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VACHEL
ericans don't know what American is. When I get up to
s those readings, people don't listen to what I'm saying.
don't want to hear about Walt Whitman and John Brown,
'y don't want to hear how we could build a civilization
sater than Greece or Rome right here in the rich golden
fields of the Middle West. They just want to watch me
yoop and holler and carry on like some circus clown.

SARA
t wish I had your courage.
. VACHEL
Courage? I don't have any courage. It's =-- desperation!

I've got to make money, don't you see?

_ SARA
¥es, of course.

VACHEL
How could you. Be honest with me, Sara. You live in a

tower in a place called Kingsbury. Your family is rich with
‘all the refinements that come from never having to sweat in
the Oklahoma sun for a dollar a week!

SARA
You sound Jjust 1like my father. He always talks about
dollars.
VACHEL
He's right too. So is my dad. A poet has to sing for his
supper. My dad's embarrassed I don't hold a regular job--
not that I never tried it. He Jjust clams up with me and
every now and then puts a few dollars in my bank account. I
have it -- in Springfield they laugh at him too. I love him,
only I love poetry more. I love it more than --
SARA
I'm going to New York.
VACHEL
To live?
SARA

No, I'm Jjust like you, Wesley. I don't have anything of my
own. If only I could be like those girls that work. But
I'm not strong enough.

VACHEL
Maybe you are. Maybe you just have to give it a chance.
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SARA
me with me to New York! 1It's just for the Poetry Society
nner. They're giving me some kind of award -- my mother
n't refuse me that! And -- I'll pay for your trip. 1I'll
ell something small from the house =-- she won't miss it,
d even if she does, I'll say it was the burglars who broke
last summer. You'll love New York, Vachel, I know you

;illl

. VACHEL

Well, I've got to be going. I've got to catch a train back
to reality. Be sure to thank your parents for me. That
European food was very interesting, albeit a little rich for
this country boy.

SARA
You've seen your princess in the tower, you've had your
fill, and now you're just -- going away?

VACHEL

I guess I'd better start walking to the station.

SARA
This is a big city. 1It's too far to walk.

VACHEL
Not for me.
SARA
I don't like people who go slumming.
VACHEL
Slumming?
SARA
There are two kinds of slumming -- the usual kind and
slumming in reverse!
VACHEL
Goodbye, Sara. I enjoyed our little correspondence.
SARA
No -- wait. Write to me, Vachel, write to me again!
VACHEL
I don't know just what it is I would have to say.
SARA
You'll find it -- and so will I! That's where our salvation
18, in writing. We can't give it up, can we? I know you

can't.
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VACHEL
X can't. Write...maybe we can. I do have this passion for

ink.

SARA
It's the only passion that counts. You said so yourself.

VACHEL
pid I? I hope I was right about that. Well, goodbye, Miss
Teasdale.

SARA
Sara —-- Saraphim.

VACHEL

Sara —-- Saraphim
(He walks away as the light slowly
fades. SARA goes to her writing
desk down center.)

SARA
(writing)
Dear Vachel,

New York was wonderful. The dinner was wonderful. The
guest of honor was none other than William Butler Yeats, and
he was full of praise for -- guess who? -- the "authentic
voice of the new democratic century, Vachel Lindsay" == he
kept mispronouncing it "Lindsey" instead of "Lindsay" but
nobody had the nerve to correct him, at least I didn't.. You
should have been there.

Now I am back in this stodge hole of a city, I thought
there would be a pile of letters from you, but there wasn't
-- not even one. Mother keeps giving me reproachful looks.
"Men admire you," she says, "but you must do something to
frighten them away."

The terrible part is -- she's right, and now it seems
I've frightened even you away. I don't mean "even you" in
any bad sense -- oh, why can't I get control over my

thoughts? I would hate to think our time together was such
a disaster that I drove you away for good.
What a burden this 1love business is for us women,

Vachel! Men can't understand it -- at least, most men. But
I think you do. You 1love so many things from Abraham
Lincoln on down -- yes, I know, "poetic figments and ideals"

is what the so-called practical people say, and they accuse
us of never wanting to grow up.

It may be that they are right. A woman's duty is to
marry and bear children. That is the price she has to pay
for love. Millions of women the world over are more than
willing to pay this price--
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(KATHLEEN approaches, carrying a
bougquet of long-stemmed roses.)

;- then why, in God's name, must I be such a freak?
KATHLEEN
SARA

(quickly putting the letter in her
desk)

Kathleen, you know the rules of this house. No one is to
interrupt me while I'm at work.

KATHLEEN
Sorry, Miss. These just came. I thought they might cheer
you up.
SARA
From Vachel -- They're from Vachel!
KATHLEEN
No, Miss, they're from the other gentleman. I can't
pronounce his name.
SARA

Filsinger. Ernst Filsinger.

KATHLEEN
Fils -- whatever. He's down 1in the parlor with your
parents. A very handsome gentleman, I must say.

SARA
Tell him I have a headache. No, tell him—--

KATHLEEN
==-You're "indisposed but hoping to feel better soon?"

SARA
Yes, tell him that. Tell him anything.

KATHLEEN
Very good, Miss. All the same, I think 1it's a terrible
waste.
SARA

"Waste?" What do you mean, "waste?"

KATHLEEN

Well, your thirtieth birthday will be coming along in three
weeks, won't it? How much patience can you expect a man to
have, when he's as good-looking as that? You haven't seen
all that much of him, you know. Anyway, I heard him tell
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KATHLEEN cont.
ar parents he'd wait as 1long as necessary, so they
Smmediately invited him to stay for dinner.

SARA
pid they? Well, I can be patient too. I have work to do.
fell them I want my dinner sent upstairs.

KATHLEEN

_ (slight pause)
'You know, I think you're being very clever, I do.

SARA
What on earth do you suppose you mean by that?

. KATHLEEN
Nothing, Miss. I spoke out of turn.

SARA
No you didn't. I want to know just what you meant by that
remark.
KATHLEEN
Well, it's like my mother used to say: "There's no weapon on
earth to beat innocence." But there's a catch, of course.

SARA
What catch?
KATHLEEN
It doesn't work after you reach a certain age.

(Cross-fade to the living room.
MARY, JOHN, and ERNST FILSINGER
are drinking tea. ERNST is a
German-American, tall, blond,
and aware that he is attractive
to women but not conceited about
it. Highly emotional by nature,
he tries to conceal this through
rigorous self-discipline, which
he believes essential to the
achievement of any worthwhile
objective.)

MARY
(in general)

Poor dear. I'm afraid this 1is one of Sadie's bad

afternoons.
JOHN

There you go again.

130



I-28

ERNST
ges all. It's very kind of you to entertain me, when
s not feeling quite --
MARY
Herself.
JOHN

If the truth were told, she's as robust as a farm girl. You
ought to see her when she climbs on a horse. Gallops hell
for leather when she's a mind to.

MARY
John!

JOHN

Don't mind me. I'm teetering on the brink of senility.
Eighty years old, and when it comes to women, every day I
know less and less.

ERNST
Perhaps I should come back again another --

JOHN
‘No, sit down young man, don't let me scare you off. We'll
find something to talk about.

MARY
Do you think there'll be war in Europe, Mr. Filsinger?

JOHN
I'd rather talk about Mr. Filsinger's shoe business. If
there's a war, it ought to be very good for shoes.

ERNST
I'd rather talk about Sara. I have a confession to make.
MARY
You do?
ERNST
I don't know quite how to put this.
JOHN
Go on, young man. We're listening.
ERNST
I fell in love with Sara a 1long time ago. Through her
poetry.
MARY
You d4id?
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JOHN
et him talk Mary.
ERNST
I belong to several organizations -- business, athletic,
literary—-
JOHN
Good for making contacts!
ERNST

—--Last spring I heard Sara's poems read at the Ethical
Culture Society. She didn't read them herself, and although
I longed to see her, I understood why she never reads her
poetry in public and why she is very sensible not to do so.

MARY
You did?

ERNST
Yes. You see, she bares her soul.

MARY
I think I'll go freshen up this pot of tea.

JOHN

Sit down, Mary.

ERNST

She bares the inmost womanly part of her. I felt as if I
had been struck by lightning. At the same time I realized
there was an innate modesty about her -- the womanliest of
her qualities --that would make her want to shield herself,
and so I fell doubly in love with her.

MARY
It's dear of you to tell us that.

ERNST

For the 1longest time I didn't have the nerve to call. When
it comes to business, I'm not considered shy or lacking in
ambition-

JOHN

We understand.

ERNST

I began committing her poems to heart. Fifteen minutes a
day with my morning coffee. I thought, there is a star in
the heavens that no one but Sara sees, and whether it is a
bright star or a dark one, I must see it too.

MARY
How remarkably sensitive!
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JOHN

ERNST

5fthought how terribly lonely she must be. I understand
oneliness, you see. Forgive me, I come from people who
jve by hard work and seriousness and speaking our minds

rectly.

MARY
'0h, we understand.

- ERNST
‘Sara has those same qualities.

MARY
You will excuse me. This tea is quite cold.

(she goes off with the teapot.)

ERNST
Have I said something?

JOHN
Don't mind Mary. Not much candor in her cupboard. Never
has been.

ERNST
Btill--

(Freeze. MARY meets SARA at the
edge of the scene.)

SARA
Is he still here?

MARY
Of course he is. He'll wait all night if you make him. But
Sadie--

SARA
I won't make him.
(She goes past her mother into the
living room.)
Ernst!

JOHN
There she is!

(She gives ERNST her cheek to
kiss.)
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ERNST
re you feeling all right now, Sara? Quite recovered?

SARA
You'd be amazed at how recovered I am!

JOHN
ernst was just about to recite me one of your poems. He
knows just about all of them by heart.

SARA

ERNST
Well, it was a little secret. You weren't supposed to know.

JOHN
Shame on you. Well, what do you think, Sadie? Shall we put
‘him to the test?

SARA
It isn't a test.
ERNST
I am willing.
JOHN
And I'd say, Ernst, I'd say "I Shall Not Care."
ERNST
(recites)

"When I am dead and over me bright April
Shakes out her rain-drenched hair,

Though you should lean above me broken-hearted,
I shall not care.

"I shall have peace, as leafy trees are peaceful
When rain bends down the bough,

And I shall be more silent and cold-hearted
Than you are now."

JOHN
Perfect. Bravo!
ERNST
(to SARA)
Was I perfect?
SARA

Yes. You were perfect.
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JOHN
(to SARA)

1f you ever need a reader, 1'd say Ernst's definitely the
man for the job!

SARA
Yes, but the poem's wrong, you see. I've decided to keep it
out of my new book. For one thing, it's much too cruel.

ERNST
RCruel?
SARA
Yes.. Why, it's positively cold and heartless -- it gives
the public a false impression -- it's not the essential me

at all.
(MARY returns with the teapot.)

MARY
The "essential me?" Sara, what are you talking about?

SARA
Nothing. Would you say, Mother, that I'm the cold and
heartless type?

MARY
Why heavens no! What on earth could put such a notion into
your mind? Our Sadie's always been as good as gold!

(Blackout. Train sounds. The long plaintive
whistle of a steam locomotive. Presently a
pin spot picks out SARA in a traveling coat
and hat sitting on an isolated passenger

car chair. She holds a letter in her lap.

The train sounds segue into VACHEL'S voice.)

VACHEL
"Darling Velvet Eyes,

Who would ever have guessed that I'd start writing you
two letters a day, and now it's you who are writing up a
storm to me! Last night I took down all your letter and the
golden hair you sent me just before I finally made the great
leap and came here to New York. I read all of your letters
but one I tore up where you called me your fine friend. I
will be much more than -- that -- much, much more -- and
that's all there is to it.

But now in my heart I feel that some one is taking you
away from me, an inch at a time, everyday, aided and abetted
by all around him, even your own judgement aiding and
abetting him.
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VACHEL cont.

That's why I want you here with me before it is too
ate. I know now I can be as true to you as I am to Poetry
tself, and yours is the spirit that makes my poems
sible. Poets are few -- life 1is not planned for them--
must make such plans as they can with honor. And they
e to pay the price of being different. Now you must
jecide, dearest Saraphim, if you can pay the price..."

(The train sounds rise again and
diminish. Cross-fade as a pool of
light grows in the neutral area
down center. Dappled with fiery
autumnal colors, as if filtered
through leaves, the light suggests
a park on a late October afternoon.
The music of an organ grinder play-
ing in the distance is heard over
still remoter sounds of the city.
VACHEL appears, wearing a straw
boater.)

VACHEL
Sara? Where are you? Sara?

(SARA comes up to him from behind.)

SARA
Close your eyes! Freeze!

(He does so0.)

VACHEL
What are you doing?
SARA
Are they closed?
VACHEL

They're closed.
(She kisses him passionately and
whisks off his hat. He responds
to her kiss, then --)

VACHEL

My hat, where's my hat?
(She holds it behind her, sashays

her hips.)

SARA
You've got to take it! Reclaim it by force!
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VACHEL
t's your game, 18 LE2

SARA
n't vacillate, Vachel. You want it or not?

VACHEL

want it!

I

(He seizes her, kisses her hard,
takes the hat.)

t's see how far she can sail.

(He stands poised to throw it,
hesitates.)

SARA
‘Throw it! Throw it across the Hudson! Throw it over the
Palisades! You can do it!

VACHEL
This hat cost me two dollars.

SARA
Throw it == I'll buy you another.

VACHEL

Thanks, I'd rather have this one.
(He puts it back on.)

SARA
And I thought you were a free spirit.

VACHEL
It costs money to be a free spirit. It costs money to be
anything in this town.
SARA
Why do we have to talk about money. You love New York.

VACHEL
L do. But I don't 1love the way I 1live. I bought this
boater because I saw it in a shop window on Madison Avenue
and I decided that for one afternoon I wanted to be a human
being. The city does that to you too. You end up feeling
human in direct proportion to the cash in your pockets.

SARA
Let's make a promise -- we won't talk about money. Listen
to that music, Vachel!
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VACHEL
mean the organ grinder?
SARA
ft s beautiful, isn't it -- in its way.
VACHEL
_ think it's sad. You hear a lot of music in this town when
wander the streets as much as I do. Most of the time

s people pouring out their misery when they don't know
at else to do with it. They pour out their souls to make
he angels weep, and for that they get a few coins tossed
ato a hat to prolong their misery another day.

, SARA
Then why —-- why wander the streets?

VACHEL
1 have to, to save my soul. I lied to you, Sara.

SARA
You lied? You didn't lie!

VACHEL
I lied. I wanted to show you that I was a success, that as
a poet I had, as they say, arrived.

SARA
But you have arrived. 1It's what you deserve!
VACHEL
Is it? Listen to that organ grinder, Sara. The same tune
over and over and over. That is how it is with me. I give

readings, every night to a different crowd of people , and
it's always the same two or three tunes over and over and
over. Even in New York they love the circus.

SARA
But you asked me to come here. You practically begged me.
You said, "One spark of 1love from you is worth all the
friendship that was ever brewed."

VACHEL

Yes, and you gave it to me.. With just your being here I can
start writing again. This town 1s full of writers, Sara.
There's so much writing going on, in fact, that people have
lost the inclination to pay attention to it. What they do
pay attention to is the writer who lends himself to being a
sideshow. Then they say to him: here's a roller-coaster,
climb on it, we promise you a wonderful ride. But that's a
side of it you wouldn't know about.
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-
I

SARA
jut I do know -- about that side.

VACHEL
How could you, Saraphim? The quest for Mammon has never
peen your problem.

SARA
But I came here to be with you, Vachel. To be with you.

! VACHEL

Yes, and you are with me. Here and now in this little patch
of God's glory that hasn't yet been turned into "real
estate". You are a true daughter of the Middle West and
always will be. Your freshness and innocence renew my --

SARA
I don't want to hear about "freshness" and "innocence!"

VACHEL
But you can't deny it. Even your outbursts of temper are
like the summer lightning before a rain shower == part of
your all-powerful charm.
SARA
My "womanly" charm?
VACHEL
The perfect quintessence -- to me.
SARA

And what if there was something more?

VACHEL

More what?

SARA

More to your "Saraphim" than you suspect. More than courtly
Pledges and kisses on the lawn. More than an offer of solace
and inspiration?

VACHEL

I know. The two of us, so much alike, so much more than we
can say. That's why we must cling to each other, let the
dark gods do what they may. Hold me.

(They embrace.)

Now we must always -- respect =-- each other. Promise? —--
will you?

SARA
Promise.
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VACHEL
e're comrades forever, beyond love and friendship.

SARA
jeyond love and friendship.

VACHEL
Beyond Eros and Aphrodite.

SARA
Beyond--
1 (She breaks away,suddenly in tears.)

VACHEL
I'm losing you! I saw I was losing you when you stepped off
the train!
SARA
-— oh dear God!
VACHEL

‘How I've wounded you! I would die sooner than wound you!

SARA
What can I say?
VACHEL
You're right to be angry with me. How can you respect me

when I lied to you? I led you to believe I was successful
the way a man has to be if he's to support a wife.

SARA
I don't care about that, Vachel!

VACHEL
You should see my room. It's on the fifth floor. When I
moved in, there was a single naked light bulb hanging from
the ceiling. Cockroaches on the walls. I 1live there
because I have to repay the loans papa made me over the
years. He isn't well. 1It's what I owe him. You couldn't

breathe in such a room.

SARA
I could! I could!
VACHEL
You couldn't. It would drive you mad and you'd be walking

the streets like me. You know you could never abide an
existence like that!

SARA
Then why did you tell me to come here "before it's too
late?"
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VACHEL
scause -- this man -- your parents want you to marry -- you
fon't love him.
i SARA
T —=- don't o know-
VACHEL
How can you not know?
SARA

Bveryone is telling me what I should think and feel. Even
wou. You're no better than the rest.

VACHEL

"No better than the rest." I suppose that's true.. There's
a star coming out already. When I think of the mess I'wve
made of things, I think of death and those hard cold
glittering stars, and I think that's where our only joy

lies.

SARA
I don't love him. I don't love him. I must love.
VACHEL
You love poetry. Listen =- the music's stopped. The city's
silent. It only lasts a minute around twilight. Listen to

the spirit whispering in your soul and in these branches and
tell me that's not what you really love.

SARA
It's not enough.
VACHEL
It must be.
SARA
I'm not well. I don't have your strength.
VACHEL
My strength? My strength is what I get from you and yours
1s what you get from me. We're more than lovers -- comrades
in battle!
SARA
No, Vachel.
VACHEL
But you Jjust now made a promise -- Oor were my ears playing
tricks on me?
SARA
Promise -- I made a promise —-- your words carried me away.
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VACHEL
s00d . Words are life.
SARA
No. No, they're not life.
VACHEL
your heart of hearts you don't believe that. You know
ey are.
_ SARA
No -- I'm feeling sick.
VACHEL

It's getting dark. 1I'll take you back to your hotel.

SARA
I'm sick, I'm not well. Help me! Help me!

(VACHEL goes off as the light
contracts to a single pin spot
on SARA. We hear MARY'S voice--)

MARY
Help her, Kathleen, help her!

(The light broadens as KATHLEEN
and MARY approach SARA from both
sides. KATHLEEN guides her toward
the living room.)

MARY
Have her lie down on the sofa.

SARA
It's all right. 1It's all right.

(She sits on a chair.)
I was taking a walk.

MARY
No wonder =-- you're still wearing that light fall coat and
it's freezing!
KATHLEEN

Six inches of snow and more to come, I shouldn't doubt.

(She helps her out of the coat.)

MARY
She hasn't been herself since that ¢trip to New York for--
whatever it was.
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KATHLEEN

11, it's normal to feel just a little bit queasy before
our wedding. There's always that question if you made the
ight choice.

MARY
(with irritation)

[ think the dress ought to be ready to try on now, Kathleen.

KATHLEEN
Right away, ma'am.

(She goes off.)

MARY
Of course we could postpone it. Your father's not well.
I'm worried about him.

| SARA
We won't postpone it.
MARY
Well, I suppose you're right. The invitations are out and

it would mean writing all kinds of notes. Then people
somehow always wonder in cases like that.

SARA
We won't give them any reason to wonder.

MARY
I'm so glad you feel so settled about it. I was afraid --

(KATHLEEN returns with the wedding
dress and veil.)
KATHLEEN

(to MARY)

Perhaps she'd like to try it on when she's feeling better?

SARA
2Y11 try it on now.
MARY
Of course it doesn't do to 1look too composed. A bride

shouldn't look grim and determined.

(KATHLEEN starts helping her into
the dress.)
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KATHLEEN
sloating on a cloud, that's how she should look.

MARY
(as she assists)

Like a cloud -- yes -- a beautiful cloud, but not one that
plots out the sun.

KATHLEEN
Serene and graceful, just 1like a swan. Nothing nervous
bout her.
MARY

Only the groom is permitted to look nervous.

KATHLEEN
It's even expected!
MARY
Ernst is such a darling man. Nothing nervous about him.
Of course, he's mature.
KATHLEEN

He's a regular doll, if you ask me.

MARY

Yes.. Well, he's serious, of course, and very ambitious.
Your father's naturally pleased about that. But I think
it's even more important that he shares your love of poetry.

KATHLEEN
He loves children too, he says.

MARY
Yes, but he's also quite prepared to consider your health.
So you needn't worry--

KATHLEEN
——-about his not being patient, so to speak.

MARY

Yes, well we mustn't excite you too much. Kathleen, would
you go and see what's in the mail? Just put it on the hall
table.

KATHLEEN
Very good, ma'am.

(She goes off.)
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MARY

that girl speaks her mind entirely too much. I'm surprised

you put up with her all these years. Your father thinks we

=hould let her go after the wedding, but I'm not sure Ernst
rees with him. Does that bother you?

SARA
Nothing bothers me.

MARY

Good. You haven't said very much. Your father told me about
a letter Ernst wrote to him about you. I wasn't suppose to
tell you about it, but I will. Now go put your veil on, I
want you to see yourself in the mirror. Go on, you look like
'‘a princess.

(As if in a trance, SARA walks down
center where she stares out as if
trying to see a far distance.)

Here's how he sings your praises. You are his--
(reads)

"__jdeal for whom I have hoped since boyhood. Sara, I am
sure, loves me too but is in no hurry to tell me so.."
(Thank God he is patient!) "She is a glorious womanly woman,
no “female rights' sort of person. Ever since I knew her she
has put the duties of true womanhood (motherhood and
wifehood) above any art and would rather be the fond mother
of a child than the author of the most glorious poem in the
language. She is one of the 1if not the most well-ordered--
methodical -- sane and sensible woman I ever knew." Well,
what do you think? ...Sadie?

SARA
I want you to read me something, Mother.

MARY
Read? What?

SARA
A poem. In that book. I've marked the spot.

MARY
A poem? I'm not a good reader, but if that's what you want.

SARA
It's what I want.

MARY
Very well. Here we are..
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MARY cont.
"I said, 'I have shut my heart
As one shuts an open door,
That Love may starve therein
And trouble me no more.'

"But over the roofs there came
The wet new wind of May,

And a tune blew up from the curb
Where the street pianos play.

"My room was white with the sun
And Love cried out in me,

'T am strong, I will break your heart
Unless you set me free.'"

SARA
Well, what do you think?

MARY
What is means? Why I think it's simply lovely! Like all of
your poetry. And so perfectly apropos!

(Blackout. End of Act One.)
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ACT TWO

AT RISE: The lights go up on the apartment. The books, the
ble, and the typewriter are all in different positions,
t there are still cartons on the £floor and other
indications that a move is in progress. ERNST is sorting
through a pile of books. He calls out to SARA--

ERNST
‘Feeling any better, darling?

SARA
(off from bathroom)

Mmm. .

ERNST
What did you say?

SARA
I'11 be out in a minute if you want to use it.

ERNST
Take your time. I know just how painful a bladder infection
can be. Do you want your pills from the kitchen?

SARA
No, it's all right.

ERNST
I'm putting together all your Japanese translations. Did you
know you left them behind in St. Louis?

SARA
I can't read Japanese.

ERNST
I don't know anyone who can. Still, it might be a useful
language to learn, now that I've been promoted to the

international division.
(SARA enters, wearing a housecoat)

SARA
I think it's wonderful.

ERNST
What?

SARA

Your promotion. Moving right away here to New York.... and
right up the street you can see a patch of God's glory that
hasn't been turned into real estate.
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ERNST
at are you talking about?

SARA
ntral Park, of course. Marvelous for taking walks.

ERNST
e must do it soon.

SARA

We must.
‘ (slight pause.)

ERNST
Of course it wouldn't do to exert yourself too much and wind
up back in bed. I worry about you when you're 1lying in bed
and I'm down late in the office.

SARA
That's sweet of you Ernst. You're very sweet.

(She gives him a kiss, which he
returns with a much more passionate
one. She breaks away.)

ERNST
I worry about more than your illness.

SARA
Oh?

ERNST
You haven't written a 1line of poetry in months. Since our

honeymoon.

SARA
Life is different. Everything's so new, so glorious. And
you're such a kind, sweet, loving husband.

ERNST
Yes, but your poetry. It means so much to you. And to me.

SARA
Sometimes, Ernst, I almost believe it means more to you than

it does to me.
ERNST

That couldn't be. Sara. How could that be?

SARA

You're right. You're right about everything. Perhaps I
should simply face the fact that sterility has overtaken me.
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ERNST
you mustn't say that!
SARA
I've been to see a gynecologist.
ERNST
You didn't tell me!
SARA

I didn't want to alarm you. But it turns out that there's no
cause for alarm. He said there's nothing wrong with me and I
could have a dozen children.

ERNST
Sara, darling, how wonderful!

SARA
Yes, isn't it? So you see, if I haven't written any poetry,
it may have been because my mind has been on other things.

ERNST
We must celebrate =-- tonight!
SARA
Tonight is your Portuguese lesson.
ERNST
Yes, yes, I forgot. I'll cancel it.
SARA
Why cancel it? There's always tomorrow.
ERNST
You're right. But Sara, we mustn't Jjust =-- drift-- through

life together. Sometimes impulses have to be acted on right
away, without reckoning--

SARA
"Spend all you have for loveliness, / Buy it and never count
the cost--"?

ERNST
Yes, yes, no one could say it better than you have!

SARA
-- Or be a greater coward when it comes to doing.

ERNST
You, a coward? Never! You're so brave, and your body has
given you so much pain.
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SARA
My body. Yes. Well, I'm not pregnant yet.

ERNST
But you will be! Soon, my darling, soon!

(He embraces her as =-- blackout. The
light goes up on the Teasdale living
room. JOHN sits wrapped in Blankets in
wheelchair, head on his chest, asleep.
Next to him is a small covered table
with medicine bottles. Mary sits in a
chair opposite him.)

JOHN
(seeming to mumble in his sleep.)

She'll never die... She'll never die... She'll never die...

(MARY stiffens, picks up a book.
SARA enters.)

JOHN
She'll never die..

(SARA goes over to MARY, sits next
to her, takes her hand.)

MARY
Why does he keep saying that?

SARA
- He doesn't know -- it's the stroke.

MARY ¥
I tried to be a good wife to him. God knows, I did
everything. And this is how he thanks me!

JOHN
(coming to)
Sadie? Did I hear Sadie?

SARA
I'm here, daddy.

(She crosses to him; he reaches up
and puts his hand on her stomach.)

JOHN
Baby. Baby. My baby.

MARY
It's Ernst's baby!
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JOHN
nst?

SARA
My husband.

JOHN
Ahh.

MARY
He is gaga.

JOHN

(suddenly tuned in)

‘Who's gaga? I'm not the least bit gaga. Silly word, gaga.

SARA
It's all right, Daddy.
(to MARY)
He doesn't know.
JOHN

Don't I? Don't I? It's time for my medicine, time for a
poem. Read me one of the new ones, Sadie.

SARA
I -- haven't written any.

JOHN
No? How could that be?

MARY

She hasn't had time. So much to do. So many preparations for
the baby.

JOHN
No poems -- that's wrong.
SARA
Wrong?
JOHN
Should've married the poet fella -- maybe.
MARY

How can you say that? Ernst Filsinger is the ideal husband
for Sara! It's what you kept telling everybody!

JOHN
(to SARA in a loud whisper)

Should've divorced her years ago.
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SARA

on't, Daddy!
JOHN

No poems.. NoO poems..
MARY

(to JOHN)

Look at what you've done to her -- she's in tears!
SARA

No, I'm not.
MARY

Sit down, Sara. Think of your condition. You're happy, far
too happy to be hearing things like this!

SARA
I'm all right, mother.

MARY
You're not. You're too delicate. If you <can't think of
yourself, think of the baby. Sit down.

SARA
No.

JOHN
That's my girl. I want a poem, Sadie. Just for me -- to take
with me.

MARY

I won't have any more of this morbidity! Thank God Sara has
found her happiness and fulfillment where a woman always
finds it -- in marriage with the man who loves her!

JOHN

Ha!

MARY

Don't mind him, Sara. I'm sorry you had to come all the way
home to hear this.

JOHN

Ha!

MARY

Oh, for heaven's sake be quiet and go to sleep!

JOHN
Like hell! I claim the privileges of the dying!

(directed at MARY)
"Nos morituri te salutamus!"
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hat is he saying?
SARA
e doesn't know.
MARY
ut you do.
i SARA
It's not important.
- MARY
Tell me! Tell me!
SARA

It's the Roman gladiators' motto:

‘salute you."
MARY

JOHN

SARA
Stop it now. I say stop!

JOHN
Sit down, Sadie, I want you to hear

MARY

I'm going to my room now. I'm going
to shut the door.

SARA

Mother !
MARY

I hope you still have wits enough
to her, your best beloved daughter!

JOHN

SARA
Stop this, please.
MARY

ever have sacrificed more?

who loves you.
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"We who are about to die

You wound me, John Teasdale. You wound me.

Too bad. I say, when a thing's over, it's over.

this.

to my room and I'm

to see what you're

Nothing compared to what you've done, my dear.

What mother could have loved her better? What mother
(to SARA)

Thank God you're happy. Thank God you're married to

going

doing

could

a man
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SARA
es. Thank God.

JOHN
Filshammer.

MARY

Filsinger. Ernst Filsinger. He's a kind and loving husband,
and he's going to be very successful, isn't he, Sara? Why,
right now he's sailing on a business trip to Buenos Aires.

JOHN

Buenos Aires.. I expect where I'm going may be a little
farther south.

(to SARA)

' Maybe you should've married your poet fella.

MARY

How can you say that when she's so happy with Ernst? And
their marriage not even three years along! You are happy,
aren't you, Sara?

SARA
Oh, yes. I'm happy.

JOHN
You always were a poor liar.

SARA
I am happy.

MARY
And she's going to have lots of adorable children, aren't
you, my dear?

SARA
Yes, lots.

JOHN
Write poems.

MARY

The thing is, make your husband and your children happy, and
they will make you happy.

JOHN
Write poems.

MARY
Making people happy is what a woman's life is all about.
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JOHN
ite poems.

SARA

I'm going to my room.

' (A spotlight follows SARA to her
writing desk down center as the
light fades on the Teasdale living
room. She sits down, takes out a
sheet of paper, and writes--)

"It is not I they love
Although they think they love me,

It is that picture of themselves they see
As though a mirror hung above me.

"I can reflect them with a grace

That lets them talk and makes them shine,
And if they tell their troubles to me

I do not bother them with mine...

(A light goes up on VACHEL up left
sitting on a cot covered with an
Army blanket. He 1is reading a
letter. A crude shade covers the
light bulb hanging over him. As
the 1light increases on him it
simultaneously fades on SARA at
her desk. VACHEL finishes reading
the poem.)

VACHEL
"..It is not I they love, there is no I
Except for you who have me for your own,
And for the rest my heart may hide or seem
A thing as light as snow, as still as stone."

(VACHEL reaches under the blanket and pulls
out a whiskey bottle. He looks up, sitting on
the edge of the cot and drinks. Sound of
knocking. He puts bottle back under blanket,
gets uncertainly to his feet, says--)

The door's open. Come in, if your coming.

(SARA enters, dressed in a fur
coat.)

Sara!
(SARA hesitates, looks at
VACHEL, looks at the room)
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VACHEL cont.
o what do I owe the pleasure, Mrs. Filsinger?

SARA
h, Vachel! Vachell!

VACHEL

garaphim!

(They embrace in the middle of the room.
Hold.)

Your letter. After all this time. And now--

SARA

Sh-- don't talk. Just hold me.

(They hold a moment longer,
then VACHEL breaks.)

VACHEL
It's no good.
SARA
What?
VACHEL

Everything. I've messed up everything. Look at me, look at
this room!

SARA
May I sit down?

VACHEL
Of course. I've even forgotten how to behave 1like a
gentleman. Here's the chair I Keep for company.

(VACHEL pulls out a plain
wooden chair; SARA sits on it.)

It's a long climb up-- you must be winded.

SARA
I'm all right.

VACHEL
I'd offer to take your coat, but there's no gallantry in
asking you to freeze! But you know —-- just your being here-

- I feel ten degrees warmer already. And when you smile at
me in the old way, my temperature's bound to shoot off the
top of the thermometer!

SARA
You'll never change. You'll always be young.
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VACHEL

('m thirty-seven. I look 1like fifty. My skin 1looks like a
river bed at the end of a seven-year drought. But yours
asn't changed a bit -- like fine translucent porcelain.

SARA
when I was little they told me I lacked a layer of skin and
7 believed them. I've grown a layer or two since then,
Wesley. In fact, I may be a good deal coarser than you
think.
VACHEL

No. You're still the same. You're the one who hasn't
changed. Promise me you'll never change.

SARA
I'm Mrs. Filsinger now. You reminded me of that.

VACHEL
I was angry. I was ashamed. I didn't want you to smell the
whiskey on my breath.

SARA
So what? I drink a little now and then too.

VACHEL
But you're happy? Your husband treats you well?

SARA

Like kindness itself. He gives me things -- like this coat-
- I don't even ask for. Sometimes I think he thinks of them
as offerings to propitiate an angry goddess. May I have a
drink?

VACHEL

There's no ice, I'm afraid.

(He goes to a small cabinet
behind the cot.)

SARA

I don't need ice.
(VACHEL gives her the drink.)

Well, cheers! Here's to the better days.. You're not joining
me?

VACHEL
No. I've had all I want.
SARA
I frighten you, don't 1I? There's something different about
me. I invite myself into your -- apartment -- after years of

neglecting you, of treating you as if you didn't exist--
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VACHEL
No, Saraphim, it was I who neglected you.

SARA
You're always so gallant! How much has it cost you?

VACHEL

Poets don't choose to be poets, Sara. Poetry chooses us, so
the cost doesn't matter. We pay it, one way or another, and
a bad poet pays just as much as a good one.

SARA
Even when the cost is in blood.

VACHEL

Blood? Whose blood?

SARA

Nobody's. Nobody's at all. We were talking about my husband.
He adores me Vachel.

VACHEL
That's hardly surprising.
SARA
So do you, I think.
VACHEL

I do and always will. I won't deny that I'm jealous or that
I'm in love with you this minute every bit as much as I ever
was. But I respect the choice you made.

SARA
Ah, yes. Respect.

VACHEL
Even when I can't respect myself anymore, I know that I will
always respect you.

SARA
Ernst respects me too. He finds it rather easier these days
by keeping his distance. He travels a lot -- all over the

world. And I respect that. You see, he 1loves his business
with a pure simple devotion that would put any of us poets
to shame.

VACHEL

But he neglects you just the same.

SARA

We neglect each other. By mutual consent. It's an unwritten
contract. Every marriage should have one. Perhaps most of
them do. Ernst gives me everything and all the adoration and
respect a woman could want. I really ought to be overjoyed.
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VACHEL
Poor Sara. Poor neglected darling.

SARA
I'm not poor, I'm rich, or have you forgotten that?

VACHEL

T haven't forgotten. If you had been poor, you might have
made a different choice. Maybe there's some reason why poets
-~ most of them -- stay poor. When you have nothing it's
easier for you to know who you are, and even if you lose
everything, you still have your poetry, even when it's bad,
even when the day comes you're written out.

SARA

I'm not written out.

VACHEL

I'm glad. I'm glad for you Sara. I knew you would tell me
something to make me happy.

SARA
I've started to write again. But I had to make a decision., I
had to pay a price. It was an awful price.

VACHEL
Well. I'm glad it's paid, whatever it was. Now maybe things
will be better for you and your husband.

SARA
You mean that he'll respect me and perhaps for the first
time truly love me now that I've found my way again?

VACHEL
Yes, if he knows that you did it for him.

SARA

If I did it for him... A 1love offering, you mean. An
expiation.

VACHEL

We all have to expiate. If love isn't sacrifice, what is?

SARA
What is it? Exactly. What is it, Vachel this -- word -- that
comes so easily to our poet tongues?

VACHEL
I don't know, Sara, I don't know.

SARA
Do I frighten you? Poor boy. You know the Hindu goddess,
Kali? She's a grimacing goddess, this goddess of love,
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SARA cont.
nothing but arms, 1like tentacles waiting to strangle and
devour. A goddess of death is what she is.

VACHEL
I'm not afraid of death.
SARA
But you are of love,
VACHEL

Yes. Yes. I'm thirty-seven years old and still a virgin.

SARA
And you're ashamed.
VACHEL
I am ashamed.
SARA

Don't be. You're a pure soul, one of those infinitely rare
and infinitely precious--

VACHEL

But I'm not pure. I didn't choose to be what I am. If I
could have chosen--

SARA
Yes?

VACHEL
==I think I would have chosen not to be at all.

SARA
Don't say that, Vachel!

VACHEL
Now it seems 1I've frightened you. Sometimes I think we
should have been born pure spirits, you and I.

SARA
But we're not.
VACHEL
But we're not.
SARA

And I'm far less pure than you think.

VACHEL -
Saraphim--
SARA
That name -- that sublimely ridiculous name -- no longer
fits.
VACHEL

I don't think I want to hear about it.
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SARA
o, I suppose you don't. That's the other side of purity.
Q{e moon is chaste, but we forget how very cold she is.

VACHEL

1'm not cold Sara! No matter what you've done, no one could
deny the goodness of your heart. And if your husband is a
pod man, as I think he is, I'm sure he would be as ready to
forgive as I am.

SARA
How generous of you both to be so forgiving! But I'm not
sure I can tell either one.

VACHEL
Tell me.

SARA
No. I've stayed quite long enough. I should 1leave you to
your whiskey and your guilt.

VACHEL
Tell me! For our old friendship's sake. Whatever it is, let
me shoulder it along with you!

SARA
How touchingly you put it! If only it were possible.

VACHEL
Don't leave! Don't go and not let me share this with you! If
you go now, I think you'll never want to come back.

SARA
I can't tell you. I can't tell anybody. Pour me some more
whiskey me, Wesley.
(He pours.)

I thought if I drank enough of this stuff it would make me
forget. But it hasn't -- not for a day, not for an hour, not
even for a minute.

VACHEL
What could be so terrible--?

SARA

I lie on my back in a darkened room. No light or sound
penetrates my velvet curtains. I curl up with my bottle,
holding it as tenderly as a newborn child. I'm all alone
with it. It makes no sound. I want it to be just 1like that-
- my silent soulmate and secret-sharer. I take a few
swallows and the room swims away, leaving me in the
blackness. And then I hear the voice.
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VACHEL

What voice?

' SARA

rhe voice of a nurse, harsh and grating. She sounds just
1ike the nurse my mother hired to spy on me when I was
fourteen, the one who told me the bleeding was God's
punishment for being a bad girl.

VACHEL
How could she say that?
SARA
The funny thing is, Vachel -- she was right. I am a bad
girl.
VACHEL
You mustn't say that -- it isn't true.
SARA
Oh, but it is, my dear. I hear the voice rasping in my ear,
"Time to wake up, “Mrs. Fitzgerald'!"™ I feel her powerful

hand gripping me by the shoulder. I know she knows my name
isn't "Fitzgerald", and she knows I know it. She also knows
that when I ask to see the baby it's only the drug talking
and I don't deserve to see anybody's baby and so when I ask
to see it, she ask me 1if I like dog vomit, because that's
what it looks and smells like -- dog vomit.

VACHEL
You're not bad, Sara. You're not bad.

SARA
Of course you have to say that. But you can't hide the
shocked look in your eyes, can you?

VACHEL
You're not a bad woman. I love you Sara.

SARA

I can't deal with all these -- contradictions. My parents--
tearing at each other like two animals in a trap -- thinking
I could 1lose myself in my baby the way I failed to lose
myself in Ernst -- knowing that this was Jjust another blind
alley for me and hunting, coward that I am, for a doctor
willing to sign a paper ordering an abortion for the sake of
my health. Because appearances, Vachel, appearances must at
all cost be preserved! When I registered at the hospital, I
couldn't bring myself to use my right name —-- Ernst name. I
was afraid of dishonoring him more than myself!

VACHEL
It's all over now. You must tell him.
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SARA
How can I tell him? He worries so about my health,
gpecially now when he's been travelling for months. He'll
pelieve the doctor, of course. He believes all of them and
criticizes me when I Jjoke about having a secret knack for
finding whichever doctor will tell me the worst news. He
never believes me -- always the doctor. And in this case--
he'll be shattered, of course == but he'll understand I was
too delicate, much too delicate to bear him the child, and
he'll take me lovingly in his arms and finally, at long
last, I shall lose myself.

VACHEL
It's no good, Sara.
SARA
What do you mean, "no good"?
VACHEL
Tell him the truth, just 1like you told me. It's what he
deserves.
SARA
How do you know what he deserves? He has this image of me--
my photograph in a silver frame -- he takes it with him

everywhere and puts it by his bed at night. He 1loves me.
It's my fault if we're not closer than we are. How could I
tell him? It would kill him.

VACHEL
Not if he loves you as you say.

SARA
But if the situation were reversed? Think about it, VACHEL-
- suppose you were the father and Ernst was my friend, and I
told you I had murdered your child?

(Pause. VACHEL does not answer.)

You see? There's no other way, is there?

VACHEL
I would still want to know the truth. And I would forgive
you.
SARA
Forgive -- of course, you're too pure and noble not to!
VACHEL

We'll never know in any case, will we?

SARA
I'm sorry, Vachel, vyou're such a good friend to me, I'm
sorry!
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VACHEL
vere's no way out of loneliness, is there? It gets worse as
get older, it never gets any better.

SARA
jold me, Vachel. Just -- hold me!

(He embraces her. Hold for a beat, then--)

VACHEL
Yyou have to tell him, you know.

_ SARA
But I can't. I have so little.

VACHEL
You have your poetry.
SARA
Yes, and what 1is that? Ashes =-- scraps of paper -- a

residue. The price is too high!

VACHEL
When has it ever not been?

SARA
No, I haven't the strength. Goodbye, Vachel

VACHEL
We'll see each other again, won't we, Sara?

SARA

I don't know. I'm a married woman. I can't allow myself--
really, Vachel you ought to find more cheerful surroundings.
Sometimes I think you want to punish yourself. I know of a
very nice little apartment -- bright and sunny -- ideal for
one person. I could even help with the rent. Ernst gives me
a very generous allowance and never ask any questions. Not
that he would mind even if he knew -- he thinks it's
criminal the way some people have to live in this city.. But
then, you wouldn't accept it would you?

(Pause, VACHEL is silent)

Well, then -- goodbye. We really ought to write each other
again. I miss your letters.

VACHEL

Goodbye, Sara.
(She goes quickly)

Goodbye, Saraphim. Goodbye.
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(VACHEL crosses to the cot as the light
fades on his area. Simultaneously the
light goes up on the apartment,
unchanged since the last scene. ERNST
enters, carrying a suit case.)

ERNST

(No response. He 1looks around the
living room and seems displeased to
find it in the same disarray as
earlier. He puts down his suitcase
and sets to work straightening
things up. As he does so, he
notices a new poem 1lying on the
table. He picks it up, reads the
title-=)

"A Man Who Understood Women" Hmm!

(--sits down and reads the poem--)

"He meets her twice or thrice a year,
Sometimes less and sometimes more,

Each time they meet the stage is set
Exactly as the time before.

"He is the most glossy and most gay,
Witty, omniscient and bland,
She is inscrutable and mild,
She lets him play his hand.

"And if his pyrotechnics pale
A little on her moonlit sky,
He scarcely knows that it is so,
And only vaguely wonders why.

"And if he finds her eyes too wide,

A shade too deep, a shade too cool,
She lets him wonder which she is,

A saint, a sinner, or a fool."

(Puzzled, ERNST puts the poem back
where he found it, opens his
suitcase, takes out a small box
and examines its contents -- a
string of pearls. SARA enters,
wearing a robe. She seems startled
to see him. Absorbed with the
pearls, he does not notice her.)
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SARA
rnst —-- darling!
(He puts the pearls in his pocket)

ERNST

gara! Love!
(They embrace.)

I caught an earlier ship home. I wanted to surprise you.

SARA
I'm so glad you did.

ERNST
Why didn't you answer when I came in?

SARA

I was asleep =-- dreaming about you, as a matter of fact.
ERNST

You were?
SARA

I dream about you all the time.

ERNST
I never have dreams -- at least ones I can remember. But I
think about you, I think about you all the time.

SARA
So do I. (Slight pause.)
ERNST
Tell me about your dreams.
SARA
How can one tell about a dream? But =-- here's something I

just wrote in my journal--
(takes notebook, reads--)

"Take me, for I love you more
Than I ever loved before.

Take my dreams and take my mind
That were masterless as the wind,
And “Master!' I shall say to you,
Since you never asked me to."

ERNST
Why that's beautiful, Sara. And you wrote it for me?

SARA
Of course it was for you.
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ERNST
Have you been writing any other poems?

SARA
Yes. A few. As much as 1I've had strength for since the
fperation.

ERNST
Wwhat a terrible thing -- if only your mother could have been
‘with you. And I was in Johannesburg!

SARA
How terrible it must have been for you!

ERNST

It was. I was used to picturing him in his crib right here
in this room waiting for me -- lusty, bawling out his lungs.
I was going to pick him up and tell him, "Your father is
home. Everything will be all right. Your father is going to
stay."

SARA
Forgive me, Ernst. You don't know how sorry I am.

ERNST
But it wasn't your fault. Your health -- your life -- was at
stake. Why should you be sorry?

SARA
I don't know. Sorry for myself, that must be it.

ERNST

You mustn't indulge such feelings. I worry about your
physical health, but frankly, Sara, sometimes I worry about
your mental health even more.

SARA
My mental health?

ERNST

I'm sorry. I shouldn't have said that. Your nerves are still
keyed up. Sometimes I forget just what an effect that has on
your condition.

SARA

My condition, yes. How can I ever forget my condition!

ERNST
Precisely my point. Even now I think it's beginning to make
you slightly hysterical and hysteria leads all to easily to
morbidity. Your letters to me after the operation--
frankly, Sara, they frighten me.
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