CHARACTERS

COTTAGE ONE:
| JoE
Maceie
Steve

COTTAGE TWO:
Baiax
Marx
BrvinLy

COTTAGE THRER:
Frriorry
AaxNme
INTHRVIEWER

The Shadow Box
ACT ONE

Morning,

A small cotliage that looks like o vacation house, set
in the trees, secluded. A front porch, a living room
area, and a large kitchen area.

The lights come up first on a small area Downstage
and away from the cottage. We will call this area
the “Interview Area.”

Jor is surprised by the light. He is a strong, thick-set
man, a little bit clumsy with moving and talking, .
but full of energy.

He steps into the light and looks out toward the back
of the theatre. A MIKED VOICE speaks to him.

Vorce or INTERVIEWER. Joe? Joe, can you hear me?

Jor. Huh? (Looking around.) What . . . uh ... ?

Vorce or INTERVIEWER. Can you hear me?

JoE. Oh, yeah. Sure. I can hear you real good.

Voice oF INTERvIEWER. Good. Have a seat, Joe,

Jor. (Stll looking around, a little amused.) What?
Hey, where . . . uh ... I can’t see . . .

Voice oF INTERVIEWER. We're out here.

Jor. What? Oh, yeah. T get it

Voice oF INTERVIEWER. Yes,

Jor. You can see me. Right?

Voice or InTerviEwER. Yes. That's correct.

7
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JoE. You ¢an see me, but T .

VOICE OF I[NTERVIEWER. Ye€&.

JoE. . . . can't see you. Yeah, (He laughs.) I get it

now. You can s¢¢ me, huh?

VoIce oF INTERVIEWER. Yeg, we can,

Jor. Far out.

Vorce oF INTERVIEWER. What?
- -"’""'_:F‘-TIDE (Smiling.) Nothing., Nothing, Well, how do I
ssaf TV look?
b : Voica oF InTerviewes. Hava n seat, Joo.

\a {4 Jou. That bad, I yool all right. Lost a little
i 19 “Mieight, ® of that .
CE OF INTERVIEWER, Hewn n sont, Joe,

MJow Sure, sure, (e sits.) Okay. What?
)ﬁ “Voice or INterviewen, Nothing special, We just
;/ want.ed to talk. Give you & chanco to see how we do

this,
Jor. Sure, You got people watching, huh?

Voion or INTenviewrr. Yes. There’s nothing very

complioated about it. It’s just a way for us to stay in

touch,
Jon, Yeah. It's like bemg on T.V.
Voren or INTERVIEWER. Just relax.
Jon. Right. Fire away.
Vorce or INTERVIEWER. You seem to be in very good
spirita.
Jor. Never better, Like tuid I feel groat.
Voice or INTerRviewER. Good. (TAere is a pause, Jor
looks out into the lights.) =
, .+ "JoE. My family is connﬁﬁ.oduy
j?~'C Voice or InTerviewER. Yes. We kno
. Jor. It's. been a long tim¥;
yau ¢ would have tome sconer, i
Not after all these goddayan

i thon 1 ﬂwnya
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figured I'd be going home. I always figured I'd get
myself back inte shape and . . . (Pause.)

VoicE oF INTERVIEWER. Have you seen the cottage?

Jok, Yeah, Yeah, it’s real nice. It’s beautiful. They're
going to love it.

Voice oF InTervIiEWER. Good.

Jom. Maggie always wanted a place in the moun-
tains. But I’m an ocean man. So, every summer, we
always ended up at the beach. She liked it all right. It
just takes her a while to get'used to things, She’ll love
it here, though, She will: It's:real nice.

VOIGE oF INTERVIEWER. Good.

JoE. It just takes her a little time.

(The lights slowly start to come up on the coifage
area. Maccie and SrevE's Voices are heard Off-
stage.)

Steve. Here, Over here. aiid

MaceIe. Stephen! Tl

Voice or INTERVIEWER. (T'0 JoE.) Then everything =
is settled, right?

JoE. Oh yesh, Maggie knows the whole setup. I
wrote to her

Voice or INnTERVIEWER. And your son?

Jom. Steve? Yeah, 1 told Maggie to tell him, I
figured he should know before he got here. -

Voice oF INTERVIEWER. Good. i ff:‘ e
JoE. Tt's not an easy thing, —

Steve. (Sl Offstage—overlapping.) Come on,é

Mom. —

JoE. T guess you know that: R
Maaecie. (Still Offstage.) Give me a chance to eatch

my breath.
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JoE. You get used to the idea, but it’s not easy.
Voice oF INTERVIEWER, You geem fine,
Jor. Oh, me, Yeah, sure, But Maggic . . .
Magaie, (Overlapping.) Whal number did you say
it was?
! Voice oF INTERVIEW R, (Querlapping.) What nuember
cottage are you in?
Joe. Uh . . . one. Number one.
i SteEvE. (Qverlapping.) Number one. One, they said.
k : ““:‘—"'_J‘n You get scared at firat. Plenty. And then you get
i {),r pissed off. Oh, is that alf right to say.
"g{i OHC Voice oF INntErviswick, You, Jue. T'hat’s all right. Tt's
all right for you lo be anngry or depressed or even
happy . . . if that's how you feel. We want to hear
as much a8 you want to tell us,
Steve. (Still Offstage.) Look nt all these goddamn
trees]
Macarn. (8Stil! Off.) Wateh your mouth,
, Jor. Yeah, cause I was. Plenty pissed off. I don’t
v "mind telling you that. In fact, I'm glad just to say it.
l\ You get tired of keeping it all inside. But it's like,
' nobod wants to hear about it. You know what I
/ ean! Kven the dociors . ey shove a thermom-
yd eter in your mouth and a stethoscope in their ears. . . .
How the hell are you supposed to say thing? But
then, like I maid, you get used to it . (%'
Steve. Come on, Mom|
— Jom There's stm a few thmgs Cae
/ . Maaaie. You're going to give me a heart attack.
‘ ;;quy,,)}f Joe. T could talk to you about them ... maybe
/ " later.
Voice or Intervizwer, Iiven if it's just to listen.
That's what we're here for, Joe.
Joim.]I mean, it happeas to sverybody, right? I ain’t
special. .

guessj .
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Voice oF INTERVIEWER. 1 guess not Joe,

JoE. I mean, that's the way I figure it. We could talk
about that, too.

Voice oF INTERVIEWER. Yes, we can.

Jos, Maybe tomorrow,

Vorce or INTERVIEWER. Alright, Joe. We won't keep
FOU NOW.

Jor. I'm a little nervous today.

Voice oF INTERVIEWER. But if you need any-
thmg

Jom, (D?,stmcted ) Huh .. . What . .. ?

Voice oF INTERVIEWER. If you need anythmg

Joe. Oh, sure. Thanks. We'll be all right.

Voicr oF INTERVIEWER. You know where to find us.

JoE. Is that it?

Vorce oF Interviewer. That’s it, Unless you have
something . . . .

Joe. Oh ..., yeah. One thing ... I...uh.

StevE. (STEVE, 8 young boy, about fourteen years
old, enters.) Dad? (He rushes onio the stage, Tuns
around the cottage.)

Maccre. (Still Offstage.) Stephen?

StEvE. Here! Over here!

Jor, I...uh...no No I guess not.

Voice oF INTERVIEWER. All right, then. Thank you,

Joe. i j{
Jok. Sure. Any time. =3 f drvs
SteveE. (Rushing into the coitage.) Number one. ~

This is it! Jesus!

Jor. Oh, yeah. T want fo thank you for making all
this possible. (He looks out into the lights. There 18
no answer.) Hello?

Steve. He's not there.

JoE. You still there? (Sill no answer.) Well, I'd
better be getting back. (Still no answer. The lights
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fade on the Interview Area and come up full on the
cottage.)
Steve. (Running out of the cottage.) Mom? Where
| the hell .
; =" JOR, (Tummg toward the cotlage.) Btephen! Hey,
i ] e
MJ Steve. Holy shit! Holy .| (He does a little
fi dance, runs to his Father and ombraces him.} Where

the helI c .
Joe. There you are . , . I boen waiting all day.
Steve., . . . have you Dbeen? Wo been traipsing

around the whale goddamn plaes, . ..

Jor. (Laughing.) 1 been here, Waiting. Where's your
mathar?

Srwevi. One eoltage after another. Ts this it. Is this it.

Mauoe, (St 73 Joe? Blephen, is that your
Inther?

Brivie, Par out! I brought my guitar. Wait till you
hear . . . (Calling Of.) Mom! Over here, for Christ’s
anko, (To Jor.) So many goddamn trees . . .

Jox, What de you think? Huh?

v, Bo many . . .

Jor. There's a bunk in there.

Mawin, (Off.) Joe?

Jor, Hey, Maggie. Gét the lead out!

Stivie. Youh, T saw. Bunk beds and a fireplace . . .
wo gob any wood?

Jon. You ean take the top one night and the bottom
the next,

Steve. Uh-uh, T'H take the hottom. T fall off, Tl
break my fucking head.

Jon. 'l break your fpeking head, if you don’t watch
your fucking mouth,
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StEvVE. Holy, holy shit! (STEVE hugs his Father again,

£ L 27 You okay?

Ve \MoE. (Quickly recovers and returns fo his premous

. I'm great. .

Joe. (Holding him tightly.) I don’t know. A couple
of weeks . . , I don’t know how long it . i
STEVE. Great (He drags Jos into the cottage ) Cotne

on. I'll show you the guitar. It was pretty cheap. 1
ripped off the case, so that didn't cost anything, It's | l
got a little compartment on the inside for picks and |
capos and dope and shit like that . &

(They go into the cottage. MacoIiE struggles onto the
stage, a mass of bundles, shopping bags and suit-
cases. She's dressed up—high heels, bright yellow
print dress—but she looks a mess. She’s been
walking too long, carrying too big a load, Finally,
she stops near the cottage.)

Magcie. End of the line. Everybody off. (dnd she
lets all the shopping bags, packages, and suitcases
crash to the ground around her. She straightens her
back with a groan and looks eround her.) Steve? Joe?
The jackass is here! Come and get vour luggage? (No
answer. She walks up to the porch of the cabin, and
tentatively takes one step up. But the cottage seems to
frighten her. She stops, looks at it and then backs
away from i.) You leave me alone out here for one
more minute and I'm taking the next plane back to
Newark, (She gives out a long, loud whistle through
her teeth.) Stephen, are you in there or not?

o
,-/]

Jou holds him at arms length for a second, to cateh his ,

#
PR

VE-You look terrific. ., Was worried, T missed .
you. iHE';H—]E%‘!MtJ"ng;v'c'fri“we e stay? Huh? e ey
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STEVE. (From inside the cottage.) Iley, Mom, come
on in if you're coming,

MageIE. I'm not coming in. You're coming out. And
dont. give me , , .

7 Jom. (Coming out of the cottagv and saying her line
with ker.) . . . and don’t give me any smart back talk
or I'll split your lip.

(Surprised by Jow's sudden appearance, she doesn’t
move for a sccond, Then, very earcfully, she takes
a few alow steps toward him, Jow walks down to
meal hor. All Maugin can wmanage to do 18 reach
oul ono hand and toweh him, just to see if he’s
really there. When she ix sure that he's not an
tusion, xha takes a doep Lreath, goes back to her
bundlon, and starts talking very quickly, trying
to kaap control of herself,)

Maaare, Well . . T brought you Home things . . .
T didn't know whnb what for sure you'd want, but I
thought it wns hettor to be surc, safe . . . s0 . . .

Jon, We'll take them inside .

. Steve’ll get them. T been dragging
them all |,

Jou. Let me look at you, huh?

Maumk. (Continues to fumble nervously with her
hair, her drean, the packagea) T didn't know what
you'l nead. There's some jolly and some peppers 1
b up, (Sha atarts pulling jara out of one of the bags.)
1 thought It was forty pounds on the plane, but they
lot you have extrn. You oan put things under the
aoat. A lot of people didnt have anything, so [ put
staflf undor their neats, too,

A Jon. Hew are you, MW
4 T4

o
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Maggie., Oh, fine, I brought the newspapers. (She
pulls more jars cut.) Some cookies, and some pumpkin
flowcrs. The airplane made me sick. There was a man
sitting next to me. He kept talking and talking. All
those clouds. It looked like you could walk on them.
I wanted to throw up, but the man next to me made
me 50 nervous I couldn’t. Where did I put .

>(1 ’ :% Jok. Come on inside. You want some coffee?

.\A"rf

! Macoir. (Reaching into another bag.) I brought

some coffee. You've got everything here already. You
should’ve told me.

Jor. T did. I told you over the phone.

Maceie. I don’t remember. I'll elean up tomorrow.
Iirst thing. Straighten everything out.

Jo, It's already clean,

Maceie. You want fo live in somebody else’s dirt?

Jog. Maggie, it isn’t the Poconos. It's clean, It's
clean,

Macois. Well, you can't be too sure. Mom sent some
bread . . .
~“JoE. How is she?

Maagarie. Oh, good. Yeah. 8he fell down and hurt her
leg. I don’t know. It’s not healing so good. She’s getting
old. What can you do. But she made the bread anyway.
I told her not to, but she said she wanted to. So . . .
And Fanny says hello. She gave me . . . uh, some-
thing . . .

Jor. I can see it later.

MaGGIE. . . . where is it? Oh, yveah. (She pulls out
a wrapped package.} 1 don’t know what it is. You
know Fanmny. It could be anything . . . and some
clam broth. (Takes out spilled clam broth.) Oh, Pop
and Josie, they went crabbing, they took the kids.
Steve went with them. They gave me almost s whole
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bushel. 8o I made some sauce, {Another jar emerges.)
We can . . . do you have a stove in there?

JoE. Sure, Come on inside, I'll show you. It's real
nice, (He starts to head her foward the cotlage, but
she pulls away.)

Maceaiz, No, I don't want to go inside,

Joe. Huh? Why not?

Maceie. I don’t . . . T'll see it. T'H see it

Joe. But . . .

Maocars. How do | look? It's n now dress,

Jou, You look real pretty.

Maaame, T got dressed for the plane, I don’t know.
I should have worn pants. You gel so tired, sitting, all
pushed togebher like that, My card hurt so bad. Steve
loved it T eonldn't make him sit still, He was all over
the place, tuking pictures. Tho stewardess was crazy
about him, Bhe wus prefly, tvo. They look real niee.
Thoy woar . . . they smile. I asked her what to do
nbout my onrm wd she just smiled. I don’t think she
hentdd e, Ho 1 wsmiled, too, but it didn't do any
good | .,

Jox. ({fuys her) You must be tired, huh?

Maaaix, Yenh, T don’t know.

Jon, Come on in. You can rest.

Madaate, (Ignores his offer.) One minute you're there.
"The next minuto vou're here. I still feel like I'm there.
(8ha pulls away from him and starts rummaging
through the bags) What else? Threo thousand miles,
it muat be, They . . . Oh, yeah. T made a ham . . .
(She pulls the monster out of a bap.)
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Joe. You mean you carried a ham three thousand
miles across the country?

Mageie. No. I put it under the seat.

Joe. Well, what the hell are we going to do with it?

Magoie, I don't know ... I thought it'd last,
80 ... :

Jom, We got everything we need. I told you.

Macors. T don’t remember. You can’t eat this, huh?

Joe. No, I can eat it. I can eat it. That’s not what
I’'m talking about.

Magaie. Then what are you talking about?

Jor. I'm talking about they.got ham in California.
They got stores like everyplace in the world and you
go in and you buy whatever you want . . .

Maccie. (Maeking a vain effort to hide the ham.)

T'll take it back with me . . .

Jom. It's all right! It's here now.

Mageie, Tt keep. I’ll put 1t away You don’t have
to look at it.

Jor. No. It's fine, It’s all right,
we talking about?

Maccie. (Al wpset, still holding on to the ham.)
You didn't say in the letter. And we talked and I
couldn’t remember. I tricd. What the hell, They said
to come and bring Steve. That's all. At first T thought
that was it. Then I got your letter and you sound fine
and I talk to you . . . so, I made the ham, I . ..
(She cries. Jok goes to her. Holds her and the ham in
his arms.) -

o

hat the hell are X 51

i Jow. What?
e 3 Mamun, A ham. We oan have it for lunch.

Jom. Christ!
Macam, What's the mattor? 1w no goml?

Jor. T missed you, Maggie. I missed vou real bad. / i 921““ ¢
(Iugs her.) # 4.

Maacie. You got to tell me what’s going on. Den't
make me feel so stupid. Like I'm supposed to know
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everything, I don’t know anything. I just know what
I see. o

Jor. Maggie . . . :

Macaie. But you look real good. You're all right
now, huh?

Jor. Maggie, listen . . .

MagGiE. No. It's all right. You don’t have to tell
me. I can see it. You're fine. Huh? It's just I got so
seared. Thinking about it. Making things up in my
head, But it's all right now. T ean sec it's all right.
I knew it would be when T gol here.

Jop, (Giving in.) Yes, Maggic. Everything’s all
right.

Maaaie, T knew il. T knew it.

(They embrace, and move Upslage, Our focus shifts
row Lo the Interview Area. Briaw is talking.)

Brian. . . . people don't want to let go. Do they?

Vorew or Inverviewer, How do you mean, Brian?

Brian. They think it’s a mistake, they think it's
supposed to Iuat forever. I'll never understand that.
My Cund, it'n the one thing in this world you can be
mire of! No matler who you are, no matter what you
do, no matter anything—sooner or later—it's going to
happen. You're going to die. (Brian s a graceful man
.. . simple, direct, straightforward . . . mind and
body balanced, like an athlete.) . . . and that’s a re-
lief—if you think about it. I should way if you think
clearly about it.

Voicn oF INTervIEWER, I'm not sure T follow you.

Brian. Well, the trouble in that most of us spend
our enlire lives trying to forgel thal we're going Lo die.
And zome of us cven suceeed. It'n like pulling the cart
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without the horse. Or is that a poor analogy? (STEVE
enters and sits in woods with guitar.)

Voice oF InTERVIEWER. No, Brizn. I think it’s fine.

Briax., Well, you get the gist of it anyway. I'm
afraid T've really lost my touch with words. They
don't add up as neatly as they used to.

Yoice oF INTERVIEWER. But you're still writing,

Briax. Oh, yes. With great anbandon. I may have
lost touch with the words, but I still have faith in
them. Evcentually they have to mean something . . .
give or take a few thousand monkeys, a few thousand
typewriters. I'm not particular. Am I being helpful or
just boring?

Voice oF INtERvIEWER. Very helpful.

Brian. Well, T don’t see how. Too much thinking
and talking. My former wife once said to me, ‘We've
done enough thinking, Couldn’t we just dance for a few
yvears?

Voice oF InterRviEWER. Did you?

Briax. No. I have lousy feet. Instead, 1 started
going on about music and mathematies, the difference
between Apollonian airs and Dionysian rites, explain-
ing to her the history of dance and the struggle with
form . . . and before I finished the first paragraph,
che was gone . . .

{The lights fade on the porch area of the cottage
where JoE and MaacIe are. Then they start to
come wp on the living room aren of the cottage.
Briaw confinues his inferview.)

Voice or InTervieEwER. Gone for good?
BriaN. Like a bat out of hell.
Voice or INTERVIEWER. | see,
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Briax. 80 do I . . . now. But then I didn’t. I be-
came totally irrational . . . idiotic, in the Greek sense
of the word. I blamed her, I damned her, T hated her
. .. I miaged her. And I got so worked up I began to
realize what she was talking about. You see, I'd lost
the energy of it, the magie of it. No wonder she left.
After all, the universe isn’t a sylogism, it’s a miracle.
Isn’t it? And if you can believe in one small part of
it, then you can believe in all of it. And if you can
beliecve in all of it . .. well, thut 4 s reason for
dancing, isn't it?

Voick or Intenvicwrr. What happened to her?

Brian, Boeverly? Oh, slic’s slill dancing as far as I
know,

Voice or Inrervicwir. 1 see.

Brian, Woll, every life makes sense on its own
terms, T suppone. She must be very happy. I'm sure
of that, Otherwine she would have come back. There
T go, rpanbling on again, I’'m sorry.

Voiok o Inrenvicwer, You scem to have everything
so woll thought, ont.

{In the living room area of the cottage, MARK enlers.
Hr i o young man, passionately intelligent,
aerually attractive.)

Bniaw. (Stll talking to the INTErRvIEWER.) Well, T
think it's important to be sensible. Even about the
mirneulous, Otherwise you lose track of what it's all
nhout.

Vorew or INnTerviEWER. How is Mark? (Mark
enters.)

Brian. (Smiles} Speaking of the mirneulous . . .
Well, he's fine,
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Marg. (In the living room, looking around.) Brian?

Brian. (To INtErviEwkr.) What's the official line on
him now?

Voice or Interviewer, How do you mean?

Brian. Well, T know these are supposed to be strictly
family situations. I'm curious. I mean, what are we
ealling him this week? Nephew? Cousin? Butler?

Vorice oF INTERVIEWER. No. I have him down as a
friend.

Bpian. I see.

Voice oF INTERVIEWER. In the Greek sense of the
word.

Brian. (Laughs.) Very good, Very good.

Voice oF INTERVIEWER. He's welcome to come and
talk to us if he likes. (In the living room area, MARK
takes off his jacket, throws it on a chair, sits down and
takes out a package . . .}

Brian. Well, we've talked a lot about it already.
Generally, we have the same opinion on the subject.
Wisdom doesn’t always come with age. Occasionally the
young can be as rational as you or I. (MARK carefully
takes siz or seven bottles of medication from the
package. Ile makes notes of each label, copying down
the information in a small pad.)

Voice oF INTERVIEWER. Yes. T suppose they can.

Briawn. (Checking his watch.) My watch is stopped.
How long have I been babbling?

Voice oF INTERVIEWER. It doesn’t matter. There's
no hurry,

Briar. Not for you, maybe. Some of us are on a
tighter schedule.

Vorce oF InTerviEwer. I am sorry. I didn't

mean . . .
Brian. (Laughs.) It's all right. Tt's all right. You
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mustn’t take all of this too seriously, I don't . . . Our
dreams are beautiful, our fate is sad. But day by day,
it’s generally pretty fumny. We can talk again to-
morrow, if you want. I don’t mind. It's a bit of a shoek,
that’s all. You always think . . . no matter what they
tell you . . . you always think you have morg time.
And you don't. But I appreciate what you're trying
to do here, and I do enjoy being a guinea pig,

Voice oF Interviewrer. Good. Very good.

Brian, Tomorrow, then. If I'm still breathing. Or
cven if I'm not, I don’t think it’ll stop me from talking,.

Voice oF INTERVIEWER. Yes. Tomorrow.

(Briaw exits. The lights fade on the Interview Aren
and come up on the living room. MARK puts the
medicine n a bookcase that is already loaded
with bottles of pills and bozes of medical supplies.
BreverLY comes bursting info the Kving room,
blowing a party horn.)

BrveaLy. Surprise] Oh, who are vou? I'm sorry. I'm
looking for Brian . . . uh . .. Two. They said cof-
tage two. T must have . , ,

Marx. No, you didn’t . . .

BrverLy. T didn’t?

Mark. No. This is two. This iz cottage two.

BeverLy. Oh.

MagR. Yes.

BeverLy. Thank God. (Pause) Is ., . uh . .,

Marx. (A Utitle uncomfortable.) No. Not nt the
moment. But he should be back any minute,

Bevervy. Good. (Another pause. They look at cach
other.) 1 wanted to surprizse him and he's not here,
Well . . . surprise! (BevERLY starfs fo walk around
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the cottage. She is an extremely attractive woman.
Middle-aged. She’s dressed curiously in what was
once a very expensive, chic evening dress. But it is
now sotled and torn. She alse has over and around the
dress about twenty odd pieces of jewelry attached
wherever there is room for them. In her hand a noise-
maker that squeaks uncheerfully, and over everything,
a yellow slicker raincoat and rubber boots. Looking
around.) Hmmn. Very nice. Very nice.

Marg. Glad you like it.

BeverLy. All the comforts of home. Amazing what
you can do with a coffin if you put your mind to it.

Marx., (Who would have found it difficult enough
dealing with a postman, let alone this) What?!1?

Beverny. Oh, sorry. Sorry. Introductions first. That
way you'll know who you're throwing out. (She er-
fends her hand in o handshake) T'm Beverly. No
doubt you've . . .

Mark. (He doesn't shake hands.) Yes.

ErverLy. That's what I figured.

Magk. Brian’s wife.

BeverLy. Ex-wife.

Marx. Former.

BeverLy. Yes. Former. Former wife. e prefers
former, doesn’t he?

Marx. (Shakes her hand.) Yes. T figured it was you.

Beverry. You did?

Mazk. Yes . . . it wasn’t hard,

Brverny, No, T guess not. (Ske smiles.) And you're

.uh ..

-I\IARK. Yes.

Brvrrry. Yes. T figured.
Marx, Mark.
BeverLy. Great, Well—
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Magk. Well. (Pause.)

Beverry. Well, now that we know who we are . . .
how about a drink.

Mazg. A what?

BEevERLY. A drink. A drink.

Magrk. Oh, no.

BeverLy. No?

Magrk. No. We don’t keep any liquor here, 1 could
get you some coffee or some penicillin, if you'd like.

BevesLy. No. No. I was inviting you. (Out of her
tote bag she pulls o half finished bottle of Scotch.) I
had an accident with the Scotch on the way out here.
There’s quite a dent in it. {(8he laughs—Mark doesn’t.)
Anyway, we both look like we could use a little. Hmn?

Mark. No. I don’t drink.

Beverny. (Rummaging tn her bag.) Ah, a dope man.

Marxk. Neither. I like to avoid as much poison as
possible,

BevERrLY. 1 see.

Marg. Anyway, it’s really not the time or place,
is it?

BeverLy. Oh, I don’t know.

Mark. Well, you go shead. If you feel you have to.

BevesLy. No. No, really. I don’t need it. I mean, I'm
not . . . forget it. (She looks remorsefully at the
bottle, takes off the cap, takes a swig, replaces the cap
and puts the bottle back in the tote bag. MARK stares
at her, obviously displeased by the action. There is o
pause. BeveaLy smiles. MARK does not.) So. How is he?

Mark. Dying. How are you?

BeverLy. (Taken aback.) Ooooops. Let's start again.
Is he feeling any pain?

MARE. Are you?

Beverry. Strike two. Well, I think wo'vo got it all

ACT I THE SHADOW BOX 25

straight now. He's dying. I’'m drunk. And you're pissed
off. Did 1 leave anything out?

Marx. No, I think that just about covers it,

Brverry. Tell me. How is he?

Magrk. Hard to say. One day he’s flat on his ass,
the next day he’s running around like a two year old.
But he is terminal—offieially. They moved him down
to these cottages because there’s nothing they can do
for him in the hospital. But he cant go home, either.
There’s some pain. But it’s tolerable. At least he makes
it seem tolerable. They keep shooting him full of
cortisone.

BrverLy. Quch!

Magg. Yes. Ouch. You should be prepared, I guess.

BeverLy, Prepared for what?

Maex. The cortisone.

BeverLy. Why? They don’t give it to the visitors, do
they?

Marx. No. I mean it has side effects. It . . . well,
you may not notice it, but the skin goes sort of white
and puffy. It changed the shape of his face for a while,
and he started to get really fat.

Beverry. His whole body?

Mark. Yes. His whole body.

Bevervy. Charming,

Marrs Well, don't get too upset. A lot of it’s been
corrected, bub he’s still very pale. And he has fainting
spells. They’re harmless., Well, that’s what they tell
me. But it’s embarrassing for him because he falls
down a lot and his face gets a little purple for 1 minute.

Beverry. All the details. Youre very graphie.

Magrg. It happens a lot. The details arent easy to
forget.

BeverLry. I guess not.
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Mage. T just want you to know. If you're staying
around. I mean, I think it would hurt him if people
noticed.

Beverny. Well, if he turns purple and falls on the
floor, it'd be sort of difficult not to notice, wouldn't 1t?

Magk. (Taken aback.) What? .

Bevervy. I mean, what do people usually do when if
happens?

Marx. I don’t know. T mean, there hasn't been any-
one here exeept me and . . .

BeverLY. And you have everything pretty much
under control.

Mazrk. I do my best.

BrverLy. I'm sure you do.

Mark. Look. I don’t mean to be rude or stupid about
this . . .

Bevirry. Why not? I like people to be rude and
stupid. It's one of the ways you can be sure they're still
alive. Oh dear, T did it again, didn’t 17

Magrk. Yes. You have to understund—I mean, you
will be carcful, won’t you?

BrverLy. About what?

Mark. That’s exactly what T mean. You're . . . I'm
sorry, but you're very stoned, aren’t you? And you're
dressed in funny clothes, and you're saying a lot of
funny things but I'm just not sure, frankly, what the
fuek you’re doing here.
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now. He’s had a very bad time of it and any kind of,
well, disturbance . . .

BeverLY. Such ag me? Oh, you’ll get used to it. You
just have to think of me as your average tramp.

Magxk. . .. any disturbance might be dangerous,
especially psychologically and . . . Shit! T sound like
an idiot, the way I'm talking. But vou don’t seem to
be understanding a goddamn word I'm saying!

Beverry. No. I am. I am. You know, you don’ look
like a fageot.

Marxk. Oh, for Christ’s sake!

BeverLy. No, I mean it . . . I mean, T didn’t ex-
pect . ..

Marr. Well, you'll get used to it. You just have to
think of me as your average cocksucker. All right?

Beverny., Good. Now we're getting someplace. Are
you sure you wouldn’t like s drink?

Mare. No! I would not ﬁke a drink. ¥You have s
drink. Have two. Take off your clothes, Make your-
sclf at home. (He grabs his jacket and heads for the
door.) When you're rcady to throw up, the bathroom
is in there. (He exifs.)

Brvervy. (Left with the bottle.) Hey!

(The lights eome up on the porch areq where STEVE
is just coming out of the cottage to join MAGGIE
and Jor.)

Beveruy. (Still flip.) Neither am I. You sure you e

wouldn’t like 8 drink? Steve, Hey! Ts this place bugged or what? 72@
Mark, Positive. Look, please, don't you think it'd j " Jor. Bugged? : ‘ Y /'A,Cé?_,
be better if you came back some other time, like to- 1 t\[.‘;; Maaoie\(Reaching into a shopping bag.) I brought ’ ‘-Q\:
morrow or next year or gsomething? u some Tivsol\He: 4 187

tgged. Wired, What do they do? Listen
cameras?

StrvE. No,
in with hidg

BeverLy. T’d just have to get drunk ll over again.
Marx: I mean, it’s sort of o delicatn situation, right

‘T

Y

!
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Jom. {Laughing.) Yeah:Every move. Every word.

MaggiE, Joe, cut it out.

Steve. (Continuing.) But they got wires near the
bed.

Jog. That’s for me, Doti’t worry about it.

Magaie. (Changing the subject.) Here, (To STEVE.)

; You take this stuff inside. And keep the noise down.

Jom, (T'o MacaIs.) Corfion in, Maggie. I'll show you
around.

Magoie. No. I want to stay outside. For a while, it's
nice,

SrevE. (Runs back wnto the cotlage) Tl get my
guitar . . .

Jor. You like it, don’tdyou?

Magcarn, Sure, It’s nice. {Calling.) Stephen, you help
me with this . . .

JoE. {(Overlapping.) T ﬁww you would. I'll take you
for a walk later. They jit a lwimmmg pool, And a
tennis eourt. There’s aslttle river, just a little one,
runs back through the tibes. Over there. I'll show you
later. We pot time. Thef's no hurry.

Magoie. Stephen!

Jor. Ah, leave him ‘b T'll get this. (He staris to
piek up the bags.) .

MaacIE. No, you rest, Stephen!

Jog. T can get it. Th@ore exercise I get, the better
T feel.

Magsie. (Stopping him.) There's no sense pushing
it, huh? Steve can do it. (STevE comes oul of the cot-
tage with his guitar. He sits doum and starts to play
it.) Stephen! Put that thing down and give your father
a hand.

Jor. (To Steve.) Wait till you see, dad. From the

Y north side, near the gate when you come in, you can
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see the whole valley. All squared off and patched up
with farms like a quilt. Hundreds of them. T’ll show
you.

STEVE. Farms? They got farms?

JoE. Yeah. Hundreds of them. Christ it was great
to get out of that city.

Magcoie. Stephen, take this bag inside. Put this onc
in the kitchen. (T'e Joe.) You got a kitchen?

Joe. Sure. A kitchen, a bathroom, two bedrooms, a
living room . . .

Steve. (Overlapping.) We never did get our farm.
We should do that. We should get that farm. (He takes
bag inside.) _

Jor. Well, maybe we should have.

Magaie, (To Strve.) There's more here, when you're
finished, so hurry up.

Jor. A little place like this.

Magere. Don't start on the farm, for God's sake. It
always ends up bad when you start on the farm.

STevE. (Returning.) We could sit out every night,
singing and howling at the moon. (He howls like a
wolf.)

Maceie. (Getting more and more agitated.) Stephen,
be quiet. Where do you think you are? This goes in
the bedroom.

StEve. Aren’t you ever coming in?

Macoie. (A little too firmly.) T°11 go in when Im

good and ready. (Steve exits with suitcase.) ;[ é

JoE. (Noticing MacGIE's nervousness, trying to keep .
things happy.) Tt might have worked Maggle See
me all dressed up in coveralls, early morning, up with
the sun. What do you think?:

Maceie. {More irritated.) Tt's a lot of work. I don’t
want to hear about it.
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4 Joz. A little hard work’ll never kill yeu.

Magere. Don't tell me about hard work.

JoE. It's good for you.

Maaeie. Good for youw. Not for me. Milk the cows,
clean the chicken coop, who would have done that,
huh? '

Breve. (Kefurning.) We could have had a couple
hundred acres . . .

;y Joe. No, someplace small, something we could keep
out hands on. Al and Lena had that place, we used to
go every Sunday.

Maceie. It was dirty,

STevE. No, it wasn't.

Maecie. And T never had anything to say to them,
anyway. Qut there in the sticks. Who do you sec out
there? Chickens and pigg.

Jor. They had neighbas,

Maggare. Chickens and pigs.

Joe. You get used to gl that . . .

Magcare. I don’t want to hear nhout it. Here, Stephen.
It’s the last one. Put it anywhere.

——BTEVE. (To Maceie.) You would too have liked it.

g: A Get a little chicken shit between your toes, kiss a few

4 pigs . . . It'd change your whole disposition . . . (He
grabs the bag and Maceir and starts whirling her
around.)

Magerr. (Almost laughing.) Cut it out! Stephen!
StevE. (Starts to tickle her and push her toward the
cottage.) Come on inside, Chicken T.ady. I'll show you
the roost! (Macoir s laughing hard now. Steve clucks
like a chicken, tickling her, and steering her toward
the cottage. Jor laughs and joing them.)
Jor. Come on, Maggie: We got you. (e pushes her
toward the cottage.)
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Macaeie. (Laughing hysterically) Joe . .. ! No
.. Idon't ... !

Steve. Chickens and pigs! Chickens and pigs!

Joe. Come on inside, Maggie. Come on!

Magem. No ... 1 don't ... want to go inside
v No ...l Joe! (Suddenly Maceie furns and
slaps BTEvE hard across the face. She is terrified.) T'm
not going in there! Now stop it! (Nobody moves for
a moment. STEVE 15 stunned. MAcCIE furns away from
them. JOE goes to STEVE and puts his arm around him.)

Steve, I'm going inside te practice . . . e

JoE. Sure. : /1= y

STevE. (Picks up his guitar and goes to the cottage ,ﬁg&&m‘f*"
door. Then he turns, looks at MaceiE. Then he says
to Jos . . .) There’s a . . . there’s a whole lot of shit
I got to tell you. We can talk, huh? Not to worry you,
but just so you know . .. There's a whole lot . . .
we ean talk, huh? ,

Jo. (Hugs StEVE.) Sure, dad. (STEVE goes inside.
Jok looks at MacGIE, not knowing what came over
her.) Maggie?

Maoeie. I didn’t tell him.

JoE. What? .

Magere. (Still turned away from him.) I didn’t tell
him. Stephen, I didnt . . .

Joe. Oh, no. No, Maggie. What's the matter with
you?

MageiE. T couldn't.

Joe. He doesn't know? (Maccie shakes her head
“No”.) What does he think? He thinks I'm going
home with you? Maggie? Why didn’t you tell him?

MagarE. 1 couldn’t.

Joe. Why not?

7
# gl
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Magaie. Because . . .
isn't ...

it isn't true. It isn’t true. It

(8he runs off away from the cottage. Jor is stunned.
He sits down on the poreh steps and puts his head
in hie hands. The lights come up on the Interview
Area. Acnks i pushing Frriciry fo the area.
FeLicrry is wide awake now. She is about sty
or sevenly years old. She i¢ singing vaguely to
herself. The INTERVIEWER iv [rying to get her
attention with little success.)

VoIce oF INTERVIEWER. . . . but you don't have to
talk to us if you don’t want to . . . Felicity? (She
continues to sing to herself.) If you'd rather not talk
now, we ean wait until tomorrow. (She pays no atten-
tion o him.) Shall we do that? Shall we wait until
tomorrow? (No response.) Felicity? (No response.)
Well, why don’t we do that, then? Why don’t we wait,
and later if you feel . . .

FeuiciTy. Piss poor.

Voice oF INTERVIEWER. What?

FuLicrry. Piss poor. Your attitude. It's a piss poor
way to treat people.

Voice or IntERviEWER. But, Felicity . . . (AgNEs
returns to the Litchen area of the cotlage.)

FeLicrry. But, but, but!

VoIce oF INTERVIEWEE. Please . . .

Feviciry. Please what?! Alright. Alright. You want
to talk? Let’s talk. “I feel fine.” Ts that what you want
to hear? Of course it is. I feel fine, there’s no pain,
I'm ag blind as I was yesterdsy, my bowels are work-
ing—and that’s all I got to say about it.

Vorce or INTERVIEWER. We're only trying to help.
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Fericiry, Well 1 appreeiate your concern but I
don't need any more help from vou, o 1?

Voice oF INTERVIEWER. Well, we don't know,

Fevrcrry, Of course you know. I've just told you.
T've just said it, haven’t I?

Voice oF INTERVIEWER. Yes,

Fericity. Well, then . ., there you are. There's
nothing more to say. You should learn to listen.

Voice oF INTERVIEWER. Yes,

Fevicrry. What, have you got your friends out there
again? All eome to look at the dead people.

Voice or INTERVIEWER. Felicity . . .

TeLicity. He doesn’t like me to say things like that.
He's sensitive. Why don’t you go hide yourself out
there with the rest of them?

VoIck oF INTERVIEWER. Would you ltke me to . . . ?

FeLicity. No. (Beat.) No. You stay where you are.

Voice or INTERVIEWER. All right.

Feviciry. How do I look today?

Vorck oF Intirviewrer., You look fine.

FeLrerry., You're a liar. T look like I fecl. T smeli,
too, (She turns away from him.)

VoIcE OF INTERVIEWER. Are you tired, Felicity?

I'eLicity. No,

VoIce oF INTERVIEWER. Do you want to talk some
more today?

Frricity. No,

Vorce or InTERVIEWER. All right then. Do you want
to go back to the cottage?

Frrrciry. No.

Voice or INTERVIEWER. Will you tell us if you're in
pain?

FEeLiciTY. No.
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- Voice oF INTERVIEWER. You could help us if you
talked to us.

Feurary. Help you? Help you? Don’t make me
laugh, I'll split a stitch. Which one of us is kicking the
bucket? Me? Me or you?

Voice oF INTERVIEWER. Well . . .

Feuiciry, Come on, Spit it out. Don’t be shy. You're
not stupid on top of everything clse, are you? One of
us is dying and it isn't you, is it?

Voice oF INTERVIEWER. No. You are the patient.

Fevicity, Patient?! Patient, hell! 'm the corpse.
I have one lung, one plastic bug for o stomach, and
two springs and a battery where my heart used to be,
You eut me up atid took everything that wasn't nailed
down. Sons of bitches.

Voice oF INTERVIEWER. But we're not your doctors,
Mrs. Thomas.

FerLiciry, (Overlapping.) We're not your doctors
. .. Claire . . . ‘

Voick or InTerviEwER, What?

Fevrerry. Claire . | .

Voier or InTeERviEWER. Mrs. Thomas? Afe you al-
right? .

Feuicrry, I'm alright! I'm alright! T'l} tell you when
I'm not alright. It isn't five, is it? Is it five yet?

Voice oF INTERVIEWER. Five?

FeLicrTy. Sons of bitches . . .

VoiceE oF INTERVIEWER. Yes.

FeLicity. She writes to me regularly. A letter almost
every day. I have them at the cottage.

Voick oF INTERVIEWER. That's very nice.

Frricrity. Yes)

Vorce oF INTERVIEWER. Where does she live?

FeLiciry, Who?

my daughter, Claire.
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Voice oF INTERVIEWER. Your duughter, Claire.

FeLicity. Yes. I've kept them all—every lefter she
ever sent me,

Voict oF INTERVIEWER. That’s a good idea.

FeLicrry. So I'll have them when I go home. She's
a good girl, my Claire.

Voick or INTERviEwER. Where is she now?

Fevicrry, Now?

Voick oF INTERVIEWER: Yes.

Fericrty. She’s with me.

Vorck oF INTERVIEWER, Where?

Fevicity. Here. At the house.

Voice or InTERVIEWER. The house?

FeLiciTy. Yes, You don’t run a place like this on
dreams. It takes hard work. The property isn’t much
but the stock is good., We showed a clear profit in '63.
Nobody was more surprised than T was—but we did it.
How do T look today?

Voice oF INTERVIEWER. You look fine. Do you want
to talk about Claire?

Fericiry, T look terrible.

Voice or InTERVIEWER. The more we know, the easier
it is for us to understand how you feel.

FeLicrry. No! Claire isn't with me anymore. She’ll
be here soon. But she isn't here now. Agnes is with
me now . . . (She calls out.) Agnes! (To the INTER-
VIEWER.}) Agnes is my oldest.

VoicE o INTERVIEWER. Yes, we . . .

Feuicity. (Calling again.) Agnes!!! (The Lights come
up on the cottage bekind FELICITY. AGNES 15 discovered
inside, writing al a table. When she hears her Mother's

voice, she gets up slowly, folds the paper she has been

writing on, puts it into an envelope, seals the envelope
and puts it into her pockel. AGNES is a very plain look-
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ing middle-aged woman—uvery neat, very tense, very
tired. Hair drawn back tightly. She has éried all her
life to do the right thing, and the attempt has left
her very econfused, awkward, and unsure of herself.
When she hears her Mother call, she obediently goes
to her.) Apnes!

Voice oF INvTkrviEwER. Mrs, Thomas . . . 7

I'eierey, (Her voice -and manner growing harder
again.) Claire has two children, now. T'wo beautiful,
twin angels . . . (Calling.) Agnes! (T'n INTERVIEWER.)
Agnes has me. o

AcnEes. (Approaching the Inlerview Area.) Yes,
mama. I'm coming.

FeviciTy. She’s a little slow. It’s not her fault. She
takes after her father. Not too pretty, not too bright.
Is she here yet?

AgwEes. (Standing behind TFrricity's wheelchair.)
Yes, mama. I'in here.

FerLiorry., (7o InTeRVIEWER.) There. You see what
I mean? You be carciul of Agnes. She's jealous.

Aanes. (A little embarrassed.) Mama . . . please.

I'enrerrey. Get me out of here.

AGNus. (To INTERVIEWER.) Ie that all for today?

Yoice or INTerviewER. Yes, thank vou, Agnes,
that’'s . . . .

Frvierry, (Overlapping) That's all. That's all!
Now take me back,

Acnes. Yes, mama. (She turns the wheelchair and
starts to push it toward the cottage.)

Fruiciry. Easy! Easy! You'll upset my internal
wire works,

AcNks, T'm sorry. (Turning back to the INTEm-
VIEWER.) Sunie time tomorrow?
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VoicE oF INTERVIEWER. Yes. And if you have time,
Agnes, we’d like to tallk to you.

AcNEs, Me?

FrrLicity. We'll see about tomorrow, You sons of
bitehes,

AayEes. (To INTERVIEWER.) All right.

Feviciry. Push, Agnes. Push!

AcNEs. Yes, mama, Off we go. (They go up to the
kitchen area of the cottage.)

Fevicrty. That's the apirit. Put some balls into it!

(Back in the cottage, BRIAN enters the living room
areq where BEVERLY 18 waiting.)

BeverLy. Caro! Caro! You old fart! Vieni qua!

Brian. (Delighted)) Sweet Jesus! Beverly!

BrverLy. My God, he even remembers my name!
What a mind! (She hugs and kisses him.)

Brian. What a picture!

Bevenny. {Taeking off her coat to show her dress
and jewels.) All my medals. All of them! I wore as
many of them as I could fit.

Briaxn. Fantastic.

Bevirry, Everything I could earry. T tried to get
X-rays done but there wasn time. Inside and out.
T'll strip later and show you all of it.

Brian. (Laughing.) Good. Good. What a surprise!
(Another embrace.) I'm so happy vyou've come.
Where's Mark? Have you met him?

BeverLy. Oh, yes. He's beautiful. A little cool, but
I'm sure there’s a heart in there somewhere.

Brian., Where is he?

Beverry, Well . . . he's gone.

Brian. What?
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Beverry. It’s my fault. I made a very sloppy en-
trance. I think he left in lieu of punching me in the
mouth, :

Briaw. I don’t believe if.

Bevervy. Tt's true. But I do like him.

Brian. Good. So do 1.

BeverLy. (Insinuating.) So I gather.

Brian. (Cheerfully.}) Uh-uh, Carelul.

BeverLy. Is he any good?

Brian. Beverly!

BeverLy. Well, what's it like?

Briaw. ‘187

Beverry, Yes. Him, you, it . . . you know I'm a
glutton for pornography. Fell me, quick.

Brian. (Laughs.) Oh, no.

BEeverLy. No?

Brian. No. And that's final. T refuse to diseuss it.

Brveryy. Brian, that’s not fair. Here I am all damp
in my panties and you're changing the subject. Now
come on. Tell me all about it.

Brian. Absolutely not. I’m much too happy.

BrverLy. Brian . . . T was married to yot. I deserve
an explanation. Isn't that what I'm supposed to say?

Brian. Yes, but vou're too late. No excuses, no
explanations. (Sirging.) He is my sunshine, my only
sunshine . . . He’s the—pardon the cxpression—cream
in my coffece—the milk in my tea—He will always be
my necessity . . .

BrveErLy. Ah, but is he cnough?

Brian. More than enough.

BeverLy. Shucks.

Brian. (Laughs.) Sorry, but it's out of my hunds,
All of it. Some supreme logie has taken hold of my life.
And in the absence of any refutable tomorrow, every
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insanc thing I do today seems to make a great deal of
sense.

Brverny. What the hell does that mean?

Brian. It means there are more important things in
this world.

BeverLy, More important than whai?

BrraN. More important than worrying about who is
[ueking whom.

BrverLy. You are happy,.aren’t you?

Brian. Hestatic. I'm even writing agaln.

BeverLy. Oh, my God. You couldn’t-be that happy!

Brian. Why not?

BeverRLy. Brian, you're a terrible writer, and you
know it.

Brian. Sao?

Beveruy. Qutside of that wonderful book of cross-
word puzzles, your greatest contribution to the literary
world wag vour rctirement.

BriaN. (Finishes the sentence with her) . .. was
my rctirement. Yes, Well, the literary world, such as
it is, will have to brave the storm. Because I'm back.

Beverry. But why?

Brian. Pure and unadulterated masochism. No. It's
just that when they told me I was on the way out
... s0 to speak . . . I realized that there was a lot
to do that I hadn’t done yvet. So T figured I better get
off my ass and start working.

BeverLy. Doing what?

Brian. Everylhing! Everything! Tt’s amazing what
vou can accomplish, Two rotten novels, twenty-scven
boring stories, scveral volumes of tortured verse—in-
cluding twelve Ttalian sonnets and one epic investiga-
tion of the Firth of Forth Bridge . . .

BeverLy. The what?
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Brian. The bridge. The railroad bridge in Scotland.
The one Hitcheock used in “The Thirty-Nine Steps.
You remember. We saw the picture on our honey-
moon,

Brverny. Oh, yes.

Brian. And I swore that one day I would do a
poem about it. Well, I've done it.

Beverry. Thank God.

Brian. Yes. Four hundred stanzas--trochaic hexa-
muoeters with thymed couplets. (Ife demonstrafes the
rhythm.} Da-da-da, Dé-da-da, Da-da-da, Da-da-da,
Dao-da-da, Da-da-da, «Da-da-dn-Pee! 1t’s perfectly
ghastly. But it's done. I've also completed nearly one
huudred and thirty-six epitaphs, the largest contribu-
tion to the Forest Lawn cataloguc since Bdna St.
Vincent Millay, and I've also done four autobiog-
raphies.

BeverLy. Four?!

Brian. Yes, Fach one under a different name.
There’s a huge market for dying people right now.
My agent nssured me,

BeverLy. 1 don’t believe it. :

Brian. It's true. And then we thought we'd give
them each one of those insipid dirty titles—like ‘Sex
. . . And the Dying Man'|

Beverry, Or ‘The Sensuous Corpse.’

Brian. Very good.

BeverLy. (Affectionately.) You idiot. What else?

Brian. Not too mueh. For a while they were giving
me this drug and my vision was doubled. T couldn’
rezlly see to write. So I started to paint.

BeverLy. Paint?

Brian. Pictures. 1 did fourteen of them. Really
extraordinary stuff. T was amszed. I mean, you know
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I can’t draw a straight Ime. But with my vision all
cockeyed—1I could do & bow! of fruit that sent people
sereaming from the room,

BeverLY. 1 can believe it. So now you're painting.

Briaw. No, no. They changed the medication. Now
all the fruit just looks like fruit again. But I did
learn to drive.

BuverLy. A car?

BrIan. Yes.

Beverry. Good grief.

Briaw. Not very well, but with a certain style and
gufficient aceuracy to keep mysell alive—although
that is beside the point, isn't it? Let’s see, what else?
I've become a master at chess, bridge, poker, and
mah-jongg, T finally bought & television set, I sold the
housg and everything that was in it, closed all bank
accounts, got rid of all stocks, bonds, securitles, every-
thing.

BeverLy. What did you do with the money?

Briaw. I put it in a sock and buried it on Staten
Island,

BeverLy. You did, didn’t you?

Brian. Almost. I gave back my American Express
card, my BankAmericard—severed all my patriotic
connections. 1 even closed my account at Blooming-
dale’s.

Beverry, This is serious.

Brian. You're damn right it is. I sleep only three
hours a day, I never miss a dawn or a sunset, | say
and do everything that comes into my head. T even
sent letters to everyone I know and told them exactly
what I think of them . . . just so none of the wrong
people show up for the funeral. And finally ... 1
went to Passaic, New Jersey.
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BeverLy. For (God’s sake, why?!

Brian. Because | had no desire to go there.

BeverLy. Then why did you go?

Brian. Because I wanted to be ahsolutely sure 1
had no desire to go there,

Beverry, And now you know.

Briaw. Yes. I spent two weeks at a [loliday Inn and
had all my meals at Howard Johnzon,

BeverLy. Jesus! You've really gone the limit.

Brian. Belicve me, Passaic is beyond the limit.
Anyway, that's what I've been doing, Every day in
every way, I get smaller and smaller. There’s practi-
cally nothing left of me,

Beverry. You're disappearing hefore my very eyes.

Brian. Good. You see, the only way to beat this
thing iz to leave absolutely nothing behind. I don't
want to leave anything unsaid, undone . . . not a
word, not cven a lonely, obscure, silly, worthless
thought. I want it all used up. All of it. That's not
too much to ask, is it?

BeverLv, No.

Brian. That's what I thought. Then I can happily
leap into my coffin and call it a day. Lic down, elose
my eyes, shut my mouth and disappear into eternity.

BEVERLY. As easy as that?

Briawn, Like falling off a log. (Briax lavughs, BEVERLY
laughs. And then the laughter slowly dies. BeverLy
goes to him, takes his hands, holds them for a mo-
ment, Long Pause.) Tt shows, Doesn't it?

BeverLy. You're shaking,

Briaw, I can’t help i, I'm seared to death,

BevERLY. It's a lot, to deal with.

Brian. No. Not really. It’s a little thing. I mean,
all this . . . this is easy. Pain, discomfort . . . that's
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all part of living. And T'm just as alive now as 1
ever was. And I will be alive right up to the last mo-
ment. That's the hard part, that last fraction of a
gecond—when vou know that the next fraction of a
second—1I can’t seem to fit that moment into my life
. .. You're absolutely alone facing an absolute un-
known and there is absolutely nothing you can do

about it . . . except give in. {(Pause.)
BeverLy. That’s how I felt the first time I lost my
virginity.

Briax. (Laughs.) How was it the second time?

BeverLy, Much easier.

Brian. There. You see? The real trouble with dying
iz you only get to do it once. (Brian drifts inio the
thought.)

BrverLy. (Pulling him back.) T brought you some
champagne.

Brian. T'm sorry. I must be the most tedious person
alive.

BeverLy. As a matter of fact, you are. Thank God
you won't be around much longer.,

Brian. (Looking at the champagne.) 1 hope you
don't think I'm going to pass away drunk. I intend to
be cold sober.

Beverny. No. No. I thought we could break it on
your ass and shove you off with a great bon voyage,
confetti and streamers all over the grave.

Briaw. (Laughing.) Perfect. Perfect. I've missed
yvour foolishness.

Beveriy. You hated my foolishness.

Brian. I never understood it.

BeverLy. Neither did I. But it was the only way.
The only way I knew.
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Brian. Well, all these roads, they all go to Rome, 2as
they say. _

Beverry. Yes. But why is it T always seem to end
up in Naples?

(Brian and BrverLy embrace. The lights come up on
the kitchen area of the cottage where AGNES i3
singing quietly to FELICITY.)

AcNEs. (Singing.)
Holy God, we praise thy name
Lord of all, we bow before Thee
And on earth thy scepter claim
All in heaven above adore Thee.
Feuicity. (Who appeared to be asleep.) What the
hell is that?
Acwes, It's a hymn, mama,
Fericity. Hymn! The time for hymns is when I'm in
the coffin. Sing us a song!
AanEes, A song?
Fericiry. You know what a song is, don't you?
Agwes, Of course I know what a song is, but I don’t
think T know anything . . .
Fevicity. (Singing.)
‘Roll me over, in the clover,
Lay me down, roll me over, do it again . . .
Acwes. Mama, people can hear you.
FreLI1CITY.
Do them good.
“This is number one and the fun is just begun
Lay me down, roll me over, do it again . . .
Acewes. All right, mama, Tl get you some tea,
Feuerry. (Tgnoring her.))
‘Roll me over, in the clover
Lay me down, roll me over, do it again , . )
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Acxnes. Would you like that? Would you like some
tea, mama?

Fruicrry. Put me by the table.

FeLiciry. (More sing- Acnes, You should try
ing.) to rest, mama. This med-
“This is number two and icine does no good if you
his hand is on my shoe. exhaust yourself . . .

Lay me down, 1oll me
over, do it again . . .
(AcwNEs wheels her to the table.)

Frricrry. Other side! Other side! (AcNES moves her
to the other side of the table.)

FELICITY. Acnes.  We've  done
“This is number three and enough  singing, now,
his hand is on my knee.  mama. I want you to stop.
Lay me down, roll me Please.
over . . .” (FeLiciTY feels
for the edge of the table.)

Closer! Closerl

AcewEes. (Pushing her closer to the table.} There. Is
that all right?

Ferrcrry. {Ignoring her.) ‘This is number four
and . . .’ I don’t remember four. What's four?

AcwEes. (Sefting up a game of checkers.) I don't
know, mama. I don't think I know this song.

Frrrcrry, ‘“This is number five and his hand is on
my thigh . . ! Do vou know that one?

Acenes. No, mama. 1 don't,

Fruicrty. They’ll pass you by, Agnes. They will.

Agnes. Who, mama?

Fericrry. They'll leave you at the station with your
suitcase in your hand and a big gardenia tacked onto
vour collar. Sons of bitches.

AcnEes, T'm not anxious to be going anywhere.
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Feviciry. ‘“This is number six and his hands are on
my tits . . . '

Agxes. Mama!

FeLicrry. Does that make yvou anxious?

AgnEs, No.

Fevicary. Well, it makes me anxious. And I haven’t
even got tits anymore,

AGNES. I'll get you some tea, mama.

Feuicitry. Tea . . . tea ... tea ... |

AgNEs. Please, mama. I'm very tired.

FeLicity, (At the top of her lungs.) ‘This is number
seven and we’re on oue way to heaven. . .'|

Acwes. (Suddenly and violently screams at her.)
Mama!ll! Stop it!!

(FELICITY stops singing. She looks hurt, confused. She
seems to drift off dgain as she did eavlier, all her
energy dreining away. AGNES covers her mouth
quickly, immediately ashamed and sorry for her
outburst, There is a long silence. Brian goes to the
Stage Left porch. Jou crosses to the Downstage
porch and sits on the camp stool.)

Feurciry, (Very gentle, very weak.) Put ‘em away.
Put ’em away. Shoot ’em and bury them. You can't
get good milk from sick ecows. Can you?

Aewes. No, mama, You can’t.

FeLicrry. They're not doing anybody any good.
Standing around, making noises like it mattered.
Bursting their bellies and there's nothing pood inside.
Just a lot of bad milk. Put ’em away. You see to that
machinery. .

AcnEs. Yes, mama. I will.

Ferrcrry, It wants attention.
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Aones, We'll manage. We can sell off some of the
land, if we have to.

Fevicrry, But not the house.

Aanes. No, not the house, We'll keep the house,

Feviciry, What . . . what time did you say it was?

AgNEs. Oh . . . about four. Four-fifteen .

Ferrcrry. Claire? Claire . . . ?

Acnes. No, mama,. It's Agnes,

Ferrctry. It hurts . . . hurts now . . .

AcnEs. I know, mama . . .

Feuiciry. Make it stop. Make it stop now . . .

AcnEs. T'll give you some of the medicine.

Feviciry. Yes. With some tea. Could I have it with
some tea?

Aangs, Yes, mama, I think so.

Feuicrry, Just one cup. Very weak.

Aenes. Yes, mama. I'll make it for you. (She lets
go of FeLicrry's hand and goes to make the tea.)

FeLicity. (A sudden small panic.) Agnes . .. 1?
(She reaches out for AcNes, searching the air for her
hand.)

AcxEs. Here, mama, here. I'm just going to make the
tea.

FerLicrty. Yes. All right. (She panics again.) Agnes!

Acnes. (Takes wet cloth and wrings it out) Yes,
mama. I'm here. (She goes to FrLicity and wipes her
brow with the cloth.) It’s all right. I'll get you your
tea and then I'll read you your letter.

(StievE starts fo play “Goodnight Irene” on his guitar.
MARK crosses Lo the Down Right Interview Area.)

FeLicity. Where are they now?
Acnes. Let me check the ealendar,

—
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Magrg. I don’t want to talk about it. It doesn’t do
any good to talk about it. I mean, it’s just words. Isnt
it? Little mirrors. You keep hanging them up like they
mean something. You put labels on them. This one is
true. This one is false, This one is broken . . . You
can see right through it. Well, it all depends on how
you look at it. Doesn’t it? (MacGIE eniers.)

Fericrry. When did they say they were coming?

AcnEs. Let’s see. Today is the fifth. The fifth of
May.

Maggig. I called home, T told them we got here all
right. I told them . . ..¥ don’t know . . . I wanted to
talk to pop. But he was asleep. He takes naps now.
He gets up every morning at seven and he goes to
church. All his life—since the day he was married—
vou couldn’t get him near & church. Now he’s seventy-
five and he's there every morning. I asked him why, he
said it was between him and God. What does that
mean? ]

Friiciy. When did they sey they were coming?

Acnes. Yes. Mexico. They should be passing right
through the center of Mexico today.

Feurerry. They're moving awfully slow, don’t you
think?

Acwes. Well, it's diffieult for them, T imagine, Try-
ing to get so mueh organized, a family, a whole family
and everything else . . . You can’t just drop every-
thing and leave, Especially if yvou live in a foreign
country, as they do . . .

Brian. I asked one of the doctors. I said, why do I
shake like this? He said he didn’t know . . . I said,
well . . . is it a symptom or is it because of the drugs?
He said, no. And I said, well, why then? T don’t seem
to have any control of it. I'm feeling perfectly all right
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and then T shake. And he said, try to think if it’s ever
happened before . . . that kind of thing. And I
couldn't. For a long time. And then I remembered
being very young . . . I was—oh—five years old. My
father was taking me to Coney lsland. And we got
scparated on the train. And I kept trying to ask for
directions but I couldn't talk beeause I was shaking
80 badly. It was because I was frightened. That's . .
uh . . . That's why I shake now . .. Isn't it?
Fericity. (In great pain.) Agnes . . . ! Agnes.
AqNEs. Yes, mama, here. It’s all right.
Fevicity. Agnes! Sons of bitches . . .
AcenEs. It's all right. It's all right. I D e ,mug
Joe. I get dreams now. Every night. T get dreams so -
big, I never used to dream. But now, every night, B0
big. Every person I ever knew in m Iife/coming M?
Through my room{t&lking and taIkingé’nd sometimes g
singing and daneing. Jumping all arouhd my bed. And - - -
I get up to go with them, but I ean’t. The sheets arc
too heavy and I can’t move to save my life. And they "~
keep talking and calling my name, whispering so loud * o
it hurts my ears . . . ‘Joe and Woe' and laughing and T e
singing and [_kpow every one of them and they pull "oy
at my arms and 1ay legs and I still can’t move. And I'm -~
laughing and sitging, too, inside, where you can’t hear -~
it. And i hurts so bad, but. I can’t feel it. And T yell
back at them, every person I.ever koew, and they
don’t hear me, either, and then the room gets brighter
and brighter. So bright I can’t see anything anymore.
Nobody. Not even me. It’s all gone. All white. All k...
gone. T
Fericrry. Agnes . . . ! 75
AcwEes. Yes, mama.
Frruicrry. When did they say they were coming?gz%

o~ ~
; I ,'\*‘

:
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Acxnes. T don't know, mama. Soon. Seon,

Fericity. As long as we know . . . As long as we
know they're coming,

AcxEes, Well, of course they're coming. You wait and

see . . . One afterncon, we'll be sitting here, having
tea, and that door will fly open like the gates of heaven
and there they'll be . . . (She takes a capsule from a

small bottle and adds the medication to the cup of
tea.) two twin angels and our bright-eyed little girl.
You wait and see, mama. You wait . . . (She fakes
the cup to FELICITY and then notices that she is asleep.)
Mama? Oh, mama.

BRIAN. - ((Going to BevERLY.) Dance with me, Bev,

BeverLy. My pleasure, sir.

Maggie. Joe?

Jor. We got to tell him; Maggie. We got to tell him.

Acnes. Rest, mama . . . rest . . .

Magrk. It'll all be over in a minute, It just seems to
take forever. (The lights fade out.)

END OF ACT ONE

ACT TWO
Evening.

MUSIC is coming from the lving room area . . . a
recording of “Don’t Sit Under The Apple Tree.”
BEVERLY i3 dancing around alone, Brian is sit-
ting on the sofa watching her. MARK is in the
Litchen area getting a glass of milk.

As the lights come up, however, we focus on the porch
area where MAGGIE I8 seated, staring off at the
sunset. JoE comes down to her, carrying a cup of
coffee.

Jog. It’s getting dark, Maggie.

Macce, (Very distant.) It's pretty.

Joe. Yeah. (Pause.) You can't sit out here all night.
Huh? (MacciE doesn’t answer.) T brought you some
coffee. (MaaGGIE takes it.)

MaceIe. I'm all right. I'm- all right. T just need some
time, that’s all.

Joe. T'll get you a sweater.

(JoE goes back into the cottage, to the Upstage Center
room and sits. Our focus shifts now into the living
room area. It looks like a small party. BevirLy
i8 carrying on and BRIAN is enjoying every minute
of it. MARK s not.)

Brian. Another drink for Beverly and then she ecan
show ug her sears.

51
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BevenLy. Medals, medals! Not scars.

Brian. Well, we won't argue the perspective.

Marg. (Giving ker a drink.) I don’t understand.

BeverLy. Dancing contests. That's a euphemism for
balling. First prize, second prize, third prize . . .
sometimes just a citation for style. I like to keep
Brian informmed.

Mark. You lost me.

Beverry. Look. (She takes off an earring.) Peter
somebody. Diamonds. Really. Very pure, very ideal-
istie, an architect. Form follows function . . . I never
understood it. (She tosses the earring into her fofe
bag.)

BriaN. (Toasting with hiz milk.) To Peter! -

BeverLy, (Drinks.) One among many. (She takes
off a bracelet.) This one’s copper. A doctor in Colorado
Springs. Said it would cure my arthritis and he’d take
care of the rest. He didn't. (She drops the bracelet on
the sofa.)

Brian. (Toasting again.) Colorado Springs!

BeverLy. (Drinks.) Anyway, I didn’t have arthritis.
{8he points to a brooch.) This one, God knows. A
family heirloom and would I join the collection. No,
thank vou. (Takes off a chain necklace with o tooth
on it and swings it in a circle.) Claus. Norwegian shark
tooth or something, A thousand and one positions, and
each one lasted several hours. I couldn't. (She drops
it.)

Briax. I should hope not.

Brverry. But T tried. (Takes another, very similar
to the previous one, but smaller.) Claus’ brother. If at
first you don't succeed . . . (Points at a bracelet.) A
Russian in Paris. {Another bracelet.) A Frenchman in
Moscow. (Taking off an ankle bracelet) Ah ... a
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Tunisian in Newfoundland. Really. We met at an air-
port and made it between flights under his grass skirt.
(Drops it on the couch and then takes off two tiaras.)
Two lovely ladies in Biarritz.

Brian. Oh . . .

BeverLy. No comment, thank you, (Drops it on the
sofa.) Oh . . . ves. The Jean Jacques collection. (Tak-
ing off several other pieces.) Jean Jacques., Jean
Jacques. Jean Jacques. Jean Jacques. Jean Jacques.
You might say I took him for everything he was worth.
You'd be wrong. There was a whole lot more I couldn’t
get my hands on. (Toasting) A big one for Jean
Jacques.

Brian. (Toasting.) Jean Jacques!

BeverLy. (A little dizzy.} T'm getting sloppy. T tried.
Dear Brian, how I tried. (Te Mark.) You're the
scholar. What’s the exact declension of incompatibility?
I tried, they tried, we tried . . .

MAagg. That'’s not a declension. That's a conjugation.

BeverLy. No, it wasn’t, Not once. Not a single con-
jugator in the bunch. Not one real dancer. Not one
real jump to the musie, flat out, no count, foot stomp-
ing crazy-man . . . just a lot of tired “declining”
people who really didn't want to do anything but sit
the next one out. What clse? Oh. Last and least, my
favorite dress. A gap here, a stain there, a spilled drink,
a catch, a tear . . . spots you can hardly see, that
won’t come out . . . people I hardly knew.

Magg. It looks walked over.

BrverLy. Over and over again. Stiteh it up, tie it up,
wrap it up . . . it keeps coming back for more. Greedy
little bitch. Herc’s a good one. A very well dressed man
on a train. Put his hand here, on my leg, kept saying
over and over again, ‘Trust me, trust me,” and all the
time he was beating off under his coat.
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Mark. That’s pathetiec. '

Beveeuy. Oh, I don’t know. I think he liked me.
Don't you think so? I mean the car was full of attrac-
tive younger women and the bastard chose me.

Marxk. You must have been his type.

Brian. Mark!

MagE. I’'m sorry. It just came out.

BeverLy. That's all right.

Magk. It's not all right, it stinks.

BeveaLy. Okay. It stinks. Forget it. Here’s to all of
them. The young, the old, the black, the white, the
yellow, the lame, the hale, the feebleminded, the poor,
the rich, the small and the well endowed . . . all of
them. Here's hoping there’s better where they came
from. .

MagRk. (Getting his jacket and going towards the
door.) T'm going out for a walk. .

BeverLy. Oh, no. How are we ever going to get to
know each other if you keep leaving the room?

Brian. Don’t go, Mark.

Marx. I need some air. (He starts to go.)

BeverLy. No. Stay. Come on. Please. (She gets the
champagne bottle.) ,

Mark. Please what? You don't need me here, you've
got a captive audience.

BeverLy. Come on. We'll open the champagne and
T'Il shut up for a while.

Mark. Thanks, but I already told you . . .

BeverLy. (Forcing off the cork.) It's good stuff. I
only look chieap. Really. Are you sure you ?vouldn’t
like . . . {The cork flies off and BEVERLY acczde_ntally
spills the contents of the boftle on Marx.) a drink?

Magk. (Sopping wet.) No. Thank you.

Bevesny, (Really embarrassed, somewhere between
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giggling and crying.) Oh, God, 1'm sorry. Talk about
tedious people. I think I feel an exit coming up.

Brian. ((fees to her, comforting.} You look very
beautiful, Beverly. I should have noticed when I
walked in.

BevesLy. I'm tired and drunk.

Brian, And beautiful.

Beveruy. I'll miss you, you fucker.

Briaw, I'll miss you, too.

Bevirry. (To Mark.) Look what I've done. (She
starts to take the jacket from him.)

MaRg. (Not letting go.) Tt's all right.

BeverLy. No. It's not. I've ruined it.

Mark. All right, you’ve ruined it.

Beverry. I'll send you another one.

Magxk. No, I'll have it cleaned.

BeverLy. It won't come out.

Magk. Please!

Brian, (Grabbing the jacket and throunng it down.)
My God, it’s only a jacket. Two slesves, a collar, a
piece of cloth. It was probably made by a machine in
East Podunk. Why are we wasting this time?

Marx. Brian, take it easy . . .

Brian. No! Not easy. Not easy at all! At this very
monent, twelve million stars are pumping light in and
out of a three hundred and sixty degree notion of a
Limited universe, Not easy. At this very moment, a
dozen Long Island oysters are stranded in some lab-
oratory in Chicago, opening and closing to the rhythm
of the tide—over a thousand miles away. Not easy. At
this very moment, the sun is probably hurtling out of
control, defying ninety percent of all organized religion
—plummeting toward a massive world collision that
was predicted simultaneously by three equally archaic
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cultures who had barely invented the wheel. At this
very moment, some simple peasant in Mexico is plant-
ing seeds in his veins with the blind hope that flowers
will bloom on his body before the frost kills him! And
here we stand, the combined encrgy of our three
magnificent minds focused irrevocably on a jacket.
(He puts the jacket on sofa to dry.) My God. There
are more important things I promise you. (Marxk does
not respond. BRIAN goes to BEVERLY and takes her
in his arms.) Come on, my besuty, I'll show you a
dancer. (They begin to do the Lindy. BRIAN turns on
the tape recorder and “Don’t Sit Under the Apple
Tree” starts fo play.)

BeverLy. (Laughing.) Brian! Stop! (Suddenly Brian
falters. Breathless, he starts to foll, catches himself,
and then falls. BEVERLY goes to him.) Brian?! Are you
all . .. ?

Brian. No! No. It's all right. T’'m all right. He
walks, he talks, he falls down, he gets up. Life goes on.

Magrk. Let me give you a hand.

Briav. Leave me alone, (Carefully he exifs to the
bedroom, but bumps into the end table on his way.
BeverLY looks anxiously at MARK.)

BrverLy. Do you think you should . . . ?

Marx. No. No.

(Marg doesn’t move. He seems frozen, terrified. He
shakes his head “No” and turns away. Finolly,
BeverLY follows BrIAN to the bedroom. BEVERLY
exits. Marx picks up the bottle, turns off the
recorder, sits down and starts drinking it from the
bottle. At the same time, AcnEs comes down lo
the stool at Dewn Right porch area, which be-
comes her Interview Area.)

Y
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AeNEs. (Speaking to the INTERVIEWER.) I shouldn’t
stay too long.

Vorce or InTerviEwEr. (At Down Left stool, but
still miked.) Yes. We won't keep you.

Acwes. You said you wanted to sece me. Are there
people there?

Voice orF INTERVIEWER. Yes,

Acnes, I don’t know what I can tell you.

Voice oF INTERVIEWER. Well ., . .

Acwes. The doctors saw her yesterday. They said
they were going to change the mcdication, and after
that, they weren’t sure . . . Ob, but they must have
told you all this.

Voice oF INTERVIEWER, Yes,

Acves. Oh, What . . . what was it you wanted to
know, then.

Voice or INTERVIEWER. Well, we wanted to know
nbout you.

AcnEes. (Almost smiles.) Me? Oh, that's . . . {Then
worried.) Why? T've done everything that . . . just
like the nurse tells me. I've been very careful to . . .

YOICB of INTERVIEWER. No. No. It isn’t that. You're
doing very well with her. Much better than anyone
could ask. We know that.

AcwEes. Then . . . what?

Voice or INTERVIEWER. Well, we were just wonder-
ing how you were?

AgnEes. (Relieved.) Oh. I'm fine. Is that what vou
mean? I'm fine.

"Yoicr oF INTERVIEWER. Yes.

AcwEs. I'm fine.

Voice oF INTERVIEWER. Good.

Agnes, Yes. I'm a little tired, And sometimes s
headache . . . I used to get headaches.
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Voice oF INTERVIEWER, Oh?

AanEs. Yes. Terrible headaches. Mama always said
they were psychosomatic. She said if I concentrated
hard enough, they would go away.

Voick oF INTERvIEWER. And did they?

AGNES. As a matter of fact, they did. Not right away.
But after a while . . .

Voick oF INTERVIEWER. Do you still get them?

Acnes, What . . . ?

Voice oF INTERvIEWER. The headaches. Do you still
get them?

Acnes. T don’t know. I used to get them so often.
Now sometimes I don’t know I have them—until they
go away. You get used to them and you don’t feel any
different until they’re gone. And I . . . what was it
you wanted to ask me?

Voice oF InTERviEWER. Tell us about Claire.

Acwes. What?

Voick or InTERvIEWER, Claire. Felicity has been tell-
ing us that . . .

AcnEes. Claire.

VOICE OF INTERVIEWER. Your sister.

Acnes. Oh, Claire . . .

Voice oF INTERVIEWER. Yes.

AcnEes, Claire is my sister,

VOICE oF INTERVIEWER. Yes.

Aawes. (With great reluctance.) We were very close.
Our whole family. Especially after my father dicd.
We were just children then. Mama worked very hard
1o keep us together. We bad a dairy farm. It was a
beautiful place. Big, old house . . . 1873+ And so much
land. Tt seemed even bigger then . . . T was so little.
We were very happy. And then Claire . . . there was
a boy . .. well, she left us . . . just like that. She

Viwwhein
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was a lot like Mama. They would fight and yell and
throw things at each other . . . they got along very
well, Claire was so beautiful. T would hide in my
room. I got so frightened when they fought, but . . .
I don’t know . . . suddenly the fight would be over
and Mama would throw open her arms and curse the
day she bore children and Claire would laugh and then
Mama would laugh and hug her close . . . and then
all of us, we would laugh . . . T can still hear us . .
But she left. And we never heard from her. Almost a
year. The longest year I can remember. Mama waited
und waited, but she never wrote or came back to visit
. nothing. And then one morning, we reecived a
phone eall from g man in Louisiana. There was an ac-
cident . .. something, And Claire was dead. They
anil ol first they thought she was going to be all right,
but she was hemorrhaging and . . . This is very hard
to remember,
VoicE oF INTERVIEWER. But these letters from Claire.
Acxes. Yes. You see, it was after Claire died that
Mama started to get sick. All of a sudden, she was
‘tr]d.’ And she isn't, you know. But she just seemed to
give up. I couldn’t bring her out of it. Claire could
have. But I couldn't. We lost the farm, the house,
everything. One thing led to another. The letters . . .
ub . . /Tt was after one of the last operations/Mama
came home from the hospital and she seemed very
happy. She was much stronger than ever. She laughed
and )oked and made fun of me, just like she used to
. #and then she told me she had written a letter
while she was in the hospital . . . to Clajre . . . and
she sald she was very niec to her and she forgave her
for not writing and keeping in touch and she asked
her to come home to visit and to bring her chiidren 4
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Claire had been dead for a long time then./ I didn't
know what to do. T'tried to tell her . . . | tried . . .
but she wouldn’t listen . . . And, of course, no letter
came. No reply. And Mama asked every day for the
mail. Every day I had to tell her no, there wasn’t any.
Every day. I kept hoping she would forget, but she
didn’t #And when there wasn’t any letter for a long
time, she started to get worse. She wouldn’t £alk and
when she did she accused me of being jealous and
hiding the letters and sometimes ... I didnt know
what to do . . . So . .. (Pause,y,” .

Voice or Ixterviewer. How long have you been
writing these letters?

AcNEs. Almost two vears . .. You're not angry
with me, are you?

Voick oF INTERVIEWER. No.

AcnEs. It means so much to her. It's important to
her, It's something to hope for. You have to have
something, People need something to keep them going,

VoIck oF INTERVIEWER. Do they?

AGNES. Yes. Sometimes I think, if we can wait long
enough, something will happen. Oh, not that Mama
will get better, but something . . . 5o I write the
letters. I don’t mind. It’s not difficult. I read little
things in books and newspapers and I make up what’s
happening. Sometimes I just write whatever comes into
my head. You see, Mama doesn’t really listen to them
anymore. She used to. It used to be the only time I
could talk to her. But now it doesn’t matter what they
say. It's just so she knows that Claire is coming.

Voice or INTErviEWER. What happens when Claire
doesn't show up? :

Acnes. Oh, but I don't think that will happen. I,
mean, Mama . . . well, she won’t . . . I mean, even
if ...

P
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.VOICE ofF INTERVIEWER. You mean she’ll probably
die before she even finds out.

Acxes, (Nods her head.) Yes,

Yoice or INTERvIEWER., What will you do then,
Agnes?

AcNEs. (Surprised by the question, she looks out at
the INTERVIEWER for a long time. Then . . .) It makes
her happy.

Yoick oF INTERVIEWER. Does it?

AanEs. (More confused.) I don't know.

Voies or INTERVIEWER. What about you, Agnes?

Aanes. Me? .

VoicE oF INTERVIEWER. Does it make you happy?

Auanes, Me?

Vuer or INTERVIEWER. Yes,

AuNes, (She touches her head lightly.) Please, 1

. I should be getting back.

Ve oF INTERVIEWER. Agnes?

AGNES. Sometimes she does things now, T don't know
'\\:hy e I . . . {Trying to accuse the INTERVIEWER.)
The pain is much worse. This medicine you've given
her . . . it doesn’t help,

Voice oF InterviEwer. Yes, we know. It may be
necessary to move her up to the hospital again. .

AcnEs. But vou said before . . .

VoICE oF INTERVIEWER. 1 know,

Aanrs. And now?

Voice oF INTERVIEWER. It’s hard to say.

Acnes. No.

Voice oF INTERVIEWER. I'm sorry.

_AGNES. No, you're not sorry. You don’t know any-
thing about sorry. You put her in some room. You do
one more operation. You wrap her up in your ma-
chines. You scribble on her chart. And then vou go
away. You don't know about sorry. )




62 THE SHADOW BOX ACT 1

Voice oF INTERVIEWER. We had thought that it
wouldn't go on this long, but there’s nothing we can
do about it. )

AGNES. But I don’t went it to go on. You promised

. it ean’t! Even when she’s asleep now, she has
dreams. I can tell. T hear them. You keep saymng, a
few days, a few days. But it's weeks and months . . .
all winter and now the spring . . . :

VoIcE oF INTERVIEWER. She has a strong will.

Acones. (Almost laughs.) Oh, yes. I know that.

Voice oF INTERVIEWER. Sometimes that’s enough to
keep a very sick person alive for a long time.

AgNEs. But why? Why? When it hurts so bad? Why
does she want to keep going like this? Why?

Voice of INTERVIEWER. She’s waiting for Claire.

AcnEs. (Stunned.) What . . . ? What did you say?

Voice oF INTERVIEWER. It's what we call ‘making &
bargain.’ She’s made up her mind that she’s not going
to.die until Claire arrives.

Acwes. (Denying i) Oh,no . . . no ...

Voice oF INTERVIEWER. . . . it might easily be the
reason. Now that you've explained about the letiers.

AGNES. . .. Tn0 . .. no.

Voice of INTERVIEWER. Agnes . . . ? o
AGNES. . .. mo ... it isn't true . . . it ism’t . ..
VoIcE oF INTERVIEWER. Perhaps it isn't . . . (In the

cottage, FeLICITY %3 slowly waking up. She mumbles.)
Ferrcity. . . . Claire . . .
AcwEs. It isn’t wrong to hope . . .

VoIce oF INTERVIEWER. Agnes . . . ?

AcxEs. . . . waiting for .

FrLicrry. . . . Claire . . .

AGNES. . . . no ...she can't ...she can’t do

that . . . she can'til
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VoiCE oF INTERVIEWER. Agnes . . .
Acwes. (Rising.) No. Please, I have to go . . . I

have to go back . . .

Voice or INTERVIEWER. Listen to me . . .

Agnes. No! . . . I don't want to.

Voice oF INTERVIEWER. Will you come back tomor-
row?

Acnes. Tomorrow?

FEeLICITY. . . . put 'em away . . .

Acnes, Yes . . .

Fericity. Put ‘em away.

Voice oF InTerviewEr. All right, then.

{AuNes turns quickly and goes back into the eottage.
The lights fade on the Interview Area. At the
sume: time, JOE comes out of the cotlgge and-gees
to MAGGIE, plits a suwedler on her shouldersand.. ~=3
kisses her on the head, In the Kitchen area, AGNES _}r.
goes to FELICITY and tries to comfort her disturbed S

sleep.) Ay “k o
PR
Feutciry. . .. Claire? . . . Claire? . . . Claire? -
Acwes. . .. yes, Mama ... T'm here...I'm
here . .

{As the focus shifts down to the porch area.)

MacGie. (Very quietly.) T found a picture of us in
New York. Kids. We were kide. Laughing. Standing on
my head in Central Park. You were in uniform. What
did we have? A few days in January was all. A little
box ecamera, and that was broken, it didn’t work all
the time, you had to be so careful with it. =

Job. You were nervous. all the time, you never 7 ‘i {
stopped laughing, 515&&
04
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Mageie, I was pretty in the picture. I had a head
like a rock—headstands, handstands, cartwheels—
Remember? 1 must have been crazy. I could run. I
could sing . . . I was in the play one year. The Red
Mill.

Joe. You got thrown out.

Maceie. 1 did not.

Joe. You got thrown out.

Macaie. No.

JoE. On your ass.

MaceiE. All right, all right. Tt wasa't my fault. What
was his name?

JoE. I don't know, Vice-principal, somebody.

Macare. Son of a bitch kept putting his hands all

over me. (She almost laughs.) I was lying? [ —
Joe. You were pretty. Macaie, (Continues with Jor.) . . . I eried. —7 A{?
Magaig. I loved it. Joe. T built the house. ?llw,;je
i e

Jor. You punched him in the mouth.

Macorr. I was scared. What else could I do?

Jor. You got thrown out.

Magarzs. I got thrown out. (The words spill slowly as
they remember bits and pieces of their life together,
searching for some solid ground.) 1 was scared. I was
still a virgin.

Jok. I never touched you until we were married.

Macare. I wanted you to. T did.

Jo. Your mother would have killed me.

Macere. We went to New York . . .

Jor. Sometimes Connecticut. With Steve .

Macgae. He doesn't remember . . .

Jor. In the fall, in the Plymouth . . .

Magaie. I tell him, but he doesn’t remember . . .

Joe. Sundays and Saturdays, when I could get
off . ..
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Macoie. He should have had brothers and sisters . . .

JoE. We eouldn’t.

Maceik. I know.

Jon. They asked me al] those questions. I was em-
kl:arrassed, but I told them. They said, no, no more

ids.

Macaeie. It hurt so bad, I eried . . .

{In t.he kitchen, AcNES begins to talk to Feuicrry, who
ts still asleep.)

|AGNES. Mama . .. mama ... ? (FeLicity con-
tinues to sleep.) If 1 told you the truth, mama, would
you listen? If I told you the truth, would you think

Macaie. Way out in the country, we thought . . .
way out . . .

Joe. Bomething to have, we said. Where does it go?

AcNEs. (Continues to the sleeping Frriciry.) T don’t
l"emember the good times anymore, mama. I keep think-
ing we have something to go back to. But I don't re-
memher what it is. All T can remember is this . . .
this . . .

Joe. Where does it go.

MagGiE. What a house . . . three bedrooms . . .
Joe. One and a half baths . . .
AgnEs. . . . pushing and pulling and hurting . . .

this iz all I can remember . . .

JoE. I built it all myself.

Magaie. The first two years, nothing worked.

Joe. What do you mean, nothing worked? I built it
good, damn good.
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MacaIe. (Gently with a smife.) The wiring, the roof
was bad, the plumbing, we never had water . . . (Jog
laughs.)

Aanes. It all went wrong. What happened, mama?
There must have been a time when I loved you. Oh,
mama, if T told you the truth, if T told you the truth
now, would it matter?

Macgie, Then they put in the sidewalks, the
sewers . . .

Jog. They never worked, either . . .

(They laugh. In the living room area, MARK s drink-
ing heaguily. BEVERLY enters from the bedroom
where she has just left BRiax.) ..

BeverLy. He's resting.

Magrk. He'll be all right.

BeverLy. How about you?

Magrg. Better every minute. (He downs another
drink.)

BeverLy. You could fool me. (Mark gives her @
look.) Okay. Okay. I'm going. (She starts to collect her
things.)

(In the porch area.)
Maseie, More houses, more streets . . . You couldn’t
reathe.
Jom. Overnight . , . it happened overnight . . .
fences . . .

(In the living room area.)

BeverLy. You're sure he's all right?

Maceie. We had to build fences. All of a sudden,
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Mark. Of course he's all right. Tt's just this dying
business, Beverly. It gets a little messy every now and
ther.

Beverwy. T noticed.

Mark. Did you? Brian tskes such pride in putting
things in order, keeping things in their proper per-
speetive, it’s hard to tell. I mean, give him ten minutes
and a few thousand words, and he'll make you think
dying is the best thing that ever happened to him.
Would you like a drink?

BeverLy. No, thank you.

Magx. It's all words for Brian. And it’s a little hard
to keep up. One letter follows the next, one paragraph,
one chapfer, one book after another, close parenthesis,
end of quote. Never mind what it’s all about.

Beverny, That’s not fair.

Marx, Isn’t it? The way you two have been carry-
ing on, I was beginning to think I was at a wedding. I
mewn, I enjoy a good joke as much as the next fellow,
but dead people are pretty low on my list of funny
topics.

Beverry. Let’s not get angry, we'll spoil your
metaphor,

Mark. Fuck my metaphor! It's true! (Pause. Then
quietly.} My God, listen to me. You think you know
something. You think you have something . . .

{In the porch area.)

Joe, More houses, more streets.

Marx. And it all goes crazy.

JoE. So many goddamn things. Where do they go?
The freezer, the washer and the dryer, a dishwasher
for Christ’s sake, the lawn mower, the barbecue, three
bicycles, four, six lawn chairs and & chaise lounge—
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aluminum, last forever—the white table with the um-
brella, the hammock, the bar, I put that wood paneling
in the basement, we finished the attic—well, half of it,
I got the insulation in—the patio, with screens . . .
Jesus, it was a lot to let go of.

Mageie. I don't want to talk about it.

Jow. Before you know it, everything you had is
gone. Not that it was ever yours but vou feel it any-
way when it's gone.

Magoie, I'm telling you, I don't want to talk about
it.

Jor. (He turns from her.) Alright! Alright! We won't
talk about it. |

Maagie. You get tired. You get old, My hands got
too big. I got too fat. I don’t know how it happens, I
can’t remember.

(In the living room.)

Magxk. . . . when I met Brian, I was hustling out-
side a bar in San Francisco. Right after the great
‘summer of love.! You remember the summer of love

. one of those many American revolutions that get
about as far as Time Magazine and then fart to a
quick finish. Well, just after the summer of love, winter
came, Which was the last thing anybody expected.
And suddenly it got very cold. People were starving to
death in the sireets.

BeveRLY. Sounds lovely.

Magxk. Very colorful—you would have liked it. Any-
way, like cverybody else, I was very hungry, very
desperate . . . the whole scene. So there I was one
night, like many other nights, selling it down on
Market Street, I wasn’t very good at it, but it was
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paying the rent, and Brian walks up to me ... I
didn’t know him of course . . . he walks up and asks

me the fime. Right? Well, I did my little number
about time for what and how much was it worth to
him . . . I figured anybody who'd come on to me with
an old line like that was good for a fast twenty. And
sll of & sudden, he starts explaining exactly what time
was worth to him . . . Philosophy! On Market Street,
And before I know it, he's into concepts of history,
eyelienl and lineal configurations, Hebraic and Greco-
itoman attitudes, repetitive notions . . . time warps,
even! Jesus, I thought, I've got a real freak on my
hnnddsl

Mevisy, You did.

Mank. And he's talking and talking and talking and
I"'m thinking I've got to score soon because it's getting
Inte il I need the bread and I'm hungry . . . but I
o't get rid of him. T walk away, and he walks away
with me. T go inside the bar and ke goes ingide the bar.
A real ‘fuck bar.’ I figured this has got to shake him.
Right? Nothing. He didnt even notice. People are
humping on the tables practically and he’s quoting
Aristotle to me and Whitehead and elaborating on' St,
Thomas Aquinas’ definition of sin . .. completely
oblivious to everything around him! I thought T was
losing my mind. Finally, I said, ‘Look, man, I haven't
caten in a long time, and I'm getting a headache, Why
don’t we talk some business before I starve to death?

BeverLy. What did he do?

Marx. He bought me dinner! T couldn’t believe it.
I mean, what the hell did he waent from me? And he
never stopped talking, Never.

BeverLy, Perfect. And then he left,

Magrg. Right.
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BeverLy. He didn't want anything from you,

Mark. But before he went, [ lifted his wallet.

BeverLy. I always warned him not to talk to
strangers.

Marg. It doesn’t matter, because the next day I
returned it. I don't know why. I just did. And that’s
how I got to know him. I got interested in what he
was doing . . . which as it turns out was nothing. But
he was doing it so well. He gave me a room. T could
use it whenever I wanted. I started reading again
. . . I thought to myself, my god, I could really do
something. Balvation] We talked and talked endlessly

. word equals idea equals action equals change
equals time equals freedom equals ... well, who
knows? But the point is . . . I don’t know what the
point is. What am I talking about?

BeverLy. Dead people.

Mark. Exactly! I mean, exactly!

BeverLy. Exactly what?

Magx. I mean it's not enough! Ten thousand pages
of paragraphed garbage . . . it's just words. We are
dying here, lady. That’s what it’s about. Brian looks
at me and I can see it in his eyes. One stone slab
smack in the face, the rug is coming out from under,
the light is going out. You can do the pills and the
syringes and the “let’s play games” with the cotton
swabs and x-rays, but it’s not going to change it. You
can wipe up the mucous and the blood and the piss
and the excrement, you ean burn the sheets and hoil
his clothes, but it's still there. You can smell it on
him. You can smell it on me. Tt soaks into your hands
when vou touch him. It gets into your blood. Tt’s stuck
inside him, filling up inside his head, inside his skin,
inside his mouth. You can taste it on him, you can
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swallow it and feel it inside your belly like a sewer.
You wake up at night and you shake and you spit.
You try to vomit it out of you. But you can’t. It
doesn’t go away. It stays inside you. Inside every
word, every touch, every move, every day, every night,
it lies down with you and gets in between you. It's sick
and putrid and soft and rotten and it is killing me.

Beverry. It's killing him, too.

Magrk. That's right, lady. And some of us have to
watch it. Some of ug have to live with it and clean up
after it 1 mean, you can waltz in and out of here like
n fucking Christmag tree if you want to, but some of
uu are staying, Some of us are here for the duration.
Andl il is not easy.

MWevenry. And some of us wouldn't mind changing
phsees with you at all.

Mank. And some of us just don’t care anymore,

HevinLy. What?

MaRK. SBome of us just don't care.

Buvirny., You're cute, Mark. But next to me, you
are the most selfish son of a bitch I've ever met.

Magrk. Oh, wonderful! That’s what I needed. Yes,
sir. That's just what I needed.

BeverLy. You're welcome.

Maerxk. Yook, don’t you think it’s time you picked
up all your little screwing trophies and went home?

Beverry. Past time . . . way past time. The sign
goes up and I can sec ‘useless’ printed all over it. Let
me tell you something, as one whore to another—what
you do with your ass is your business. You can drag
it through every gutter from here to Moroceo. You can
trade it, sell it, or give it away. You can run it up a
flagpole, paint it blue or cut it off if vou feel like it.
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I don’t eare. I'll even show you the best way to do it
That’s the kind of person I am. But Brian is different.
Because Brian is stupid. Because Brian is blind. Be-
cause Brian doesn't know where you come from or
who you come from or why or how or even what you
are coming to. Because Brian happens to need you.
And if that is not enough for you, then you get your-
gelf out of his life—fast. You take your delicate sensi-
bilities and your fears and vour disgust, if that’s all
you feel, and you pack it up and you get out.

Magk. That simple, huh?

BeverLy. Yes. That simple. A posteard at Christmas,
a telegram for his birthday, and maybe g phone call
every few years . . . if he lives. But only when it geis
really bad, When the money and the time and the
people are all running out faster than you care to
count, and the reasons don't sound as good as they
used to and you don’t remember anymore why . . .
why you walked out on the one person who said yes,
you do what you have to because I love you. And you
can’t remember anymore what it was vou thought you
had to do or who the hell you thought you were that
was so goddamn important that you couldn’t hang
around long enough to say goodbye or to find cut what
it was you were saying goodbye to . . . Then you
phone, because you need to know that somewhere, for
no pood reason, there iz one poor stupid deluded
human being who smells and rots and dies and still
believes in you. One human being who cares, My Gaod,
why isn't that ever enough?

Mark. You want an answer to that?

Beverry. No. T want you to pet yourself together
or get yourself away from him.
Magxk. Just leave.
BeverLy. Yes,
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Mazk. I can’t.

BeveErLy. Why not?

Mark. He's dying.

Beverry. He doesn’t need you for that. He can do
it all by himself. You're young, intelligent, not bad
looking . . . probably good trade on a slow market.
Why hang around?

Marx. I can’t leave him,

BeverLy. Why not?

Marx. 1 owe him,

BeverLy. What? Pity?

Mark. No.

BrverLy. Then what? What?! You don’t make
nense, Mark. T mean, what'’s in it for you?

Mark. Nothing's in 1t for me.

Brverry, You said it yoursell, He's just a tired,
siek old man . ..

Mark. I didn’t say that.

RwverLy. . . . A tired old trick with some phony
idens that don't hold piss, let alone water . . .

Mank, What?

Bevenny. A broken-down sewer, that’s all he is.

Mank. I didin't say that . . .

Hyvienty. Yes, you did. Garbage. You don’t necd
that. You don't need to dirty your hands with that
kindd ol rotien, putrid filth, “‘Unless of course you need
the mioney. What does he do—pay vou by the month?
(ir doed it depend on how much you put out.

(Marx suddenly hits her in the face. BEVERLY quickly
slaps him back—hard. MARK is stunned., BEvERLY
hits him again. Mark still doesn’t move, Almost
as if he doesn’t feel anything. BEVERLY continues
to slap his face until he connects with the pain.
e lets out a pure cry and breaks down.)
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Magx. I don’t want him to die. I dont . . . Please
.. . (BEvERLY puts her arms ground him.) 1 don't
want him to die,

(JoB is at Up Left. Macaie is at Up Right.)

JoE. Maggie . .. ?

MaceIie. (Crossing to Up Lefl.) T'm here, Joe. It's
all right.

JoE. Maggie . . . ?

(In the kitchen area.)

Frriciry. Claire . . . 7
AcNEes. Yes, mama . . .

(The lines overlap, coming from all three areas.)

Maceie. I'm here, Joe . . .

BeverLy. It's all right . . .

Fevicrry. Claire . . . ?

Acnes. Yes, mama . . . I'm here . . .

Magee, It's all right now . .

.BevErLY. It’s all right.

AanEes, Itz all right . . .

MageIe, Sshhh . . .

Beverry. It’s all right. It’s all right.

MacGcie. Sshhh | ;. (Pause.)

BeverLy. (Gertly.) Hopes, baby. That’s what you
got. A bad case of the hopes. They sneaked up on you
when you weren't looking. You think maybe it's not
gonna happen. You think maybe you'll find some way
out. Some word that’s still alive, some word that will
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make it all different . . . Maybe, maybe, maybe . . .
Feviarry. (Waking up.) Claire . . . ?

Maeems, It's ali right . . .

Acnes. Yes, mama . .

MageIe, Sghhh . ., .

BeveRLY. Please, baby. Just one favor you owe him.
Don’t hurt him. Don’t hurt him with your hope. (MARK
pulls awey from Breveary.) He needs somebody.
(MARK doesr’t answer.) Yeah. That was my answer,
too. (She gathers her things.) 'Bye, baby.

Magk, Wait . . .

Buverry. No, no. Another two minutes and I'll be
daneing you all over the floor.

Magrg. I might not mind.

Brverny. Might not mind? You'd love it.

Marx. All right. T'd love it.

BeverLy. Tell Brian goodbye for me,

Mark., Dou't you want to see him?

Brverry. No, T've got a plane to catch, I want to
yet o Hawaii before the hangover hits me. (She stops
and turns to Marx.) It's funny, he slways makes the
rune mistake, He always cares about the wrong
(il

[

(In the Eitchen area.)

Penterey, Claire . . .

Adnes What happened, mama?

Buverny, Bye!

I'renacrry. Claire . . .

AcNER. You sit-down one day, and you get caught
.. . you get caught somewhere in a chair . . . in some
foreign room. Caught in slow motion . . . (BevERLY
exits Down Left.) stretched across the floor, listening
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: to the windows and the doors. It's hard to remember

| ; sometimes what you're listening for. A whistle, maybe

. or a shout . . . somebedy calling your name. Or

o maybe just a few words. A few kind words. A ticket to
| i Louisiana . . . a letter . . . something . . .

(In the porch area.)

r ) g - s D Jor. It would have been nice.
! oA ',”’f_,//MAGGm. What?

- B Jom. A farm.
Macoie. We couldn't afford it.
JoE. Some place sl our own.
AGnrs. Sornething.
Muaageie, Just to watch the sunset?
Jor. Every day a different job. Every day a different
reason, Something grows. Something . . . all in a day.
AcxEs. Something . . .
Maccie. It would have been nice,
JoE. Something to have.
AcxEes, Something . . .
Jor. Jesus Christ, we built the house, and before we
finish, fifteen vears, and it's gone.
Macgre. We didn’t need it. It was more work to
lceep up than it was worth.
Jor, Maybe . . . mayvbe it was. But it was some-
thing, wasn’t 117 Something to have. You put in one
more fucking tree, you fix up another room, I kept
seeing grandchildren. What the hell else was it for?
Not right away, but someday, you figure, kids running
around, falling déwn under it, when it’s grown big
enough to ¢limb and you ean chase them down, spend
some time running around the goddamn house . . .
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Macaie. (Still detached.) The apartment is nice. It
was closer to work, N
Jor, (Starting to get really angry.) Work? Shit.(,f"ﬁﬂ

Tifty weeks a year in a flat-wire shop. Twenty-four -+ l

Vears.

Macaie. We had the saloon in between. And the oil
truck . . .

JoE. A bartender and a truck driver in between,

Magaie. We owned the bar. That was ours.

JoE. Gone.

MaggIE. And the truck, we owned . . .

Joe. AH gone. Christ, even the factory is gone.

Macgaie. They couldn’t get along without you.

Jou. Twenty-four years. Two weeks a year at the
beach. One week off for Christmas . . . {(Pause) Talk
Lo me, Maggie. Talk to me,

Macoie. What? What ean I say?

Jor, T don’t know. Somebody walks up one day, -
ong day, somebody walks up and tells you 1t’s finished.
Aud me ... all I can say is ‘what?’ ... what’s
linished? What did I have that's finished? What?

Maauie. We give up too easy. We don't fight hard
onough. We give up . ., too easy . . .

Jor, Wo got to tell him, Maggie, We got to face it~
sl tell him, Some son of a bitch walks up one day
and Lol you it's finished. What? What did we have
that's finished?

Madiae, (Breaking down.) Us. Us. For Christ’s sake,
don’l make me say things I don’t understand. T don’t
want to hear them. I shake all over when 1 think about
them. How long? Two weeks? Three? A month? And
then what? What have I got then? An apartment full
of some furniture I can't even keep clean for company,
a closet full of some old pictures, some curtains I

Ll
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made out of my wedding dress that don’t even fit the
windows . . . What? What do I do? Sit down with the
TV set every night, spill my coffee when I fall asleep
on the sofa and burn holes in the ecarpet, dropping
cigarettes?
JoE. Maggie . . .

. Magaie. No. I want you to come home. What is this
place, anyway? They make everything so nice. Why?
So you forget? I can’t. I can’t. I want you to come
home. I want you to stay out four nights a week
bowling, and then come home so I can yell and not
talk to you, you son of a biteh. I want to fight so
you'll take me to a movie and by the time I get you to
take me I'm 50 upset I can’t enjoy the picture. I wans
to get up too early, too goddamn early, and T'll let
you know about it, too, because I have to make you
breakfast, because you never, never once eat it, he-
cause you make me get up too early just to keep you
company and talk to you, and it’s cold, and my back
aches, and I got nothing to say to you and we never
talk and it's six-thirty in the morning, every morning,
even Sunday morning and it’s all right . . . it’s all
right . . . it’s all right because I want to be there be-
cause you need me to be there because I want you to

_ be there because T want you to come home,

Jom. Maggie . . .

Maceie. Come home, that’s all. Come home,

Jok. I can’t, Mageie. You know I can’t.

Magacie. No, I don’t know. I don't.

JoE. I can’t.

Magcie, You can. Don’t believe what they tell you.
What do they know? We've been through worse than
this, You look fine, I can see it
Jor, No, Maggie,

ACT II THE SHADOW BOX 79

Mageie. You get stronger every day.

JoE. It gets worse,

Maccie. No. I can see it.

Jor, Every day, it gets worse,

Masciz. We'll go home, tomorrow. I got another
ticket. We can get a plane tomorrow.

Joe. Don't do this, Maggie.

Mageie. I put a new chair in the apartment. You'll
like. It's red. You always said we should have a big
red chair. I got it for you. It’s a surprise.

Jor, No! It won't work.

Maacie. We'll get dressed up. I'll get my hair done,
Wao'll po out someplace. What do we need? A little
timn, that's all.

Juw, It's not going to ehange anything

Madare, No. It's too fast. Too fast. What'll 1 do?
I eun’t remember tomorrow. It’s no good. We'll look
nround. Maybe we can find a little place. Something
we like,

Jot. No. This is all. This is all we got.

Macoie. No. Something farther out. Not big. Just
n little place we like. All right, a farm, if you want.
I don’t care. Tomorrow. -

JoE. (Angry and frustrated.) Tomorrow is nothing,
Maggie! Nothing! It’s not going to change. You don’t
snap your fingers and it disappears. You don’t buy a
ticket and it goes away. It’s here. Now.

Maaesie, No.

Joe. Look at me, Maggie,

Masere. No,

Joe. Look at me. You want magic to happen? Is
that what you want? Go ahead. Make it happen. I'm
waiting. Make it happen!

Macate. T can’t.

“Tart
ot
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h f T Joe. Make it happen!
~ Pl Magerk. I can’t. I can't.

ACT IX

(STEVE comes out of the cottage. MaGgeie and JOE

h, ]Q : " look at him. MAGGIE crosses away from STEVE.
o He speaks quietly, sensing that he’s interrupted
5 something.) '

~ Steve. Hey, I’'m ready to play for you now. If you

want to hear?
JoE. Sure, dad. I'11 be right in.
STEVE. Tt’s not gréat, but it’s not bad, either.
Joz. Good.
SrEvE. (To MaceE, fentatively.) Mom. I'm sorry.
Maaeie. What?
Steve. I'm sorry for fucking around like that. I
didn’t mean to upset you.
Macaie. That’s okay.
StevE. Yeah?
‘ Macair. (Smiles and goes to him.) Yeah, yeah,
+ .« veah. (She throws her arms around him and holds him
o tightly.)
Jor. You get tuned up, and I'll be right in.
Steve. Better hurry up before I lose my nerve. (He
exits. After a moment he tunes up and we hear “Good-
/tght Trene” being played on the guitar.)
Joe. 'm going inside now, Maggie. I'm going to
tell him.
Macom. Tell me first.
Jor, What?
Maceie. Tell me. Say it out loud.
Jor. I'm going to die, Maggie.
Macoie. (After @ moment.) Why?

3’”*’“’ o
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|
k / |+ Jor. I don’t know. I don’t know. I don't know. Like

cverything else, I don’t know./Come inside.
MAGGIE. What’ll we do in there?
| Jor, Try. That’s all. Just try. Live with it. Look at
Lt Don’t make me do it alone.
v Magaie. I can’t promise . .

¢} Jom. Don’t promise. Just come inside.

{(Macoir doesn’t move for a long time. STEVE continues
to play the guitar softly. Finally MAGGIE furns
and walks slowly toward the cottage. Jom joins
her and together they walk tnaide. As they pass
through the living room, MARK rises from the
couch and goes to the bookecase for the Scoteh;
instead he picks up the tray with the medicine and
throws it violently. After a beat, BrRian enters.)

Briax. (Looking at the mess.) What happened?
Marx. Nothing. Nothing. I had an accident.
Brian, Oh. Me too.

Marx. What?

Briaw. I need some help.

Marx. What happened ?

Briaw, I. . .uh ... T fell asleep and T wet the
bed,

Magk. Come and sit down.

Brian, I'm embarrassed.

Marx. I'm drunk.

Brian. Pleased to meet you.

Magrk. Bit down. Before you fall down.

Brian. (Slarts to sit, but then stops.) I am truly
disgusting.

Mark. No, you're not. Just wet.

¢ ok

¢ wsnde.
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(BRIAN reaches out hts hand to MaRrxk, they embrace.
Then Magk helps him off Lo the bedroom. And our
focus shifts to the kitchen.)

Frricity. (Calling out in her sleep.) Agnes.

Acxes, Mama, if I told you the truth now, would it
matter?

FeLicity. (Waking up.) Agnes!

Aawes. Yes, mama?

Ferrcrey, What . . . what time is it ... ?
AgnEes. 1 don’t know, mama.
FELICITY. . . . song of bitches . . . Did we get any

mail today, Agnes?

Aanes. (Every word of this lie is now more and more
unbearable.) Yes, mama . . . wedid . . .

Feviciry. From Claire?

AcanEes. Yes, we did. Another letter from Claire. An-
other letter from Claire.

Feviairy. {As if she never said it before} 1 get so
lonesome for Claire . . .

Acnges, (Cutting her off.) I know, mama, . .

Fericrry. Will you read it to me, Agnes?

Acwes. Yes, mama.

Fevuicity. (Like a phonograph, skipping back.y T get
so lonesome for Claire . . |

Acnes, (Unable to bear any more) Mama,
please .
Fevrcrry. I get so lonesome for Claire . . .
AcNES. Please!
Frricrry. I get so lonesome . . .
Acanes. (A cry.) Mama!l (And then sience.)
Frrrcrry., Apnes?
AanEs. Yes.
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IFevrcrry. Could I have some tea?

AcnEs. (Almost in a trance pours the tea and care-
fully puts the eup in FeLicrry's hands.) Yes.

Fericrry. (Holding the cup, but not drinking from
it yet.) Could you read me the letter, now?

AcnEs, Yes.

Fericrry, The letter from Claire.

Acxes. Yes. Yes. Yes. (She takes the letier from her
pocket—the one she was writing earlier. She opens the
envelope and begins reading.) Dear mama, I am writ-
ing today from Mexico. We are finally out of the
swamp and ontoe high dry ground. What a relief after
so much rain and dampness . . . Because of some un-
explainable mechanieal difficulties, we found ourselves
stranded foday in a beautiful little mountain village
called San Miguel . . . It’s a lovely little town cling-
ing for dear life to the side of a great ghostly moun-
tain in the middle of nowhere . . . a very curious place
to be. Nothing has changed in hundreds of years and
nothing will change, T guess, for hundreds more . . .

FeLictry. (Mumbling) . . . my bright-eyed . . .
gir! . ..
Aenes. . . . There are so many things to see during

the day, but then the nights grow bitter cold . . .
(AcNES waiches her, making up the words to the
letter.) and I can hear the wind blowing . . . outside
the door, whistling and . . . and whispering . . . and
when I look out the window, nothing is there . . .
nothing . . . mama . . . I think . ... T think it's be-
cause T miss you . . . because it hurts not being close
to you ... and ... and touching you . .. (AcnEs
breaks down and can’t go any further.)

Fericrry, Agnes?

AcwEes. Yes, mama. Yes,
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J ‘ FeLicrty. What time is it now?
L ‘ Acwps. Oh, four . . . five . . . I don't know.
Fericrry. (Stidl holding her cup.) Could 1 have some
oo tea, Agnes? (AanEs just looks at her.} Could you read
' _ me the letter now?
‘ Acnes. Mama . ..

Fericrry. Could you read me the letter now?

AcNES. Mama .. .

Fevterry. The letter from Claire? (Pause.)

AcnNEs, Yes. Yes. (She starts to read the letter
agatn.} Dear mama, I am writing today from Mexico.
We are finally out of the swamp and onto high dry
ground, What a relief after so much rain and damp-
ness . . . Because of some unexplainable mechanical
difficulties . . .

- {She continues reading under the following: In the
shadows, Jor and Brian slowly become visible.
They are standing in isolated areas, facing the
audience as tf they were speaking to the INTER-
vIEWER. The coda MUSIC begins.)

Brian. (Crossing to Down Left stool.) People don't
want to Ict go. Do they. They think it’s a mistake.
_.~They think it’s supposed to last forever . . .
/,./ 5l Jog. (At Up Right.) There’s a few things—I could
Y ‘L _talk to you about them . .
/W W 4. e Briaw. T suppose it’s because . . .
Tl R.)Jf‘ Jor. . .. you don't expeet it to happen.
/ L“ Brian. You don’t expect it to happen to you.
Jor., But it happens anyway, doesn’t it? It doesn't
matter what you do, you can’t stop it.
Briax. You try.
Mark. (In the living room.) You keep thinking,
there’s got to be some way out of this,
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Brian. You want to strike a bargain . . . make a
deal.

Magk. You don’t want to give in.

JoE. You want to say no.

Macsie. (At Up Right.) .. . no . ..

MAgk. ... Do . ..

Brian. Your whole life goes by—it feels like it was
only a minute,

BeverLy. (Entering Stage Left and moving to the
Left porch.) You try to remember what it was you
believed in.

Marx. What was so important?

Magoie, What was it?

Bevervy. You want it to make a difference.

Maceiz. You want to blame somebody.

Brian, You want to be angry.

Joe. You want to shout, ‘Not me!’

Brian. Not me!

Macare. Not me!

Frracity. What time is it, Agnes?

Acewes. T don’t know, mama.

BriaxN. And then you think, someone should have
gaid it sooner.

Magrk. Someone should have said it a long time a-o.

BeverLy. When you were young.

BriaN. Someone should have said, this living . . .

Magk. . . . this life . .,

BeverLy. . . . this lifetime . . .

Brian. It doesn’t last forever.

Macoie, A few days, a few minutes . . . that’z all.

Briax. It has an end.

JoE. Yes.

Marx, This face.

BeverLy. These hands,

Magxk. This word.
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Jog. It doesn't last forever.
Briawn. This air.

] Mark. Thig light.

li; o Brian. This earth.

o Bevervy. These things you love.
" Macare. These children.

L ‘Bevervy. This smile.

4 lr | Maggcie. This pain.

! § Brian. It doesn’t last forever.

‘ ey o - Jom, Tt was HEVEF El supposed to last forcver}
" = -+ " “KIARK. This da¥y

Magare. This morning,.

BeverLy. This afternoon.

Marx. This evening,

Fevicity. What time is it, Agnes?

Aoxes. I don’t know, mama. It's time to stop. Please,
mama. It's time to stop.

Briaxn. These eyes . . .

Marxk. These things you see.

Maggre. It’s pretty,

Joe. Yea.

Marg. Yes.

Briax. These things vou hear,

Marx. This noise.

Beveruy. This music.

STevE. I can play for you now. It’s not good, but
it’s not bad either.

Magem. Yes.

BeverLY. Yes.

BriaN. They tell you vou're dying, and you say all
right. But if I am dying . ... T must still be alive.
Fevicity. What time is it?

Marg. These things you have.
Maceir. Yes,

ACT II THEI SHADOW BOX

JoE. This smell, this touch,
Magg. Yes.

BeverLy. This taste,
Brian. Yes.

MacecIE, This breath.
StEVE. Yes,

MARkK, Yes.

Brian. Yes.

MaGGIE. Yes,

Bevegry, Yes, \

JOE Yeg.
Batan. This moment. {Long pause. Lights fade.)

END OF PLAY
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