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Glamour

Scene 1

Predawn. Kit comes down the stairs in a bathrobe. She puts bread in a pop-up toaster. She fixes coffee. 

Kit

(Calling)

Schuyler, it's time to rise and shine. 

She turns on the radio. Music. 30's version of Bing Crosby's. "Everything I have is yours."

Kit

(Calling)

Come on, darling. 

Schuyler slowly comes down the stairs. He has a bad hangover. She watches him.

Kit

Coffee's brewing, bread's in the toaster. I'll fix myself up.

Schuyler sits at the table, his back to us. Kit climbs the stairs. Schuyler stares ahead of him in a stupor. The music goes on. The toast pops up in the toaster. Schuyler turns his head towards it. 

Lights out.  

Scene 2

Lights rise on dining room. 

Laura (OS)

Katharine! You can smell the butterflies! 

She bursts into the room. She is carrying a cane. She stands in the middle of the room taking in the décor. Finally she makes her pronouncement; revulsion…  

Laura

Aw. (She calls out irritably to Robert.)  Robert?

Robert enters loaded with luggage followed by Kit and Schuyler. Robert surveys the room. 

Robert

(Indifferently)

Oh, Yes.

Robert starts to put the luggage down, then stops at the sound of Kit's voice.  

Kit

Well, actually, Schuyler's refurbished a cottage for you down the way.

Laura

Oh. (To Robert a little bewildered) Hmm.

Kit

We thought you'd like your privacy.

Laura

(Acutely disappointed)

Ah.

Kit

Schuyler's a very good carpenter.

Laura

(Beaming at Schuyler but not seeing Kit's point)

I'm sure he is.

Schuyler looks at Kit nonplused. 

Schuyler

We have a couple of spare rooms upstairs.

Laura

(Delighted)

Have you? Robert, where would you rather stay? In the cottage, no doubt.

Robert

Oh. Yes.

Laura

Well, good then. 

Laura watches Kit and Schuyler. Kit and Schuyler suddenly become aware of Robert standing with his considerable burden. Laura smiles. 

Schuyler

May I help you with those?

Robert

Not necessary.

Schuyler waits for Kit to lead them up the stairs. Kit doesn't move. Schuyler directs Laura and Robert up the stairs. As Laura and Robert exit Schuyler turns to Kit shrugs and exits. Kit watches them until they are off stage, then turns to us, bewildered. 

The lights fade. 
Scene 3

Dining room. They have just finished dinner. Laura is sitting on the SR side of the table. Robert is sitting across from her SL. Schuyler sits at the end of the table DS, his back to us. Kit is serving coffee. They are in the middle of a conversation.

Kit

Do you think there will be war in Europe?

Robert

My dear, there is war in Europe.

Laura

Hush, Robert. (To Kit) Are you afraid of the war, Katharine?

Kit sits.

Kit

Of course, isn't everyone?

Laura

Are you Schuyler? 

Schuyler

Yeah, sure. 

Robert

Have you been in a war?

Schuyler

Me? No, I went to Princeton.

Laura

Robert's been in a war.

Kit

Which war?

Laura

(Ironically)

"The Great War."

Kit

The war of 1914?

Laura

(Deliciously)

Yes. Robert had a goat. Isn't that true, Robert?

Robert

Yes, it was our company mascot.

Laura

Isn't that cute.(mock pomposity) They marched it around with a roll of drums while they wore buckskin aprons and gauntlets. Men, such silly creatures.

Kit

Did you see action?

Laura

Robert was wounded all over himself. He nearly died. In fact, his family was notified of his death. Isn't that right, Robert?

Robert

Yes

Kit

That's terrible.

Laura

Not so terrible, you can see he's alive. I tried to dissuade my classmates from signing the loyalty pledge on the eve of the Great War. All soldiers are war criminals. Robert had to pay for it; he has shell shock.

Kit

Still?

Laura

He has bad dreams. That's why he's sleeping in the cottage.

Robert

I killed people. I am ashamed of having killed people, of having been turned into a murderer by my participation in war. And you know, even worse, I'm always in danger of ignoring it.

Laura

Oh hush. (to Kit) He's so melodramatic. (to Schuyler) All conflict is the result of a misunderstanding of meaning. I've come to work on a dictionary. 

Schuyler

What do you mean?

Laura

Too many definitions. 

Schuyler

Too many definitions?

Laura

Yes, one word, one definition. No ambiguity. 

Kit

How can that be?

Laura

Let's take the word "Woman" for example. "Woman" derives from the Old English “Wifmann” meaning “female man”; a capricious term not meant to define but to be a thing perceived along with other domestic animals such as a dog, a cat, a horse. To say “my wife” is 

Laura (CONT.) 

equivalent to saying “oh, that thing there, that’s my wife-thing.”

Robert begins chuckling. Laura looks sharply at him. Robert gets up, still chuckling. 

Robert

I'm sorry. It's just the look on your faces. 

Robert exits chuckling as the lights fade. 

Scene 4

There is the sound of surf. The lights rise on Kit looking out at the sea through binoculars. She stands there a long time carefully scanning the sea. Laura is standing in the shadows watching Kit. Kit becomes aware of Laura's presence. Slowly she lowers the binoculars. Laura steps out of the shadows.

Laura

(Quietly)

Have you spotted any?

Kit

Schuyler told you?

Laura

Did you?

Kit

No.

Kit starts to move away from her. Laura touches her shoulder.

Laura

Don't be angry. I understand your fear. 

Kit

You don't seem to be afraid of anything.

Laura sits and looks up at Kit. 

Laura

Sit with me. 

Kit looks down at Laura, regarding her. Finally she sits. They sit quietly looking out at the sea, then…

Laura

My father's name was Nathan Reichenthal. He came from Galicia, the poorest province in Poland. He immigrated to America and worked as a tailor in a sweatshop for 16 years. He met his first wife, Laura Lober in that dreary place. They worked 16 hours a day, not counting 

the two hour walk to work to start the shift at 4 A.M. She died of tuberculosis and left him with my older sister, Isabelle. He met my mother, "Sadie," in that same place. It wasn't long after that they had me and named me after his first wife. Isn’t that odd? My mother "Sadie," imagined that she suffered from bad eyesight so she wore a stocking round her eyes whenever possible: at home, a white stocking; abroad, a black stocking; and occasionally, to depress circumstances completely, a gray sock of my father's fastened at the back of her head with a safety pin. "Do not expect much from life because you're bound to be disappointed," she'd say. One Christmas she put coal in my stocking to prove her point. And then they had "Bobby" and I became the child underfoot. He was a squalling little bag of mucus. One day I locked my mother and her screaming filthy infant in the bathroom. I moved in with my older sister Isabelle and changed my name to Laura Riding. I was the one considered unstable and my little baby brother "Bobby", brilliant. So brilliant he died in a mental hospital. Oh, I have known fear, Katharine, fear of my own mind. 

Kit

Fear of your own mind?

Laura

Yes, and I've conquered it. 

Kit

(Pensive)

"And I've conquered it." Then you do not fear?

Laura

I fear but I don't let it make me compulsive.

Kit laughs quietly at herself and looks at her binoculars. .

Kit

Like scanning the sea for German submarines with binoculars?

Laura

(Quietly)

Yes.

Laura lays her head on Kit's lap and looks out at us. Kit is taken aback but lets her do it. 

Laura

How did you meet Schuyler?

Kit looks down a Laura warily. Laura turns and looks at Kit, her head still on Kit's lap. Kit looks out at the sea. 

Kit

He tried to camp on our property without permission. I was inspecting the estate with the grounds keeper and we caught him. I asked him what he was doing on our property. He said he was hunting for poets. He had converted a Model-T-Ford into a truck and had been on the road for more than a year.

Laura

Did he find any?

Kit

No. Only me. And I'm not a poet.

Laura

What are you?

Kit doesn't move, then…

Kit

I'm Schuyler's wife.

The lights slowly fade.
Scene 5

Off stage there is the sound of Schuyler chopping wood. Robert is ironing. This goes on awhile. Schuyler enters carrying an arm full of wood. Robert continues ironing during the following conversation. 

Robert

Chopping wood?

Schuyler

Yep. 

Robert

Rather warm for a fire.

Schuyler

Not this winter.

Schuyler exits out another door.

Robert

Oh, chop now not then.

Schuyler enters he's deposited his wood.

Schuyler

Exactly.

Schuyler exits. Robert continues ironing. Schuyler enters with an armful of wood. Again he exits with it out another door.

Robert

I borrowed your iron.

Schuyler reappears.

Schuyler

Hmmm?

Robert

Your iron.

Schuyler

Oh. Sure.

Schuyler exits to get another armful of wood. Robert continues ironing. Schuyler enters with an armful of wood.

Schuyler

She doesn't do it for you, huh?

Robert

No.

Schuyler exits then re-enters. Robert holds up the garment he has been ironing in front of him. It is one of Laura's dresses. Schuyler stops dead in his tracks. 

Lights out.

Scene 6


In the dark…

Laura

(Shouting in excitement)

Witches!

The lights rise in the kitchen. They are sitting at the dinning room table in the same positions as Scene 3. It is after dinner. They are having coffee and tea biscuits. 

Laura

I've found a project for our dear Katharine. She's going to study witches.

Schuyler

Why witches?

Laura

Because the witch is the Great Mother desecrated. Before all those dick swinging Greeks came along the Minoan culture was already urban in 3000 BC. Isn't that right, Robert?

Robert

Yes.

Laura

The Minoan woman did not put up with any Oriental seclusion. She moved at will among men. She attended the games, took the best seat in the theater. Cretan society made its gods in her image. Isn't that right Robert?

Robert

Yes.

Laura

Hesiod, Apollodorus, Thucydies, Semonides, Lucian, Aristophanes they all denounced women. Even in the age of Homer, the dark ages, when 

writing was lost and people ate whole pigs for lunch and armies were little more than pirates, women had more freedom than in the golden age of Pericles and his Parthenon. Yes, our dear Katharine is going to find in the study of witches her own belittled, tortured and martyred self. 

Schuyler

This should be interesting, I've never know Kit to study anything.

Laura

I want us all to make a change right now, a very important change. From now on you are to cease calling Katharine "Kit." She will be addressed as Katharine.

Schuyler snickers.

Laura

I'm quite serious. Katharine is not your wife. She never has been. She is Katharine Townsend. Isn't that right, Katharine?

Kit

It was my maiden name.

Laura

"Maiden name," listen to that. "Maiden," how positively medieval! What do you think, Robert?

Robert

Katharine Townsend it is.

Laura

And you Schuyler?

Schuyler

She is my wife. I have the papers to prove it.

Laura

Like some breeding dog, some bitch, some heifer. You may have papers on animals. Katharine Townsend is a human being. She is 

more than that, she is a woman. And she will be treated as such as long as I am here. 

Schuyler

I'm not sure if I like that.

Laura

I'm sure but you have nothing to say about it. Does he, Katharine?

Kit

Well, he is my husband.

Laura

He is not. He is your friend not your owner. Perhaps at times he provides for you but…

Kit blurts out…

Kit

Well, actually I provide for him. 

Schuyler gives her a sharp look. Kit looks down.

Laura

You what?

Kit

Nothing. I'm sorry.

Laura

You bought this farm. This farm is yours.

Kit

No, it's ours.

Laura

Let me guess. You bought this farm with the money from your dowry. 

Schuyler leaves the table in a huff. Laura breaks out in laughter.

Laura

Oh, Schuyler don't be a spoil sport. 

Kit is stuck in her chair in a panic. She looks over at Robert who continues munching his tea biscuit calmly. Laura smiles adoringly at Kit.

The lights fade. 
Scene 7 

Middle of the night. Night sounds, crickets, etc. Schuyler is sitting on the front porch steps. He is drinking whisky from a bottle. He is drunk. After a while Kit appears at the door. She watches him in silence. Finally she speaks.

Kit

Schuyler?

Schuyler

Shhhh. Listen.

Kit comes out on the porch and stands behind him. There is a hoot of an owl. 

Schuyler

Not that. Wait. 

Silence. Then there is the sound of a muffled cry.

Schuyler

It's him. 

Kit

Schuyler, it's three in the morning.

A muffled cry issues from the cottage. Schuyler crosses in the direction of the cottage. 

Schuyler

Listen to that. That's the sound of the "The Great War." (Carefully pronouncing the words) "Shell shock." "Shell shock." Him, over there. (He looks at the area where the cottage is) 

Schuyler (CONT.)

He's famous you know. He's a very famous poet. "Robert Graves." My golly. But her, (He looks at the house) she's the one with the talent. I'm one of the few who recognized it, in print, that is, in Time Magazine. She thinks I'm a staffer there. She thinks I'm an editor with Time Magazine. You didn’t tell her I'm not, did 

you? You didn't tell her that it's a one time shot, did you? Jesus Christ she came all the way over here because of my review. She’s so incredible. Riding and Rilke, the only two true poets of the twentieth century.

Kit

That's going a bit far, don't you think?

Schuyler

No, I don't think!

Kit

Shhhhhh.

Schuyler

What do you know about it? You horsy bitch! That's what you know about, horses. 

Kit

(Whispering frantically)

Quiet down. Let these devils sleep. 

Schuyler puts his head in his hands. Kit starts to leave. Schuyler whispers to her.

Schuyler

Don't go. You're always slamming a door. You think you can always hang up when you don't like something. It comes with privilege. (She starts to leave.) I'm sorry, I'm sorry, please don't go. Sit with me. Please.

Kit sits next to him. 

Schuyler

I've never finished anything. I've tried so much and I've never finished anything. I didn't even finish the review of Riding's book. Tommy finished it, Tommy finished it.

He begins crying. Kit takes him in her arms. 

Kit

Then finish something. Finish your book.

Schuyler

My book…

Kit

You could finish it now. 

Schuyler

It's not worth it. I've let it go too long. I've picked at it. Just like the soybeans. The soybeans. Who would plant soybeans? And who'd let their apples freeze? And their walnuts rot? Me. Yeah. 

Kit

Stop it. Stop it. (A cry from the cottage.) How long are they going to stay?

Schuyler

I don't know. 

Kit

If I thought they were going to stay forever I'd die.

Schuyler

They have nowhere else to go. 

As the lights begin to fade we hear more cries from the cottage, cries and murmuring. 

Scene 8

Laura and Schuyler are standing opposite each other. Laura is clutching to her breast the “Time” magazine that has Schuyler’s review. Laura is in the middle of a conversation. 

Laura

I passed it all around the table and made everyone read it. Dorothy said, "Perhaps the man's in love with you." I told her that such a vulgar thought didn't deserve a response. But Schuyler you must understand what your review 

Laura (cont.)

means to me. Yes, it is flattering to be chosen to share the twentieth century with Rilke, but it is much more satisfying, thrilling to hear morality being mentioned in the same breath with communication. Morality, Schuyler, a moral use of language. No more slipping and sliding 

and lying with the use of words. Words that expose lies and liars. You must know how important that is to me and how few people understand it. That's why I told Robert that we must leave Europe and come visit the man who wrote this review. Schuyler it is 14 years since I left America. 

Schuyler

Really?

Laura

Yes. I feel at last that Time Magazine will provide me with the scope I need to stop this impending war. I wrote Chamberlain but he didn't answer me. But with your connection as poetry editor of Time he will have to answer me. 

Schuyler

Well, actually, there is no poetry editor with Time.

Laura

But you are an editor, aren't you?

Schuyler

Oh, yes. But Time is more of a current events magazine.

Laura

Oh, I see, you're being humble. 

Schuyler

No.

Laura rises. 

Laura

You have no idea how hard I've been working for world peace. I founded a group that would create a model for a new kind of society. I 

Laura (CONT.)

called it the Covenant of Literal Morality. It consisted of those "inside" individuals, male or female, who had achieved complete and perfect frankness with one another. The group would share all of the amenities of life and oversee their equitable distribution. It would 

be composed of women of grace with no ulterior motives; then men of power who would also be men of good will. They would be expected to hand over all their possessions to begin the process of redistribution. It would be a woman-centered system of government. But it couldn't grow in the exhausted soil of Europe but with your connection with Time Magazine it can be established in America. It was no accident that I came back to America and it is no accident that I am living in your house. Now we must set to work to get my name to the American public. 

Schuyler smiles thickly. The lights fade. 

Scene 9 

Front porch. Afternoon. It is hot and muggy. Robert is sitting. Sound of insects. He sits there a while looking out. Then Kit comes out of the house.

Kit

Is it like this in Spain?

Robert

Yes, it can get quite muggy.

She hands him a fan.

Robert

Thank you.

Kit

Would you like some lemonade? 

Robert

Lemonade?

Kit

It's lemon juice and water with a little sugar. It's good on hot days like this.

Robert

Yes, thank you.

Kit exits into the house. Robert fans himself. After a while Kit comes out with two glasses of lemonade. She gives one to Robert. He sips it.

Robert

Oh, yes. It's very good. 

They sit in silence and fan themselves. 

Kit

It looks like it's going to storm. (Pause) Mr. Graves…

Robert

Robert, please.

Kit

The war…(pause) the one you were in…

Robert

The Great War.

Kit

…yes. I don't understand it.

Robert

What is it you don't understand?

Kit

The trenches.

Robert

Yes?

Kit

Why were there trenches?  

Robert

There's a slightly amusing reason why we got  trenches. The Germans tried to take Paris and they almost succeeded, but in the end they fell short and they had to retreat. After retreating for five days, the German troops were too exhausted to march any further, so they dug in along the river Aisne. The French, who were chasing them, temporarily ran out of artillery 

Robert (CONT.)

rounds, so they too dug in. And so that's the way it began: an army too tired to retreat any longer against an army that had run out of ammo. The trenches simply collected, one after another. After a few months the trenches had spread 500 miles from the North Sea to the 

Swiss Frontier. For the next three years neither side advanced more than a few miles along this line. It became known as the Western Front.

Kit

What was it like? 

Robert

Muddy, cramped, filthy. You can't wash for the nearest water is a mile away. There is no room and if you walk upright in many of the trenches you run grave risks. You sleep huddled together unable to stretch. Lice, rats, trench foot, trench mouth. And of course dead bodies everywhere. My god, what am I saying? I'm very sorry.

Kit

No, I'm quite interested. 

Robert

I enjoyed the trenches in a way, I must confess: I liked the feeling of really being frightened and if happiness consists in being miserable in a good cause, why then I was doubly happy. 

Kit

But people were shooting at you. What was that like?

Robert

Peculiar. The sensation of being under fire is rather like spending a sleepy evening at the cinema and then suddenly finding yourself thrown on the screen in the middle of scalp-hunting Sioux and runaway motor cars. I think what I hated most were the trench rats.

Kit

Trench rats?

Robert

We didn't have time to bury the dead so we dug holes and buried them where they fell. When it came time to repair the trenches or dig new ones we found those corpses just below the

surface. Putrefied, decayed, as if the sins of our care-lessness had come to haunt us double-score. And of course, these corpses attracted rats. A pair of rats can spawn 880 yelps a year. The trenches were swarming with them. They grew very large. And very bold. On more than one night I felt them tugging at my pockets. They'd burrow right into a dead man, usually through his eye, and then live there inside of him until they ate their way out. (Robert rises and crosses DS into the yard.) One day I saw some rats running from under a dead man's greatcoat, enormous rats, fat with human flesh. His helmet had rolled off. He had this grimace. See, the skull was bare. It was stripped. The eyes were eaten out. I bent down to take a closer look at his face. It was 

just that way, you couldn't take your eyes off such things. And out of his mouth leapt a rat. I didn't know how really terrified I was. I had to stay on the Front, you see, because I knew that once I was away from the war the world would collapse on me like an injury waiting for infection. So I tried to stay in the war as long as I could and I would have if the doctor who had saved my life that previous June hadn't caught me in the infirmary with bronchitis. He told me if he found me in France again he would have me court-martialled. Isn't that funny. Men were dying to get out while I was dying to stay in.

Kit can't take her eyes off him. He laughs. The laughter turns to tears. The lights fade. 

Scene 10


Dinner. They are sitting at the table the way the were in scene 3. Laura is laughing. They are in the middle of a conversation. Robert is in a huff. He is pacing D.S.

Laura

So Robert finally got around to telling you about "The Great War." You know he was a homosexual. 

Robert

I was never a homosexual.

Laura

He was a homo. I have absolutely no tolerance for homos. In public school he was in love with a boy. And then Sassoon during the war. He thought sex with women was disgusting. I think that sets him out as queer in my book. 

Robert

I never had sex with a man in my life.

Laura

Robert is not quite well, you know.

Robert

Do you want to know why Laura uses a cane?

Kit

Not really.

Robert

Geoffrey Phibbs.

Laura rises.

Laura

You know you're not to mention his name!

Laura crosses SR. Robert crosses to the counter and pours whisky in his coffee cup.

Robert

Geoffrey Phibbs was basically stolen from his wife and brought into our little circle, my wife Nancy and Laura and now Geoffrey Phibbs. Two nights a week I was to stay with Nancy and little Geoffrey was to sleep with Laura. The only trouble was that Geoffrey was not attracted to Laura. He was quite unable to make love to her when he was called on to do so. And he was called on. He couldn't do it even when 

Robert (CONT.)

she pointed to a clock one evening and told him she could stop it by will-power. 

Laura turns on him.

Laura

That is not true! Geoffrey begged me on Easter Sunday to run away with him to France and for the good of the Holy Circle, I declined. 

Robert

Oh really, that's not what I heard, my dear. Tom MacGreevy confided in me that “Geoffrey said my wife and myself were victims of our own extraordinary set of values” and that Laura Riding had turned out to be a virago.

Schuyler

What's a virago?

Robert

What is a virago, Laura?

Laura

Never mind.

Robert crosses to Laura, goading her. 

Robert

A virago, my dear editor, is from the Latin, "virago," which means "man." Isn't that hilarious? In English it means "A woman regarded as noisy, scolding, or domineering." But he didn't take you to Paris. He joined the wife he had abandoned instead.

Laura

It was you who drove him away. You, with your whining about how confused and unhappy it made you to see me with him. 

Kit

Really, it's none of our business. We shouldn't be hearing this.

Laura

Hush, Katharine and listen and you shall hear how right I am! Listen to what this mister high 

Laura (CONT.)

and mighty poet did. I ordered him to fetch Geoffrey back. And he did, didn't you Robert? He did it with zest, our old soldier boy. He grabbed a night train, went up North and dragged him out of his bed on threat of his life and brought him to me. We talked nearly 

all night to help him come to a clear decision. Even Nancy tried to persuade him. 

Schuyler

You mean your wife was…

Robert

(With mock dramatics)

Nancy, yes, oh yes she was there. She had to be there. She was the rump of the Four, well actually Geoffrey was the Rump. (Robert snickers.) But he didn't want any part of it. We finally gave up. Went to bed for an hour. By eight o'clock in the morning we were at it again. By nine he still didn't want Laura but he would take Nancy instead. "He would go with her immediately." He just wanted out of the flat, the poor dog. He grabbed Nancy by the hand and went to the door. But Laura stopped him by drinking Lysol.

Kit

What?

Robert

But it didn't have any effect on her. I tell you, the woman is supernatural. And then she left the room, by the window of course.

Laura

That devil Geoffrey wanted suicide and I gave him suicide.

Schuyler

What do you mean?

Laura

I jumped out of the window.

Robert

She jumped out of the window. Three stories up. She swung her legs over the sill and said, ”Goodbye, chaps,” and jumped.

Kit

Oh, my god!

Robert

We heard her body slap on the concrete. I ran down the stairs and jumped out of the first window I came to. That was two stories up. Nancy called an ambulance. 

Laura

And that devil Geoffrey left. 

Robert

Laura had a bent spinal cord, four crushed lumbar vertebrae and a broken pelvis. And that is why she uses a cane!

Laura cries out hysterically. She grabs her cane and hobbles out.

Laura

Shut up! Shut up! Shut up!

Robert laughs. The lights fade.
Scene 11

In the midst of a great thunder and lightning storm. Laura is running around her bedroom in terror in the strobes of lightening. She is moaning. This goes on for a while. Robert steps out of the shadows. Laura screams. Robert grabs her. 

Robert

Be still. Be still. 

She turns around in his arms to face him. 

Laura

I'm so afraid. 

He holds her close to him. 

Robert

I know. 

She begins swinging at him in his arms. 

Laura

Leave me alone!

Robert pulls her into his arms.

Robert

Goodnight. Go to sleep. Be still as death.

She slowly goes limp. The lights fade.
Scene 12

In the dark there is the sound of mosquitoes. Robert is speaking in the dark. He continues speaking as the lights rise on him. He is sitting on a chair in the middle of the yard. Mosquitoes are biting him. He is reading from Dante's "Inferno." It is morning.

Robert

“Per me si va ne la città dolente,

per me si va ne l'etterno dolore,

per me si va tra la perduta gente.

Giustizia mosse il mio alto fattore:

fecemi la divina podestate,

la somma sapienza e 'l primo amore.”
Robert continues in Italian but silently as the lights rise on Laura. She is on her hands and knees scrubbing the dining room floor. Kit comes down the stairs. Kit is somewhat taken aback seeing Laura scrubbing the floor.

Kit

I overslept. (She gazes down at Laura, then…) Really, you don't have to do that. 

Laura

I do, actually, Katharine. Coffee's on the stove. 

Kit crosses to the kitchen. She pours herself a cup of coffee. She notices Robert out in the yard. She watches him, then crosses back into the dining room.

Kit

What is he doing out there?

Laura

He's reading from Dante's "Inferno."

Kit

It's a very bad time of the year to be out there, the mosquitoes are terrible.

Laura

Good.

Kit

Why is he doing that?

Laura

He's paying penance. 

Kit

Whatever for?

Laura

For being wicked.

Kit

Is that why you are scrubbing my floor?

Laura stops, sits back and observes Kit.

Laura

Why no, Katharine, I am scrubbing "your" floor because I noticed that it is in great need of a good scrubbing. If you wish me to stop I will.

Kit

You're our guest.

Laura

Is that all I am?

Kit

Of course not. I am very honored to have you here.

Laura

Honored? Why should you be honored? Do you love me, Katharine?

Kit

(Now completely befuddled)

I'm not sure if it is appropriate. 

Laura

Appropriate? What a devilish word. 

She goes back to her scrubbing. Kit turns and crosses to the stairs as she does the lights fade on her and Laura but remain up on Robert.

Robert

"At once I understood and was certain, that this was the sect of the caitiffs displeasing unto God, and unto his enemies. These wretches, who never were alive, were naked, and much stung by gad-flies and by wasps that were there. These streaked their faces with blood, which, mingled with tears, was harvested at their feet by loathsome worms."

The lights fade. 
Scene 13
Night. Crickets. Schuyler is sitting on the front porch. He is drinking whisky from a bottle. Every once in awhile we hear Robert's moans coming from the cottage. Laura appears in the doorway. She is still and silent. 

Laura

They've gotten worse since we left Spain.

Schuyler starts.

Laura

It's the impending war.

Schuyler

It frightens him?

Laura

On the contrary, it makes him hungry. That's his soul in there screaming to join the fray. 

Schuyler

You can't be serious.

Laura

Are you saying I'm a liar?

Schuyler

I didn't mean it that way.

Laura

I always mean what I say, Schuyler. Do you?

Schuyler

I try.

She crosses to him. She extends her hand toward the whisky bottle. Schuyler isn't sure what she's doing, then realizes that she wants a drink from the bottle. He hands the bottle to her. She takes a drink and hands it back to him. 

Laura

Katharine says you were a poet, that you gave it up.

Schuyler

She told you that?

Laura

Why shouldn't she, she loves you. 

Schuyler takes a long draw on the bottle and looks out into the night. 

Schuyler

I renounced it. Perhaps I failed at it.  

Laura

Perhaps it failed you.

She looks at the bottle. He hands it to her. She drinks. 

Schuyler

Failed me? 

Laura sits next to him.

Laura

Perhaps you have not yet found an endeavor proper to you.

Schuyler

I'm a farmer. I'm not a bad farmer only an unlucky one. 

She holds her hands out to him. He doesn't know what she wants.

Laura

Your hands.

Schuyler holds his hands out. She takes them and examines them in the moonlight.

Laura

They're honest. (She raises her eyes to his) Are you?

Schuyler draws his hands from hers and looks out into the night.

Schuyler

You know?

Laura

Yes.

Schuyler

I'm sorry.

Laura

Why are you sorry?

Schuyler

Who told you? Kit?

Laura

Does it matter?

Schuyler

Yes.

Laura

It matters who told the truth, even if you didn't?

Schuyler

Was it Kit?

Laura

No, Schuyler, it wasn't Katharine. Robert found out. He called Time. 

Schuyler

He was checking up on me?

Laura strokes Schuyler's hair.

Laura

You're very confused. There is so much to you, yet you act from your weakest side. Why?

Schuyler

Was he checking up on me?

Laura

No, Schuyler. They wanted to interview him about the war in Spain. He told them he was staying with you. They didn't know who you were. 

Schuyler

It was Tommy got me the job. He's an old classmate of mine. He's the editor. He was trying to help me. 

Laura

But it was you who chose me?

Schuyler turns to her.

Schuyler

Oh, yes, it was, Laura, it was me who chose you.

She walks to him. She turns him to face her. She takes his hands. He goes to his knees. 


Laura

I want you to do something for me.

He bursts out crying.

Schuyler

Yes, anything.

She kneels and takes his face in her hands. 

Laura

I want you to be completely honest with me. Only when you can be completely frank and honest can we have the same conversation. Will you do that with me?

Schuyler

Yes, I promise.

Laura

Good. (She kisses him on the forehead, then crosses to the house) Perhaps you can help me yet. Good-night, Schuyler.

She crosses into the house as the lights fade. 

Scene 14

The lights rise on Schuyler and Kit strolling through a field on their property. It's a pleasant sunny afternoon. Kit takes Schuyler's hand. She kisses him.

Kit

Let's make love right here in this field. No one will see.

She tries to pull him down. He resists. 

Schuyler

Come on, Kit, we can't do this. 

Kit

Why can't we, it's legal.

Schuyler pulls Kit from the ground. It is a clumsy moment.

Schuyler

We can't do this here.

Kit rips her hands from his.

Kit

Where can we do it? We don't seem to be doing it in our bedroom.

Schuyler

Don't. Don't argue. 

He looks at her hopelessly then gives her an awkward kiss. She pulls her face away from his and wipes her lips. 

Kit

I know that kiss. That's the "ice skater" kiss. 
Schuyler

For God's sake, Kit.

Kit

Little Maribel with her snaky head. The ice skater, national champ in Life Magazine. Is 

Kit (cont.)

that what you liked, that she was in Life Magazine? Just tell me it's not her.

Schuyler

I haven't seen Maribel for over a year.

Kit

You know who I mean.

Schuyler

Laura Riding?

Kit

She's the only other woman in the house.

Schuyler

For Christ's sake, they're our guests. 

Kit

Are they? Is that what they are? 

Schuyler

They're European.

Kit

Just tell me it's not her. 

Schuyler

Are you crazy?

Kit

I know how she'll work you. She'll appeal to your vanity. She's really good. She even has me reading about witches. And I'm doing it. And 

Kit (CONT.)

Schuyler, even though I never believed in witches, I think, maybe, she's a witch, a real witch. 
Schuyler

I don't like you like this.  

Kit

Like what? Like myself?

Schuyler

Don't be corny, women got the right to vote twenty years ago. 

Kit

But I didn't, not in this house. I pay for this house but I don't get a vote.

Schuyler

And you didn't give me any kids. Maribel had kids, she could have given me kids.

Kit

Now that's really corny, Schuyler. You're so stupid. I'm tired of doing all the giving. I want something back. 

Schuyler

And what is that? You want me to be like Graves? He irons her dresses. He even brushes the crumbs from her mouth. He's her napkin. 

Kit

And what are you? Oh, God, I can't believe you brought up the "kid" thing. That's really low. 

She begins to cry. 

Schuyler

I'm sorry. 

He takes her in his arms.

Kit

We need more time alone together. I need it. 

Schuyler

They won't be here forever. 

Kit

How do you know?

Schuyler

Robert's got speaking engagements. Just bear with them for awhile. 

She turns away from him and looks at the field, the light, the summer's day.

Kit

When I was a girl I was superstitious. I wasn't born that way, it just happened one day. "Step on a crack…" I watched out for cracks. "Don't point at the sun, it'll strike you dead." 

"Cover the mirrors in a lightening storm."  I'm not that way any more. One day I just forgot about it. But you know, I lost something too, the feeling of "first times." 

Schuyler

What are you talking about?

Kit

In some crazy way I feel that way again.

From off stage we hear Robert's voice.

Robert (O.S.)

(Calling)

Schuyler? Schuyler?

Robert enters out of breath.

Robert

There you are. Laura wants to speak with you.

Schuyler

With me?

Robert

Yes, come along.

Robert and Schuyler exit. Kit is left alone on the stage. The lights fade.

Scene 15 

The lights rise on Laura in the middle of conversation. She is in a bathrobe, alone on stage, applying her makeup before a mirror. a mirror. 

Laura

My accent? In high-school Jewish girls like me were at the bottom of the pile. I was at the bottom of the bottom being a Pole. Even with my yellow hair (I had yellow hair then) and my blue eyes and my pretty ribbon I was among the "dirtiest." So you see, I had my work cut out for me unlike Schuyler and Robert and you. I had to change people's perception of me. I took elocution classes, English grammar, syntax and punctuation. To earn pocket money I read The 

New York Times to an old man with weak eyesight. He had a most peculiar accent. As a way of amusing myself I read the entire newspaper to him in his eccentric pronunciation. One day, having mastered the old man's mispronunciation, I knocked on his door and found him dead. (Kit enters in a bathrobe. Laura is finished with her make up) There. Now it's your turn. Come, sit.

Kit

Well, really, I don't think I'm right for this.

Laura

Nonsense.

Kit

Please.

Laura

Please, nothing, sit down.

Kit sits and turns her face U.S. to Laura. We can't see Kit's face. She applies lipstick, rouge and long eyelashes. 

Laura

There I was with all that mispronunciation on my hands, and to a certain extent it is still on my hands. But I didn't let that discourage me. I soon realized that it was a strange gift for it led me to the discovery of poetry. 

Laura (CONT.)

Poetry is a place where the fear of me speaking in strange ways can be left behind and as a way of speaking differently from the untidy speaking ways of ordinary talk. In high school I tuned my ear to Latin, French; my eye, to fashion and form, to how women gain things through wardrobe and makeup. In high school I learned sensibility more than knowledge. When I was a girl lipstick was thought to be used by prostitutes and if a young lady wore rouge she did not admit it. You should do more with your face. You should not be afraid of your face. Makeup brings out the ghost hiding beneath your bones.

                           Kit

It's just not me, Laura.

                          Laura

And who is that, Katherine? (She is finished with her make up. She puts the wreath around Kit's head) There. 

Kit turns around so that we can see her. Kit looks like a cheap prostitute. She tries to look at herself in the mirror. Laura grabs the mirror and holds it behind her. 

Kit

I can't see myself. 

Laura

Get up. Go with it, Katharine, just fly. Slip off your bathrobe.

Kit

I don't have anything under it.

Laura

You have the toga.

Kit slips off the bathrobe.

Kit

Is that what I am? Roman?

Laura slips off her bathrobe. She is also in a toga.

Laura

Come.

She takes Kit by the arm and leads her to the head of the stairs.

Laura

(Announcing)

Hello. 

The lights rise below revealing Robert and Schuyler in togas holding up drinks to the two women. Laura presents Kit.

Laura

Look.

Schuyler and Robert burst out laughing. Robert quotes from Horace's Ode to Pyrrha in Latin. 

Robert

QVIS multa gracilis te puer in rosa...

Laura

Shut up, Robert. (To Kit) We're having a little celebration for Schuyler. I've decided to have him work with us on the Dictionary.

Laura releases Kit's hand and steps back. Kit stands on the stairs, awkward and uncomfortable. Robert quotes in English from Horace's Ode to Pyrrha. There is a pathos to his voice as he addresses the poem to Kit. 

Robert

What slender boy drenched in perfume

Courts you among the roses 

in some dark grotto, gorgeous Pyrrha?

How long will he cry 

at the rough black seas tempest tossed 

And gape in shock

Who now innocently enjoys you

Like a calm summer day,

ignorant of the changeable treacherous wind?

The lights fade.

Act Two

Scene 16

Kit is ironing. Behind closed doors she hears… 

Laura (OS)

Let's begin with your first assignment, your letter to the hypothetical Mr. Shore.

Schuyler (OS)

What's wrong with it?

Laura (OS)

Oh Schuyler, Schuyler, what am I going to do with you? What is this, "I don't want to hurt your feelings, but…?

Schuyler (OS)

I was being honest. 

Laura (OS)

"I don't want to hurt your feelings?" It's senseless. It's a folksy verbal trick which invites its antonym, as in, "I don't want to hurt your feelings but I am capable of wanting to hurt your feelings." And what is this, "I'll let you know tomorrow?"  It's as if your strangling him and you'll let him know tomorrow if your going to stop strangling him. How nice of you to "let" him know. Obviously he couldn't find it out on his own. 

Schuyler (OS)

He couldn't, not in this situation.

Laura (OS)

He could ask me.

Schuyler (OS)

But it would be my business.

Laura (OS)

You couldn't control that.

Schuyler (OS)

What?

Laura (OS)

If I would consider that.

Schuyler (OS)

That doesn't seem fair.

Laura (OS)

Oh, "fair?" Hmmm. Never came to mind. And this, "Dear Mr. Shore…"

Schuyler (OS)

Oh, come on.

Laura (OS)

It's a violent introduction. The salutatory of a rapist. My  "dear" Schuyler, using this adjective in a trivial communication-encounter eviscerates the word of meaning. And yet, there it is, that bullying tone that you can assume to hold him "dear" even if he doesn’t want you to, even if you've never laid eyes on him. This is surpassed only by your valedictory, "Yours sincerely." Oh, go ahead and snicker. What I'm saying is true. The misuse of words is not only damaging to the right use of language but to the functioning of the mind itself. 

Schuyler (OS)

Bullshit!

Kit grins.

Laura (OS)

What did you say?

Schuyler (OS)

Bullshit!

There is a long silence. Kit listens. The silence goes on. She becomes alarmed. She crosses to the door and listens. Then…

Laura (OS) 
(Tenderly)

You must make certain important alterations in your critical attitude, my dear Schuyler. You must admit that what is called your common intelligence is the mind in its least active state. A devoted and determined mind makes its 

Laura (OS)

real meaning clearer and clearer as it retreats from the average.

Kit is dismayed. The lights fade. 
Scene 17
Dinner. Laura is sitting in Kit's place at the head of the table. Schuyler is SL where Robert used to sit and Robert is in Schuyler's old place SR. Kit is sitting uneasily in Laura's old place.

Laura

(To Kit)

I hope it's all right. The chair fits my back so well. 

She raises her cane as a reminder of her injury.

Robert

(To Kit)

She could move the chair.

Laura

Robert's been drinking. He's no good at it. (To Kit) It is all right with you, Katharine?

Kit

(Hesitantly)

We could move the chair.

Schuyler

Kit.

Laura

I will, Katharine, if you want me to. But I wonder why. 

Kit

I'm just used to it.

Laura

Hmm.

Robert

You must let her have the place 

Kit

It's my place.

Laura

Is it? I wonder. (She pauses and listens to the air.) Can't you feel it?

Robert

(Hocus pocus)

Oh yes, "the re-arrangement of energy."

Laura

(To Robert)

You're a bore. (To Kit) The energy must change, the way it flows through a house, the way it moves through people. Indulge me, Katharine, please. 

Robert stands up. He strides over to Laura.

Robert

Yes, indulge her. Hitler's in Czechoslovakia. Mussolini's in Albania, Franco is in Madrid, and Laura is in your chair, and Schuyler is in mine. 

Schuyler stands.

Schuyler

I think you should calm down, Mr. Graves. 

Robert walks to Schuyler. He puts his face close to his.

Robert

Exactly. (He crosses to Kit, draws her chair for her. Kit regards the chair coldly then sits. Schuyler sits.) Don't worry, Katharine, they won't come to America there's plenty in Europe for them to feed on. But they have launched a number of submarines in the North Atlantic. I'd keep a sharp eye out.

Robert mimics Kit's binoculars and begins laughing. Schuyler stands.

Schuyler

That will be enough, Mr. Graves. 

Robert

"Mr. Graves." Call me Robert, Jackson. (He cackles) Schuyler Jackson, get it, sounds like two last names. Mr. Schuyler, Mr. Jackson. 

Schuyler

Sit down, "Robert." 

Robert sits. Schuyler sits.

Robert

We need reformed war. (Robert stands.) We could have it in Switzerland. The Nobel Peace Prize Committee could act as referee. We could hold bouts, boxing matches, individual combat like Menelaus and Paris. 

Schuyler stands. 

Robert

Here he comes. It's boxing it is. 

Robert puts up his guard. Schuyler steps back, prepared to fight. Laura begins laughing. Schuyler, realizing how stupid he must look, drops his guard, crosses to his chair.

Laura

Men are such children. (She leads Kit to her new position and invites her to sit.) Women are much more sensible. 

Kit sits. Schuyler sits. Robert is left standing. He looks at Laura with longing and sadness. He just stands there, swaying a little as if only just to have her look at him for a few seconds more.

The lights fade.
Scene 18

Night. Schuyler and Kit are lying in bed.

Schuyler

What a fool he is.

Kit

Graves?

Schuyler

It's funny about fame. Some people are just luckier than others.

Kit

You think Robert's lucky?

Schuyler

I wouldn't want to be him. But he's lucky with fame. Some people are just born to fame, others don't get it no matter how hard they work.

Kit

Like Laura.

Schuyler

Yeah. She's amazing. I haven't felt this way since college. She's helping me. I feel like I'm doing something for once. 

Kit

Schuyler, you did a lot before she came.

Schuyler

I know her, I know how she thinks. It was a shock to actually know what she was going to say before she says it. 

Kit

What is that? Is that good?

Schuyler

Yeah.

Kit

What about your book?

Schuyler

Laura read it. Told me to forget it. "That time is over. That was when I was asleep."

Silence. 

Kit

What's that make me? A dream? Schuyler? Schuyler?

Schuyler doesn't answer. He has gone to sleep.

Scene 19

Kit and Schuyler's bedroom. Night. Darkness. In the darkness we hear violent banging around. Kit puts on a bathrobe and comes down the stairs. As she does the lights rise on Laura who is in the midst of taking cups and dishes from a cupboard. She is in a flurry of activity as if her life depended on removing the plates and cups and saucers, the glasses and the serving bowls from the cupboard. She's putting them on the floor. Laura is pitching a fit. Kit looks on helplessly.

Laura

(Screaming)

We've got to get rid of these! Katharine you've got to help me! 

Kit

What do you want me to do?

Laura

These dishes, they've got to be put away. Find a box!

Kit runs off in search of a box while Laura frantically takes dishes from the shelf.

Laura

There's something wrong with these. There's something inside of them. They've got to be put out of this house. Something's wrong with them and this house. They don't go together. (Kit returns with a box.) Put them in the box. (Kit helps her empty the cupboard.) Good, we'll take them outside. 

Laura becomes frantic. She begins throwing plates into the box. They shatter.

Kit

All right, all right, just calm down. Don't break them, it's fine.

Laura

Get them out! Get them out!

Kit drags the box full of dishes out of the house. Laura sits where she stands, her head in her hands. Kit re-enters. Laura begins sobbing. Kit sits next to her. Laura puts her arms around Kit's neck and sobs in her shoulder. 

Laura

I've been a beast. I'm so sorry. Hold me, Katharine, don't let me go. (She looks into 

Laura (cont.)

Kit's eyes.) You're the only person I can trust. Don't look at me that way.

Kit

What way?

Laura

Like I'm evil. It's not me, Katharine, it's Robert. Don't let him fool you. Watch out for his shadow brother, his weird, the one who drags him out of the window. The one that makes you do things even if you don't want to. You understand, you've been doing it with Schuyler. 

Kit

Doing what with Schuyler?

Laura

Oh come on, he's a man, you know what I mean. 

Kit

No, I don't.

Laura

Schuyler needs certainties, you provide them.

Kit doesn't answer, but she knows what Laura means. 

Laura

We bring out the violent emotions in them, the terror, the shame. I've been in Robert's service for thirteen years. I've grown tired of it. Aren't you tired of Schuyler? Aren't you dead tired of him?

Kit begins to cry. Laura takes her into her arms. 

Laura

There, there, I know, I know how you feel. 

Laura raises Kit's face to hers and kisses her tears. Kit looks at her, then suddenly she kisses Laura on the mouth. Laura pulls away.

Laura

Kit, Kit, what are you doing? What's gotten into you? I'm not that way. Are you? (She takes 

her into her arms.) Oh, darling, darling no, no, no.

The lights fade. 

Scene 20

The lights rise on Robert and Kit. They are standing on Kit's property.

Robert

How far does it go?

Kit

Another quarter of a mile. 

Robert

My god, it's a ranch!

Kit

It's a farm. It wasn't when we got it. Schuyler made it into a farm. He put up the fences to keep the sheep from straying, planted 250 black walnut saplings and 25 acres of soybeans. Soybeans, nobody knows what to do with them. His father had a genius for business, Schuyler doesn't. Schuyler wanted so badly to impress his father but he never  got a chance. They shared a cabin on a liner returning from Europe and during the trip his father went mad. So he never got a chance to impress him. That's an irritating thing about crazy people, you can't blame them for anything. He was the youngest of six kids. One of his brothers jumped out a window and broke both his legs. Everybody thought it was over. Then a few years later he jumped from the Brooklyn bridge and killed himself. So Schuyler's not sure of himself. He envies you.

Robert

Me?

Kit

Your fame.

Robert

He thinks I'm famous? My god, I'm completely broke. I don't know where to go and with this impending war in Europe, I don't know who will publish my work.

Kit

Don't get me wrong, it's Schuyler I'm concerned about, not you. I don't mean it the way it sounds. .

Robert

You mean Laura and him?

Kit

Oh, I'm not jealous.

Robert

You aren't?

Kit

Are you?

Robert

It didn't cross your mind?

Kit

Oh, my god, they aren't are they?

Robert

No, it's not gone that far but "that far" isn't far off. 

Kit

She's all excited about Schuyler? That's why she's been so jumpy?

Robert

My dear girl, I'm sorry, I thought you knew.

Kit

What?

Robert

Laura decided on Schuyler when we were still in Europe.

Kit

She'd never seen him.

Robert

She could smell him through his review.

Kit

He didn't write that review, Tommy at "Time" wrote it, he had a deadline.

Robert

But Schuyler supplied the content. It was him in there. He passed his ghost into her.

Kit

Why do you talk such crazy stuff?

Robert

That's not me, that's Laura, my dear. Laura brings about change. Please don't take this wrongly, but I've seen a change come over you.

Kit

Oh, please.

Robert

Surely you must sense it. 

Kit

Oh stop. Why do you people insist on reading so much into things? Laura has really mixed things up. I've had to adjust. It made me aware of things I've forgotten. Sometimes I can really see things, just see them; the way the light is. Like now. (She pauses and looks at the light.) I didn't go through the war but I've known hell. When that terrible thing happens, when Schuyler changes.  

Robert

We're on the same side, Katharine.

Kit

No, I'm not. I'm not like you. I don't want to be. You've brought that sickness with you. You 

Kit (CONT.)

smell like that place, those dark streets, those old trees. I can't stand you're breath. It smells like Europe. Get away from me, get away!

Robert steps back, startled and rebuked.

Robert

I'm really sorry, truly I am.

Kit interrupts him before he can start.

Kit

Stop it, Mister Graves, I'm not Laura Riding. That's what you people don't understand, we're Americans, we're different from you.

Robert

Not Schuyler, Katharine.

Kit

My name is Kit! 

Robert

Are you scared?

Kit

I feel alone and I don't know why. Everything's going to fall apart. The whole world and all the people. When will it start? When will it end? How will it come out? Schuyler's in love with her, I know it. What am I going to do?

Robert

Take it moment to moment. That's what I do.

Kit

I don't want to do it the way you do it. If you want a woman to boss you around that's fine, but it's not for me. I want to get out of here. I want to get so far away but there's no where to go. And it's so strange, the world has never seemed more beautiful.

Robert

"Duino elegies," "the beautiful is nothing more than the apprehension of the terrible," Rilke.

She smiles.

Kit

Robert, you really are a bore.

She sits. He sits.


Robert

I'm sorry if I smell of Europe. I'm sorry that we brought so much chaos into your lives. Strange as it is we are "on the same team," you and me. We're mutually rejected.

Kit

It serves me right. (She grabs his hand) Mr. Graves, let me call you Mr. Graves, Schuyler can be good. And he can be very, very bad. And when he's bad I think I brought him to it. It doesn't happen very often, what I mean is that I feel I failed him. He's got nothing from me…Do you have children?

Robert

Four.

Kit

My god and your not even with them? He removed the baby items. I grieved while he didn't. If my baby had lived a little longer maybe he would have grieved the way I grieved. 

Robert

You had a baby?

Kit

I had a miscarriage. I had two.

Robert

I'm so sorry. 

Kit

Please don't tell her. 
Robert

I promise, you're secret's safe with me.

Kit

Please don't tell her. Please. (Kit looks into Robert's face and murmurs with dawning apprehension.) My god, what have I done?

Lights out.

Scene 21

Night. Kit is looking up at the stars. She stands there a long time in silence. Schuyler appears at the edge of the shadows. 

Schuyler

(Quietly)

Kit?

Kit is silent, then…

Kit

Look at them. 

Schuyler comes out on the lawn and looks up.

Schuyler

There's a lot of them.

Kit

They're so bright. 

Schuyler

Why are you up so late?

Kit

Is it late? 

Schuyler

Yeah, it's almost two.

Kit

Is it? 

Schuyler pauses and waits.

Schuyler

Are you gonna come to bed?

Kit

Yeah, in a little while.

Schuyler watches her. 

Schuyler

Hey, Kit?

Kit

Yeah?

Schuyler

Come to bed. 

Kit

In a little while.

Schuyler

What are you doing?

Kit

I'm looking at the stars.

Schuyler watches her.

Kit

They're so clear. It's hard to believe they're really out there. We must look the same way to them, a bright speck in a bunch of specks in the sky. 

Schuyler

Come on, Kit.

Kit

No, you go on along, you don't need me in there. 

The lights fade. 

Scene 22 

Dinner. Everyone is seated as they were in the last dinner scene. They are in the middle of a conversation.

Laura

(Laughing)

…these poets and their Chinese affiliations are simply slumming with lowlifes. E.E. Cummings, 

Laura (CONT.)

T.S.Eliot; cowards who hide in the bushes clutching their chastity and ennui and all the while taking pot shots at passers-by. (She gazes at Schuyler.) Do you see what I mean?

Schuyler

I think I do.

Kit notices the exchange.

Kit

Don't you like anyone? It seems so strange to me. 

Laura

(Laughing)

Do I like any one? My sweet, Katharine.

Kit

You seem to have an opinion about everything. Surely, you must like some one? Yeats, perhaps.

Robert bursts out laughing. 

Kit

What's so funny?

Laura

Yeats? She's joking, isn't she Schuyler?

Schuyler

I don't know.

Robert

The Blarneyman? You know he tried to get monkey balls grafted on when his wore out. 

Kit

(To Schuyler)

I thought you liked Yeats.

Schuyler

I'm not sure any more. 

Kit

Wait a sec, you told me that you went to Ireland to meet him. That he liked your poetry.

Schuyler

He didn't even read my poetry. He just said he did. Told everyone how great my poetry was.

Kit 

How do you know he didn't read your poetry?

Schuyler

Because I never gave it to him. 

Laura

The merit of a poem, Katharine, bares direct morality with its writer. Yeats said, "all true poets are natural liars." How can you admire a man like that? And how can you admire the work and not admire the man? What kind of fiend would write a work of great moral character and not be a person of great moral character?


Kit

What's great moral character?

Laura

Do you really need to ask that question?

Kit

Yes, I do. What do you do with my husband so late at night?

Laura

That's really none of your business.

Kit

It is my business.

Schuyler

Kit?

Kit

(Turning to him)

Yes, Schuyler?

Schuyler

There is nothing happening.

Kit

Yes, there is. And I want it to stop or for the two of you… (She looks at Robert and corrects herself.) three of you to leave this house.

Schuyler

Calm down. 

Kit 

I am calm. I want this over with.

Laura

What, my dear?

Kit

(Screaming)

Shut up! Will you ever fucking shut up? I want you to leave. I want you to leave, right now.

Schuyler

Jesus Christ, Kit.

Kit

I want them out! I want them out! I want them out!

Schuyler

(To Robert and Laura)

Go take a walk.

Laura and Robert exit. Schuyler watches Kit grimly .

Kit

What are you looking at?

Kit moves back as if trying to avoid his gaze, but she can't keep her eyes away.

Kit

(Moans in terror)

No, Schuyler, please!

Schuyler rushes at her as the lights fade. 

Scene 23 

Night. Schuyler and Robert are on the front porch. Schuyler is drinking from a bottle. He is drunk. 
Schuyler

I played Samson. Yeah, at Princeton. (He quotes from the play of the same name. He walks into the yard.)

Schuyler (CONT.)

"Out, out Hyena; these are thy wonted arts,

And arts of every woman false like thee, 

To break all faith, all vows, deceive, betray,

Then as repentant to submit, beseech,

How cunningly the sorceress displays

Her own transgressions, to upbraid me mine!"

Milton.

Robert

"Samson Agonistes."

Schuyler

Yeah. Of course, you'd know. You know just about everything. I suppose you know about farming. 

Robert

Well, actually I don't.

Schuyler

Wow, something he doesn't know about. But you're a nature kind of guy, right?

Robert

I've done some climbing.

Schuyler

I guess. You climbed with Mallory, right? 

Robert

Yes, I did.

Schuyler

He died up there on Everest.

Robert

Yes, he did.

Schuyler

And you're buddies with Lawrence of Arabia.  

Robert

Yes, I actually wrote a book about him.

Schuyler

Did you? Well, I never read it. But who the hell am I, right? I'm just a farmer. (He stands.) Let us remember this wild day and all

The glory;-how we stood in ecstasy

On that wild summit; saw the swirl and rise

Of atoms in the womb of air- (He turns to Graves.) I wrote that. What do you think?

Robert

It's volcanic. 

Schuyler

Are you being sarcastic? But that's the way with you poet-types, isn't it?  You're being sarcastic aren't you?

Robert

Why Schuyler, whatever would make you think that? 

Schuyler sits heavily.

Schuyler

I think she's holy. Hardly a crumb of anything she says is impure. You don't deserve her.

Robert

I beg your pardon?

Robert starts to rise, Schuyler stands up and shoves Robert back to a sitting position.

Schuyler

You don't deserve her! She has protected you too long. You would be nothing without her. She's the one who should be famous, not you. And she's so good, she's so kind, she can't do it herself, so I've decided to do it for her. She's told me that she isn't going to need you to work on the Dictionary anymore. That you're free, you're free.

Robert is suddenly on his feet. He wrests Schuyler's arm behind his back with military precision. 

Robert

Listen, my friend, Laura is mine. She will always be mine, even if I have to share her with you. 

He grabs Schuyler by the face and kisses him on the mouth, shoves him, then exits.

Lights out. 
Scene 24 

Night. Laura is upstage facing Kit. We can't see Kit's face. Laura is cleaning Kit's face with a washcloth.

Laura

Of course I'll leave. We'll leave right away. I'll wake Robert and we'll start packing.

Kit

Oh, no, no. Not right now. It will make Schuyler angry. But talk to him. 

Kit turns around so that we can see her. Her face is terribly battered. 

Laura

What should I tell him? 

Kit

That you're leaving because you've found work. Tell him it's just for a little while, that you'll come back.

Laura

But that's a lie.

Kit

Please. Please.

Laura

Oh, my poor darling.

Kit

I don't care what you've done with him. 

Laura

We haven't done anything together except work on the dictionary.

Kit

Good, okay, that's fine. Just let him loose, for awhile. 

Laura

I don't "have" him. I'm worried about you Katharine. Perhaps you should leave. 

Kit

But this is my home.

Laura

Is it? It's driving you crazy. It's all wrong, can't you see that? I saw it the moment I entered this house. The  furniture, the curtains, the dishes. Everything's in a bad place. It's as if this place were wired for evil. The dust is everywhere. Dust is not good, Katharine. Do you know what dust is? It's dried skin. When you breath it you're breathing in other people's skin. It's cannibalism. Cannibalism destroys the brain. 

Kit

You're crazy. You're mad.

Laura

Let me change this house for you. Let me help you with Schuyler. Leave for awhile. When you come back you'll have a new home and a new Schuyler.

Kit

Where can I go?

Laura

Surely you have friends. He hasn't taken that away from you too?

Kit

How can you ask these things, they're none of your business?

Laura

Because I love you. Remember when I asked you if you loved me? 

Kit

I can't love you, I don't know you. I don't love you.

Laura

But I love you. And that's your problem. You don't understand the nature of love. Love knows no boundaries, no husbands, no wives. No possessions. You should try Robert.

Kit

What?

Laura

Oh, I won't be jealous. He already got a young woman pregnant. It didn't bother me at all. The girl's body was merely an extension of myself which I have withheld  from Robert for years now. I arranged an abortion for her and stood at the foot of the bed while it was done. 

Kit

And that's love?

Laura

Yes. 

Kit

And you want to be with Schuyler?

Laura

I don't want to "be" with Schuyler. Sex is an unnaturally enlarged instinct. Perhaps if men grow up they'll be worthy of fucking. Tell me something; do you mount him?  Do you ever straddle him? I'll bet not. Adam and Eve, "the garden of Eden." For whom, Katharine? Not for you. Adam was divorced, you know. Oh, yes, he was married before and his first wife left him for the Devil. She couldn't have children with Adam. They couldn't come together in her womb. But she had lots of little devils with the Devil. More than a hundred a day. And she killed little children (Whispering) because of the sins of their fathers. 

Kit

You're not talking about me you're talking about yourself.

Laura

Am I, "Kit?" Didn't your father come into your room at night when you were asleep?

Kit

No!

Laura

Oh come on, they all do. Just like mothers do to their sons. Fathers and daughters, mothers and sons. 

Kit

You're excited by this. (Meaning her battered face) Does he do this to you, Mister Graves?

Laura

No.

Kit

But you wish he did. It excites you, the danger, like having a vicious dog. 

Laura

You're frightening me, Katharine. 

Laura backs away from Kit. Kit approaches her. 

Kit

What did you mean, "they couldn't come together in her womb?" Are you talking about my miscarriages? Did he tell you? He promised me he wouldn't.

Laura

Who?

Kit

Robert.

Laura

No, Katharine, Schuyler did.

Kit

Oh, my god.

Laura approaches Kit.

Laura

Oh, my poor dear, you're at your wits end.

Kit

You're evil. You're a witch. 

Kit charges at Laura and grabs her around the neck. Laura starts to scream. Kit puts her hand over Laura's mouth.

Kit

Don't scream, please don't scream, you'll wake him. I'll go. I'll leave, just don't scream. Please.

Laura nods her head in affirmation. Kit slowly removes her hand. Laura gazes at her for awhile, then…

Laura

(Screaming)

Help! Help!

The lights bump out. 

Scene 25 

Laura and Schuyler in the living room. 

Laura

She must see a doctor.

Schuyler

I didn't hurt her that badly. 

Laura

I'm not talking about that. It's her mind. I've seen this before, women who become possessed.

Schuyler

What do you want me to do?

Laura

She's got to be put away where she can't hurt herself, where you can't hurt her.

Schuyler

Can I do that?

Laura

Only you can do that.

Schuyler

What about her face?

Laura

She did it to herself. She really did, Schuyler. She brought that out in you. She's not good for you. She brings out your dark side. She's held you back. I can help you. I can teach you. 

Schuyler

You want me to have her committed?

Laura

She needs to be protected.

The lights cross-fade to…

Scene 26

Kit on the cliffs looking out at the sea. Robert appears behind her. 

Kit

I'm not surprised it's you. You really are her dog, aren't you?

Robert

You've got to come back with me.

Kit

It won't do you any good, she'll never take you back. She has Schuyler.

Robert

It's a very dangerous situation, Katharine.

Kit

(Looking out at the sea)

Do you think they're out there, those Nazi submarines?

Robert

Yes.

Kit

What can I do?

Robert

Come back with me.

Kit

And you'll protect me?

Robert

Yes.

Kit

Why don't I believe you? She's completely mad, you know.

Robert

Yes.

Kit

And so are you.

Robert

Yes, I probably am.

Kit

What happens now?

Robert

I would go away.

Kit

I didn't think it would be like this. There's been so many troubles. I should have known it would end like this. There's a worlds fair happening in New York. I hear they've 

invented something called nylons. But we won't be able to get any because we'll be at war.

Robert

Not here, not yet.

Kit

Soon. Where do you go now, Robert?

Robert

I have no where else to go. Come back with me.

Kit

(Musing as she looks out at the sea)

I will. Give me a moment.

Robert

I won't let him touch you.

Kit

How cavalier. I won't let him touch me either, even if I have to travel to hell to keep him away from me. (She takes Robert's hands and kisses him tenderly on the mouth.) Come on.

The lights fade. 

Scene 27

Robert and Schuyler are sitting at the kitchen table.

Laura enters. Robert is empty-eyed. Schuyler is

mesmerized. As she speaks she begins to rearrange the

furniture.

Laura

There are three stages in the story between us. In the beginning there was all that chatter. (She pours the whisky out.) We were alone, there was no 'we'. There was gossip and triviality. So we had to go on. That is the second part. We left triviality and gossip behind. (She draws the chairs from the table.) There were so many conversations and nobody was really talking to each other. It was dangerous. There were so many possibilities for accidents.(She makes Robert and Schuyler stand. She indicates that they should take the table away. They do.) In the third part, that's the part we're in right now, truth is trying to talk and each of us is overhearing something we wanted to say to the other. It doesn't mean we're out of danger, that there can't be accidents. We have to be aware of what we hear in ourselves. The gossip.(She starts to turn off the lights.) We might be thinking we’re hearing each other when we’re only hearing ourselves. After awhile we'll start hearing all those separate 

Laura (CONT.)

conversations again. (She puts a single standing lamp with a dim naked low watt light bulb in the center of the room.) Then we'll have to go through the second stage all over. (She takes Robert’s and Schuyler’s hands and leads them to the lightbulb. They stand looking down at the lightbulb.) So we have to be 

patient and quiet. In a little while we'll all be having the same conversation.

The lights fade.

Scene 28

Kit is sitting on a chair in a straight jacket under a tightly focused light.

                          Kit

I don't care. You can keep me here. There isn't any place to keep the "here" in and you can't keep it out, so here I'll stay for awhile. It's always been that way. I just didn't notice it. But there are a couple of things I've noticed. First, that I'm mortal. That I will have an end and that end will last forever. But while I am here, I am, we are, the only "living" in all of obscurity. And second, all that life is, is channeled through us as experience, streams of experience, rivers, canyons of experience. There is no blame for we can do  nothing about it and we are not responsible. Tragically we mistake ourselves for the experience. Listen. (She stops and listens.) The silence.

The lights fade.

The End

(Feb. 6, 2001)

