’ll set ye fine, Katy.” 
 
MRS. PHELAN: It will. Ye’ve a black skirt? (MRS. MACMANUS gives a cry, all tears 
and despair, and a bit of protest. MRS. PHELAN speaks sternly.) Ye must be ready, out 
of respect for the good man. Have ye a waist will do? 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: (muffled, patient, despairing) Me new one with the gold lace 
and— 
 
MRS. PHELAN: (nodding, business-like) The little vest! ’Twill do fine and easy fixed. 
Have ye a bit of a bonnet? 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: The black one with the blue wing lyin’ down at the side. 
 
MRS. PHELAN: Fine! Yes, ye’ve the color for the veil. And ye’ll not be buyin’ it, Mrs. 
MacManus, for me cousin’ll lend it to ye— (MRS. MACMANUS makes a weak gesture 
of protest, but MRS. PHELAN reassures her.) --and glad of the chance, Mrs. MacManus. 
(MRS. MACMANUS is sobbing regularly and with less control each sob.) She’s after 
showin’ it to me. It’s that fine ’twould do y’r heart good. There, now! And the hem, Mrs. 
MacManus, the hem! (MRS. MACMANUS gives a rending sob, flings up her two hands 
in agony and disappears. The door shuts behind her. MRS. PHELAN shakes her head 
after her in real sympathy.) The poor young thing! (Then she straightens up, taking off 
her apron. To no one in particular, she says briskly.) I’ll be steppin’ out now for the 
doctor. (The smile leaves her face and she nods her head reverently, talking as if in the 
presence of the corpse.) And him that was always so hearty. Poor young thing, poor 
young thing! (She slips out, closing her door quietly.)  
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[All is still for a moment, and then the faint wind is again beginning to sound. A door 
above opens, and the crying of the baby, distant from an inner room, is heard. MRS. 
TYNAN, unseen, rattles the dumb-waiter rope, and waits. There's a careful, faint sound 
from the cellar, as if the cellar door is opened on a crack.] 
 
MRS. TYNAN: Mr. Kelly, there’s no stame at all. (Silence) There’s not one drop of heat 
in the pipes and the children comin’ home from school. (Silence, with the breath of two 
people present in it.) Y’re down there, Mr. Kelly, that I know. And I’ll have the landlord 
on ye, for y'r insubordina— And here’s the children, Mr. Kelly, and the pipes— 
 
JOHNNY: I come for lunch, Mither. 
 
MRS. TYNAN:  (speaking to JOHNNY in a gentle, motherly voice) Sit ye down in there. 
 (loudly) This is me last word, Mr. Kelly. The breath is leavin’ me body in the form of 
ice! (There’s a faint noise in the cellar of a door cautiously closed.) 
 
MISS MAHONEY: (from above and opposite) Ye’re right, Mrs. Tynan. He was there. 
 
MRS. TYNAN: (her voice fading) Be givin’ some of your tea to the others now, Johnny. 
(The sound of her closing the door behind her muffles the baby’s crying.)  
 
[Again, the sound of a faint wind. From below, the ICEMAN whistles the first half of a 
phrase from Santa Lucia.]  
 
ICEMAN: (calling in a pleasant Italian voice): Ice-a man, Lady? 
 
MISS MAHONEY: Not today! 
 
[The ICEMAN’s singing fades. Silence. A moment of wind. The whistle blows from 
below. Pause. Whistle: irritable crescendo. Pause. Whistle. Pause.] 
 
GROCER: (Teutonic and disagreeable, he calls out.) De grozzer! Gott in Himmel, 
dieses— 
 
[MISS MAHONEY closes her unseen door with restrained fury and the GROCER 
disappears. Silence. MRS. PHELAN’s door opens. She still has her hat on; her face is 
busy and cheerful. She disappears a moment but leaves the door open. The door opposite 
opens. In it stands MRS. McMANUS, weak and pale and patient. MRS. PHELAN then 
reappears carrying part of bottle of milk, part of a loaf of bread, and a covered plate on a 
tray. She also has a package under her arm.] 
 
MRS. PHELAN: (handing the milk and bread across) Here’s the mornin’s milk, and y’r 
bread. (MRS. MACMANUS takes them.) And here’s a bit of lunch I'm after fixin’ for 
you. (She hands the covered dish across.) Better late than never. Ye must eat, Mrs. Mac- 
Manus, even with the black sorrow in the house. 
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MRS. MACMANUS: (in a weak voice) It’s only a sup of tea I’ve had and the day near its 
end. The lump in me throat—but I’ll try, Mrs. Phelan. 
 
MRS. PHELAN: Be puttin’ it on a chair in there, so’s we can talk. (MRS. MACMANUS 
does.) And himself—is he— 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: (looking up, ready to take heart if she only may) He’s a bit--
conscious now— (MRS. PHELAN’S face drops.) but I'm not darin’ to hope. 
 
MRS. PHELAN: Y’re right, Mrs. MacManus. They’re always better before they’re 
worse. I left word with the doctor. (Taking off her hat) He was out deliverin’ a woman. 
Awh, it’s wonderful, Mrs. MacManus, the way a new soul comin’ in brushes past the old 
one— (pointing to MRS. MACMANUS' flat) goin’ out. (MRS. MACMANUS chokes a 
bit on her toast. Cheering her) And now hear the good news. Me cousin’s after lendin’ ye 
the veil. 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: (putting down her tea) Ah, the sharp sorrow’s on me again at the 
word! 
 
MRS. PHELAN: (mechanically, undoing the package) Wisha, darlin’, ye may never need 
it. And I have it right here. (MRS. MACMANUS puts her food down. Ingratiating) Will 
ye be seein’ it? How soft it hangs! (She is now holding the veil in the shaft.) And the 
hem—it’s two inches, it is. Will ye be weighin’ it, in y’r hand; it’s that light. 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: (weighing it) ’Tis light. 
 
MRS. PHELAN: Where’s the bit hat ye was tellin’ me of? 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: It’s under the bed. Himself maybe will be seein’ me. 
 
MRS. PHELAN: And what if he does, darlin’ and the blue wing yet on it.  
 
[MRS. MACMANUS passes back the veil and disappears. MRS. PHELAN holds it up, 
half draping it. MRS. MACMANUS returns with the hat and hands it over.] 
 
MRS. PHELAN: I’ve the scissors here. Be drinkin’ y’r tea, that’s the girl. Easy on. (She 
snips off the wing.) Easy off. Let me see what way it looks on ye. 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: (putting it on deftly, giving a touch to her hair) It would be 
different with the wing off? (There’s a little worry in her voice.) 
 
MRS. PHELAN: Ye should see the way it looks. And now be tryin’ the veil. I’ve the pins 
with me. (She passes one over.) 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: Ye’re good to me, Mrs. Phelan, takin’ all this pains. 
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MRS. PHELAN: Oh, I'm enjoyin’ it fine, Mrs. MacManus! Now take the short end—
that’s it—and put it—See if I can be reachin’ you. Now pin that back—there. Ah, now, 
will ye look! Ye were born for the style! Ye should never wear anything else. 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: (pleased) Ye like it fine? I’ll have another pin if ye have it. 
 
MRS. PHELAN: The white neck of ye. 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: It would look well? 
 
MRS. PHELAN: And the hair of ye, lickin’ out like a little flame—and dancin’ on y’r 
ear. 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: I wonder could I be seein’ meself? 
 
MRS. PHELAN: And what’s to prevent? 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: (smiling) Nothin’ that I know. (She turns to go.) I’ll be getting’ the 
glass. 
 
MRS. PHELAN: Glory be to God, Mrs. MacManus, stop! 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: (turning a face of pure disappointment) I could be goin’ in on me 
toes. He’s sleepin’ fine. 
 
MRS. PHELAN: Would ye kill the man, and this his last moment! Whst, wait. I’ll be 
bringin’ me own glass. (She disappears. MRS. MACMANUS fixes the folds, seeing them 
with her fingers. She hums a bit as she tries to see the effect of the long ripple of goods 
down her back. MRS. PHELAN reappears, holding out the glass.) Here, darlin’. Take 
the side look first. Ain’t that pretty? And the white neck of ye gleamin’ against the dark. 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: (surveying it with pleasure) In his health, he will be always kissin’ 
it, will Pat. 
 
MRS. PHELAN: And why not—and you lookin’ like the queen of all Ireland—and the 
king dead. (A doorbell rings sharply. MRS. MACMANUS starts, clutching her bosom.) 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: Mary, save me! What’s that? (They wait, listening.) 
 
MRS. PHELAN: (slowly) It’s maybe the doctor. (MRS. MACMANUS turns abruptly, 
about to go in. MRS. PHELAN speaks in sharp alarm.) Hold, woman! And you meetin’ 
the doctor like that, he’ll be havin’ you up for murder. 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: (Tearing the thing off her head) Ye’ll all have the heart torn out of 
me, pullin’ me this way and that. (She thrusts over the hat and veil. The doorbell rings a 
second time. She disappears and her door shuts.) 
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MRS. PHELAN: (holding the hat on her hand and straightening out the folds) The Holy 
Mother protect them both, him dyin’ and her breakin’ her heart for the loss of him. 
(Giving a last look at the hat and veil, exhibited on her hand) The poor, pretty young 
thing! (She disappears and closes her door.)  
 
[The shaft grows dark and the wind keens a bit stronger. A door above opens.] 
 
MISS MAHONEY: Well? No, Estelle, there's no one at the whistle.  (As her voice fades) 
You should be thanking the good Lord, his Blessed Mother, and all the saints for that 
offer you’re having now from such fine society folks . . . 
 
[Door closes. Silence. MRS. PHELAN opens her door slowly, cautiously. She listens. 
Quiet. She gives a long mournful sigh and closes the door. The baby starts crying above.] 
 
MR. TYNAN: (above, yelling over the baby’s noise) What the divil’s the matter with him 
now? 
 
MRS. TYNAN: (with the crying baby) Nothin’s the matter, save his father’s bad 
temper— (The sound of MR. TYNAN slapping her. She charges after him. JOHNNY 
remains above, sobbing.) 
 
MRS. PHELAN: (She opens her door, listens, shakes her head with sorrowful 
satisfaction.) Rest his soul. Shhhush, Johnny!  Shh, a man’s dyin’ within. Be goin’ down 
and around to the door and see if the black crepe’s up. (She takes out a handkerchief, and 
still listening keenly, begins to weep and sniff.) 
 
JOHNNY: (from above in a penetrating whisper) Not yet, Mrs. Phelan. I looked before. 
 
MRS. PHELAN: (disappointed, but feelingly) It’s a long passing. (She closes her door. 
Silence.)  
 
MR. TYNAN: (above, still in a foul temper) Johnny! 
 
JOHNNY: (terrified) It’s me prayers I’m doin’, Da— 
 
MR. TYNAN: Be doin’ your prayers by your bed, Johnny Tynan, and good-night to ye 
now or the divil take ye. (JOHNNY screams, and the door above slams behind them.) 
 
[Silence. The wind keens a bit. MRS. PHELAN, her hair done smooth in a tight pigtail 
and in her nightgown, opens her door. Listens. She drags a rocking chair to the opening 
and sits down. Muffled comes the sound of a dog howling.] 
 
MRS. PHELAN: (Crossing herself; in a voice that keens) God rest his soul! 
 
[The lights fade as MRS. PHELAN slowly rocks. A baby wails, and then its cries grow 
faint. MRS. PHELAN falls asleep. Silence, stillness, near darkness. Then a pale, white 
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light slowly steals down the dumb-waiter shaft. A dog gives two sharp barks. Faint but 
persistent comes the amorous antiphony of two cats. The steam is heard cracking and 
clanking in the cold pipes. A door above opens.] 
 
MR. TYNAN: (in a voice thick with a hangover) Damn that milkman ! Why in hell can’t 
he—  (Immediately from below comes a cheery young whistle, and the ropes move.) 
 
MRS. TYNAN: (sleepy, sour) It’s the milkman now, Mike. 
 
MR. TYNAN: I’m not goin’ ter pull up that damned waiter again if— (Their door slams.)  
 
MISS MAHONEY: It’s the bread, Estelle. (Calling down) Send it up! (Her voice directed 
away from her door above.) I’m thinking some bread and butter a fine tea for having this 
very day on Fifth Avenue, Estelle. (As the dumbwaiter lifts some loaves of bread up to 
the sixth floor.) Saints preserve us! You’ll be putting aside that sinful book by Mr. Shaw 
and making yourself ready now.  
 
JOHNNY TYNAN: (when the ropes stop) Thank you! We’re grand!  
 
MISS MAHONEY: (yelling above) You hand that bread across to me!! I see you, Johnny 
Tynan—you good-for-nothin’ lazy lout. And if ever I get me two hands into your hair— 
(Her door shuts.) 
 
MRS. PHELAN: (who has been slowly awakening) Ye black-hearted boy, dancin’, and 
the man lyin’ in there in his coffin cold dead. (JOHNNY shuts the TYNAN’s door. She 
leans over and listens. In surprise) There's no keenin’—not a sob. There’s something 
wrong! (She calls across the shaft.) Mrs.—Mac—Man—us.  
 
[MRS. MACMANUS appears suddenly and sharply. She has on a housedress and apron 
and her sleeves are rolled up. Her eyes are bright, her cheeks flushed; her manner brisk, 
angry.] 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: Good-mornin’, Mrs. Phelan, if ye can call it a good mornin’ when 
y’r asked to go six ways at once and only one pair of feet for the goin’! 
 
MRS. PHELAN: (with a fine regret in her voice) Then ye’ve saved him? 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: Saved him! It’s meself that needs savin’ now. What with—“The 
newspaper, darlin’”—and—“A drink of water, me pretty”—and—“Is the coffee 
ready, mavourneen?”—and—it’s meat he’s yellin’ for now! 
 
MRS. PHELAN: Doctor Platz is the rare wonder. 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: He’s not. ’Twas nothin’ but the two tonsils in his throat started all 
the roarin’ and rampin’ and preparin’ us for his death. (There’s an empty pause.) 
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MRS. PHELAN: (looking down the shaft; in a lying voice.) Now—did I hear the iceman, 
Mrs. MacManus? 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: (looking down and lying too) I think maybe ye did. No, ’twas 
something else. 
 
MRS. PHELAN: (beckoning her closer) I’ll be takin’ it back to me cousin, the morn. 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: (regretfully, in pleasant reminiscence) It did become me, did it not, 
Mrs. Phelan? 
 
MRS. PHELAN: That it did, Mrs. MacManus. 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: (hesitating) Could I—be seein’ it a minute? 
 
MRS. PHELAN: (taking the hat and veil from the rocking chair) I have it ready—sewed 
and the iron goin’ over it. 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: I wonder if— (She listens back.) He’s readin’ the paper. 
 
MRS. PHELAN: (handing over the hat and veil) I’ve the glass with me.  
 
[MRS. MACMANUS puts on the hat and veil, straightening the folds.] 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: It does hang nice and rich. 
 
MRS. PHELAN: Ah, Mrs. MacManus, I’ll never be happy till I see the like of it on y’r 
head again! 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: (with a nervous glance over her shoulder) Be givin’ me the glass! 
(She takes it and smiles as she sees the reflection.) It does look grand. It sets me fine. 
Mrs. Phelan, I never put a thing on me head that pleased me more. 
 
PAT MACMANUS: (from within) Katy, darlin’! 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: (in utter terror) It’s himself! 
 
PAT MACMANUS: (more insistent) Katy— 
 
MRS. MACMANUS: (as she grabs off the hat and veil) Stand where ye are!—It’s 
caught, Mrs. Phelan. (Loud, back to PAT) Out of the draft. (After a moment fraught with 
agony, the veil is freed. She bundles it and the hat together and thrusts them over to 
MRS. PHELAN.) Tell y’r cousin— 
 
PAT MACMANUS: (irritable) Kate— 
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MRS. MACMANUS: I’m comin’, man! The hat’s hers and I’m thankin’ her for the loan 
and sorry I can’t be usin’ it. (Turning towards the room, with terrible irony) Is it y’r five 
pounds of steak, Pat, y’re wantin’ now? (The door shuts behind her.) 
 
MRS. PHELAN: Poor soul! (Looking at the door angrily) And him that hearty! (She 
gives the veil a last sad look and fixing it as it hangs grand on her hand.) Ah, you never 
know the worst till it comes. (In reproach and disappointment, she turns back once and 
looks across the shaft.) The poor, pretty young thing. 
 
[As MRS. PHELAN disappears and her door closes, MR KELLY sharply whistles twice 
from below.] 
 
MR. KELLY: Garbage! 
 
[The lights fade quickly.] 
 
 

Intermission 
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“The Eternal Quadrangle”  
Adapted by Michael O’Neill from the play by John Reed; first performed and produced 
August 8, 1916 by the Provincetown Players in Provincetown, Massachusetts 
 
Characters: 

ARCHIBALD, a butler 
ROBERT FORTESCUE, ESQ., a Captain of Industry 
MARVIN MARMADUKE, JR, a young society gentleman and painter 
MARGOT FORTESCUE, married to ROBERT 
ESTELLE, a maid 

 
 
[The magnificent Fortescue drawing room on lower Fifth Avenue, just north of 
Washington Square, has rich walnut furniture, shelves with busts of Great Authors and 
books of Literature that have never been opened. A flat-topped desk covered with piles of 
papers and a nearby wastebasket crammed full make a sharp contrast with the 
meaningless opulence of the rest of the room. The calendar of some trust company is 
perched upon the desk, as is an efficient-looking telephone, although both are barely 
visible behind a large roll of white papers with an elastic band around them. A standard 
office filing cabinet upon which are stacked well-handled reference books and box-files is 
an arm’s length from a comfortable wooden chair with arms; the chair, which does not 
match the desk, does have wheels, however, and can swivel and spin. The room, in short, 
is the province of a man with enough money to buy the best taste and insist on comfort, 
but he is careless of his environment and too busy for aesthetics.] 
 
[It is late afternoon of a winter’s day, the rugs are rolled up, and ARCHIBALD, in 
footman’s livery, is cutting fancy figures on roller skates around the polished floor—with 
a serious solemnity. Blasts of an automobile horn are heard, and a bell rings outside—
sharp, swift, repeated violent rings. He jumps as if he were shot, slips deftly out of his 
skates, pulls open a drawer and stows the skates inside, with one movement rolls down 
the rugs, reaches into two hip pockets with both hands and with one produces small 
mirror, with the other comb; swiftly takes a rectifying swipe at his hair, and returns the 
implements to his pockets. The whole gesture is so smooth and expert that it is finished 
before we realize it, and ARCHIBALD is moving stiffly to answer the bell, with the 
dignity of a trained servant. The bell has been going on all the time; beginning with 
short, angry tugs, they get longer and more serious until the person outside simply puts 
his finger on the button and holds it there. 
 
Enter FORTESCUE in rich but plain business clothes and with no nonsense of dignity or 
pomposity in his appearance. He walks in swiftly, followed by the perfect servant 
ARCHIBALD, throws his cap and driving goggles over his shoulder to him, tears off his 
motoring coat, in spite of the footman’s attempt to help, and throws that too—along with 
his gloves—perfectly sure ARCHIBALD will catch all of it, which he does. Without 
stopping, FORTESCUE goes straight to the desk and ruffles through a mass of papers on 
top with nervous sureness.] 
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ARCHIBALD: (erect and stiff) Mr. Marmaduke is here, sir. 
 
FORTESCUE: Did you see some papers rolled up with a rubber band around ’em? (He 
makes a rapid rolling gesture and stares at ARCHIBALD.) 
 
ARCHIBALD: No, sir. Where did you leave them, sir? 
 
FORTESCUE: (shortly) If I knew that, I wouldn’t ask you. (He begins to open drawers 
in the desk, paw swiftly through papers inside, and slam the drawers shut.) 
 
ARCHIBALD: Mr. Marmaduke is here, sir. 
 
FORTESCUE: Huh? (He sees the papers he wants, pounces on them, and crosses to a 
deep armchair—near a smoking-table on which are matches, ash tray, and open box of 
cigars—tearing off the rubber band as he goes and unrolling the papers. He takes a cigar 
and, as ARCHIBALD is speaking the next line, bites of the end and spits it out, sticking 
the unlighted cigar in his mouth.) 
 
ARCHIBALD: (louder) Mr. Marmaduke is here, sir. You told me to tell you when he 
came— 
 
FORTESCUE: (at a loss) Marmaduke? Marmaduke? 
 
ARCHIBALD: Mr. Marvin Marmaduke, Jr. Mrs. Fortescue’s Marmaduke, sir. He’s 
waiting in the silver drawing room. Mrs. Fortescue said she’d return at four . . . 
 
FORTESCUE: (his frown clearing, tossing his head genially) Oh. Just tell him to come 
in. 
 
[ARCHIBALD bows, wheels, exits. FORTESCUE sinks into the armchair with a grunt, 
chews unlighted cigar, and shuffles through the papers, oblivious of everything else. 
ARCHIBALD reappears and stands aside to let pass MARMADUKE, in faultless 
evening dress, with gloves, hat, and stick. MARMADUKE enters rather eagerly, as if 
expecting to see someone he knows, looks around, catches sight of FORTESCUE—which 
seems to surprise him—and stops on the threshold. Exit ARCHIBALD. FORTESCUE 
doesn’t look up.] 
 
MARMADUKE: (after a pause) Excuse me. I—er—I thought Mrs. Fortescue—Your 
man said— 
 
FORTESCUE: (casually, without looking up) Come on, come in.  
 
[A short pause, while MARMADUKE looks uneasy.] 
 
MARMADUKE: Thank you. I think I’d better not wait. Would you be so kind as to tell 
Mrs. Fortescue— 
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FORTESCUE: (Still absorbed in papers, he bellows with surprising force.) Come in! 
 
[MARMADUKE enters suddenly, as if kicked from behind, with a startled expression. 
FORTESCUE reads on. Pause.] 
 
MARMADUKE: (hesitant) May I ask— 
 
FORTESCUE: (still absorbed, roaring) Sit down! 
 
[MARMADUKE collapses suddenly on the edge of a chair, as if something had given 
way inside him, and perches there.] 
 
FORTESCUE: (still absorbed) Smoke? Have a cigar? (He extends box without raising 
his eyes.) 
 
MARMADUKE: Thanks. I never smoke cigars. 
 
[MARMADUKE takes out a cigarette case. FORTESCUE, absorbed, still holds out box. 
Seeing it as he is about to take cigarette, MARMADUKE replaces cigarette with an 
angry gesture and takes cigar. FORTESCUE mechanically withdraws box. 
MARMADUKE pokes cigar furtively under desk-corner. Pause.] 
 
MARMADUKE: Er—did you want to see me about anything particular, Mr. Fortescue? 
 
FORTESCUE (rolling up papers) What? (He looks up at MARMADUKE.) Oh yes. Yes, 
very particular. (He snaps on rubber band. Without any feeling) Look here, Marmaduke. 
My wife has been your mistress for the past six weeks. 
 
MARMADUKE: (eagerly) No. No— 
 
FORTESCUE: (calmly) Well, call it five weeks and a half, then. 
 
MARMADUKE: (excited) I mean, it’s all right now! We broke it off yesterday! (He 
beams. Meanwhile, FORTESCUE rises with a black scowl and clenched fists, striding up 
and down. MARMADUKE observes him with uneasiness.) 
 
FORTESCUE: (with quiet ferocity, stopping and leveling his finger at MARMADUKE) 
I’ve a notion to wring your neck, you little cad. How dare you throw my wife over? How 
dare you? You? 
 
MARMADUKE: (pale and indignant) I didn’t. You’ve no right to assume that. She 
threw me over. Whatever else I have been, I’ve always acted like a gentleman. Why, I 
came today to return her presents. 
 
[ARCHIBALD stands woodenly at the entrance by the end of this speech, as MARGOT, 
all light smartness, flits past with carefree alertness.] 
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MARGOT: Marvin! You here? I thought you were going to take poison last night. I’ve 
been out looking at things to wear to your funeral—the loveliest things in black— 
 
MARMADUKE: Forgive me. I— 
 
MARGOT: (shaking her finger at him) I’ve always said you haven’t any character. 
 
[She goes to FORTESCUE and unconcernedly puts up her mouth for a kiss, but he 
pushes her away.] 
 
MARGOT: (astonished) What’s the matter, dearest? 
 
FORTESCUE: You know perfectly well what’s the matter. (Points to MARMADUKE.) 
 
MARGOT: (looking from one to the other) Oh. You mean Marvin. But it wasn’t my 
fault— 
 
MARMADUKE: (indignant) Oh Margot. What a whopper! 
 
MARGOT: That’s right. Blame it on the woman. That’s the only masculine thing about 
you, Marvin. 
 
FORTESCUE: (shortly) Call your maid.  
 
[MARGOT hesitates, then goes defiantly to a buzzer on the desk and rings twice.] 
 
MARMADUKE: (roused, to MARGOT) How can you say that? You know very well I 
didn’t seduce you. In affairs like this, the woman is as much to blame as the man! 
 
MARGOT: (angrily) Seduce me! I should say you didn’t. (With pride) I seduced you! 
 
FORTESCUE: (impatiently) My God! Surely you didn’t think I’m jealous! 
 
MARMADUKE: (bewildered) Then what on earth— 
 
FORTESCUE: (sternly) Because you weren’t man enough to hold her. 
 
[Enter ESTELLE. She pronounces her words carefully, and with just a trace of an Irish 
brogue.] 
 
ESTELLE: (to MARGOT) Did you want me ma’am? 
 
FORTESCUE: I did. Now, Estelle, from your observations and experience, what do you 
think’s wrong with those two? (He points to them.) 
 



	 59	

ESTELLE: (thoughtfully, after looking at them critically) I should say it was like-
mindedness on both sides. They never even quarreled until last night, and then on 
fundamental grounds. There wasn’t even a passion complex. They didn’t interest each 
other at all. Sigmund Freud has a name for it and so does Havelock Ellis—for the 
moment I can’t recall either. 
 
FORTESCUE: (clapping his hands together with satisfaction) Rotten management, eh? 
 
ESTELLE: No. I shouldn’t say that. Simply undeveloped powers of selection. Adolescent 
whims, that’s all. Was there anything else, sir? 
 
FORTESCUE: No. That will do, Estelle. (Exit ESTELLE. To MARGOT) You see? I 
thought so. (Walking up and down and scowling) 
 
MARGOT: How could I help it? I loved him for his dancing. He knew all the latest steps. 
(Wistfully) But now dancing is going out and skating is coming in . . . and Marvin can’t 
skate— 
 
FORTESCUE: (disgruntled) So it was your fault? 
 
MARMADUKE: Don’t you think I have some feelings? I’m just as sick of it as she is. 
(To MARGOT) I never heard of such a silly business. Secret letters! Clandestine 
meetings! Making me stand out in the snow at night and then climb up the side of the 
house on a grape vine, when any policeman might have a shot at me, and anyway, you 
knew how susceptible I am to colds! And your husband knew all the time. You told him! 
 
MARGOT: (with dignity) I never confide my private affairs to Bob. He pays my maid to 
spy on me, so I have all the sensations of sin and still realize that he knows everything. 
(She goes ingenuously and tries to kiss him.) Dear old Bob! 
 
FORTESCUE: (putting her sternly away) Jilted—by that boy! 
 
MARGOT: (maliciously) Your pride is hurt. 
 
FORTESCUE: Pride be damned. The thing that worries me is that I’ve got you on my 
hands again. How the devil do you think I can do any work with you concentrating your 
affections on me? 
 
[He scowls anxiously, and walks up and down. MARGOT goes to him, catches his lapel, 
puts her handkerchief to her tongue and rubs vigorously.] 
 
MARGOT: Poor old dear. There’s a spot— 
 
FORTESCUE: (nervously tearing himself away) Ugh! A spot! There you go. In a minute 
you’ll be telling me my neckties aren’t becoming. That’s what I mean. You demoralize 
me! 
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MARGOT (faltering): You don’t love me. 
 
MARMADUKE: (hurt) You never acted that way to me. You never rubbed any spots 
from my clothes. I had to do all the coddling. 
 
MARGOT: Oh, I couldn’t have stood you at all if there’d been any domesticity between 
us. 
 
FORTESCUE: (To MARGOT) My God! How could you break with him? You know 
how these separations upset me! 
 
MARGOT: (beginning to sniffle) Something’s the matter with them all. 
 
FORTESCUE: (vehemently) Haven’t you always chosen your lovers? Have I ever 
kicked? Did I complain about that poet you kept in the attic for three months—the one 
that was always late to meals, never cleaned his nails, and wrote poetry in the newspapers 
referring to you as ‘clinging passion vine’? Did I say a word when the painter before this 
one did ‘murals’ all over the dining room, and then went away with my watch? Did I not 
allow you to get religion with that punch-drunk boxer you believed was an angel? 
Haven’t I bought their frightful pictures, endowed their nasty little magazines, and 
backed their pornographic radical plays? You were busy—I could work. (A pause) And 
then—and then—after six months, four months, the inevitable rupture. You dump them 
or they dump you. This time it’s only six weeks. Are you a coward, or only frivolous? 
 
MARGOT: (still sniffling into her handkerchief) I—I thought I would come back and t—
take care of you. 
 
FORTESCUE: (exasperated) That’s what you always say. And yet you know very well 
we’d both go crazy in a week. NO you simply have nothing to do and you want to take it 
out on me. And by God I won’t stand it. I’m not your lover—I’m your husband! 
 
MARMADUKE: (with nervous finality) Well, as far as I’m concerned, you can manage 
your own wife. You needn’t try to bully me! 
 
MARGOT: Oh, do keep quiet, Marvin. This isn’t any of your business! 
 
FORTESCUE: (sighing and squaring his shoulders, as if accepting the situation) Well, 
it’s over. You don’t even hate each other. (Pause) The first few times Margot broke with 
her lover, I didn’t understand life as well as I do now. (Pause) All right. Now what to do? 
 
MARGOT: (wearily) Oh, I’m tired of lovers— 
 
FORTESCUE: (decidedly) No, you’re not. The very minute you begin to talk like that, 
I’ll divorce you. 
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MARGOT: (panic stricken) No! No! (Holding out her arms) You won’t cast me out to be 
devoured by the first male I see! I’d marry anyone, deceive him with anyone else, smash 
homes, break hearts, run loose—without you, my darling sheet-anchor! 
 
FORTESCUE: (gravely, holding her away) Very well, then. Now you listen. I’m a busy 
man, and I haven’t time to waste on these continuous eruptions. The emotional basis of 
my life must be settled, or I’m good for nothing. I can’t have you focusing your scattered 
personality on me. You’ve got to get a job, my dear; and the only job you’re trained for is 
love. So, for heaven’s sake, find a man—but pick a stayer. I can’t stand a bust-up every 
six months. (Sighing) Every three months if you must; but oftener than that will make me 
old before my time. 
 
MARGOT: (melancholy) I can’t think of a soul. (To MARMADUKE, crossing to him) 
Marvin, don’t you know anyone interesting? 
 
MARMADUKE: (coldly) No one that I could conscientiously recommend you to. 
 
FORTESCUE: (genially) Oh come. No hard feelings, young man. You ought to feel 
grateful. Probably you’re much wiser now than you were before you met Margot. I am. 
(He looks at his watch. Briskly) Now, we’ve got fifteen minutes to settle this thing. At 
five o’clock I’ve got to be up on Thirty-sixth Street to meet some European royalty who 
want to invest all the money they are making on their war. 
 
MARMADUKE: (gloomily) Did you decide on me in fifteen minutes? 
 
MARGOT: I never consulted him before. (Turning impulsively to FORTESCUE) Oh, you 
suggest somebody, Bob. 
 
FORTESCUE: (He thoughtfully strides up and down. Pause) All right. I will. 
 
[He pushes buzzer on the desk in his usual violent, repeated way. Enter ARCHIBALD.] 
 
FORTESCUE: Come here, Archibald. (To MARGOT) How about him? 
 
MARGOT: (taken aback) The footman! 
 
MARMADUKE: (sarcastically) He’ll be chivalrous. He’s paid for it. 
 
FORTESCUE: Why not, after all? Archibald has character. Infinitely mysterious, for he 
wears a mask as a well-trained servant should—and yet what must there be behind it! 
What a stranger, what an unguessed personality! I’ll bet Archibald is no more what he 
seems than any servant. (Clapping him on the shoulder in a friendly way) Are you? 
 
ARCHIBALD: (seriously) Not by a damned sight. 
 
MARMADUKE: (violently) Really! I protest! 
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ARCHIBALD: (A servant again) Beg pardon, sir. Treat me as a servant, sir, and I know 
my place. Treat me as a human being, and believe me, I’m a bear. 
 
MARGOT: (impressed) Extraordinary! But it’s—it’s so unconventional— 
 
FORTESCUE: Not at all. The very best people are always running off with their 
chauffeurs and butlers. Modern, too. Why, it’s the only romantic situation invented since 
the Middle Ages. 
 
ARCHIBALD: (appreciatively) Good stuff. Always gets the public. Look at this here 
Anatole France, for instance. 
 
MARMADUKE: Margot, you can’t. He’s keen on Anatole France; that’s my father’s 
taste. 
 
MARGOT: Viola! It’s my taste too. I never dared to admit it before. Now I know what 
was the matter. I thought I was sick of lovers, but I was only sick of intellectuals. 
 
ARCHIBALD: (nodding) C’est vrai. Highbrows. 
 
MARMADUKE: And he has some French. Quelle surprise! 
 
MARGOT: But I don’t like the idea of his being in the house all the time. 
 
FORTESCUE: (firmly) That I must insist on, within reason. Archibald is too good a 
servant to lose. But think, my dear, of the novelty. Think of the novelty of having an 
affair with your husband’s valet under his very roof! 
 
MARGOT: Exquisite! Oh Bob, you are a dear. (She kisses him.) 
 
FORTESCUE: (briskly) Good. That’s settled. Archibald, do you like this place? 
 
ARCHIBALD: (enthusiastically) Great. Work where you don’t have to think. Privacy. 
It’s a rest cure. 
 
FORTESCUE: Very well, then. Did you hear what I said? 
 
ARCHIBALD: What’s the game? 
 
FORTESCUE: I want you to make love to my wife, and be thoroughly unscrupulous 
about it. 
 
ARCHIBALD: Some job. 
 
FORTESCUE: Your wages, of course, will be raised. 
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ARCHIBALD: (gallantly) You can dock me a couple of dollars if you want to. (He 
grins.) 
 
MARGOT: That’s the most charming compliment anyone ever paid me! I shall call you 
Archie. 
 
ARCHIBALD: Anyway, I don’t need the money. I’ve got more now than I know what to 
do with. 
 
MARMADUKE: (suddenly) I’ve seen you somewhere. Let me think— 
 
ARCHIBALD: (attempting to silence him, furtively) Shh! Shh! (He makes motions.) 
 
FORTESCUE: (astonished) More money than you know what to do with? You must be 
Henry Ford. 
 
MARGOT: Who are you? Oh, who are you? 
 
MARMADUKE: (shouting) I know! That time my father dragged me to the Hippodrome. 
You . . . dressed in white furs. You’re Vladimir, the Fancy Ice-Skating Champion of the 
World! 
 
MARGOT: (clapping her hands) Oh! 
 
ARCHIBALD: (embarrassed) Oh, what did you want to give me away for? 
 
MARGOT: Vladimir! The Vernon Castle of skating! 
 
FORTESCUE: (suspiciously) If you’re Vladimir—and you’re not some Bolshevik in 
disguise--why are you doing this? 
 
ARCHIBALD: To get away from the public. You know how the proletariat are always at 
you for signed photographs and such—Besides, I wanted a quiet place to work up a new 
skit for the Winter Garden. 
 
MARMADUKE: But I saw you the other night skating at Shamley’s. 
 
ARCHIBALD: Oh yes. Mr. Fortescue’s always in bed by ten. After that I run up for the 
cabaret. 
 
MARGOT: Archie! (She flies to ARCHIBALD.) 
 
FORTESCUE: Here! Here! Margot! Good God, you act as if I were an indulgent uncle 
instead of an honorable husband about to be deceived. (She halts.) 
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MARMADUKE: Think of me, too. No matter how dead my affections, it hurts just the 
same. 
 
MARGOT: (touched) Marvin, I didn’t think. You are sensitive, aren’t you? 
 
MARMADUKE: I think not. But I was happy before and now I’m lonely. 
 
MARGOT: Marvin! (Compassionately she crosses to him.) We must arrange it for you 
too! 
 
MARMADUKE: Please, do not. My father’s arrangements gave way to yours—but still 
disorder plagues my existence. 
 
ARCHIBALD: (suddenly, clapping his hand to his head) Hold on here, folks! I forgot 
something. What about my wife? 
 
ALL: Your wife? 
 
ARCHIBALD: (agitated) What’s she going to say about this? She’s Irish, and she’s got a 
mind of her own. 
 
FORTESCUE: (annoyed) I’ve a good notion to discharge you. What do you mean by 
having a wife? Where do you keep her? Send her here, and I’ll talk to her. 
 
[Enter ESTELLE who stands calmly to the side.] 
 
ESTELLE: Did you want me, sir? 
 
MARGOT: (shrieks) Estelle? My maid? Archie’s wife? 
 
ARCHIBALD: What have you been doing out there? 
 
ESTELLE: (calmly) Listening at the door as servants always do when there’s a family 
row on . . . (in explanation to the rest) You never can tell what’s going to be useful, you 
know. 
 
FORTESCUE: So you heard everything! 
 
ESTELLE: Yes. And I think it is an admirable plan. Mrs. Fortescue’s just the kind of 
woman Archibald needs, and I think he ought to suit her perfectly. He’s shallow, clever 
with a sort of Broadway cleverness, rough with women, and has a kind of barbaric 
rhythm about him like ragtime. Archibald really ought to be psychoanalyzed, but I think 
this will do just as well, and it won’t cost so much. 
 
MARMADUKE: Amazing creature. Aren’t you even surprised? 
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ESTELLE: Not in the least. I’ve read my Bernard Shaw, and I know that servants always 
have the wildest times. 
 
MARGOT: (intensely) As one woman to another, I ask you: what’s the matter with him? 
Why are you giving him up without a fight? 
 
ARCHIBALD: She’s just making the best of it. 
 
ESTELLE: (calmly) Don’t be malicious, Archibald. You know very well I could ruin 
your chances by merely hinting that you were too passive, or something of the sort. No. 
The truth is, I married him to educate him. I failed. Anyone would fail. 
 
ARCHIBALD: I may not be educated, but believe me I have the steam. 
 
MARGOT: I adore your uncouth savagery. I’m just like that myself, though I never knew 
it before. 
 
FORTESCUE: (with a smile) Look out, Archibald. She always tells them that. A woman 
is what she wants to be—as long as it’s amusing. 
 
ESTELLE: And a man is never what he wants to be. 
 
MARMADUKE: (gloomily) How true! Because he never knows what he wants to be. 
 
FORTESCUE: (approvingly) I told you this experience would make you wiser. It takes a 
woman to find you. 
 
ESTELLE: Yes. What’s the use of loving a man if you can’t change him? 
 
MARGOT: But most men are like putty in our hands. We finish them so quickly, and 
then we’re through. If men only knew! That’s the secret of holding a woman. (To 
ARCHIE) What shall I make of you? 
 
ARCHIBALD: Don’t you worry. I’m subject to change without notice. 
 
ESTELLE: Change for the sake of change interests me no more than evolution does. It is 
for us Superwomen to make men what they will be. 
 
FORTESCUE: Now this is real danger. The first since the beginning of the world. 
Masculine dominance totters on its throne. I’m glad I’m protected from you. 
 
MARMADUKE: Oh, you sound like my father. I wish someone would love me to 
improve me. Now that I find it too painful to paint, it’s my only chance of being 
anything. 
 
ESTELLE: Am I to consider this a proposal? 
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MARMADUKE: You know best. I can’t even express myself. I don’t know what I want. 
I’m helpless. 
 
ESTELLE: (thoughtfully) There couldn’t be more perfect material. Youth, health, 
strength, and inexperience. And he’s economically secure, thanks to his father’s fortune. 
 
ARCHIBALD: Go for it, young man. I’ll guarantee you’ll be so improved inside of a 
week that you won’t know yourself. 
 
MARGOT: Oh Marvin! I’m so glad! 
 
FORTESCUE: (looking at his watch) Good God! I’ve got two minutes to make it. (He 
starts to exit, and ARCHIBALD, servant-like, begins to hand him papers and some 
documents. He also opens FORTESCUE’s appointment book and presents it to him with 
an ornate envelope. He glances at it and shrugs.) Another grand old world title?  
 
ARCHIBALD: Beg pardon, sir.  
 
FORTESCUE: He’s a duke or some such rubbish. (Glancing quickly at the envelope) 
Says right here.  
 
ARCHIBALD: Marma-duke. (Whispering) Marvin Marmaduke, Sr. (As FORTESCUE 
realizes the connection) Alright then, sir? 
 
FORTESCUE:  Show me a duke with deep pockets, and I’ll show you a true nobleman. 
This appointment could end up netting me millions. (As ARCHIBALD hurries to help 
FORTESCUE into his coat) My boy, don’t bother. I’ll get into my things myself. (He 
starts to leave.) 
 
ARCHIBALD: Beg pardon, sir. 
 
FORTESCUE: (impatiently halting) Well? What now? 
 
ARCHIBALD: Just this, sir. I’d like my afternoons off from now on, sir. 
 
FORTESCUE: (astonished) What for? 
 
ARCHIBALD: (stiffly) To escort Mrs. Fortescue through the Square and to the skating 
rink, sir. 
 
FORTESCUE: Of course then he’s no good as a footman. (Thinking) When does the 
skating rink close for the season? 
 
ARCHIBALD: April first, sir. 
 
FORTESCUE: That’s the day fools pull pranks on one another. I’m not to be fooled with. 
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ESTELLE: The closing date is April the first, sir. I’ve marked it in my diary. 
 
FORTESCUE: Hmm, I see. April. That gives me three months. It’s worth it. (To 
ARCHIBALD) All right. But mind, if this doesn’t last, you’re fired. (He goes quickly.)  
 
[All four stand looking after him in silence. FORTESCUE suddenly storms back into the 
room.] 
 
FORTESCUE: (bellowing) What are you wasting time for? My back is turned. (He 
disappears.) 
 
MARGOT and ARCHIBALD: Dearest! (They fall into each other’s arms.) 
 
ESTELLE and MARMADUKE: Darling! They fall into each other’s arms.) 
 
[Two blasts of an automobile horn. Blackout.] 
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“The Dreamy Kid” 
Adapted, with original dialect edited and revised, by Michael O’Neill from the play by 
Eugene O’Neill; first performed and produced October 31, 1919 by the Provincetown 
Players in New York City 
 
Characters: 

MAMMY SAUNDERS 
ABE, her grandson, “The Dreamy Kid” 
MISS CEELY ANN, a fellow boarder 
IRENE, a neighborhood streetwalker and Dreamy’s gal 

 
[The bedroom of MAMMY SAUNDERS in a house sandwiched between newly occupied 
and unsightly retail shops and offices being let by Sailors’ Snug Harbor east of Fifth 
Avenue between Washington Square and Tenth Street. The center of the room is taken up 
by a heavy, old-fashioned wooden bedstead with a feather mattress. A gaudy red-and-
yellow quilt covers the other bedclothes. Near the bed, a low chest of drawers with a 
small lamp on top. A low window with ragged white curtains. Near it, a washstand with 
bowl and pitcher. Bottles of medicine, a spoon, and a glass are also on the stand. 
Parallel to the window is a door opening on the hall and stairway. It is soon after 
nightfall of a day in early winter. The room is in shadowy half darkness;a pale glow 
seeps through the window from the arc lamp on a nearby corner, and by which the 
objects in the room can be dimly discerned. The vague outlines of MAMMY 
SAUNDERS' figure lying in the bed can be seen.] 
 
MAMMY: (weakly) Ceely Ann! (With faint querulousness) Light the lamp, will you? It’s 
mighty dark in here. (After a slight pause) Ain't you there, Ceely Ann? (Receiving no 
reply, she sighs deeply and her limbs move uneasily under the bedclothes.) 
 
[The door opens and shuts and the stooping form of a woman appears in the semi-
darkness. She goes to the foot of the bed sobbing softly.] 
    
MAMMY: That you, Ceely Ann?  
   
CEELY: It ain't no other, Mamma. 
    
MAMMY: Light the lamp, then. I can’t see nowhere or nothing.  
   
CEELY: Just one second till I find a match. (She wipes her eyes with her handkerchief—
then goes to the chest of drawers and feels around on the top of it pretending to grumble.) 
It beats all how them pesky little sticks hide themselves. Shoo! Here they are. (She 
fumbles with the lamp.) 
 
MAMMY: You ain’t been crying now, hmm?   
  
CEELY: (with feigned astonishment) Crying? I declare you get the most fool notions by 
lying there.  
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MAMMY: (in a tone of relief) I thought I heard you.  
   
CEELY: (lighting the lamp) Indeed you did not.  
 
[The two women are revealed by the light. MAMMY SAUNDERS is an old, white-
haired African-American woman about ninety with a wizened face furrowed by wrinkles 
and withered by old age and sickness. CEELY is a Southern woman of mixed blood, fifty 
or so, with grey hair and a narrow face. She wears a loose-fitting gingham dress and a 
shawl thrown over her head.]  
 
CEELY: (with attempted cheeriness) Bless your soul, I ain’t got a thing to cry about. 
Here. Let me fix you so you'll rest more easy-like. (She lifts the old woman gently and 
fixes the pillows.) There. Now ain’t you feeling better? 
 
MAMMY: My strength done all went. I can’t lift a hand. 
 
CEELY: That’ll all come back to you.  The doctor told me just now when I go down to 
the door with him. (Glibly) He says you might be the strongest woman for your years 
he’s ever seen; and he told me you going to be up and walking again before the week’s 
out. (As she finds the old woman's eyes fixed on her, she turns away confusedly and 
abruptly changes the subject.) It ain’t too warm in this room, that’s a fact. 
 
MAMMY: (shaking her head—in a half whisper) No, Ceely Ann. It ain’t no use in you 
telling me nothing but the truth. I feel mighty poorly. And I know it's only with the 
blessing of God I can last the night out. 
 
CEELY: Ain’t no such a thing! Hush your noise, Mammy! 
  
MAMMY: (as if she hadn't heard—in a crooning sing-song) I’m going soon from this 
wicked earth—and may the Lord have mercy on this poor old sinner. (After a pause—
anxiously) All I pray for is God don’t see fit to take me before I see Dreamy again. 
Where’s Dreamy, Ceely Ann? Why ain’t he come here? Ain’t you done sent him word 
like I told you? 
 
CEELY: I told them boys to tell him special, and they swear they would soon’s they find 
him. Don’t you pester yourself worrying. Dreamy’ll come before very long. 
 
MAMMY: (after a pause—weakly) There’s a feeling in my head like I was a-floating 
yonder where I can't see nothing or recall nothing, or know the sight of any person I 
know; and I want to see Dreamy again before—  
 
CEELY: (quickly) Don't waste your strength talking. You get a wink of sleep and I wake 
you when he comes, you hear me? 
 
MAMMY: (faintly) I do feel mighty drowsy. (She closes her eyes.) 
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[CEELY goes over to the window and, pulling the curtains aside, stands looking down 
into the street as if she were watching for someone coming. A moment later there is a 
noise of footfalls from the stairs in the hall, followed by a sharp rap on the door.] 
 
CEELY: Ssshh! Ssshh!  
 
[She hurries to the door, glancing anxiously toward MAMMY. The old woman appears 
to have fallen asleep. CEELY cautiously opens the door a bare inch or so and peeks out. 
When she sees who it is, she immediately tries to slam the door shut again, but a vigorous 
shove from the outside forces her back as IRENE pushes her way defiantly into the room. 
She is a young, good-looking African-American woman, highly rouged and powdered, 
dressed in gaudy, cheap finery.] 
 
IRENE: (in a harsh voice—evidently worked up to a great state of nervous excitement) 
No you don’t, Miss Ceely Ann! I said I was coming here and it’ll take more than you to 
stop me!   
 
CEELY: You bad woman! Get back to your bad-house where you belong! 
 
IRENE: (raising her clenched hand furiously) Stop that talking to me, or I’ll split your 
fool head! (As CEELY shrinks away, IRENE lowers her hand and glances quickly 
around the room.) Where Dreamy?  
   
CEELY: (scornfully) You ask me that! Where’s Dreamy? Ask yourself. You the one 
ought to know where he is. 
 
IRENE: Then he ain’t come here? 
    
CEELY: I ain’t telling the likes of you whether he is or not.  
   
IRENE: Tell me, Miss Ceely Ann, ain’t he been here? He’d be sure to come here account 
of Mammy dying, they said. 
 
CEELY: (pointing to MAMMY—apprehensively) Ssshh! (And then lowering her voice to 
a whisper—suspiciously) They said? Who said?  
   
IRENE: (equally suspicious) None of your business who said. (Then pleading again) 
Miss Ceely Ann, I just got to see him this minute, this second! He’s in bad, Dreamy is, 
and I know something I gotta tell him, something I just heard— 
 
CEELY: (uncomprehendingly) In bad? What did you all just hear?   
 
IRENE: I ain’t telling no one but him. (Desperately) For God's sake, tell me where he is, 
Miss Ceely!  
  
CEELY: I don’ know no more than you. 
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IRENE: (fiercely) You lying, Ceely! You lying to me just 'cause I bad.  
  
CEELY: The good Lord bear witness I’m telling you all the truth!  
  
IRENE: (hopelessly) Then I got to go find him, high and low, somewhere. (Proudly) You 
ain’t got the right not to trust me, Ceely Ann, where Dreamy’s mixed in it. I’d go to hell 
for Dreamy! 
 
CEELY: (indignantly) Hush your wicked cussin’! (Then anxiously) Dreamy’s in trouble? 
 
IRENE: (with a scornful laugh) Trouble? Good Lord, it’s worser’n that! (Then in 
surprise) Ain’t you heard what the Dreamy done last night, Miss Ceely Ann?  
  
CEELY: What the Dreamy done? Tell me, gal. Something bad? 
 
IRENE: (with the same scornful laugh) Bad? Worser’n bad, what he done!  
   
CEELY: Oh good Lord, I knew it! I knew it with all his carrying on with that posse of 
young toughs--him so uppity because he’s the boss of the gang—sleeping all the day 
instead of working and Lord knows what he does in the nights—fighting with white 
folks, and toting a pistol in his pocket—(with a glance of angry resentment at IRENE)—
and as for the other company he’s been keeping— 
 
IRENE: (fiercely) Shut your mouth! That ain’t your business. 
 
CEELY: Oh, I know Dreamy’d be getting in trouble before long! The low flung young 
trash! And here’s his old Mammy don’t know no different but he’s the most innocent 
young lamb in the world. (In a strained whisper) What’s he gone and done? Is he been 
stealing something?  
   
IRENE: You go to hell, Ceely Ann! You ain’t no friend of the Dreamy’s, you talk that 
way, and I ain’t got no time to waste arguing with your fool notions. (She goes to the 
door.) Dreamy go to his death sure ‘s you born, if I don’t find him and tell him quick! 
 
CEELY: Oh Lord!  
  
IRENE: He surely try to come here and see his old Mammy before she dies, don’t you 
think, Miss Ceely? 
   
CEELY: For God, I hope so! She's been a-praying all the day— 
 
IRENE: (opening the door) You hope so, you fool trash! I tell you it’s good-bye to the 
Dreamy, he come here! I know! I got to find and stop him. If he come here, Ceely, you 
tell him get out quick and hide, he don’t want to get pinched. You hear? You tell him 
that, Ceely, for God's sake! I got to go—find him—high and low— 



	 72	

[She goes out, leaving CEELY staring at her in speechless indignation. MAMMY 
awakes and groans faintly. CEELY hurries over to her bedside.] 
 
CEELY: Is the pain hurting again, Mammy? 
 
MAMMY: That you, Dreamy?  
   
CEELY: No, Mammy, this is Ceely. Dreamy’s coming soon. You resting easy? 
  
MAMMY: (as if she hadn't heard) That you, Dreamy? 
 
CEELY: (sitting down in the rocker by the bed and taking one of the old woman’s hands 
in hers) No. Dreamy’s coming soon.  
   
MAMMY: (after a pause—suddenly) Do you remember your dead Mammy, child? 
 
CEELY: (mystified) My dead Mammy?  
   
MAMMY: Didn’t I hear you talking just now, Dreamy?  
   
CEELY: I declare to goodness! This is Ceely Ann talking to you, Mammy. 
 
MAMMY: Who was you talking with, Dreamy? 
    
CEELY: (shaking her head—in a trembling voice) It was me talking with a person from 
over the way. She says to tell you Dreamy’s coming here to see you right away. You hear 
that, Mammy? (The old woman sighs but does not answer. There is a pause.) 
 
MAMMY: (suddenly) Do you remember your dead Mammy, child? (Then with a burst of 
religious exaltation) The Lord have mercy!  
  
CEELY: (like an echo) Bless the Lord!  
 
[She looks down at the old woman helplessly. The door on the right is opened stealthily 
and the DREAMY KID slinks in on tiptoe.] 
 
CEELY: (hearing a board creak, turns quickly toward the door and gives a frightened 
start) Dreamy! 
 
DREAMY: (puts his fingers to his lips—commandingly) Ssshh! (He bends down to a 
crouching position and holding the door about an inch open, peers out into the hallway 
in an attitude of tense waiting, one hand evidently clutching some weapon in the side 
pocket of his coat. After a moment he is satisfied of not being followed, and, after closing 
the door carefully and locking it, he stands up and walks to the center of the room. He is 
a well built, good looking young African-American dressed in well-fitting clothes of a 
flashy pattern. A light cap is pulled down on the side of his head.) 
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CEELY: (coming from the bed to meet him) Bless the Lord, here you are at last!  
 
DREAMY: (with a warning gesture) Nix on the loud talk! Talk low, can’t you! (He 
glances back at the door furtively—then continues with a sneer) You’re a fine nut, Miss 
Ceely Ann! What for you sending out all over for me like you was crazy! Do you want to 
put me in the cooler? Don’t you know they’re after me for what I done last night? 
 
CEELY: I heard something—but—what have you done, Dreamy?  
   
DREAMY: (with an attempt at a careless bravado) I croaked a guy, that’s what! A white 
man. 
 
CEELY: (in a frightened whisper) What do you mean—croaked? 
   
DREAMY:(boastfully) I shot him dead, that’s what! (As Ceely shrinks away from him in 
horror—resentfully) Aw say, don’t give me none of them looks of yours. It weren’t my 
doing no-how. He was the one looking for trouble. I wasn't seeking for no mess with him 
that I would help. But he told folks he was going to get me for a fact, and that forced my 
hand. I had to get him to protect my own life. (With cruel satisfaction) And I got him 
right, you believe me! 
 
CEELY: (putting her hands over her face with a low moan of terror) May the good Lord 
pardon your wickedness! Oh Lord! What your poor old Mammy would say if she hear 
tell—and she never knowing how bad you got. 
    
DREAMY: Hell! You ain’t told her, did you? 
 
CEELY: Think I want to kill her on the instant? Oh, Dreamy, what will you do now? 
How you all going to get away? (Almost wailing) Good Lord, the police going to catch 
you sure! 
 
DREAMY: Shut your loud mouth, damn you! (He stands tensely listening for some 
sound from the hall. After a moment he points to the bed.) Is Mammy sleeping? 
 
CEELY: (tiptoes to the bed) Seems like she is. (She comes back to him.) That’s the way 
with her—sleeps for a few minutes, then she wakes, then sleeps again. 
 
DREAMY: Aw, there ain’t nothing wrong with her except she old. What you want to 
send the word telling me she’s croaking, and get me coming here at the risk of my life, 
and then find her sleeping. (Clenching his fist threateningly) I got a mind to smash your 
face for playing the damn fool and making me the goat. (He turns toward the door.) Ain’t 
no use in me staying here when they’ll likely come looking for me. I’m going out where I 
got a chance to make my get-away. The boys all fixing it up for me. (His hand on the 
doorknob) When Mammy wakes, you tell her I couldn’t wait, you hear? 
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CEELY: (hurrying to him and grabbing his arm pleadingly) Don’t you go now, 
Dreamy—not just yet. For the good Lord’s sake, don’t you go before you speak with her! 
If you knew how she’s been a-calling and a-prayin’ for you all the day— 
    
DREAMY: Aw, she don’t need none of me. What good can I do watching her do a kip? 
It’d be different if she was croaking on the level. 
 
CEELY: (in an anguished whisper) She’s going to wake up in a second and then she’ll 
call: “Dreamy. Where’s Dreamy?”—and what do I tell her then? And your Mammy is 
dying, Dreamy, sure she is! Her mind’s been wandering and she don’t even recognize me 
no more, and the doctor says when that come it ain’t but a short time before the end. You 
got to stay with your Mammy long enough to speak with her, Dreamy. You just got to 
stay with her in her last seconds on this earth when she’s calling to you. (With conviction 
as he hesitates) Listen here, you Dreamy! You don’t never get no bit of luck in this world 
ever again, if you leave her now.  
 
DREAMY: (with superstitious fear) Ssshh! Can that bull, Ceely! (Then boastfully) I 
wasn’t planning to beat it up here, get me? The boys was all persuading me not to take 
the chance. It’s taking my life in my hands, that’s what. But when I heard it was old 
Mammy croaking and asking to see me, I said to myself: “Dreamy, you got to make good 
with old Mammy no matter what come—or you don’t never get a bit of luck in your life 
no more.” And I was game and come, wasn’t I? Nobody in this world can say the 
Dreamy ain’t game to the core, no matter what. (With sudden decision walks to the foot of 
the bed and stands looking down at MAMMY. A note of fear creeps into his voice.) God, 
she’s quiet enough. Maybe she done passed away in her sleep like the old ones do. You 
go see, Ceely; and if she’s only sleeping, you wake her up. I want to speak with her 
quick—and then I’ll make a break out of here. You make it fast, Miss Ceely Ann, I tell 
you. 
 
CEELY: (bends down beside the bed) Mammy! Mammy! Here’s the Dreamy. 
 
MAMMY: (opens her eyes—drowsily and vaguely, in a weak voice) Dreamy? 
 
DREAMY: (shuffling his feet and moving around the bed) Here I am, Mammy.  
 
MAMMY: (fastening her eyes on him with fascinated joy) Dreamy! It’s you! (Then 
uncertainly) I ain’t dreaming nor seeing ha’nts, am I? 
 
DREAMY: (coming forward and taking her hand) Indeed I ain’t no ghost. Here I am, 
sure enough.   
 
MAMMY: (clutching his hand tight and pulling it down on her breast) Didn’t I know 
you’d come! Didn’t I say: “Dreamy ain’t going to let his old Mammy die all alone by 
herself and him not there with her.” I knew you’d come. (She starts to laugh joyously, but 
coughs and sinks back weakly.) 
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DREAMY: (He shudders in spite of himself as he realizes for the first time how far gone 
the old woman is.) What’s that foolishness I hear you talking, Mammy? What do you 
mean pulling that bull about croaking on me? Shoo! Trying to kid me, ain’t you? Shoo! 
You live to plant the flowers on my grave, see if you don’t.  
   
MAMMY: (sadly and very weakly) I know! I know! It ain’t long now. (Bursting into a 
sudden weak hysteria) You stay here, Dreamy! You stay here by me, you stay here—till 
the good Lord take me home. You promise me that! You do that for your poor old 
Mammy, won’t you? 
 
DREAMY: (uneasily) Indeed I will, Mammy, indeed I will. 
 
MAMMY: (closing her eyes with a sigh of relief—calmly) Bless the Lord for that. Then I 
ain’t scared no more. (She settles herself comfortably in the bed as if preparing for sleep.) 
 
CEELY: (in a low voice) I got to go home for a minute, Dreamy. I ain’t been there all the 
day, Lord knows.  
   
DREAMY: (his eyes fixed on MAMMY) Aw right, beat it if you want to. (Turning to 
her—in a fierce whisper) Only don’t be long. I can’t stay here and take this risk, you 
hear? 
 
CEELY: I know, child. I am coming back, I swear!  
 
[She goes out quietly. DREAMY goes quickly to the window and cautiously searches the 
street below with his eyes.] 
 
MAMMY: (uneasily) Dreamy. (He hurries back and takes her hand again.) I got the 
most peculiar feeling in my head. Seems like the years done all roll away and I’m back 
down home in the old place where you was born. (After a short pause) Do you remember 
your own mammy, child? 
 
DREAMY: No.  
   
MAMMY: You were too young, I expect. You only a baby when she took and died. My 
Sal was a mighty fine woman, if I do say it myself. 
 
DREAMY: (fidgeting) Don’t you talk, Mammy. Better you’d close your eyes and rest.  
 
MAMMY: (with a trembling smile—weakly) Shoo! What I done come to with my own 
grand child bossing me about. I want to talk. You know you ain’t give me much chance 
to talk with you these last years. 
 
DREAMY: I ain’t had the time, Mammy; but you know I was always game to give you 
anything I got. (A note of appeal in his voice) You know that, don’t you, Mammy?   
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MAMMY: Surely, I do. You been a good boy, Dreamy; and if there’s one thing more 
than any other makes me feel like I might’ve done good in the sight of the Lord, it’s that I 
raised you from a baby. 
 
DREAMY: (clearing his throat gruffly) Don’t you talk so much, Mammy.  
  
MAMMY: I got to talk, child. Come times—when I get thinking you’re in the bed—
what’s going to come to me almost before I know it—like the thief in the night—and then 
I get scared. But when I talk with you I ain’t scared a bit. 
 
DREAMY: (defiantly) You ain’t got nothing to be scared of—not when the Dreamy’s 
here.   
  
MAMMY: (after a slight pause, faintly) There’s a singing in my ears all the time. (She is 
seized by a sudden religious ecstasy) Maybe it’s the singing hymns of the blessed angels 
I hear from above. (Wildly) Bless God! Bless God! Pity this poor old sinner! 
 
DREAMY: (with an uneasy glance at the door) Ssshh, Mammy! Don’t shout so loud.  
 
MAMMY: The pictures keep a whizzing before my eyes like the thread in a sewing 
machine. Seems as if all my life done fly back to me all at once. (With a flickering 
smile—weakly) Do you know how you come by that nickname they all call you—the 
Dreamy? I ever told you that? 
 
DREAMY: (evidently lying) No, Mammy.  
 
MAMMY: It was one morning before we come North. Me and your mamma and Miss 
Ceely Ann—you were just a babe in arms then— 
 
DREAMY: (hears a noise from the hall) Ssshh, Mammy! For God’s sake, don’t speak for 
a minute. I hear something. (He stares at the door and listens intently.)  
   
MAMMY: (in a frightened tone) What’s the matter, child? 
 
DREAMY—Ssshh! Somebody’s coming. (A noise of footsteps comes from the hall 
stairway. DREAMY springs to his feet.) Let go my hand, Mammy—just for a second. I 
come right back to you.  
 
[He pulls his hand from the old woman's grip. She falls back on the pillows moaning. 
DREAMY pulls a large automatic revolver from his coat pocket and tiptoes quickly to 
the door. As he does so, there is a sharp rap. He stands listening at the crack for a 
moment, and then noiselessly turns the key, unlocking the door. He crouches low, so that 
the door, when opened, will hide him from the sight of anyone entering. There is another 
and louder rap on the door.] 
 
MAMMY: (groaning) What’s that, Dreamy? Where are you?  
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DREAMY: Ssshh! (Then muffling his voice he calls) Come in.  
 
[He raises the revolver in his hand. The door is pushed open and IRENE enters, her eyes 
peering wildly about the room. Her bosom is heaving as if she had been running, and she 
is trembling all over with terrified excitement.] 
 
IRENE: (not seeing him) Dreamy? 
    
DREAMY: (lowering his revolver and rising to his feet roughly) Close that door!  
 
IRENE: (whirling about with a startled cry) Dreamy! 
 
DREAMY: (shutting the door and locking it—aggressively) Shut your big mouth, gal, or 
I’ll bang it shut for you! You want to let the whole block know where I am? 
 
IRENE: (trying to put her arms around him) Bless God, I found you at last! 
 
DREAMY: (pushing her away roughly) Let go of me! Why you come here following 
me? Ain’t you got enough sense in your fool head to know the bulls liable to shadow you 
when they know you my gal? You planning to get me caught and sent to the chair? 
    
IRENE: (terrified) No, no! 
 
DREAMY: I got a mind to hand you one you won’t forget! (He draws back his fist.)  
  
IRENE: (shrinking away) Don’t you hit me, Dreamy! Don’t you beat me up now! Just let 
me explain, that’s all. 
 
MAMMY: (in a frightened whimper) Dreamy! Come here to me. Where are you? I’m 
scared!   
 
DREAMY: (in a fierce whisper to IRENE) Can that bull or I’ll fix you. (He hurries to the 
old woman and pats her hand.) Here I am, Mammy. 
 
MAMMY: Who’s that you a-talking with?  
 
DREAMY: Only a friend of Ceely Ann’s, Mammy, asking where she is. I got to talk with 
her some more yet. You sleep, Mammy? (He goes to IRENE.) 
 
MAMMY: (feebly) Don’t you leave me, Dreamy.  
   
DREAMY: I’m right here with you. (Fiercely to IRENE) You get the hell out of here, 
you Reeny, you hear—quick! This ain’t no place for the likes of you with ole Mammy 
dying. 
 
IRENE: (with a horrified glance at the bed) Is she dying—honest?  
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DREAMY: Ssshh! She’s croakin’, I tell you—and I got to stay with her for a while—and 
I ain’t got no time to be pestering with you. Beat it, now! Beat it out of here before I 
knock you cold, get me? 
 
IRENE: Just wait a second, for the love of God. I got something to tell you—  
   
DREAMY: I don’t want to hear your fool talk. (He gives her a push toward the door.) 
Get out of this, you hear me?   
 
IRENE: I’ll go. I’m going soon—soon’s ever I’ve had my say. Listen, Dreamy! It’s about 
the coppers I come to tell you. 
 
DREAMY: Why don’t you say that before? What you know, gal? 
    
IRENE: Just before I come here to find you the first time, the Madam sends me out to get 
her a bottle of gin. I go in the side door but I ain’t rung the bell yet. I hear your name 
spoken and I stop to listen. They was three or four men in the back room. They don’t hear 
me open the outside door, and they can’t see me, course. It was Big Sullivan from the 
Central Office talking. He was talking about the killing you done last night and he tells 
them others he’s heard about the old woman getting so sick, and that if they don’t find 
you none of the other places they looking, they going to wait for you here. They expect 
you come here and say good-bye to Mammy before you make your get-away. 
 
DREAMY: It’s all right then. They ain’t come yet. Twister Smith done told me the coast 
was clear before I come here.  
  
IRENE: That was then. It ain’t now.  
   
DREAMY: What you mean, gal? 
 
IRENE: I was coming in by the front way when I see some person hiding in the doorway 
across the street. I get a good peek at him and when I do—it’s a copper, Dreamy, sure as 
you’re born, in his plain clothes, and he’s a watching the door of this house like a cat.  
  
DREAMY: (Goes to the window and stealthily crouching by the dark side peeks out. One 
glance is enough. He comes quickly back to IRENE.) You got the right dope, gal. It’s that 
Mickey. I know him even in the dark. They’re waiting—so they ain’t wise I’m here yet, 
that’s sure. 
 
IRENE: But they’ll get wise before long.  
   
DREAMY: He don’t pipe you coming in here?  
   
IRENE: I skulked round and sneaked in by the back way from the yard. They ain’t none 
of them there yet. (Raising her voice—excitedly) But there will be soon. They bound to 
get wise to that back door. You ain’t got no time to lose, Dreamy. Come on with me now. 
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Get back where you safe. It’s the cooler for you certain if you stay here. They’ll get you 
like a rat in the trap. (As DREAMY hesitates) For the love of God, Dreamy, wake up to 
you’self! 
 
DREAMY: (uncertainly) I can’t beat it—with Mammy here alone. My luck’ll turn bad all 
my life, if I do.  
   
IRENE: What good you getting’ pinched and sent to the chair going to do her? You crazy 
mad? Come away with me, I tell you!  
   
DREAMY: (half-persuaded—hesitatingly) I got to speak with her. You wait a second. 
 
IRENE: This ain’t no time now for fussing with her.  
   
DREAMY: Shut up! (He makes a motion for her to remain where she is and goes over to 
the bed—in a low voice) Mammy.   
  
MAMMY: That you, Dreamy? (She tries to reach out her hand and touch him.) 
 
DREAMY: I’m going to leave you—just for a moment, Mammy. I’ll send the word for 
Ceely Ann—  
   
MAMMY: (wide awake in an instant—with intense alarm) Don’t you do that! Don’t you 
move one step out of here or you’ll be sorry, Dreamy.    
 
DREAMY: I got to go, I tell you. I’ll come back. 
 
MAMMY: (with wild grief) O good Lord! When I’m drawing my last breath in this poor 
old body—The Lord have mercy! Good Lord have mercy!  
   
DREAMY: Stop that racket, Mammy! You bring all of them down on my head! (He 
rushes over and crouches by the window again to peer out—in relieved tones) He ain’t 
heard nothing. He’s there yet. 
 
IRENE: Come on, Dreamy!  
 
[MAMMY groans with pain, and DREAMY hurries to the bed.] 
   
DREAMY: What’s the matter, Mammy?  
  
IRENE: Dreamy! For God’s sake! 
 
MAMMY: Lord have mercy! (She groans.) Give me your hand, child. You ain’t leaving 
me now, Dreamy? You know what you promise me, Dreamy! You promise your sacred 
word you stay with me till the end. (With an air of somber prophecy—slowly) If you 
leave me now, you ain’t going to get no bit of luck as long as you live, I tell you that!  
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DREAMY: Don’t you say that, Mammy! 
 
IRENE: Come on, Dreamy!   
  
DREAMY: (slowly) I can’t. (In awed tones) Don’t you hear the curse she puts on me if I 
do?   
  
MAMMY: (her voice trembling with weak tears) Don’t go, child! 
 
DREAMY: (hastily) I won’t leave this room, I swear to you! (Relieved by the finality in 
his tones, the old woman sighs and closes her eyes. DREAMY frees his hand from hers 
and goes to IRENE. He speaks with a strange calm.) The game’s up, gal. You better beat 
it while the going’s good.  
   
IRENE: (aghast) You going to stay? 
 
DREAMY: I got to, gal. I ain’t going against her dying curse. No, sir!  
   
IRENE: But they’ll get you sure!  
   
DREAMY: (slapping the gun in his pocket significantly) They’ll have some getting. I get 
some of them first. They don’t get this chicken alive! Lord Jesus, no sir. Not the Dreamy! 
 
IRENE: Oh Lordy, Lordy! (She goes to the window—with a short cry) He’s talking with 
someone. There’s two of them. (DREAMY hurries to her side.) 
 
DREAMY: I know him—the other. It’s Big Sullivan. (Pulling her away roughly) Come 
out of that! They’ll see you. (He pushes her toward the door.) They won’t wait down 
there much longer. They’ll be coming up here soon. (With a glance at the bed) I hopes 
she’s croaked by then, before Christ I do! 
 
IRENE: Then you ain’t going to save yourself while there’s time? Oh Dreamy, you can 
make it yet!  
   
DREAMY: The game’s up, I told you. (With gloomy fatalism) I suspect it had to be. Yes, 
sir. They’d get me in the long run anyway—and with her curse, the luck'd be against me. 
(With sudden anger) Get out of here, you Reeny! You ain’t aiming to get shot up too, are 
you? Ain’t no sense in that. 
 
IRENE: I’m staying too, here with you!  
   
DREAMY: No you ain’t! None of that bull! You ain’t got no mix in this jam.  
   
IRENE: Yes, I do! Ain’t you my man?  
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DREAMY: Don’t make no dif. I don’t want to get you in Dutch any more than you are. 
It’s bad enough for me. (He pushes her toward the door.) Blow while you can, I tell you! 
 
IRENE: No, Dreamy! What I care if they kill me? I’m going to stick with you.  
   
DREAMY: (He gives her another push.) No, you not, gal. (Unlocking the door) Out with 
you!   
  
IRENE: You can’t give me no bum’s rush. I'm going to stay. 
 
DREAMY: Only one thing for me to do then. (He hits her on the side of the face with all 
his might, knocking her off balance, and she sways as if about to fall. Then he opens the 
door and grabs her two arms from behind.) Out with you, gal!  
   
IRENE: (moaning) Dreamy! Dreamy! Let me stay with you! (He pushes her into the 
hallway and holds her there at arm’s length.) For God’s sake, Dreamy!  
   
MAMMY: (whimpers) Dreamy! I’m scared! 
 
IRENE: (from the hall) I’m going to stay right here at the door. You might as well let me 
in.  
   
DREAMY: Don’t do that, Reeny. (Then with a sudden idea) You run around and tell the 
gang what’s up. Maybe they get me out of this, you hear?  
   
IRENE: You think they can?  
   
DREAMY: Never can tell. You hurry—through the back yard, remember—and don’t get 
pinched, now. 
 
IRENE: I’m going! I’ll bring them back!   
 
DREAMY: (stands listening to her retreating footsteps—then shuts and locks the door-- 
gloomily to himself) Ain’t no good. They don’t dare do nothing. 
 
MAMMY: (groaning) Dreamy!  
  
DREAMY: Here I am. Just a second. (He goes to the window.) 
 
MAMMY: (weakly) I feel—like—the end’s coming. Oh Lord, Lord!  
   
DREAMY: (absent-mindedly) Yes, Mammy. (Aloud to himself) They’re sneaking cross 
the street. There’s another of ‘em. That’s three. (He glances around the room quickly—
then hurries over and takes hold of the chest of drawers. As he does so the old woman 
commences to croon shrilly to herself.) Stop that noise, Mammy! Stop that noise!  
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MAMMY: (wonderingly) That’s how come you got that—that nickname—Dreamy. 
 
DREAMY: Yes, Mammy.  
 
[He puts the lamp on the floor to the rear of the door, turning it down low. Then he 
carries the chest of drawers over and places it against the door as a barricade.]  
  
MAMMY: (rambling as he does this—very feebly) Do you know—I give you that 
name—when you just a baby—lying in my arms—   
  
DREAMY: Yes, Mammy. 
 
MAMMY: Down by the creek—under the old willow—where I used to take you—with 
your big eyes a-chasing—the sun flittering through the grass—and out on the water—  
 
DREAMY: (He takes the revolver from his pocket and puts it on top of the chest of 
drawers) They don’t get the Dreamy alive—not for the chair! Lord Jesus, no sir! 
 
MAMMY: And you always—a-looking—and a-thinking to yourself—and your big eyes 
just a-dreaming and a-dreaming—and that’s when I give you that nickname—Dreamy—
Dreamy—   
  
DREAMY: Yes, Mammy. (He listens at the crack of the door.) 
 
MAMMY: (faintly) Where are you, Dreamy? I can’t—hardly—breathe—no more. Oh 
Lord have mercy! 
    
DREAMY: (goes over to the bed) Here I am, Mammy.  
   
MAMMY: (speaking with difficulty) You—kneel down—child—say a prayer—Oh Lord! 
 
DREAMY: Just a second, Mammy. (He gets his revolver and comes back.) 
 
MAMMY: Gimme—your hand—child. (DREAMY gives her his left hand. The revolver 
is in his right. He stares nervously at the door.) And you kneel down—pray for me.  
 
[DREAMY gets on one knee beside the bed. There is a sound from the hallway as if 
someone had made a misstep on the stairs—then silence. DREAMY starts and half aims 
his gun in the direction of the door.]  
 
MAMMY: (groaning weakly.) I’m dying, child. It’s the end. You pray for me—out 
loud—so’s I can hear. Oh Lord! (She gasps to catch her breath.) 
 
DREAMY: (abstractedly, not having heard a word she has said) Yes, Mammy. (Aloud to 
himself with determination) They don’t get the Dreamy! Not while he’s alive! Lord Jesus, 
no sir! 
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MAMMY: (falteringly) That’s right—you pray—Lord Jesus—Lord Jesus— 
 
[There is another slight sound of movement from the hallway. The lights fade to black.] 
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“The Players” 
Adapted by Michael O’Neill from “The People” by Susan Glaspell; first performed and 
produced March 9, 1917 by the Provincetown Players in New York City 
 
Characters: 
 

EDWARD WILLIS, founder and president of “The Players”  
OSCAR TRIPP, playwright and original member of “The Players”  
BORDFELT, a scenic artist and new member of “The Players” 
SARA, an original member and current treasurer of “The Players”  
TOM HOWE, a handyman and theater jack-of-all-trades 
IDA HAPGOOD, actor, suffragette, and original member of “The Players” 
THE BOY FROM GEORGIA  
THE MAN FROM THE CAPE  
THE WOMAN FROM IDAHO  

 
[The stage of the MacDougal Street theater currently occupied by “The Players”—the 
makeshift office of an organization that is radical and poor. The upstage wall visible, legs 
hanging and tied off, exits to a storage room s/r and to the only dressing room s/l. A rack 
of costumes, including some recognizable from the plays preceding this one, stands on 
wheels to one side. Manuscripts, drawings, and blueprints weigh down a table near 
center. On crates are revolutionary posters and notices for productions; on the floor are 
props, paint cans, and tools. OSCAR sits at one end of table writing. The chair in which 
he sits—indeed, almost everything on the stage—should be familiar as furniture and 
props used in the previous six plays. MAMMY’s bed from “The Dreamy Kid” has been 
pushed upstage and is covered with fabric and clothes. Two telephones at opposite sides 
of the stage; one is real, the other the prop phone from “The Eternal Quadrangle.” Enter 
TOM HOWE, carrying THE ANGEL’s wings from “The Angel Intrudes.”] 
 
TOM: Save these? Or toss them? 
 
OSCAR: Flap them and see if they fly. This theater could use a miracle. 
 
TOM: (Putting the wings in a box) So why are you writing? 
 
OSCAR: (Jauntily) Because sometimes I am a playwright. 
 
TOM: But I thought you said “The Players” wouldn’t be doing another production.  
 
OSCAR: (With dignity) I am writing. 
 
TOM: There’s a woman here with a suitcase. 
 
OSCAR: Full of money, I hope. 
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TOM: And a sewing bag. She wants to see somebody in charge. 
 
OSCAR: (After writing a moment) All right. 
 
[Exit TOM, enter through the house a WOMAN with suitcase. She is middle-aged, wears 
plain clothes not in fashion. Her manner is a little shrinking and yet as she stands looking 
about the cluttered stage, her face is the face of one who has come a long way and 
reached a wonderful place.] 
 
THE WOMAN: This is the theater? I mean, The Players’ theater. 
 
OSCAR: Um-hum. 
 
THE WOMAN: (In a bated way) I came to see the author of those wonderful words. 
 
OSCAR: (Rising) Which wonderful words? 
 
THE WOMAN: About moving towards the future. 
 
OSCAR: Can you be more specific? Not a single one of us here writes about moving 
backwards to the past. Not one. 
 
THE WOMAN: “One man cannot create drama.” That’s a quote. 
 
OSCAR: Oh. 
 
THE WOMAN: (Making sure she has it right) “True drama is born only of one feeling 
animating all members of a clan—a spirit shared by all and expressed by the few for the 
all.” 
 
OSCAR: Those are Mr. Willis's wonderful words. (Begins writing again as one who has 
lost interest.) 
 
THE WOMAN: Could I see him? 
 
OSCAR: He isn't here yet. Won't be here till much later. (WOMAN stands and studies 
everything.) Fact is, nobody’s seen him since he stormed out of here last night. 
 
THE WOMAN: He can’t have gone far. 
 
OSCAR: Hard to say. He was very cross with all of us. 
 
THE WOMAN: (Pained) Oh--no. I think you're mistaken. 
 
OSCAR: Anything you care to see me about? 
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THE WOMAN: (After considering) I could see him a little later, couldn't I? 
 
OSCAR: Yes, once he returns. If it's important. Of course, he'll be very busy catching up. 
 
THE WOMAN: It is important. At least--yes, it is important. 
 
OSCAR: Very well then--later in the morning should be good, I’d guess. 
 
THE WOMAN: (Thinking aloud) I will stand in Washington Square and watch the 
people go by. 
 
OSCAR: What? 
 
THE WOMAN: The people. It's so wonderful to see them--so many of them. Don't you 
often just stand and watch them? 
 
OSCAR: No, madam, not often. I am too busy writing plays about them. 
 
THE WOMAN: Of course you are busy. You help with The Players? (Looks about at the 
posters.) 
 
OSCAR: I am on the board of The Players. 
 
THE WOMAN: That's a great thing for you--and you so young. Does Mr. Willis write on 
this very stage? 
 
OSCAR: That is his desk, when we aren’t using it in a play. 
 
THE WOMAN: (Looking at the desk) It must be a wonderful thing for you to write on 
the very same stage with him. 
 
OSCAR: Well, I don't know; perhaps it is a wonderful thing for him to--I am Oscar 
Tripp, the playwright and sometimes actor. 
 
THE WOMAN: (Wistfully) It would be beautiful to be a playwright and an actor, 
sometimes. (Pause.) I will come back later. (Picks up suitcase.) 
 
OSCAR: Just leave that if you aren't going to be using it in the meantime. 
 
THE WOMAN: (Putting it down among crates and boxes) Oh, thank you. I see that you 
are a kind young man. 
 
OSCAR: That is not the general opinion. 
 
THE WOMAN: I wonder why it is that the general opinion is so often wrong? (Stands 
considering it for a moment, and then goes out.) 
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OSCAR: I don't quite understand that woman. 
 
[Enter TOM HOWE carrying another full crate.] 
 
TOM: If “The Players” can’t go on, somebody official ought to tell me. (OSCAR begins 
writing.) A good handyman like me can get a job almost anywhere. Things always need 
fixing. (OSCAR continues writing.) Can you go on? 
 
OSCAR: I don't see how we can, but many a time I haven’t seen how we could--and we 
did. Doubtless we will go on, and will see days so much worse than these that we will 
say, “Ah, the good old days of March, 1918.” 
 
TOM: But can you pay salaries? 
 
OSCAR: (Shocked) Oh, no, I think not; but we must work because we love our work. 
 
TOM: We must eat because we love our food. 
 
OSCAR: You'll know soon. There’ll be some kind of reckoning when Mr. Willis appears. 
He can’t stay away from this theater for long. 
 
[Enter SARA. She is dressed for business and has the simple direct manner of a woman 
who is ready to work for a thing she believes in. TOM gets no hint of information from 
her demeanor, so he goes out.] 
 
SARA: Ed not yet back? 
 
OSCAR: No. 
 
SARA: Have you asked around? 
 
OSCAR: I haven’t, no.  
 
SARA: I know I shouldn’t worry. 
 
OSCAR: I’m not. 
 
SARA: You know how he gets. 
 
OSCAR: Usually, yes. But last night, old Dionysus made an exit worthy of a Broadway 
star--wrapped in that old cape of his. And that shepherd’s crook he got from Greece--
waving it at us like a weapon. (Pause) Very frightening, truth be told. 
 
SARA: I’m truly afraid he's for giving it all up this time. 
 
OSCAR: He was completely, utterly, totally sober. That’s what scares me. 
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SARA: I don't want to give it up. (She sits at the table and opens a ledger she has 
brought with her.) We can’t do that. 
 
OSCAR: Well, it's not what we want, it’s what people want, and there aren’t enough of 
them who want us right now. 
 
SARA: There’s a war on, Oscar. People are paying attention to little else. 
 
OSCAR: Yet we soldiers of the theater keep right on marching. 
 
SARA: Marching forward, yes. 
 
OSCAR: And all while “the war to end all wars” is putting an end to The Players.  
 
SARA: Mr. Wilson and his delusions of grandeur may be all the rage at the Liberal Club, 
but they don’t help here much, nor does placing blame on events beyond our control. 
(With a gesture that seems to include what cannot be seen) This, all this, will never be a 
casualty of the war. The Players will outlast it. We must. 
 
OSCAR: (Smirking slightly) If we must, then we will. 
 
SARA:  The Players can survive without your scorn, Oscar, but we cannot survive 
without you.  
 
OSCAR: Survive or perish, The Players can depend on me. 
 
SARA: You and me and all The Players. We always solve our problems best together 
because we cause those problems ourselves. We can find it, Oscar. The problem, the fault 
must lie with us. 
   
OSCAR: Not with us, not precisely. The fault lies with our failure to— (BORDFELT has 
entered.) 
 
BORDFELT: I’ll tell you where the fault lies. We should concentrate more on the visuals 
and less on stupid dialogue. (Takes a seat at the table.) 
 
SARA:  Good morning, B.J. 
 
OSCAR: We’ve spent so much money on how our plays look that we have forgotten the 
value of what we say. (Stabbing his pencil in the air at BORDFELT) The fault lies there. 
 
BORDFELT: The fault lies with audiences who no longer know how to listen. Our 
struggle to save their attention span is over; the telephone, the wireless, the phonograph, 
the who-knows-what’s-next have won that battle. 
 
OSCAR: I refuse to surrender. 



	 89	

BORDFELT: The fault then lies with you. 
 
(The blankets and clothing on the upstage bed suddenly fly off in all directions as 
EDWARD WILLIS, founder and president of “The Players,” emerges from under the 
covers. He is wearing a long, dark velvet cape, and he steadies himself with a shepherd’s 
crook.) 
 
ED: I’ll tell you where the fault lies. (Points first to BORDFELT, then to OSCAR.) 
There! And there! Just all of this! Everybody plugging his own agenda, nobody caring 
enough about “The Players” as a whole, and all while I’m trying to get some sleep.  
 
OSCAR: (Rising) I'll tell you where the fault lies. (Points to ED.) Here! This. You vanish 
into the night and worry all of us sick to death. Isn’t that right, Sara? 
 
SARA: Well, yes— 
 
OSCAR: Then you stage your own resurrection, and the first golden words that fall from 
the lips of Dionysus are words of censure for his faithful colleagues. 
 
SARA: How are you Ed? 
 
ED: Rotten. I hate staying out all night. I always catch cold. 
 
SARA: Any luck? 
 
ED: I’m afraid not. (Shakes his head and drapes his cape with great ceremony over the 
back of a chair.) There’s no money to be had.  
 
[IDA HAPGOOD, dressed in a man’s suit and sporting a cigar, strides onto the stage in 
a burst of energy.] 
 
IDA: Here’s this morning’s news: (Punching out each word on an imaginary billboard) 
Myrtle Dart spots German U-boats off Cape Cod. Flees to New Mexico with Young 
Buck and All Her Dough. (Pause, then still with a bit of staccato) The Count of Monte 
Cristo? Count him out. Gene O’Neill claims the old man is such a skinflint that if he put 
him in a play, no audience would believe it. Anybody got a light for this cigar? 
 
SARA: I don’t smoke. 
 
IDA: You should. Take advantage of being in Greenwich Village. That’s what I say. A 
woman can’t just light up and smoke everywhere. 
 
BORDFELT: (Offering to light IDA’s cigar) If I may— 
 
IDA: You may not! I can light it myself without the help of a man, especially a man who 
paints—and with stage paint. That isn’t even real paint. (She lights her cigar.) Thanks. 
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BORDFELT: You’re very welcome.  
 
ED: Ida, I do hope you did not meet with our subscribers this morning. 
 
IDA: Damn straight I did.  
 
ED: My deepest apologies. 
 
SARA: Regular meeting at Christine’s, Ed, as scheduled.  
 
OSCAR: Any survival suggestions served with the coffee at Christine’s? 
 
IDA: Who here does not share Ed’s belief--present painters excluded—that The Players 
could become “the most vital theater in the world.”  Show of hands, please!  (They all 
raise their hands, except ED.) We’ll take that as a yes, Ed. I forbid you to change your 
mind. Now, about our subscribers (IDA pulls a mortarboard and a pair of glasses from a 
crate, places them on OSCAR, and continues.) First, you got the Earnest Approach! He’s 
heard that “The Players” may have to disband. 
 
OSCAR as EARNEST APPROACH: Yes, I have. 
 
ED: (Intrigued by this bit of theater) It seems we might as well. 
 
IDA: Now just let him tell you what the trouble has been and how you can remedy it.  
 
OSCAR as EARNEST APPROACH: “The Players” have been afraid of being serious. 
But you deal with ideas, and you must do it soberly. There is an audience for good, 
earnest theater of protest!  
 
IDA: (As she finishes putting a top hat on SARA and placing a champagne glass in her 
hand.) Next, you got the Light Touch! She’s come to see you, Ed, to say she hopes the 
news she’s hearing isn’t true. 
 
OSCAR as EARNEST APPROACH: (with a sneer) But all this levity--this fooling— 
 
IDA: Wait your turn! 
 
ED: If it’s bad, it’s true. 
 
IDA: Well, she feels it’s an awful pity, but you’ve been too damn serious.  
 
SARA as LIGHT TOUCH: A lighter touch—that’s what “The Players” need. You’re as 
heavy as mud. Try it awhile longer along frivolous lines. Fill your bills with more plays 
like that one about the famous ice-skater moonlighting as a butler.  Such a panic!  
Thinking about it again makes me thirsty! (She pretends to chug down her glass of 
champagne.) Just ran in to let you have my idea of what’s the matter with you. (Belches) 
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ED: If we filled as many seats with warm bodies as we have people to tell us what’s the 
matter with us-- 
 
[Enter TOM carrying a crate from which IDA extracts two hand puppets.] 
 
IDA: We still have two more to tell you what’s the matter with us. (Putting a puppet on 
each hand) You got the Philosopher and the Anarchist. (IDA ducks behind a stack of 
crates. TOM remains and watches with amazement.) 
 
IDA as ANARCHIST: Too damn bourgeois! You should paint a sign on the curtain for 
every production—“To hell with the bourgeoisie! Pigs!” 
 
IDA as PHILOSOPHER: The trouble with “The Players” is efficiency. 
 
[TOM falls back against the wall, and then staggers out of the room, muttering to 
himself.] 
 
ED: Dear God! There are things it seems even Tom cannot bear. 
 
IDA as PHILOSOPHER: The plays you produce should be more carelessly done, and 
then they would be more perfectly done. Your playwrights should be less definite, and 
they would have more definiteness. Your directors should not know what it is they want, 
and then they would find what they are after. 
 
ED: You talk as if we had not been a scandalous success right here in Greenwich Village 
and on Cape Cod. Just last week I heard of a woman who keeps our playbills under her 
bed so her husband won’t know she’s seen The Players perform. He’s a member of the 
Theater Guild. 
 
BORDFELT: (who is sketching ED) It was my rendering for the playbill cover got us 
under the bed.  
 
IDA as ANARCHIST: Can you not see that she hides you under the bed because The 
Players have made concessions to the bourgeoisie? Cows! Geese! 
 
BORDFELT: I should design more scenery for “The Players” to paint. 
 
ED: One of our core principles says you should not. (They glare at one another.) You are 
welcome to experiment with a stage of extremely simple resources—it being the idea of 
The Players that elaborate settings are unnecessary to bring out the essential qualities of a 
good play. (ED waves a piece of paper at BORDFELT.) Here it is, word for word, in the 
announcement of our first season in New York. 
 
[Enter the BOY from Georgia--dressed like a freshman with a good allowance.] 
 
OSCAR as EARNEST APPROACH: The Players should be more serious. 
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SARA as LIGHT TOUCH: The Players should be more frivolous. 
 
THE BOY: Is this The Players’ theater? 
 
ED: No, this is a lunatic asylum. 
 
THE BOY: (After a bewildered moment) Oh, you’re joking. You know (confidentially), I 
wondered about that--whether you would joke here. I thought you would. (Stepping 
forward.) I came to see your president--I want to tell him— 
 
ED: So many people are telling me so many things, could you tell yours a little later? 
 
THE BOY: Oh, yes. Of course there must be many important things people have to tell 
you. 
 
ED: Well--many. 
 
BOY: Can I watch the rest of this play y’all are doing? 
 
ED: If y’all don’t interrupt. 
 
BOY:  I won’t. This is what I came to see!  
 
BORDFELT: (Who has all the time been glaring at ED) Speaking for the true theater 
artists, I want to say right now— 
 
ED: Speaking for the playwrights, I wish to say before we go further-- 
 
OSCAR as EARNEST APPROACH: A more serious approach-- 
 
SARA as LIGHT TOUCH: A lighter touch-- 
 
IDA as ANARCHIST: Speaking for the Anarchists-- 
 
IDA as PHILOSOPHER: Speaking for the truth— 
 
[Phone rings. ED answers the “prop” phone by mistake, slams the receiver down, and 
picks up the working phone. Enter the MAN from the Cape--slow, heavy.] 
 
ED: You have come to tell us something about this theater? 
 
THE MAN: Yes. 
 
ED: There are a number ahead of you. Will you wait your turn? (A look of 
disappointment from the MAN.) I'll be glad to see you as soon as I can. There--through 
the door? (Motioning to the door.) It leads backstage. 



	 93	

[A moment the MAN stands there, a mute ponderous figure, then very slowly goes out.] 
 
ED: (Nodding as he listens, and then hangs up the receiver) Christine wants us to pay up. 
Breakfast with the subscribers ate up the last of our credit. And here—(Takes from a 
drawer a huge packet of bills.) costumes bills for cleaning and alterations got to be paid 
today.  
 
OSCAR as EARNEST APPROACH: You could pay your bills if you were not afraid to 
be serious! 
 
SARA as LIGHT TOUCH: You could pay your bills if you were not afraid of jokes! 
 
ED: Oscar, Sara, that’s enough. 
 
OSCAR as EARNEST APPROACH: (From the door upstage, very solemnly) A more 
earnest vision of the theater would save “The Players.” 
 
SARA as LIGHT TOUCH: A lighter touch would turn the trick! 
 
[Exeunt.] 
 
IDA as ANARCHIST: (pounding on a crate) To hell with the bourgeoisie! Apes! 
 
IDA as PHILOSOPHER: Efficiency has put out the spark. Efficiency begets form. The 
Players have lacked form. 
 
IDA as ANARCHIST: The Players have lacked courage! Donkeys! 
 
ED: Ida, it would be illuminating to hear you run through the animal kingdom--toads, 
crocodiles, creatures you haven't mentioned yet, but the animal kingdom is large--and we 
have work to do. 
 
IDA as ANARCHIST: Rest in peace. (Gesture of benediction. Then with a hiss) 
Centipedes! (The puppet disappears.) 
 
[BOY applauds loudly and whistles as OSCAR, SARA, and IDA return to their places 
as before.] 
 
ED: (To the BOY) Show’s over. (BOY goes out--reluctantly.) For a moment there, you 
had me believing that what’s the matter with The Players is our loyal friends. They mean 
well. So did I, so did all of us, once upon a time. 
 
SARA: (Quietly.) Well, to be or not to be. I guess it’s up to you, Ed. 
 
ED: Just what would we be going on for? Now and then we produce a play that gets a 
rise out of a few people or tells a story in a new way, but--we don’t change anything. 
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SARA: The Players always had another hope. We were going to express ourselves so 
simply and so truly that we would be expressing the people--right here in rings that 
rippled outward from Washington Square. 
 
ED: (Wearily) People. I looked at them all night. Oh, I got so tired looking at them. They 
don’t want to be expressed in plays. Ripples from us would topple them over like toys. 
The longer I looked, the more ridiculous it seemed to me that we should be giving our 
lives to The Players. Mr. Wilson has dragged us into a war that is killing us, and just a 
few blocks uptown and clear across the country, the theater has never risen from its 
deathbed, and despite all our fresh air, breathing its last sad gasps. 
 
OSCAR: Nicely put, that, but tell us something we don’t know, Ed. 
 
SARA: This is a long way from what you felt a few years ago, Ed. You had such a vision 
then. 
 
ED: Visions in the theater don’t keep for very long, I’m afraid. The trouble about doing 
anything in the theater for your fellow man is that you have to do it with a few of them in 
the seats. Oh, of course that isn't fair. We care. I’ll say that for The Players. Even Oscar 
cares, or he wouldn’t work the way he has. But what does our caring come to? It doesn’t 
connect up with anything, and God knows it doesn’t seem to be making anything very 
beautiful of the theater or of us. There’s something rather pathetic about us. 
 
IDA: I’ll tell you what’s pathetic—all this soul-searching, that’s what. Sure, we aren’t 
everybody’s cup of tea, but I like it that way. Last month when that group of church 
ladies from Brooklyn bought out the house for one night to watch “The Widow’s Veil,” I 
loved being one of the Greenwich Village bohemians they really had come to see. 
 
OSCAR: I know you’re going to say that the tickets they bought helped keep us going— 
 
SARA: They did. 
 
OSCAR: But at what price? Alice’s play is wonderful—we all agree on that—but did it 
reach those ladies, touch them at all?  They came all the way from Brooklyn to 
Greenwich Village for the freak show—and we all need to admit that. 
 
IDA: I’ll admit something. I loved blowing my cigar smoke in their faces. And, you 
know what? They loved it, too. 
 
SARA: “The first right thing!” 
 
IDA: “A native stage!” 
 
ED:  I know I said those things, and, Ida, you wrote them down. Why? So, one day, a day 
like today, you could torment me by parroting the forsaken words of my failed ideas. 
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SARA:  You also said our purpose is (reading from a piece of paper she has pulled from 
her ledger) “to give American playwrights a chance to work out their ideas in freedom.” 
That will never change, Ed. 
 
ED:  But, read this, our circular for this past season. (He reads without feeling.) “We will 
let this theater die before we let it become another voice of mediocrity.” 
 
IDA: Don’t you dare skip the rest of it—and, no, Ed, I do not need to read it. I know it by 
heart. “We are still not afraid to fail in things worth trying. This season too shall be an 
adventure. If any writers in this country--”  
 
[OSCAR gradually adds his voice to that of IDA. The WOMAN has appeared at the 
door and has moved a few steps into the room as if drawn by the words she is hearing. 
Behind her are the BOY from Georgia, and the MAN from the Cape.] 
 
IDA and OSCAR: “—already of our group or still to be attracted to it—are capable of 
bringing down fire from heaven to the stage . . .” 
 
[ED joins them for the conclusion.] 
 
IDA, OSCAR and ED: “ . . . we are here to receive and help.” 
 
BORDFELT: (in the moment) Amen. (Then recovering) Sorry! 
 
SARA: (Very quietly) You wrote that, Ed. 
 
ED: Yes, I wrote it; one more bit of fancy wording for one more announcement. And do 
you want to know why I wrote it? I wrote it because I was sore at Oscar for not finishing 
the copy he promised us, and I wanted to write something to make him feel ashamed of 
himself. 
 
THE WOMAN: (Moving forward) I don't believe that’s true! I don’t believe that's true! 
Maybe you think that’s why you wrote it, but it’s not the reason. You wrote it because 
it’s the living truth, and it moved in you and you had to say it. 
 
ED: (Rising) Who are you? 
 
THE WOMAN: I am one of the people. I have lived a long way off. I know those words 
and--I had to come. 
 
THE BOY: (Blithely) I’ve come too. I’m from Georgia. I heard you have an old ring on 
the wall with a sign above it that says, “Here Pegasus was hitched.” Gosh, I heard about 
that and I didn't want to stay at school any longer. I said, “I want something different and 
bigger--something more like this.” I heard about y’all not being able to sell tickets just 
because lots of people don’t want anything different and bigger, and I said to myself, “I'll 
sell tickets! I’ll do anything! I'll go and sell them on the streets!” And I got so excited 
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about it that I didn’t even wait for the dance. There was a dance that night, and I had my 
girl too. 
 
THE WOMAN: He didn’t even wait for the dance. 
 
ED: (To the MAN] And what did you leave, my friend? 
 
THE MAN: (Heavily) My oyster bed. I’m from Cape Cod. I had a chance to go in on an 
oyster bed. I seen what you playwrights wrote—I watched through an open door on the 
old Lewis Wharf where they acted it, and I said to myself, “I'm nothing but an oyster 
myself. Guess I'll come to life.” 
 
ED: But--what did you come here for? 
 
THE MAN: Well--for the rest of it. 
 
ED: The rest of what? 
 
THE MAN: The rest of what you’ve got. 
 
THE BOY: Sure enough—that’s it; we’ve come for the rest of what The Players got. 
 
OSCAR: This is awkward for Ed. 
 
THE WOMAN: Give it to us. 
 
ED: What? 
 
THE WOMAN: The rest of it. 
 
ED: (An instant's pause) The Players haven’t got anything more to give. 
 
THE BOY: But you all made us think you had. You all led us to believe you had. 
 
THE WOMAN: And you have. If you hadn’t more to give, you couldn’t have given all 
that you already have given. 
 
OSCAR: Very awkward. 
 
THE WOMAN: You said—“We are here to receive and help.” Well, three of us are here. 
From the South and the East and the West we’ve come because you made us want 
something we didn’t have, made us want it so much we had to move the way we thought 
was toward what you said is “an adventure”—and here we are. 
 
THE BOY:  The Players—you all have life--something different and bigger. I mean, 
Pegasus was hitched here, right here. 
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OSCAR: Perhaps we’d better go. Poor Ed. 
 
ED: I wish you’d shut up, Oscar. 
 
THE WOMAN: I know The Players will give it to us. 
 
ED: Give what to you? 
 
THE WOMAN: The theater you have made together. (OSCAR coughs.) What you made 
us know we need: “a blessed community of life givers.” 
 
OSCAR: You shouldn’t have called personally. You should have sent in your needs by 
mail. I read unsolicited manuscripts. 
 
ED: Oscar, try and act as if you had a soul. 
 
THE WOMAN: I think he really has. (A look at OSCAR--then, warmly.) At least he has a 
heart. It’s only that he feels he must be witty. But you—you’re not going to let us just go 
away again, are you? He gave up his oyster bed, and this boy didn’t even wait for the 
dance, and me--I gave up my tombstone. 
 
ED: Your--? 
 
THE WOMAN: Yes--tombstone. It had always been a saying in our family—“He won't 
even have a stone to mark his grave.” They said it so much and so solemnly that I thought 
it meant something. I sew--plain sewing, but I’ve often said to myself, “Well, at least I'll 
have a stone to mark my grave.” And then, a man who had been doing plays for the 
miners--I live in a town in Idaho— 
 
OSCAR: Ed’s wife is from Idaho. 
 
IDA: Iowa. She’s from Iowa. 
 
OSCAR: I believe they are the same place, are they not? Some people call it the one; 
some call it the other. 
 
THE WOMAN: (To ED) You understand miners, men like you who feel incomplete 
unless they work with their hands. 
 
SARA: Ed ripped these rooms apart to build a theater for The Players.  
 
IDA: This stage right here was a dining room until Ed got his hands on it. We’ve put the 
parlor to good use, seating our audience out there where society matrons once parked 
their derrieres.  
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THE WOMAN: That man—he was from back east, people said—he and his actors got 
run out of town. It must have been awful quick, because their plays were left behind. The 
owner of the hotel where he had been staying said to me--I went there to mend some 
curtains for him—“Here, you like to read. Don't you want this?” Of course, I took it. And 
he told me, “Just be careful. If some folks in town see it, they’ll think you’re not all you 
should be.” He meant the cover. 
 
BORDFELT: (Brightening) That was my cover! 
 
SARA: It wasn’t. Bobby Jones did that cover--his first and last. 
 
THE WOMAN: (After a smile at BORDFELT) So I took it home, and when my work 
was done that night, I read your wonderful words. They’re like a spring--if you’ve lived 
in a dry country, you’ll know what I mean. And they made me know that my tombstone 
was as dead as--well, (with a little laugh) as dead as a tombstone. So I had to have 
something to take its place. 
 
SARA: (Rising and going to the WOMAN) Talk to him. Tell him about it. Come, Oscar! 
 
THE BOY: As long as there seems to be so much uncertainty about this, perhaps I’d 
better telegraph father. You see, the folks don’t know where I am. I just came. 
 
THE WOMAN: He didn't even stay for the dance. 
 
THE BOY: I’ll be glad to sell tickets or give out handbills. (Seeing a pile of them on the 
table.) Here, shall I take these? -- And I’ll stop people on the street and in Washington 
Square and tell them why I’m doing it. And then I’ll sell them a ticket. 
 
OSCAR: No, you can’t do that. You’d be arrested. 
 
IDA: You got spunk there, kid. I like that, but the law says The Players are a club. 
Legally, we cannot sell tickets. We sign up subscribers to fill the seats. 
 
OSCAR: Or not. 
 
THE WOMAN: Let him sell tickets. What’s the difference about the law, if you have the 
right idea? 
 
OSCAR: The right idea has given The Players trouble enough already. 
 
THE MAN: There’s something sure about an oyster bed. 
 
OSCAR: You come with me to O’Connor’s and have a drink. Something sure about that 
too. 
 
THE WOMAN: He could have had a drink at home. 
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SARA: (To BORDFELT) Coming, B.J.? (To the BOY) It is corking of you to want to 
help The Players. 
 
IDA: (To the BOY) While they’re having a drink, let me show you where Pegasus was 
hitched. 
 
[All go out except the WOMAN and ED. A Pause.] 
 
THE WOMAN: I am sorry for you. 
 
ED: Why? 
 
THE WOMAN: (Feeling her way and sadly) Because you have the brain to say those 
things and put them on the stage, and not the spirit to believe them. I couldn’t say them, 
and yet I’ve got something you haven’t got. (With more sureness) Because I know the 
things your plays say are true. 
 
ED: Will you sit down? 
 
THE WOMAN: No—I’ll go. (Stands there uncertainly.) I don’t know why I should be 
disappointed. I suppose it’s not fair to ask The Players to be as big as the truth you saw. 
Why should I expect you would be? 
 
ED: I’m sorry. I suppose now you’ll regret your tombstone. 
 
THE WOMAN: No--it was wonderful to ride across this country. The train moving along 
seemed to make something move in me. I had thoughts not like any thoughts I’d ever had 
before--your words like a spring breaking through the dry country of my mind. I listened 
to my thoughts, about how The Players dedicated themselves to a making a theater that 
belongs to us by changing the theater no one really wanted, and I listened to myself 
thinking--This is change; this is the revolution! Knowing that your tombstone doesn't 
matter!  Seeing—that’s the revolution. 
 
ED: Seeing--? 
 
THE WOMAN: (As if it is passing before her) A plain, dark trees off at the edge, against 
the trees a little house and a big barn. A flat piece of land fenced in. Stubble, furrows. 
Horses waiting to get in at barn; cows standing around a pump. A tile yard, a water tank, 
one straight street of a little town. A tiny theater on that street or on the next block. The 
trees like--hopes that have been given up. The graveyards--on hills--they come so fast. I 
noticed them first because of my tombstone, but I got to thinking about all our boys in 
France leaving this life without coming home again. I listened so closely that I heard so 
much; “the drama of a people begins in talk”—you wrote that. (Pause, with an intensity 
peculiarly simple.): I mean--all of them talking. (A gesture, wide, loving.) “Our 
unrealized nation”--your words--“A whole community working together, developing 
unsuspected talents.”  
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ED: Yes. Seeing—is the revolution. (Her words seem to float in front of his eyes.) All 
this pow-wow and meanness of The Players are not going to lead to any true and 
beautiful work here--or anywhere in life. 
   
THE WOMAN: Life will become what this war will make it. You know what that truth 
is. “The makers and players of plays shall help keep alive in this wreck of a world the 
light of the imagination.” To have written that, you must surely know that everything 
within us is worth everything that might cost. 
 
[Enter TOM] 
 
TOM: I’ve got—(Feeling something strange) Sorry to butt in, but I can get a job as a 
handyman, like I had before. If The Players are folding, I’ve got to know it. 
 
ED: Fold? The Players can’t fold! 
 
TOM: Can’t fold? Last I heard, The Players couldn’t do anything else. 
 
ED: That was--long ago. 
 
TOM: Oh—you’ve got something to go on with? 
 
ED: Yes, something to go on with. 
 
TOM: I see. (Looks at WOMAN, as if he didn’t see, glances at her suitcase and sewing 
bag) I’m glad. But—I’ve got to be sure. This--is the truth? 
 
ED: The truth. The truth on stage that opens from our lives as water opens from the 
rocks.  
 
THE WOMAN: (Turning a shining face to TOM) Nobody really needs a tombstone! 
 
[The WOMAN moves slowly to the rack of costumes in need of repair as the lights fade 
and then bump out.] 
 

Curtain 
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