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CAST OF CHARACTERS
(4 - 8 Males, 11 - 23 Females)

CHRISTIE S. Aged 40, the play’'s narrator

CHRISTIE Aged 20, an independent young woman
AUNT BETSEY A sweet, old-fashioned woma

UNCLE ENOS A hard, stubborn farmer

MRS. FLINT The landlady, cold, anon

MRS. STUART A wealthy, delicate, a @ oman

MR. STUART A stern, conggited busipessman

HEPSEY JOHNSON A runaway sl ined, strong

MRS. BLACK A mid ged actress, talkative and friendly
LUCY BLACK Her r,’an attractive actress

MRS. CHARLOTTE

SALTONSTALL A istracted mother
WILLAMINA er pampered daughter, aged 12
TAMARA Her pampered daughter, aged 10
PHILIP FLETC Their uncle, cynical, bored, good looking, aged
33

A gentle, worried, secretive mother

HELEN CAR Her depressed, sickly daughter, aged 22
NURSE An elderly woman
HARRY CARROLL A cheerful, if dissolute son, late 20s

BELLA CARROLL A lively, attractive daughter, aged 18
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MRS. KING A hard, businesslike woman, owner of the
sewing shop
RACHEL A quiet, beautiful girl, aged 25 but seems older
MRS. WILKINS A warm, friendly mother of six young children
MRS. STERLING An elderly, but spry Quaker wom
DAVID STERLING Her quiet, moody son, early BA
ACTORS In the company
ACTRESSES In the company
SEAMSTRESSES In the sewing O
BOSTONIANS At the flowerishow
SOLDIERS At the hospital
PROD NOTES

ork takes place over twenty years,

s in New England. The play works
best with an open stageWwith furniture pieces and props brought on as
needed. The period costu need not be elaborate, but there should
be a distinction between the working women, such as Christie, Rachel,

The story of Louisa May Alc
from 1846 to 1866, i i

and Mrs. Wilkins g2 e wealthy women, such as Mrs. Stuart, Helen
Carroll, and Cha [tonstall. Casting notes on Hepsey and
character ingheanfbe found at the end of the play.

PROP & FURNITURE LIST

Two chairs
STERLING KITCHEN Knitting (Mrs. Sterling)
Fireplace Needlepoint (Bella)
Rocking chair Book (Rachel)
Stool Sewing (Mrs. Wilkins, Hepsey)

Table Sheets of pager (Christie S.)
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AUNT BETSEY'S KITCHEN
Same fireplace

Rocker

Sewing (Betsey)

Carpetbag (Christie)

STUART HOUSE

Small kitchen table

Two chairs

Fainting sofa

Large bowl and spoon (Hepsey)

Umbrella (Mr. Stuart)

Coat brush (Christie)

Guest list (Mrs. Stuart)

Candle (Hepsey)

Theatrical helmet & shield
(Christie)

Large unpainted stage flat

SALTONSTALL HOUSE
One fancy chair
Newspaper (Philip)

SEASIDE RESORT
Bench

Letter (Christie)
Letter (Enos)
Handkerchief (Rhili

CARROLL HO
Sette

Two fine chairs

Fainting sofa

Table with framed photo on it
Blanket (Nurse)

Envelope with money (Harry)

SEWING SHOP

Chairs for seamstresses
Sewing for seamstresses

MRS. WILKINS' HOUSE

Bed
Chair
Knitting (Mrs. Wilkins)

STERLING KITCH as

Box of seedling p
Bench (to r £y
Reins (Da




SUGGESTED DOUBLING
(for a cast of 4 Males and 11 Females)

MRS. FLINT / MRS. STERLING

MRS. STUART / MRS. WILKINS
HEPSEY JOHNSON / MRS. KING O

FEMALES

CHRISTIE S.

CHRISTIE

AUNT BETSEY / MRS. CARROLL Q

MRS. BLACK / NURSE

LUCY BLACK

MRS. SALTONSTALL / RACHEL / LETTY
WILLAMINA / HELEN CARROLL
TAMARA / BELLA CARROLL

MALES

UNCLE ENOS/ MR. STUART
PHILIP FLETCHER
HARRY CARROLL

DAVID STERLING

n ethnic actress is not available, the part may be
nic actress and a line of narration can be added to

: psey, were you a slave?

HEPSEY: All my life, till I run off five years ago.

CHRISTIE S: Hepsey seemed as light-skinned as myself but she was
Negro by birth so that made her a slave.

HEPSEY: My mother and my six brothers and sisters are still down
South, waitin’ for the Lord to set them free. And He gonna do it
soon. | been saving my money and when | got enough | gonna go
down and buy each and every one of them.
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CHRISTIE

by
Thomas Hischak

ACT |

Lights rise on a group of six women gathered together in the
kitchen of a rural house. Old MRS. STERLING sits in arocker
RACHEL is on a stool at her feet reading a book, HEPSEY

point. CHRISTIE S. stands amidst them reading aloud
paper. Perhaps there is a fireplace with the glow of adi

working women who have served since the time ity, who have

labored in order to make the world better :

acy, an ldeal
Republic, in which each woman did the task she liked and was paid for it in
liberty, equality and fraternity!”

RACHEL: Christie, that was marvelous! | ca
speech on Thursday night!

CHRISTIE S: You don't think it was too . . . highbrow? | don’t want to talk
over their heads.
MRS. WILKINS: I'm used to peopl iNg r my head, dearie. | think | prefer

HEPSEY: It's gonna t
| already escaped fro
any faster.

ivil War to get them rights. | can smell it.
e kinda slavery, but this one ain’t gonna go “way

shouldn’t say
MRS. WILKINS:

en, Mrs. Wilkins!

ILKINS) Maybe you ought to make a speech someday.
you, no doubt about that!

e? I'm lucky if | get my six kids to listen to me!

(THEY laugh; a child is heard crying offstage.)

MRS. STERLING: There’s little Ruth. (gets up) She'll be hungry, God bless the
child. You stay with your guests, Christie. I'll see to her. (exits)

HEPSEY: Maybe the world will be a whole lot different when that child is all
growed up. | seen plenty of change in my lifetime. Maybe she will too.
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CHRISTIE S: | certainly hope so, Hepsey. | want Ruth to feel happy and useful
when she grows up. It took me many years to feel that | was both. Maybe
she won't have to wait so long.

RACHEL: If she does . . . it will be worth the wait.

MRS. WILKINS: Amen to that.

(The WOMEN continue talking to each other in pantomime as CHRISTIE S.
leaves the scene and crosses down to address the audience.)

CHRISTIE S: Happy and useful. It sounds so easy. Atleast|
years ago when | first proclaimed to my Aunt Betsey wil
Twenty years ago . . . Can it be so long? And yet | reg
course | was a different person then.

(CHRISTIE enters; lights fade out on the kitchen.)

d back now and
| recognize her. But do

Younger, of course. But so different. It
watch that other person like a spectatofin a gall
| really know her?

(The WOMEN exit and take the furniture with them;*feaving only the rocker and

perhaps the fireplace. AUNT BETS ters and sits and sews. CHRISTIE
joins her.)

CHRISTIE: Aunt Betsey, there’s going t@lbe a new Declaration of Independence!
do yo ean, child?

BETSEY: Bless and save us, wh
CHRISTIE S: (still to audie gnty years old and still living with my
fter my parents died.

aunt and uncle who took m

CHRISTIE: | meanth enty, I'm going to take care of myself
and not be a burden

BETSEY: Burden? Nonsen

CHRISTIE: Uncle wants me ou

You do your chores, you help me all the time —
f the way and, sooner or later, he’s going to tell

me so. | don'tj to wait for that!

BETSEY: Oh, it's uncle’s way of behaving. Don’t you pay any heed to
it, Christie.

CHRISTI g it for him. There’'s myself to consider. | must go out
into d, like in the fairy tales you once read to me, | must seek my
for

BETSEY:“Fe hat crazy ideas you get!

CHRISTIE: thought it all out. If | had been a boy, | would be out in the world
by now. An so | should be. | hate being dependent. And that's what I've
been all these years. Well, there’s no reason for it any longer. | shall go out
and work. I'll leave this town and find a job in a city where | will be happy
and useful!

BETSEY: But can't you do that here?

CHRISTIE: It's not the same. | must earn my own bed and board where no one
knows me and does me any favors.

BETSEY: Maybe you should have married Joe Butterfield. He asked you twice.
Then you'd be contented.
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CHRISTIE: It would be another form of dependency and | won't have it! I've
saved up a bit of money from those quilts | sold, and I've got the name of a
rooming house from when the Harpers went to Boston for their son’s
wedding. | can leave in a moment’s notice. (kneels down by BETSEY) But
you haven't said | could go, Auntie.

BETSEY: | ain’t got no right to keep you, girl, if you choose to go. But | will miss
you. And | am sorry you ain’'t been happy here —

CHRISTIE: You have been more than wonderful to me, Auntie! | Il never be

But you understand why | must leave?
BETSEY: | can't say | do, Christie. But you've always bee
smarter than me, and | trust that you know best.
(THEY embrace.)

CHRISTIE: | am quite sure | won't hear Uncle say s @ .
BETSEY: Shush! Here he comes!

(ENOS DEVON enters, sees the two WOM

You're late, Enos. (rises) | got your suppe ing.
CHRISTIE: | have something import say, Uncle Enos.
ENOS: You always think you do. Let at first.
CHRISTIE: This can’t wait. | will be leavi , Uncle. I've decided | must set
out on my own.
ENOS: Is that so?
CHRISTIE: Yes. This town
ambitions and my indepen
ENOS: Just like her
in her crazy ideas.
come to nothing and yo
BETSEY: Enos!
CHRISTIE: | canng

0 me. Too small for my ideas and

hfalutin’ notions, discontentment, and set
at raving about independence and such, it'll all
ake a failure of your life, just like her.

that my mother’s life was a failure! She took care of

herself, she man she loved even though he was poor, and she
was happy! er than most people who frown on the world and only
worry. ore money than their neighbors!

our uncle ain’t saying —!

)u’ll come to no good. You'd best leave sooner than later so

t for yourself. (starts to go) Enough lecturing for one night —

CHRISTIE: 2, Uncle . . . (HE stops.) We cannot part like this. | have so
much to thank you and Aunt Betsey for. | have no cause to talk like that to
you. Please forgive me. And say goodbye to me without anger.

ENOS: | generally get as good as | give, and | guess | deserved some of it. |
wish you well, my girl. | heartily wish you well. And | say that this house will
always be open to you and never forget that.

CHRISTIE: Thank you, Uncle.

ENOS: Enough said. I'm going in to my supper. (exits)

BETSEY: Oh, | am going to miss you, Christie! (embraces her)

CHRISTIE: | shall write you and tell you of my adventures!
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BETSEY: Will you, my dear? | will like that. Of course, | won’t be much good at
writing you but I'll try —

ENOS: (offstage) Betsey! Where’s that supper?

BETSEY: Oh! I'm coming, Enos —! (rushes off)

CHRISTIE S: | thought to myself as | stood there that | could always come back
to that house if | failed. Or | could even marry Joe Butterfield, if he'd still
have me. But | was not going to fail!

(CHRISTIE exits.)

| was determined to make good and succeed. There wg be no reason to
ever return to that house and admit failure. | was invip| @ so lthought.

(The Devon household is removed and CHRISTIE, we
carpetbag, enters with MRS. FLINT.)

a‘ceat and carrying a

FLINT: The third floor rear is all | have at yo e. a nice room and
supper is included.

CHRISTIE: I'm sure it will be fine, Mrs. Flin

FLINT: One week’s rent in advance, you un tan nd payment every
Friday.

CHRISTIE: | understand.
FLINT: Be sure that you do. This wa

(THEY exit.)

CHRISTIE S: It was a small;
But as luck would have it, |
came through tha i

d not at all what you'd call homey.
stayed there for two weeks because a job
ive on the premises.

(A small kitchen table and airs are set up on one side of the stage while a
sofa or fainting couch is placed on the opposite side. MRS. STUART enters and
lounges on the sofagthen CHRISTIE enters and stands before her.)

The advertise % e newspaper called for a “servant in a genteel

es, light duties, and a respectful demeanor.” | was

hopifg for something more fulfilling than going into service, but it didn’t take
medeng in the City to realize that employment, whether fulfilling or not, was
y. So | answered the ad and presented myself at the

fashio ome of a Mr. and Mrs. Henry Stuart.
MRS. STUART: Your name?
CHRISTIE: Christie Devon.
MRS. STUART: Too long. | should prefer to call you Jane, as | am accustomed

to that name.
CHRISTIE: As you please, ma’am.
MRS. STUART: Your age?
CHRISTIE: Twenty.

MRS. STUART: You are an American?
CHRISTIE: Yes, ma’am.
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MRS. STUART: A pity. We have just returned from Italy, and | got quite used to
foreign servants.

CHRISTIE: | think | can suit you, ma’am.

MRS. STUART: Perhaps you can. There are but two in the family, so the work is
light. Butlinsist on a neat, well-conducted person as | am so delicate of
health and cannot tolerate fuss of any kind. The pay is two dollars and a half
each week, one afternoon a week off, and time for church on Sunday.

CHRISTIE: Yes, ma’am.

MRS. STUART: | am much too fatigued to go into the particulars. ee the
cook in the kitchen and she’ll get you settled.

CHRISTIE: Yes, ma’am. Thank you, ma’am.

(MRS. STUART falls asleep as CHRISTIE goes to the kit
JOHNSON enters the kitchen with a bowl which SHE

HEPSEY: You here to replace Katy, | suppose.

HEPSEY: I'm Hepsey Johnson. Mrs. Stuart/said sh s gonna get a new girl
once she come back from Italy and I r . I'd show you your
room, but | can't let this set until | stir it

CHRISTIE: How long have you been cook for Mrs. Stuart?

HEPSEY: Goin’ on three years now.
CHRISTIE: Do you like it here, Heps
HEPSEY: | been at lots worse plac (o) se. | can put up with this place

just fine.

CHRISTIE: Mrs. Stuart seems to y fragile. Is she sickly?
HEPSEY: Nothing a doctor iX: st likes to put on how she’s as
breakable as glass. But sh lenty healthy, take my word for it.
CHRISTIE: And what’ :
HEPSEY: He’s all right inthis way. He don’t pay no heed to anyone but missus

Stuart. Just don't cross and he’ll leave you alone.
CHRISTIE: | don't suppose I'll have much dealings with him, as I'm really Mrs.
Stuart’'s maid.
HEPSEY: Child, only maid in this house. There is just you and me.
You'll see hi bells rings offstage) There he is now. You go and
answe 3 de spry about it. He don’t like being kept waiting.

HEPSEY: You ry or you'll start out all wrong with Mr. Stuart.

(CHRISTIE crosses the stage and lets MR. STUART into the house. HE wears a
coat, hat and carries an umbrella, all of which HE tosses at CHRISTIE after HE is
inside.)

STUART: You're the new girl, are you?
CHRISTIE: Yes, sir.

STUART: What's the name?
CHRISTIE: Christie . .. er, | mean Jane.
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STUART: Well, whatever you're called, | don't like to be kept waiting. Don’t you
see it's raining? Better brush that coat, then dry it by the fire. | have to go
out this evening.

CHRISTIE: Yes, sir.

(CHRISTIE returns to the kitchen with the coat as STUART goes to MRS.
STUART, who awakes.)

MRS. STUART: Is that you, Henry?

STUART: | hope I didn't wake you, my dear.

MRS. STUART: Oh, | am so unsettled, | can hardly close
STUART: What has happened, my dearest?

MRS. STUART: What hasn’t happened! | couldn’t get my"gedlepoint to come

out even and Hepsey said there was no asparag
exha can weep!
d pats'her head) My

had to interview the new girl and —! Oh, I am so
STUART: There, there, my dear . . . (sits next to her

(Light fades out on the STUARTS and risesi@n CHRISTIE, who brushes the
coat.)

delicate little precious . . .
CHRISTIE: Am | to be a valet to thal as well? The next thing he’ll have me
polishing his boots!

HEPSEY: More than likely.
CHRISTIE: Itisn’t that I'm afraid offworksllout the degradation of it all!
HEPSEY: As | sees it, when a pe paid to work and does it by her own
choice, there ain’t muc g.te'it. | know what it's like to get no pay
and got no choice.
CHRISTIE: Hepsey,

CHRISTIE: | feel
HEPSEY: You go plain all you likes. But while you do I'm gonna get

you y@ won't be eatin’ till late and | gots plenty to do. You
bring you something.

HEPSEY: soof as you're finished, I'll set down for a spell.

CHRISTIE: an't we eat together?

HEPSEY: Katy and the others before her wouldn't put up with that. Not at all,
child. I'll just wait till you done. That's the way.

CHRISTIE: But | don't like that way and | won't have it! If we can work together,
we can eat together.

HEPSEY: Well . . . it would give me more time to —

CHRISTIE: Settled then.

(Lights fade out on kitchen and up on the sofa where MRS. STUART sits going
over a list on paper. CHRISTIE joins her.)
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CHRISTIE S: Hepsey and | soon became fast friends and in our free moments
she told me all about her life as a slave and what she had done since
coming up North. As for the Stuarts, | found that Mr. Stuart was not so
difficult as he was dismissive to all things and all people except his wife.
They often had guests over for dinner and all the talk was about art and
poetry as such. But what | heard of it, such talk sounded more superficial
than stimulating. It seemed no better than the idle chatter at aunt and
uncle’s house in the country.

MRS. STUART: And Dr. Howells and his wife must have the Borde
white wine quite fatigues her, and she is not as strong as

CHRISTIE: Yes, ma’am.

because

appetizer, | sometimes have to rush —!
MRS. STUART: Please ... (hands to her head) No 3
headache and don’t know how | will suryi
tramping.
CHRISTIE: Yes, ma’am.
MRS. STUART: Thank you.

(MRS. STUART exits and CHRISTIEjoiss HEPSEY in the kitchen. lItis late at
night and a candle sits on the table.)

CHRISTIE S: Sometimes, after th
would sit up late by cangdlelig
how | planned to some i
others and fulfilling to myse epsey talked of going back South and
buying first her ol n, one by one, each of the rest of her
family.

have such a
. All | ask is no

afts had gone to sleep, Hepsey and |
alk about our plans for the future. 1 told

(HEPSEY puts her head on the table and sleeps. CHRISTIE yawns, then takes
the candle and exit

It was on suchia [, about a year after | had been working for the Stuarts,
that | g room and fell asleep without putting out the candle.
My on the chair too close to the flame and caught on fire, soon
se clothes aflame. As I slept, smoke started to fill the room.

(HEPSEY awa smells the smoke, rises and shouts.)

HEPSEY: Mr. Stuart! Mr. Stuart! Fire! (rushes off stage)
CHRISTIE S: By this time, | awoke just as Mr. Stuart rushed into my room and
put out the fire with his opera cloak.

(CHRISTIE enters the kitchen area coughing with HEPSEY helping her walk.
The STUARTS follow.)

HEPSEY: You keep breathing that fresh air, child!
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CHRISTIE: Iam . ... (coughs) so sorry . . . (coughs)

MRS. STUART: | think I'm going to faint!

STUART: (to MRS. STUART) All is under control, my dear. The fire is out
without much damage —

CHRISTIE: Forgive me, Mr. Stuart . . . | must have fallen asleep . . .!

MRS. STUART: Just look at her! She’s been at the wine, Henry! We might all
have been killed!

CHRISTIE: No!

HEPSEY: You drink some of this water and you'll feel better.

STUART: We are all quite safe, my precious.

MRS. STUART: She must go, Henry! She must go! | canne

CHRISTIE: | didn't meanto —!
STUART: You are trembling, my dearest! Let me bring

to exit with her) @

hear me, Henry? She must go at once!
STUART: Yes yes, dear. Let's get you int

(THEY exit as HEPSEY and CHRISTIE turn
embrace.)

CHRISTIE S: And so ended my empl nt with the Stuarts. More upsetting
was having to say goodbye to Hepsey: was my first friend since | had
left home and | could hardly bgar toleave her.

HEPSEY: You know where | am an ome and see me when the missus is
out of the house. It wo riting me a letter as | can’t read nor

write. So you just come to itchen door and surprise Hepsey sometime.
CHRISTIE: Oh, Heps

(THEY embrace again as th
FLINT enters and joins CHRIS

(MRS. BLACK and her daughter, LUCY, enter and join them.)

MRS. BLACK: There you are, Mrs. Flint! [ told you she’'d be up here on the third
floor, Lucy. Didn't | say it?

LUCY: Yes, Mama. ..

FLINT: What is it, Mrs. Black?

MRS. BLACK: Far be it from me to complain, Mrs. Flint! Never be it said that
“the lady doth protest too much!” But | must mention once again that crack
in the mirror. | myself am not a vain woman and can best prepare myself for
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both the real world and the greasepaint world without the most rudimentary
of looking glasses. But itis dear Lucy that | am thinking of. She is, you will
readily admit, a beauty and her public cannot be disappointed with a
slovenly appearance from a shoddy mirror.

FLINT: Mirrors are expensive, Mrs. Black.

MRS. BLACK: That is perhaps the reality of the situation, but it was not what you
said on the day we first rented our room. You proclaimed then,that the
mirror would be replaced and so we took our cue accordingly.

FLINT: A second-hand furniture dealer is coming tomorrow. I'll see
getting a new mirror.

FLINT: I'll see to it.

MRS. BLACK: Wonderful! But who is this enticing yo
appealing ingenue, don't you think, Lucy?

LUCY: Yes, Mama.

FLINT: This is Miss Devon who is taking th

MRS. BLACK: And so sad am | to hear it,
mademoiselle such as she hope to blossom in th

CHRISTIE: |don’'t mind it. Really | don't.

MRS. BLACK: Such innocence! Such attractiv cence! Let me embrace
you, my dear! (a big theatrical e ce) | am Mrs. Jerome Black, currently
of the Prince Street Theatre. An%/ daughter Lucy, who graces that

very same stage!

CHRISTIE: You are actors?

MRS. BLACK: First, foremaost, an @

LUCY: Pleased to meet you; s Devor’” (shakes her hand)

CHRISTIE: Call me Christie, p !

MRS. BLACK: Christi
will go far.

CHRISTIE: Oh, but I'm not tor! (laughs) The very idea of it! I've never
even seen a play. Though Move reading my father’'s volume of
Shakespeare apdghave even memorized favorite scenes!

some passes for Christie!

Quite the

could a shining
ark closet of a room?

have a theatrical ring to it. | am sure you

MRS. BLA stion, Lucy! And as soon as possible.

FLINT: ) eatre myself on occasion. Perhaps . ..

MRS. B D TF irror, Mrs. Flint! That is your role. Play it with gusto!
Come along, Lucy. We cannot be late for rehearsal

LUCY: :

MRS. BLAC pleasant meeting you, Miss Devon! Such a lovely creature.

Shine, my dear! Shine! If you can in that dingy little room. (a glance at
MRS. FLINT) Let us go, Lucy. At least we will find a decent mirror at the
theatre. Goodbye, alll

(SHE exits with a flourish as LUCY follows. Lights fade on CHRISTIE and
FLINT.)

CHRISTIE S: Mrs. Black was as good as her word and | got free tickets to the
theatre several times over the next month or so. And Lucy and | became
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good friends. She was not so flamboyant as her mother, but on the stage
she shone like a professional and | was so envious of her talent and beauty.
In the meantime, | searched for work and did not have as much success this
time as when | first arrived in Boston. Jobs of any kind were scarce and,
though | was willing to accept the most humble of positions, none were
forthcoming. My spirits were soon as low as my savings. Then one day
Lucy came to my room all excited.

(LUCY enters and joins CHRISTIE.)

LUCY: There you are! | have such good news for you, Chrij Il hail'the
queen!

CHRISTIE: The queen? What are you talking about, Luc

LUCY: The Queen of the Amazons, of course! You a | rin the new

spectacle at the Prince Street Theatre!
CHRISTIE: Me? A queen?
LUCY: The pay is half a dollar a night for si
And you don't have to pay for the cost
CHRISTIE: A half a dollar a night! But Luc
LUCY: The girl playing the Queen got anoth ent and Mr. Sharp was
all upset about getting a new Queen of the ons at such short notice.
So | told him all about you and h id to bring you over right away. Now,
don’t look at me like that and say You've only got to sing in one chorus,
march in the grand procession, and le r band of girls in the terrific
battle scene| And the dress is id! Red tunic, tiger skin over shoulder,

eeks if we're lucky!

eyebrows as you like!
over to the theatre!
CHRISTIE: But-! B

that | was a little taken with the theatre having seen
er dared to consider myself up there. Yet there was

arp, liked me enough to give me other roles over the next
were small at first but with time | started to gain

soon | was playing substantial parts. | even got to appear in
y my beloved Shakespeare.

(CHRISTIE enters in Elizabethan costume and strikes a pose.)

CHRISTIE: “My father loved Sir Rowland as his soul,
And all the world was of my father’s mind;
Had | before known this young man his son,
I should have given him tears unto entreaties
Ere he should thus have ventured.”
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CHRISTIE S: Lucy and her mother helped me immensely at first and were so
proud of my success. But as my roles got better and Lucy’s didn't, there
was a strain between us. | regretted losing Lucy'’s friendship yet | was
getting so caught up in my own glory that | was not aware of how unhappy |
was making her.

(LUCY enters and goes to CHRISTIE.)

LUCY: Mr. Sharp sent me to ask you to see him before you leave thejtheatre

today.
CHRISTIE: Thank you, Lucy. | wonder what it could be abg
LUCY: You know we go into rehearsal next week for The N Princess. I'm

sure he wants you to play Catherine.

CHRISTIE: Do you think so?

LUCY: What does it matter what | think? (startsto e

CHRISTIE: Wait for me, Lucy! Mr. Sharp won't take\l@ en we can walk
home together.

LUCY: I'm not going home. | have an erra
then stops) My mother played Catheri

said | would make a capital Catherine.
CHRISTIE: Perhaps you will . . . someday.

LUCY: Not at this theatre, | am sure its)
CHRISTIE S: How easy it was to forg feelings of others when you are so

wrapped up with yourself. And S distracted and blinded by my
sudden success.

Mama. (starts to exit,
g time ago. She always

(CHRISTIE exits.)

I was given the rol nd Lucy was cast only as a handmaiden
to the princess. Sh ly spoke to me at the theatre or at the boarding
house. Even her talkati other shut up like a clam whenever | entered the

room. But | was so involved'in rehearsals that | seemed to have no time for

anything or anyene,else. A week before we were to open The Merry
Princess, so @ ppened at rehearsal that brought my vanity to an
end.

CHRISTIE: “I will not hear anything said against the Duke, Lady Mountjoy! Not
one word!”

MRS. BLACK: “But you must listen to my words, Princess! Only | can tell you
the truth about the man you plan to wed.”

CHRISTIE: “I will marry the Duke and not you nor any other gossiping fool will
stop me!”

MRS. BLACK: “Gossiping fool? | am trying to help you, Princess!”

CHRISTIE: “Then leave my chateau at once and take your prejudices against
the Duke with you. Where is Felice?”
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LUCY: “Here, Princess.”

CHRISTIE: “Ah, Felice ... you will help Lady Mountjoy pack. She is in quite a
hurry to depart.”

MRS. BLACK: “l am nothing of the sort —!”

LUCY: “Come this way, my Lady. (crosses to the front of the flat then stops) My,
Lady?”

(The flat starts to lean forward but LUCY does not see it. Only CHRISTIE does.)

CHRISTIE: Lucy!
LUCY: Whatis it? | did it right —

at as it falls
RISTIE on the
DTHERS pull

(CHRISTIE rushes over to LUCY and pushes her away fr
forward. LUCY lands on the floor away from the flat, b hit
head and SHE falls to the floor and is unconscious. $ @ 5

the flat off of CHRISTIE. LUCY rises and joins them

ACTOR: She’s unconscious!
MRS. BLACK: Someone call a doctor!
LUCY: Christie! Can you hear me? Christi

(Lights fade on the scene, the flat is Wd a small bed and a chair are set
up.)

CHRISTIE S: | needed to have some sefise knocked into me and that was
exactly what happened a ssion to the head and a fractured
shoulder bone and Luc mph as the princess. She visited me
every day as | lay in my litt in Mrs. Flint's boarding house and once
again we were fri

(Lights up on CHRISTIE in nd LUCY next to her in the chair.)

LUCY: But Mr. Sh id to Mr. Kent, “If you continue to play the Duke with
such slobberi insist that Miss Black be given an extra
handkerchief!

LUCY: Only 0
worst than b

ight or two. Then he was back to his weeping and wailing,
fore!

(BOTH laugh.)

Oh, Christie, we miss you so! Everyone in the company does! As soon as
you are well enough —!

CHRISTIE: Oh, let's not think of that. The season will be quite over by the time |
am up and about. And a good thing too.
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LUCY: Don't say that! Oh, | feel so guilty! It's you that ought to be playing the
princess, not I. And when I think of how it would have been me under that
falling scenery if you hadn’t — !

CHRISTIE: We won't talk of that either. | am so glad we are friends again, Lucy.
I don't think | much need the stage. But | do need good friends.

(Lights fade out on them as LUCY exits and AUNT BETSEY takes her place.)

so kind
s she
my

CHRISTIE S: During the two months of my recuperation, everyone
to me. Even the chilly Mrs. Flint seemed to smile and fuss
got her rent one week in advance. And there was a su isit fr
dear, dear Aunt Betsey.

(Lights rise on BETSEY and CHRISTIE.)

dear Christie, when will | be? He didn’t
he sulked for a day or two then gave
am!

CHRISTIE: Itis so good to see you, Aunt B

BETSEY: | wanted to come once and see you | of them plays you wrote
me about. But Enos would hear ing of that kind of talk. I'll bet you were
something to see on the stage.

CHRISTIE: | don’t know, Aunt. It w%eople seemed to like what | did .
.. butlcan'tsay | was all so a hed at acting. It's all pretending, you

see, and | don’t think I’ tending. You know how | always
want to speak my min
BETSEY: That | know.
CHRISTIE: Well, with
didn’t realize it until
becoming rather selfish
BETSEY: You've always been
CHRISTIE: But | was
just by overs

just speaking other people’s thoughts. |
ad to lie here and think about it, but | was
self-centered.

adstrong, Christie, but never unkind.

ecoming unkind. | fear | hurt my friend Lucy more than
her. 1was so caught up in my own ambitions and —

Oh, Auntie! L@o back on this past year on the stage, | fear | lost more
than L@ge e people are so giving and warm, and they work so
hardfv eitain success. Their life is an exciting one and, in its way, a

Ut it is not the life for me.

(Lights fade o and the bed is removed.)

CHRISTIE S: When | was feeling much stronger | informed Lucy and the others
in the company that | was finished with the stage. There were plenty of
entreaties to stay on. Even the manager Mr. Sharp came to my lodgings
and asked that | play a role in next season’s spectacular. But my mind was
set and | started looking for work that was more to my liking. Before long |
discovered an advertisement for a governess to teach two young girls at the
home of L. N. Saltonstall.
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(Lights up on CHRISTIE, LUCY, and MRS. BLACK.)

CHRISTIE: | shall apply for the position and hope for the best.

MRS. BLACK: | played a governess once. It was in the The Family Secret and |
married an earl at the end of it!

LUCY: Mama, this is a real governess!

MRS. BLACK: | was totally believable in the role! | even spoke a few lines in
French!

CHRISTIE: | hope the Saltonstall family does not want too much Freqeh. But |
know | could teach literature and mathematics and —

MRS. BLACK: Whatever you do, my dear, don't tell them the

stage or it will be the end of you. People have such prt t the
profession.
CHRISTIE: Oh, but I must tell them. | shall say so righ ginning so that

there will be no secret of it to come back later. |

well, I'm sure the Saltonstalls will not care about
MRS. BLACK: You'll be sorry if you do tell.
CHRISTIE: I'll be sorry if | don't!

on the stage.

e

(LUCY and MRS. BLACK exit. A chairis se nd S. CHARLOTTE
SALTONSTALL enters and sits as CHRISTIE s efore her.)

CHRISTIE S: Two days later | stood Mrs. Saltonstall in her drawing room
on Beacon Hill. The Saltonstall d wealthy, judging by the
fashionable house and all the that were needed to run it.

CHARLOTTE: My two girls are m d for a nurse and | worry about their
supervision. Education ing, | suppose, but | am more
concerned about their dem . In a week we will be going to the
seashore for the s ite fear they will slip into wild and
unmannerly ways. u understand me, Miss Devon?

CHRISTIE: Yes, Mrs. Salto .

CHARLOTTE: They have no father to provide guidance and my brother, their
uncle, is far toodisinterested to become a father figure to them. Itis all so
distressing! | @ g for someone who can take charge of the little

darlings.
de best, Mrs. Saltonstall. But before we go any further |
ou something about myself —

AMARA enter noisily.)

CHARLOTTE: Ah, here they are now! Come my precious ones and meet
someone.

WILLAMINA: Mama, Tamara took my red hair bow and put it on her queen doll
when | was going to put it on my gypsy doll because her shawl is red and —!

TAMARA: (speaking at the same time) Willamina won't share and you said we
had to share like proper young ladies do, but she’s not being proper and
won'’t let me have anything —!

CHARLOTTE: Girls! Mother has a headache and proper young ladies do not
argue when mother has a headache.
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WILLAMINA: You always have a headache.

TAMARA: She does not! It's uncle Philip that always has a headache!

WILLAMINA: He just says that so he can go and hide in his study!

CHARLOTTE: That is enough! | want you to meet Miss Devon. She is to be
your governess.

WILLAMINA: | don’t want a governess!

TAMARA: | do! Mama, tell her she has to have a governess!

WILLAMINA: You may need a governess, but | don't!

CHARLOTTE: Please, girls .. .!

CHRISTIE: What is your name, young lady?

WILLAMINA: Willamina Semmatine Saltonstall!

CHRISTIE: Very pleased to meet you, Willamina. And yo

TAMARA: Tamara Noellyn Saltonstall!

CHRISTIE: Such fine long names! | am glad to make
Tamara.

TAMARA: Mama, she’s nice!

WILLAMINA: She is not! She’s just pretendi be overness are
mean!

TAMARA: Are not!

CHARLOTTE: | don’t want to hear another I G d see if Justine has tea
ready for you yet.

TAMARA: | don't want tea! | was to utside and play in the garden!

WILLAMINA: I'm hungry for tea! I'll e ours! (exits)

TAMARA: You will not! (runs off afterhe

CHARLOTTE: You see what | me, Devon? Supervision is needed.

CHRISTIE: | understand, Mrs. Sa But | hope to teach them to enjoy
literature and music an

CHARLOTTE: That is all very | leave it to you, Miss Devon. Can you start
right away? Letu

CHRISTIE: Tomorrow fine. But | must tell you something —

aintance,

CHARLOTTE: H
here as gove
PHILIP: (h i

> ernoon, sir.

PHILIP: Wha ead out of the paper) Oh yes. Pleased to meet you and all
that. Will you have the paper, Charlotte? There’s nothing in it.

CHARLOTTE: | must see about the girls’ tea. We shall see you tomorrow, Miss
Devon. About nine?

CHRISTIE: Yes, Mrs. Saltonstall. Thank you.

CHARLOTTE: Jennings will show you out. Philip, don’t be late for tea.

PHILIP: | have a headache.

(CHARLOTTE exits.)
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CHRISTIE: Good day, Mr. Fletcher. (starts to leave)

PHILIP: Miss Devon, is it?

CHRISTIE: Yes.

PHILIP: Poor little wretch. What a time you'll have of it between Charlotte and
those brats. (exits)

CHRISTIE S: Less than a week later we were all on the ferry boat to Cape Cod
and | experienced my first summer at the seashore. (sounds of sea and
seagulls) Still recovering from the accident, | grew physically s
summer and felt | could take on any task. | can't say that little
Tamara were much better behaved by the sea and away f
managed to gain their confidence enough to keep the

(WILLAMINA and TAMARA enter arguing.)

WILLAMINA: 1did not! What would | want with your

TAMARA: Is not! You took it and I'll bet it got blown
it again!

CHRISTIE: What is the matter, Tamara?

TAMARA: Willamina took my blue hat and &\

WILLAMINA: Did not!

CHRISTIE: The hat with the daisies on it?

TAMARA: That's the one!

CHRISTIE: You leftit in my room afte r drawing lesson.

WILLAMINA: Seel!

TAMARA: | hate drawing! | will ne %« a picture again in my whole life!

WILLAMINA: | love drawing! Plea Devon, can we do drawing again
today?

TAMARA: No!

CHRISTIE: Today the
the North beach.

rong so I've decided we will walk over to
ina, you will bring your sketchbook and do some
drawings of the lightho d Tamara, | want you to search the beach for
different kinds of shells we Can use in our science lesson. Now run along
and fetch your hats,and parasols. Hurry!

@ ippee!

pse Mrs. Saltonstall loved her children in her own way, but
aore interested in her many summer outfits, romantic novels,
and her fashion magazines than any other people. As for her brother, Mr.
Fletcher, he took no more notice of me than if | were some shadow that
sometimes crossed his path. He was an attractive and aristocratic looking
man but a melancholy one. He often seemed bored and when he did make
an effort at conversation, he usually sounded pessimistic and cynical.

exits the other direction.)

(CHRISTIE enters reading a letter.)

But halfway through the summer his behavior toward me changed.
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(ENOS enters and stands at the side, speaking his letter.)

ENQOS: My niece, | hope this letter finds you. | write to tell you that your Aunt
Betsey died last Thursday. The funeral was Saturday and all was done as it
ought to. She left you her silver locket and two hair combs. I'll send them
when | get an address from you more recent than this one. | hope you are
well. Your uncle, Enos Devon. (exits)

CHRISTIE: Oh, dear auntie! (sits on the ground, looks at the letter'@gain, and
weeps) My dear, dear Aunt Betsey!

(PHILIP enters and nearly passes her, but stops when HE

PHILIP: Miss Devon? Is that you? What's the matter? A 1?

CHRISTIE: No, Mr. Fletcher...! (weeps) No. ..

PHILIP: Has my sister been scolding you? Or have @ beendpo much for
you?

CHRISTIE: Oh, nothing like that. Bad news home

CHRISTIE: No hope...! My Aunt Betseylis dead! | [@ved her so...!
her a handkerchief)

CHRISTIE: Thankyou...! (takes it
CHRISTIE S: When | looked up to hi ccept his handkerchief, a strange

somewhere far away and cou tite place me.
PHILIP: You were very clos

so loving, without any thou herself but only for others. | shall miss her

SO. ..

PHILIP: She sounds lik ecial person. | envy your knowing someone like
that.

CHRISTIE: Please don't mention this to Mrs. Saltonstall or the children. | am
used to bearin oubles alone and time will help me do so.

PHILIP: Very bra e is anything | can do for you, Miss Devon, you will let
me know?

CHRISTI er. Thank you.

PHILIP: then. (tips his hat) Good day. And again, my most sincere

CHRISTIE S: From that day on Philip Fletcher no longer ignored me when we
happened to pass each other on the beach. Sometimes just a smile and a
nod of the head, others times a cheerful greeting and even a few words of
conversation.

(Sound of the waves and an orchestra in the distance.)
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One Saturday night there was a dance at the beach club on the pier. | did
not attend, of course, but after Willamina and Tamara were in bed, | walked
down the beach and sat near the pier, listening to the music.

(Lights up on CHRISTIE sitting on a bench in the moonlight. PHILIP enters.)

PHILIP: Miss Devon? Wisely listening to the lunatics rather than jaining in their
antics?

but there is no place for me there tonight.
PHILIP: 1 don't care for such doings, but if it is an escort tha
CHRISTIE: No, not that. Governess are usually kindly treg
ballrooms are not for them. So | enjoy listening to the
PHILIP: May | sit and enjoy it with you?
CHRISTIE: Yes. Please do.

(HE sits next to her on the beach.)

| believe the breeze is lifting the music

close!
PHILIP: To listen to you one would think music orious thing.
CHRISTIE: Butisn'tit?
PHILIP: | suppose so. | forget. Remi e why it is so glorious.

CHRISTIE: Why, music is —=! Oh, yo
PHILIP: Only a little. | have forgotte
to have forgotten nothi
CHRISTIE: Noreasonto e
PHILIP: Rather what?
CHRISTIE: Simple.

re g me, Mr. Fletcher.

joys of so many things. And you seem
at.

cher. My life is rather . ..

g 2 about himself too. His schooling, the death of his
life with his sister and nieces. Not an awful lot, but for a
it was considerable. We sat near the pier and talked and

(Music and lights fade out and CHRISTIE and PHILIP exit. Lights rise on
CHARLOTTE, WILLAMINA and TAMARA.)

WILLAMINA: But | don’t want to go to town! You only go there because Tamara
wants to! She gets everything she wants!

TAMARA: Do not!

WILLAMINA: Every time she wants to go to town —!

CHARLOTTE: Please, girls! Mother has a headache today.
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TAMARA: | won't go to town if she goes to town —!

CHARLOTTE: Where is Miss Devon? | cannot believe she has deserted me like
this - !

WILLAMINA: There she is! (points off) With Uncle Philip!

CHARLOTTE: | need her here!

(CHRISTIE enters with PHILIP, who carried a wrapped package.)

Where have you been, Miss Devon? The children have been e o)
difficult, and | understood that it was a governess'’s job to =
CHRISTIE: | am so sorry, Mrs. Saltonstall! | —!
PHILIP: It was quite my fault, Charlotte. Don’t blame Mis
to accompany to town to pick out a birthday present fo
CHRISTIE: Willamina and Tamara were sound asleepgané,! thaught — !

birthday gift. So this year | thought . . .
CHRISTIE: | shouldn’t have left. | am sorry
PHILIP: It's no use blaming the girl, Charlo
WILLAMINA: Did you buy me a present, U

September!

TAMARA: | want a birthday present if Willamin a birthday present!

CHARLOTTE: Please take the girls,Migs Devon. | am quite beside myself this
morning! Go to Miss Devon, girls Philip, | think it best if you keep out
of the running of this household

PHILIP: As you wish, Charlotte.

CHARLOTTE: How | wish the sur
behaved in the city. 1b

WILLAMINA: What about my p ncle Philip?
TAMARA: My present!

Thank you.

DU, MISS Devon. (a pause as HE smiles at her)

catch up with the girls before they find your sister and start
torment| gthér. Good day. (exits; lights fade out)

CHRISTIE S: Was | falling in love with Mr. Fletcher? | don't think so. It was
more a novelty than love, for | had never known a man very well before. Our
friendship was new and exciting to me. But love? No. As for what Philip
Fletcher thought of it, | didn’t know.

(PHILIP exits.)
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At least not until one evening late in August, soon before we were to return
to the city. | had just gotten the girls to bed and was reading by the lamp on
the porch.

(Lights up on a porch settee where CHRISTIE sits with a book. PHILIP enters.)

PHILIP: What book now, Miss Devon?

CHRISTIE: Jane Erye, sir.

PHILIP: What is your opinion of Mr. Rochester?

CHRISTIE: Not a very high one.

PHILIP: Then you think Jane a fool for trying to make a sain him?

CHRISTIE: | haven’t much faith in those kind of saints. Bg
governess and he is . . . Well, it is fiction.

PHILIP: Yes. A strong, independent girl brings new lifegtepa jaded, morose man.

Definitely fiction. And yet . . . when | approacheg % ] ago |

thought perhaps you smiled and looked ha
was because of me.

CHRISTIE: I... I was thinking what Mrs.

PHILIP: And what was that?

CHRISTIE: She asked me if | would be inte
girls to Paris in the fall. It has always been eam to go abroad and —!

PHILIP: Don't go, Christie.
CHRISTIE: | beg your pardon . .. ?
PHILIP: Instead . .. go to Paris with.me . - my wife.

CHRISTIE: | ... don't know what t0

PHILIP: Don't say anything for the
mistaken in believing th
fond | am of you, how you taught me to want to enjoy life again.
Perhaps | was no y old Mr. Rochester, and | certainly don't
expect you to try an ke me a saint. But | think | can make you happy,
Christie. We shall travelilifyyou’d like. And I'll give you whatever you like.
My money has always been‘more an annoyance to me than a blessing. But
if it will help to m ou happy, then | am grateful for it. (pause) You may

speak now, if And I'll hope you'll smile and call me Philip and say
yes.
CHRISTI ind, but you may repent it, you know so little of me.
PHILIP: ke about you than you think. But it makes no difference to

CHRISTIE: do you mean?

i@ frequent theatergoer, but how could | forget that face
glimpsed across the footlights?

CHRISTIE: You knew . .. all the time?

PHILIP: Not at first. But that day you received word about your aunt’s death and
were crying, | looked carefully for the first time and recognized you. | think |
even started to love you.

CHRISTIE: | meant to tell Mrs. Saltonstall all about it —

PHILIP: You were wise not to. Charlotte is not so open minded. But we are not
talking of her or your acting career. | asked you a question and am still
waiting for an answer.
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CHRISTIE S: He could give me anything | wanted. | could travel. | could see
things and do things I've always wanted to see and do. But | did not love
him. | would be forever dependent on him. | would cease to be myself
totally and completely. | would have everything . . . and nothing.

CHRISTIE: No. The answer is no. | am sorry.

PHILIP: You are in earnest?

CHRISTIE: Perfectly so.

PHILIP: And am | to understand that to be your final answer?

CHRISTIE: Distinctly and decidedly my final answer.

PHILIP: Well . .. I've made many blunders in my life, but this y
greatest. | believed in a woman, was fool enough to ca
sincerest love | ever knew, and | even fancied that she|
Well, Miss Devon, | am disappointed in the woman b
actress. | leave the stage for another and a more
to leave)

CHRISTIE: You will tell Mrs. Saltonstall. That will b nge.

PHILIP: No. I'll not interfere in your life eve go to Paris with
her two brats. Or you may go to the d ut of it all. (exits)
CHRISTIE S: As angry as he made me, | ut feel sorry for Philip
Fletcher. And I felt sorry for myself as one the right thing?

Should | chase after him and beg his forgiv ? No.

(CHARLOTTE enters and CHRISTIE to her.)

Instead | went to Mrs. Salton

and apologized for not telling
CHARLOTTE: Isee. lvalu

quite accomplished with m

No one need kno i iti
CHRISTIE: Thank you,

understanding. But | fe

governess in this household:
CHARLOTTE: Awkward? Why?

old her about my past on the stage
% er. Her reaction quite surprised me.
geverness, Miss Devon, and feel you are
o | am willing to bury the past if you are.
hope that you will remain with us.

. | greatly appreciate your
ill be awkward for me to continue on as

CHRISTIE: I'd ral ay —

CHARLOTTE: Co , Miss Devon. We'll play no games in this matter.
What

CHRIST, at is, Mr. Fletcher —

CHARE ? What has he to do with this?

CHRISTI asked me to marry him.

: at!

CHRISTIE: | have refused him. But all the same —

CHARLOTTE: | should hope so. He had no business proposing to a governess!
Perhaps he was just amusing himself. In either case, it was not wise. He
has a fortune of his own, you understand, and that money should go to my
two darlings, notto...to...

CHRISTIE: | quite understand.

CHARLOTTE: Then understand this, Miss Devon. | would like you to pack your
things and be on the ferry back to Boston in the morning. | think it will be the
best thing for all concerned.
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CHRISTIE: Yes, you are right.
CHARLOTTE: I'll have your last month’s salary ready by supper.
CHRISTIE: Thank you, Mrs. Saltonstall.

(Lights fade out and CHARLOTTE exits. CHRISTIE picks up a suitcase and
moves to another part of the stage. The sounds of seagulls and a boat whistle
are heard.)

CHRISTIE S: And so ended my career as a governess. | was gettingion the
ferry the next morning when Philip Fletcher chased me do ain.

PHILIP: Will nothing change your answer, Christie?

CHRISTIE: Nothing, Mr. Fletcher.

PHILIP: Please forgive me ... what | said jjesterday€\ . | am so sorry . . .
goodbye . ..

(PHILIP enters.)
He looked haggard, as if he had not slept any be@ during the
night.

(Boat whistle blows; CHRISTIE exits.)

CHRISTIE S: He stood on the pier an tched as the ferry pulled out to sea.
He had a heart after all, and he 0 give it to me. Had | done
wrong? It was too late now. back. Look only to the future.

(Lights fade on PHILIP. Th ro room is set up: a settee, a few chairs,
perhaps a fireplace. MRS. CAR sits on the settee and CHRISTIE stands
before her. On the ot i ge a chaise lounge or fainting couch is
placed and HELEN lies onlit,in the dark. There is also a chair and a small table

with a picture on it.)

| returned oncegagain to Mrs. Flint's boarding house and began looking for
able reference from my last governess position |
learned that uld consider me for such a job again. But | did find

] lady’s companion and quickly answered it. 1 soon
he well-appointed home of Mrs. Carroll.

MRS. @ s not for myself, Miss Devon, but for my daughter, Helen.
She IS person and she has a nurse available at all times. But |
feel she S a younger person, someone her own age, to keep her
company. She is prone to depression and rarely leaves the house.

CHRISTIE: | see.

MRS. CARROLL: Perhaps you can read to her. Or tell her stories about your life
on the stage. Anything to take her mind off of herself.

CHRISTIE: What is the nature of her illness, Mrs. Carroll?

MRS. CARROLL: Not completely physical. Yet she is physically weak and
suffers from anemia. | will hint to you, Miss Devon, that the loss of a very
dear one is what started my daughter’'s melancholia. | do not think it wise to
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try and discuss the matter with Helen, but you should know that this loss is
at the heart of her illness.
CHRISTIE: Thank you for telling me.

(The NURSE enters.)

MRS. CARROLL: Nurse, how is my daughter today?

NURSE: Poorly, Ma’am. I've gone in three or four times but she o
away, saying “Let me be quiet.”

MRS. CARROLL: Oh, dear. Perhaps today is not a good day

sends me

oneself.
MRS. CARROLL: Oh, if you would try, Miss Devon!
into Helen. Then leave them alone together.
NURSE: Yes, Ma’am. This way, Miss.
MRS. CARROLL: Thank you, Miss Devon.
CHRISTIE: | cannot guarantee success, but/l will do best.

(The NURSE and CHRISTIE cross over to N a RS. CARROLL exits.)

NURSE: There’'s someone to see iss.

HELEN: [ told you to go away. | am ta@iilltoday . . .

NURSE: This is a Miss Devon who’s.com it with you a while and to cheer
you up.

HELEN: Cheer me up? Such no @ sits up and looks at CHRISTIE) Miss
Devon?

CHRISTIE: Yes. But please ca Christie.

HELEN: | had a bad nij to talk with anyone.

CHRISTIE: Then | shal it here quietly then and not disturb you. (pause)

HELEN: Very well. Leave rse.

NURSE: Yes, Miss. (exits)

HELEN: There are seme books there. You may read, if you please.

CHRISTIE: | will, @ . (picks up a book and reads as HELEN lies back

i stayed liked that, without uttering a word to each

hour. | read a silly romance novel, so poorly written, yet it

HELEN: Miss Devon? (sits up) Are you sad?

CHRISTIE: Not sad, exactly. But wistful perhaps. Or maybe . . . (SHE breaks
down a bit and weeps)

HELEN: Are you crying because you pity me? | am indeed pitiful —

CHRISTIE: No, no. I...!

HELEN: Perhaps you yourself have been wretched and ill . . .

CHRISTIE: | was sick for quite a long time. But | am over that now. And | have
been wretched over a certain person, but | am over that as well . . . at least |
think I am . . . (weeps) Excuse me, Miss Carroll.
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HELEN: You must call me Helen. And you must tell me everything.

CHRISTIE: But you have your own troubles. You do not need to hear about
mine.

HELEN: | am so much alone that | forget that others —! Talk with me, Christie.
Tell me everything.

CHRISTIE S: So | told her everything. About my leaving home and being on the
stage and the accident and even about the Saltonstalls and the marriage
proposal from Philip. Helen listened attentively and made few ‘€@mments.

and instead she was comforting me.

HELEN: Then you can understand loss. Perhaps you can
even. (goes to the picture on the table and brings it tQ
Here he is.

CHRISTIE: A very attractive man. Who is it? Your fath ?

HELEN: Both my father and one of my brothers are de b neither of

b I that | will say.

them. He was someone | loved. But I lost him.
CHRISTIE: | understand.
HELEN: [ believe you do understand, Christie. Perh you do.

(HARRY CARROLL enters unannounced. is loudgcheerful and a bit drunk.)

HARRY: Where’s my Helen!

HELEN: Harry! (SHE smiles)

HARRY: Up and off that couch! Capital!

HELEN: Christie, this is my brothe

HARRY: Pleased to meet you! B
Shall we dance!

HELEN: Harry, | believe you ha

HARRY: Helen, believ,

etter to see my Helen looking so well!

een drinking!
But you might be right!

(HE and HELEN laugh.)

HELEN: Christie, | at my brother is a bit of a reckless fellow.
HARRY: Only a 's Bella? | thought she was supposed to be home

. The afternoon train.
nt you looking as bright and cheerful as you do this minute
2s home. What a time the three of us will have!

MRS. CARROLL: Harry? What are you doing here?

HARRY: Mother! Time to kill the fatted calf!

MRS. CARROLL: Where have you been these past two months?

HARRY: So many questions! I'm home. For a while. To be with my two sisters.
And you, Mother! (HE sobers up somewhat.) Sorry | didn’'t write. | went to
the edge of hell and there was no post office.

MRS. CARROLL: You've been drinking again!

HARRY: Again and again and again. How polite of you to notice.
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HELEN: Please! No arguments. | am feeling a bit better today. | think Christie
has helped that. Mama, Christie must stay for dinner. And she must come
every day to visit me if she can!

MRS. CARROLL: Of course, my dear.

HELEN: And Harry, you must tell us what you've been up to!

HARRY: Certainly! (laughs) Cover your ears, Mother!

(Lights fade out on the scene.)

CHRISTIE S: It was such an unusual family and one filled witl Mrs.
Carroll seemed worried and secretive, Helen was quiet &

Harry was loud and seemed not to have a care in the %
C O

Bella, the youngest sibling, arrived home from boardi
(Lights rise on all the same characters with BELLA C @ added.)

SatUrday
nd struck

a

me as happy if somewhat self-centered.

BELLA: But you are looking so much bettef,/Helen!

MRS. CARROLL: | think we have Miss De to thank'for that.

HELEN: Christie is my dearest friend, Bella! i ou will be her friend too?

BELLA: For you, Helen, anything! What do yo of Helen’s new friend,
Harry?

HARRY: She quite makes me want t ave myself!

(HE laughs and BELLA with him.)

MRS. CARROLL: That wou
HELEN: Please! We are embal

and | should be al
MRS. CARROLL: Yes.

a ing, if it were true.

ing Christie. Harry, you are a frightful cad

I am too weak to scold anyone . . .

is perhaps too much excitement for Helen. Let's
leave her and Miss Devomjin peace for a few hours before dinner.

BELLA: Very well, Mama. We need to go shopping in any case. | have
absolutely nothinggto wear this season and —!

HARRY: Listen tg lady who arrived from school with three trunks of

ing, Harry. Everyone out of Helen’s room . . .

2. ALL exit but CHRISTIE and HELEN, who lounges again

CHRISTIE S: The weeks passed. Some days Helen would not speak a word
and only stared up at the ceiling while | read to her or quietly to myself.
Other days she felt stronger and wished to talk. Only once did she refer
again to the picture of her lost loved one.

(Lights up as HELEN sits up and takes the picture.)

HELEN: Do you believe that thinking about a person can keep that person alive?
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CHRISTIE: Alive in your heart, perhaps. But a person who has died is truly
dead and that must be faced.

HELEN: What if one does not wish to face it?

CHRISTIE: | don’t know what to say to that. Helen, is that man in the picture
dead?

HELEN: Dead to me. Isn’'t that enough?

(Lights fade out on the scene.)

CHRISTIE S: After the Christmas holidays, Bella Carroll retur

everyone in the household. AIthough n
what had happened, the tension was tri

and only the old Nurse was to be found.

(Lights up on NURSE covering HEL ith a blanket in her room. CHRISTIE
enters.)

NURSE: (a harsh whisper) Oh, Mj I Not today! You must leave at
once!

CHRISTIE: What has happ

NURSE: Not today! (takes CH
part of the stage)
dear .

CHRISTIE: What is it, Nurs

NURSE: She will be better tom

out of the room and brings her to another
ot see you today. Go home! The poor

she ill?
row! Go home!

(HARRY enters. k but quiet and bitter this time.)

on’t understand —!

e must go, Mr. Harry!

tay with Helen, Nurse. Go!

rosses to HELEN’s room and sits next to the bed)

HARRY: S Miss Devon. We should have sent you a note at your
residence.

CHRISTIE: What is going on, Mr. Carroll? What's happened to Helen?

HARRY: She will be all right in a few days. Well, as right as she ever was. My
mother would rather die than have you know, but you deserve an
explanation. Helen tried to commit suicide again last night.

CHRISTIE: Oh...!

HARRY: She had tried it once before, not too long before you first came here.
Then last night the news of Bella was too much for her so she found some
cleaning turpentine in the cook’s pantry and . . .
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CHRISTIE: Will she ... recover?

HARRY: Most certainly. She threw up all night and was never really in mortal
danger. All the same. ..

CHRISTIE: What was the news about Bella? It surely must have upset her —!

HARRY: Sit down, Miss Devon.

CHRISTIE: | am quite strong, Mr. Carroll. Please —!

HARRY: Bella wrote to say that she is engaged.

CHRISTIE: I...1don't understand.

HARRY: Sit down and | will explain.

(CHRISTIE sits.)

Do you understand selfishness, Miss Devon? Cruel selfishness?
You think you do but not like the Carroll family unde My late father
was not a man of upstanding character. He suffg ial disease

since he was a young man. It eventually drove
him. Yet he married and had children, gi each'e sveryone one of his
offspring a gift of the disease in their bl Carroll family
selfishness.

CHRISTIE: Oh, dear. ..

HARRY: Then there is my mother. Such a gen
married him and, while she was d the disease, gave birth to four
children who carried it. Thatis h nd of selfishness. My eldest brother
Augustine joined the clergy whepnhe ut the truth and swore never to
marry or have children. He e i
thirty and died four years ago
reacted quite differently.
and care not at all about to
but at least | will n i
mine.

. I may drink and gamble away my money
let the disease go to any descendants of

orned her and wed a society girl from his hometown. Yet
im as if he were the noble lover who died in battle.
Bella. . .

until she was a bit older. Why ruin her youth with knowledge of this curse?

Perhaps that was selfish on our part. But now she writes that she is in love
with a boy at school and believes herself to be engaged. She is coming
home for Easter and will be told the truth. What a happy little quartet we
Carrolls will be then.

CHRISTIE: Mr. Carroll, I .. .1 don’'t know what to say.

HARRY: There is nothing you can say. Go home, Miss Devon. Come back in a
few days. Helen will need your companionship more than ever then.
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CHRISTIE: Yes...Ofcourse. Thank you for . . . being honest with me, Mr.
Carroll.

HARRY: Just don't let on to my mother that you know anything. Her selfishness
with the truth is all that she has left, poor creature.

(Lights fade on them and HARRY exits. The NURSE exits and CHRISTIE takes
her place in the chair next to HELEN.)

CHRISTIE S: When | returned to the Carroll house two days later, n
seemed weaker than | had ever seen her. |read to her, b s little
conversation. Each day the doctor came to the house 3 ach dayiHelen
seemed to fade more and more into her own morbid th %

(Lights up on HELEN and CHRISTIE.)

HELEN: Christie . . . | will remain sane to the end . . @ am weak . . . but |
will fight it. To the last moment | will fightfit!

CHRISTIE: Do not excite yourself, Helen. ¥ou must Save your strength and get
well.

HELEN: Butlam well ... My mind is clear * ber everything . . . every
face I've seen and every word ever spoken ... Oh, Christie! Perhaps

remembering is a form of insani
CHRISTIE: No, Helen. To remember. s, especially the good things, can
bring piece of mind.

HELEN: Pieceof mind ... Yes..
CHRISTIE: Would you like me to re e more?

HELEN: No ... Let's have ember good things . . .

(Lights fade out. HEL are removed.)

CHRISTIE S: Helen was ab hang on until the spring. But with her last
breath she smiled, knowingthat she had not lost her sanity. The day after

their summer home in Maine. | said goodbye to Mrs.
hen Harry Carroll took me aside.

CHRISTIE: | only wish | could have done more —

HARRY: Nonsense. | know Mother paid you regularly for being Helen's
companion. But please take this from me. (hands her an envelope) Money
is such a vulgar thing, isn't it? Especially Carroll money. But that’s all we've
got to offer and there is so much of it.

CHRISTIE: No, Mr. Carroll, | don’t think it right —

HARRY: Right? What do | know about what is right. Take it and put it to good
use if you won't accept it for yourself.
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(HARRY puts the envelope in her hand. BELLA enters. SHE is more somber
and mature than last time.)

BELLA: Harry, Mother needs you —! Miss Devon, you're still here?

CHRISTIE: | was just leaving.

BELLA: Thank you again for all that you did for Helen. Perhaps you can do the
same for me someday.

CHRISTIE: | ... Ofcourse. ..

HARRY: It's all right, Miss Devon. Bella knows.

BELLA: Yes. Bella knows.

CHRISTIE: | am so sorry. What will you . .. ?

BELLA: Do? What can | do? | shall not be returning to s

CHRISTIE S: Once | was out of the house,
Carroll had given me. Inside was three
so much money in my life! It burned a hole pocket for two days until |
knew what | would do with it. S morning | rapped on the kitchen door
of the Stuart house and my old fri epsey opened it. Two days later she
went South to her old plantation,_Her ts had died but with the money

Hepsey was able to buy all hef’b s and sisters and bring them up
North. The Carroll family, witRo er knowing it, had bought freedom.
(Light fade out.)

END OF ACT ONE.
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ACT Il

The lights rise on six SEAMSTRESSES sitting in chairs scattered about the
stage, all facing the audience. CHRISTIE is among them and RACHEL sits
to the side, a bit away from the others. The shop manager MRS. KING
walks about the room, looking over each girl’s shoulder and checking on
their work.

KING: Straighter seams, Martha. Do that part over again . . . That collar is
uneven. Do it again, Mary . . . That looks better, Agatha. Ju a bit
tighter next time . . .

(CHRISTIE S. enters and addresses the audience.)

CHRISTIE S: It took me several weeks before | coul
for sewing in Mrs. King’'s shop was less th
employment, but | could not be picky. | ost of my savings and
owed Mrs. Flint rent, so | took the job

KING: Very nice, Christie. You catch on faSt,. . .

CHRISTIE S: The work was pleasant enoug
Most were younger than myself and | enjoye
during the short breaks we got.

KING: That's fine, Rachel, but try not so slow.

d the girls | worked with.
eir spirit and enthusiasm

CHRISTIE S: There was one girl wh S ent from the rest. Her name was
Rachel and she seemed closg age. She was a quiet girl, rarely spoke
with the others, and th s about her, even though she smiled
bravely if anyone addres cided that she needed a friend as

much as | did.
KING: Four o'clock, gi X minutes. (exits)
(The SEAMSTRESSES get m their chairs and start chattering together.
ALL are gathered on one side of the stage, laughing and gossiping. RACHEL
stands alone on the side, so CHRISTIE goes over to her.)

CHRISTIE: & @

RACHEL:

CHRISTIE:
direction. Perhaps we can walk it together. It's such a long way and one
gets lonely sometimes.

RACHEL: Yes. One does. ..

CHRISTIE: Tonight then?

RACHEL: Oh, | can't. ..

CHRISTIE: Perhaps you are taking the trolley tonight?

RACHEL: Oh, no! | couldn’t afford that.

CHRISTIE: Neither canl. So let's walk it together. What do you say, Rachel?

RACHEL: But. .. Yes! Let's.

y do you ask?
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CHRISTIE: Good.
(Lights fade out on the shop.)

CHRISTIE S: It took a while, but Rachel and | became good friends. She spoke
little about herself or her family, if indeed she had one. But once she got
comfortable with me she was lively in her questions and quite animated in
her talking.

(Lights rise on CHRISTIE and RACHEL walking together. TH

RACHEL: He sounds like quite a character! But you sho
uncle like that, Christie.

CHRISTIE: | don’t so much disregard him as he does i

RACHEL: But that's exactly my point! Because he
to care, all the more reason to hold on to him.

CHRISTIE: Hold on to Uncle Enos? (laugh

RACHEL: You know what | mean. After al

CHRISTIE: That's true. And what about y
members left?

RACHEL: Yes. .. (nervously) No, actually. 11 family. Not dead, you
understand . . . but | am dead to . It comes down to the same thing.

CHRISTIE: | am sorry.

RACHEL: It's all in the past. (cheer: e are at Fulton Street already!

That didn’t take very long!

family you have left.
ave you any family

(Lights fade out on them.)

CHRISTIE S: Of cour achel was as silent as ever. Even with
me.

(Lights rise on the shop where the GIRLS are socializing. CHRISTIE is among a
group of them as RA L stands apart.)

CHRISTIE: They @

... Wheie
CHRISTIE: De
less!

SEAMSTRESSES: Chatham Street! . . . That's not too far from where | live!

CHRISTIE: It's called Frank's Chop House. They say it is quite large so we can
find a table for all of us! (crosses to RACHEL) What do you think, Rachel?
Should we all partake of a fifteen-cent feast?

RACHEL: I...Idon't think so.

CHRISTIE: Please join us. It will be so much fun! And if you haven't the money,
| can lend you some —

RACHEL: Ican't. I... have other plans.

cost fifteen cents for a complete meal! What do you
Friday when we get paid and go there for a late

on Chatham Street. I'll bet we can walk there in a half hour or
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(An awkward pause as the GIRLS give each other looks and RACHEL is
embarrassed. The tension is interrupted by the entrance of MRS. KING.)

KING: Break time is over, girls. Back to work.

(THEY return to their chairs.)

Rachel, this sleeve must be done over. What were you thinki f? The
stitches are all uneven.

RACHEL: I'm sorry, Mrs. King.

KING: Concentrate on your work. All of you.

(Lights fade out on the shop.)

CHRISTIE S: That night, as we walked home togeth el s ed quieter
and more troubled than ever.
(Lights up on CHRISTIE and RACHEL at the'side of thig stage.)

CHRISTIE: What are you so afraid of, Rach
RACHEL: | don’'t know what you mean.
CHRISTIE: The world is not such a
RACHEL: Is it not?

CHRISTIE: I've seen my share of trouble as | am sure you have. But all
the same, there is still much tg opeful for. What do you hope for,
Rachel?

RACHEL: | have no wishes
forget—! Oh, | am sorry, C ie! | am so ungrateful. | am ashamed of
myself.

CHRISTIE: | wantto be friend, Rachel. | need you to be my friend. Don’t
you need that as well?

RACHEL: I. .. Ithink that bein
it will.

CHRISTIE: Hurt

RACHEL: Christie

| place, you know.

y friend will hurt you in the end. | am so afraid

is that possible?
be best for you if you never knew me. | realize that

(SHE rushes off; lights fade out and CHRISTIE exits.)

CHRISTIE S: Rachel did not show up at the shop the next day and there was
much gossip and speculation among the girls as to the reason. Mrs. King
asked me if | knew of Rachel's whereabouts, but | was not able to say. The
morning after that | arrived at the shop at the last possible minute and found
the place in confusion.
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(Lights rise on the shop. RACHEL sits and weeps in her chair, her face in her
hands. MRS. KING stands sternly over her. A few of the other GIRLS quietly
weep, OTHERS stare at RACHEL. CHRISTIE rushes in, stops, and looks
around the room.)

CHRISTIE: What's the matter?
KING: A very sad thing, Miss Devon. A thing which has never occurred in my
establishment before and never shall again. It appears that R
we all considered a most respectable girl, has been quite the re
CHRISTIE: (to RACHEL) Rachel ...?

(RACHEL does not look at her.)

to make
cter:QAll the

KING: When she did not show up for work yesterday,
some inquiries. At her lodgings | found out her t a
neighbors knew about her. How her life has not'be 2spectable one . . .
How she had a baby without benefit of iage se . . . How the baby
died and she tried to cover up her pastwith a newtname . . .

CHRISTIE: My poor Rachel . ..!

KING: Poor Rachel indeed! She deceived is von. She deceived all of
us!

CHRISTIE: Rachel?

RACHEL: | did not wish to deceive a
long time ago but . . . that seem

. Least of all you, Christie. It was a

here and it need never be menti
KING: What? Risk the reputaiti S
these other girls by associatifig,with such a person! No. You must go at
once, Rachel.
RACHEL: Yes, Mrs. Kin
KING: And tell no one that
RACHEL: Certainly, Mrs. King.
CHRISTIE: But howgwilhshe get another position? She’ll need a reference!
KING: | was fool ire her without a reference. Perhaps there are others
as laxas I.

KING: If that is the way you feel, Miss Devon, | think it best if you leave. My
workers must keep respectable company and | begin to question if you are
such a good influence on them.

RACHEL: Please, Christie! Do not do this! Mrs. King, she must stay! You
cannot do this to her!

KING: | think you have both said quite enough for one morning. Good day to
both of you.

(Lights fade out on the shop. ALL exit but RACHEL and CHRISTIE.)
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CHRISTIE S: | did not consider what | did noble or self-sacrificing. | only wanted
to be with Rachel, to help her, for us to help each other. Together we could
survive. But it was not to be.

(Lights up on CHRISTIE and RACHEL on the street.)

RACHEL: | warned you that being my friend would hurt you! But |
how much harm I could bring on you —!

CHRISTIE: Rachel, you have done nothing! It was my own choice

RACHEL: As long as you know me, you will suffer like this!
Christie.

CHRISTIE: No!

RACHEL: | will be even more miserable if we don’'t. We

CHRISTIE: Don'’t you value our friendship?
RACHEL: More than anything else in the world. But
at some future time, under difference cir,
able to be friends again. But not now.
you, Christie! Bless you forever and e

(Lights fade out on the scene and CHRISTIE a HEL exit. Three WOMEN,
the NURSE, and MRS. FLINT enter tand with their backs to the audience in
different parts of the stage. Each turn e audience for her lines.)

CHRISTIE S: And so began the d riod of my life. The next four months

remember being lost and confused as
ith, I could not find work . . . any kind

WOMAN 1: There’s nothing, | téll you. Nothing at all. Now move along before |
have to call thegaelice. (turns her back to the audience)

crowded with immigrants from Europe, all looking for
y. | went out every day looking and would stay out
Mrs. Flint's boarding house until after dinner because
ind in my rent. But still she found me and pestered me

simply cannot! (turns her back to audience)

CHRISTIE S: | tried to turn to old friends for help. | went to the kitchen door at
the Stuart residence, hoping that Hepsey could bring me some comfort. But
the door was answered by a stranger.

WOMAN 2: Hepsey Johnson? Was she that slave woman who worked here

before me? No, she ain’t been here for five or six weeks, | suppose. | don’t

know where she’s gone. But the old Negro cook next door told me she’s
working on a railroad. Something called an underground railroad. But that
old woman never does make sense to me. (turns her back to audience)
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CHRISTIE S: | was desperate enough to return to the Saltonstall house, hoping
they might take pity on me and hire me for any kind of labor. But Mrs.
Saltonstall was gone.

WOMAN 3: The Mrs. took the two girls to Paree to get educated. We don’t know
when she’ll be coming back. Mr. Philip? No, he didn’'t go with them. He
can't stand Paree. You ask me, he can't stand Willamina and Tamara. He’s
gone out West somewheres. Been gone nearly a year now.

CHRISTIE S: Harry Carroll had been so generous giving me that
hated the thought of returning and asking for more. But | was s

living there.
NURSE: Mrs. Carroll took Miss Bella with her to England.

consult some doctor there. | think they just wanted e this house. Too

many sad memories here. Mr. Harry? No, he di % j . Butyou

know him — just gets up and disappears, he does 't seen him in over
a month.

CHRISTIE S: There was one thing | could do, se. | could write to Uncle
Enos. | could admit he was righ t | had made a failure out of life and ask
for train fare to return home. |w stubborn | resisted the idea for a long

a

time. But | was also hungry, wea fused. The fog was getting
thicker and | was more lost th

(NURSE, FLINT, and the three WOMEN e

(CHRISTIE enters, crosses dge of the stage and looks out.)

One night, while r ts until it was late enough to return to the
yself by the river, staring at the icy dark water.

into that rushing water, to be swallowed up and
arrassed to say that | thought such thoughts,

nd goes to CHRISTIE, then puts her arm around her.)

Tl fell into the water, it would not be my doing at all. | could

RACHEL: Christie ... Come away from here.

CHRISTIE: (faintly) Butl...l...

RACHEL: No, Christie. You don’t want to. Come away from this place. You will
be all right.

CHRISTIE: Twill...?

RACHEL: Yes. (moves her away from the water’s edge) There. Now you are
safe.

CHRISTIE: Safe...?

RACHEL: Christie, it's me. Rachel. Don't you know me?
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CHRISTIE: Rachel...? Oh...yes. Rachel. lamso... lamso...

(CHRISTIE faints and RACHEL catches her, kneels down and holds CHRISTIE
in her lap.)

RACHEL: Yes, Christie. You are safe now.

knitting.)

CHRISTIE S: When | awoke, | was in a strange room.
boarding house. It was so bright and cheerful, and |
through a little window.

CHRISTIE: (sits up) Wheream 1 ...? Rachel...?

awake and will need food! (rises) I've
and butter and —

CHRISTIE: Where am I?

MRS. WILKINS: Out of the way of danger, tha re you are. My husband,

Elisha, brought you here in his the night before last. Rachel come
and told us —
CHRISTIE: Rachel! It was Rachel fo el

MRS. WILKINS: That's right, dear,

CHRISTIE: But where is she no

MRS. WILKINS: Gone awa! i
promised to take care of yo
was my husband Eli
how about somethin

CHRISTIE: You are so kind. u don’t even know me or —

MRS. WILKINS: All'I know is you want looking after. Now stay there. | won't be
but a second.

b way to New York City. But |
il she comes again. I'm Mrs. Wilkins and it
d you in here more dead than alive. Now

(Noise of children

MRS. WILKI \ es. There's six of them and each one livelier than the next.
You must have been in quite a sleep not to hear them. They are blessings
indeed, but not easy to sleep through. (as SHE goes) Ann Lizy, what are
you going on about! Andrew Jackson, are you hassling her again? (exits;
lights and noise fade out)

CHRISTIE S: | stayed with the noisy but warmhearted Wilkins family for a week
as | gradually got my strength back. Mrs. Wilkins told me that we were
twelve miles outside of Boston. Rachel was from this part of Massachusetts
and had always kept in touch with the Wilkinses. This was not the first time
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that Rachel had brought a lost and desperate young woman here to be safe.
And it would not be the last.

(Lights up on CHRISTIE sitting on the bed and MRS. WILKINS on the chair.)

MRS. WILKINS: Rachel had her own troubles, as you know. But she rises
above them. It got that no place in Boston would hire her because of her

doesn’t stay long in the area. Lucky for you she was in Bo

CHRISTIE: She saved my life. |1 would have ... | don’t kn t | wo
done!

MRS. WILKINS: Now don't you dwell on that. It's all in th . Our next
step is to get you situated. | think you're strong e 0 think about
the future.

CHRISTIE: Plenty strong, thanks to you, Mrs. Wilkin
MRS. WILKINS: I'd keep you here with us if
attached to you, Christie. But| come
young ones to contend with. There is
miles from here. She’s a widow and he

rdener and knows all
about plants and seeds and such. He sells out of a little shop attached

to the house. Well, Mrs. Sterlin 't quite fit to care for a home and help

run a shop and they can use som . They have plenty of room so you
can stay there and have yourse u e instead of all our noise.

CHRISTIE: It sounds quite fine. | hard and make you proud of me,
Mrs. Wilkins!

MRS. WILKINS: | am sure

can, Christie. The children
CHRISTIE: | promise.

r I've grown quite
ing better . . . and no six
r woman who lives a few

must promise to visit us when you
taken a bit of a shine to you as well.

(Noise from children offstage; S. WILKINS rises.)

MRS. WILKINS: | wender what new catastrophe that can be!

®

went from the happy, chaotic home of the Wilkinses to the
home of Mrs. Sterling and her son David. Mrs. Sterling

e. The Sterling kitchen, as at the beginning of the

Her son David was a man of few words, polite but distant, and tended to
brood. Mrs. Sterling looked upon him with love and worry.

(Lights up on CHRISTIE, MRS. STERLING and DAVID in the kitchen. THEY are
finishing breakfast at the table.)

MRS. STERLING: Will ye be wanting Christie in the shop today, David, or
should she help me bake?
DAVID: I've business in town today.



Christie — Page 45

MRS. STERLING: Will ye be gone much of the day? Or should | have lunch
ready for thee?

DAVID: | cannot say. (rises from table) Bless ye for breakfast, Mother. (exits)

MRS. STERLING: | pray to God for that boy every day.

CHRISTIE: | hope my presence here has not made things difficult.

MRS. STERLING: Not at all, Christie. He’s been like that since . . . for a long
time. We dare not talk about it, he and I. | don’t think he’d like,me talking
about it with you, dear. David’s just that way.

every plant and seed and the Latin names and such.

MRS. STERLING: David be very smart, yes. But he’s not
happened that broke his heart and | think it will not me
say someone broke his heart. But he’ll not want me {0
I'll stop. Let's get started with the baking, Christie

o

CHRISTIE S: Brooding or not, David taught deal about plants and my
time with him was more like an education t st a job.

DAVID: These will reseed themselves,ifgyou plant them in a protected place.
They thrive best close to the hou ut the yarrow is not so fussy. It minds
not where it is, as long as there jsp't t ch moisture.

CHRISTIE: lItis as if each plant sp @- its own personality!

ers with a box of
list. CHRISTIE

(Lights fade on scene and MRS. STERLING exits. D
seedling plants, puts it down on the ground,
joins him.)

DAVID: Ye will in time. Once vy t to know each plant. Just as you learn
about people.
CHRISTIE: | hope so.
DAVID: But plants be more istent. Once you know them, they do not

change on ye.
CHRISTIE: Like people,can?
DAVID: Yes. Ad will not decide it rather bloom in fall rather than spring. It
will not surpri

e that. But people do. They change and . . . (pause)

(DAVIB ISTIE remains and watches him go.)
CHRISTIE S: not delay telling you any longer. | was falling in love with
David. He did not pursue me, as Philip Fletcher had. Nor did he give me

any more attention than was necessary in our working together and living
under the same roof. But | so admired his strength, his silences, and even
his moods. Admiration soon turned to love and | was content just to be with
him.

(CHRISTIE crosses to kitchen where MRS. STERLING and DAVID sit.)
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CHRISTIE: Will you read aloud tonight, David? I'll have these dishes washed
and put away quickly if you will read to us again.

DAVID: If it pleases thee. But it must not be too late. | have to go to Boston in
the morning and must get an early start.

MRS. STERLING: You must if you hope to be safely home before sunset.

CHRISTIE: Do you have a delivery in Boston? I'll help you load the cart in the
morning.

DAVID: It be not a delivery. A plant show. They come from all ov:
some new seedlings for the shop. And | want to see the new h
will be dozens of new ones.

CHRISTIE: It must be something to see!

DAVID: If thee can spare Christie for a day, Mother, perha

MRS. STERLING: 1 think that would be a good idea, David

CHRISTIE: Truly? | should love to go!

DAVID: It will be good for thee. There is much to les

Boston that we need to.
CHRISTIE: I'll be ready!

(Lights fade out on the scene. MRS. STERL

stage four or five BOSTONIANS enter and look d the audience at the

unseen plants. CHRISTIE and DAVI in them. Sounds of a crowd are heard.)
CHRISTIE S: The plant show was vegyin ing and | never saw David so

animated as he looked throug specimens, talked with other

botanists about plants, to me unusual kinds of flowers that |
had never seen before. end hole day in his company was like a
holiday and | savored everymi — until the late afternoon, when
something happe

DAVID: Those be too e ive. I'm going back to that other stall to buy a
dozen. Ye stay here, C ie, and watch our basket. | won't be long.
CHRISTIE: Yes, David.

CHRI

PHILIP: you were a plant enthusiast!

CHRISTIE: I'al ill learning. | work for a gardener and . . . Are you interested
in flowers, Mr. Fletcher?

PHILIP: Don't know a thing about them. Except that a dozen roses are known to
flatter any girl.

CHRISTIE: Is that why you are here?

PHILIP: No. I'm meeting a friend across the way at the hotel and thought I'd see
what all the commotion was about. But now that | am here, maybe a dozen
roses would not be such a bad idea. They may soften your heart toward me.

CHRISTIE: Do not talk so, Mr. Fletcher. It embarrasses me.
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PHILIP: I'm sorry, Miss Devon. It has been so long since . . . since we last met.
And you are looking so lovely and —! Oh, but | must not embarrass you.

CHRISTIE: | trust that your sister and Willamina and Tamara are well.

PHILIP: Darned if | know. Haven't seen them in many months. | was out West,
looking for something new and different but . . . Well, there wasn’t much in it.

CHRISTIE: | am sorry you were disappointed.

PHILIP: Most things disappoint me. And most people too. You seemed different
but . . . but you disappointed me as well. | suppose | deserve But | still
think fondly of you, Christie —

(DAVID enters with a small crate of flowers.)

DAVID: | think this is a better price. (sees PHILIP) Are you Christie?

CHRISTIE: Completely. Mr. Fletcher, this is my emplg terling. (to
DAVID) | once worked for Mr. Fletcher’s sister. ]

PHILIP: But the memory of it has not faded. | must check out your
plant shop sometime, Mr. Sterling. Wh you located?

DAVID: We be in Concord, not Boston. C
stalls we need to see before we start fi

CHRISTIE: Good day, Mr. Fletcher.

PHILIP: Good day to you both. It has been a p

(HE tips his hat then exits. The lights on the scene. A bench is set up and
DAVID and CHRISTIE sit facing the ie iding in the front of the wagon.
DAVID holds the reins. The soun hoofs.)

ide m Boston, David was even less
something was bothering him and soon |
r several miles in silence, David finally

CHRISTIE S: During the lo
talkative than usual. | coul
realized it was Phili

spoke.

DAVID: Thatman...the o u were talking to while | was gone . . . he upset
thee?

CHRISTIE: Not exa | suppose | was just surprised to see him after so long a
time. Thatis

»

DAVID: Perhaps.

CHRISTIE: | cannot imagine that there is anything in your past, David, that is so
terrible to think on.

DAVID: Ye does not know.

CHRISTIE: True. | do not know.

DAVID: My mother has perhaps spoken to you of Letty?

CHRISTIE: She has told me nothing. Mrs. Sterling said it was not for her to
speak of your past because you did not wish it.

DAVID: That is the best way. The less said, the better we will all be.
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CHRISTIE: Are you sure about that, David? (pause)

DAVID: Nothing can help it now. | was hurt by Letty and, in turn, | hurt her. Now
she is gone, | don’t know where, and she will never return after the things |
said. That is the past and it should be forgotten. (pause) But | cannot.

CHRISTIE S: Because | loved him, | wanted to help David. | wanted to find Letty
and bring her back. And, at the same time, | wanted Letty so far away that
David would start to think on me as he had on her. If | couldn’t have that, |
would be content just being near him.

(Lights fade out on CHRISTIE and DAVID and the bench is re
goes to the flower crates on one side of the stage and DAV |R#exits.)

m vid was in

About two weeks later | was working in the shop alone
the greenhouse.

(PHILIP enters.)

PHILIP: At last!

CHRISTIE: Mr. Fletcher!

PHILIP: I've been to every flower shop in C rd and, finally, | find you!
CHRISTIE: What are you doing here?

PHILIP: Isn'tit obvious? I need ad red roses.
CHRISTIE: To impress some girl?
PHILIP: Are you impressed?

CHRISTIE: No.
PHILIP: Forget the flowers then. ¥o e one | want to see. Unless you are
tion, Mr. Fletcher!

engaged to that garden
CHRISTIE: That is an insolent
PHILIP: That means y.

(Lights fade out on the scenet
CHRISTIE.)

ILIP exits, MRS. WILKINS enters and joins

ow Philip Fletcher came back into my life. He

rst at the shop and then at the house. | could tell

€ and | wondered if jealousy might not encourage David
to pay more attention to me. But he was as silent and moody as ever and it
efore Philip proposed to me again. | was so confused that |

did each ' week, and posed the problem to her.

MRS. WILKINS: "You say this friend of yours cannot make up her mind?

CHRISTIE: That's right. The man she loves shows little interest in her. But she
does not love the man who has shown interest in her.

MRS. WILKINS: And this second man has proposed to her?

CHRISTIE: That's right.

MRS. WILKINS: And you say the girl, this friend of yours, is poor and has no
money?

CHRISTIE: Very little.

MRS. WILKINS: And the man who wants to marry her is rich?
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CHRISTIE: Yes. Veryrich.

MRS. WILKINS: Well, if she is goin’ to marry to make her fortune, she should do
it and not think twice about it!

CHRISTIE: She should?

MRS. WILKINS: But my guess is that your friend is not the type to marry for
money and she would never be happy with him, even if she should make the
effort.

CHRISTIE: Even though she might not be happy, she could use t oney to do
good . . . and possibly make many others happy.

MRS. WILKINS: She might, but | doubt it. Money got that wa rosper
well. Your friend is better off waiting and hoping for the man tojask
her.

CHRISTIE: But he is in love with someone else, someone @ ng ago. ltis

hopeless!

MRS. WILKINS: Not hopeless, my dear. | don't thin 2N aware of all
the facts. You tell her to put her faith in the man

CHRISTIE: I'll.. .. tell her. (starts to walk a

MRS. WILKINS: And Christie . . .

CHRISTIE: Yes? (stops)

MRS. WILKINS: I'll wager that David loves 00. ow him enough to know
he ain’t the kind to show it. Some men ain't. put your faith in David and
you will not be disappointed.

CHRISTIE: Thank you, Mrs. Wilkins.

(MRS. WILKINS exits and PHILIP ' d Joins CHRISTIE.)

life, | turned down a proposal of
marriage from the wealthy

CHRISTIE: | am sorry ili

PHILIP: 1 will not scold
mature for that. But | w
tempted this time. | see that! But there is someone else.

CHRISTIE: All that matters is that | do not love you. It has nothing to do with

anyone else. @

PHILIP: It has all
2 but him perhaps. | wish you happiness, Christie Devon. |
hat. And | will bother you no further. (exits)

proposal. But as he walked away | started to wonder if | had made another
major blunder in my life. Yet | must put my faith in David, as Mrs. Wilkins
said. And so | did.

(CHRISTIE exits as the lights fade out.)
David noticed that Philip no longer called on me and | think he was pleased

to see it, though he never said a word about it. And he seemed less morose
and more talkative. We worked hard together, for it was a busy spring and
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there was much to be done. | loved working with David and being close to
him all day long. And, in his way, | think he was happy being with me.
Perhaps Mrs. Wilkins was right. By that June matters were resolved . . . and
in a manner | never imagined they could be.

(Lights up on the Sterling kitchen with DAVID and MRS. STERLING looking at a
letter together. Both are beaming with joy.)

MRS. STERLING: Will ye write her at once, David? Will ye not?
DAVID: Right this very minute! Oh, Mother, it is a miracle!

make it up to her!
MRS. STERLING: Thank you, merciful God!

(THEY embrace.)
MRS. STERLING: And you forgive her, David?
DAVID: | forgave her a long time ago. But | thought lateyNow | can

(THEY embrace again as CHRISTIE entersithe kitche

DAVID: There is great news, Christie!

MRS. STERLING: Miraculous news ear!

CHRISTIE: What has happened?

DAVID: She is coming home! At la

MRS. STERLING: It's a letter fro he writes that she wants to return
home and asks if she may!

CHRISTIE: Letty. ..

DAVID: Of course she may! |
the post office wit

MRS. STERLING: Yes,

upstairs and write her. Then | must get to
id! Without delay!

(DAVID starts to exit but CHRISTIE stops him.)

CHRISTIE: David am, so happy for you.
DAVID: Thank ye :

(HE exit ts fade out on the scene.)
CHRISTI ot being untruthful when | said | was happy for David. |
loved hi afand his happiness was what mattered. That night, as | quietly

wept in my bed and saw all my hopes vanish, | decided that it would be best
if | left the Sterling house. It would be too difficult for me to work and live
with David once he and his beloved Letty were married. But | would wait two
days before | told David and Mrs. Sterling because | did not want to cast a
gloom over their joy. On the day | was to tell them, all three of us were
surprised by the sudden appearance of Letty herself.

(Lights up on the kitchen with DAVID, MRS. STERLING and CHRISTIE at the
table.)
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CHRISTIE: Mrs. Sterling ... David ... This past year, living and working with
you, has perhaps been the happiest of my life. You took me in when | was
at my lowest and you both taught me how to love life again. | will never be
able to thank you enough and | hope to repay you both for what you have
done.

DAVID: We will not be repaid, Christie. You owe us nothing.

MRS. STERLING: David speaks the truth, Christie.

CHRISTIE: All the same, | have decided that some changes must e made.
Changes for me, that is.

MRS. STERLING: What kind of changes, Christie — ?

(Knocking at the door.)

Who could be calling at supper time?
DAVID: I'll see who itis. (rises and exits)
MRS. STERLING: You aren't thinking of leaving_us,
CHRISTIE: Mrs. Sterling . . . | don’t want yo ink

@ are ye?

grateful —

(DAVID enters with RACHEL wearing her |
CHRISTIE cannot see who it is at first.)

cloak, wrapped in his arms.

DAVID: Mother, it's Letty!
MRS. STERLING: Letty!

(MRS. STERLING rises and THEY, each other and embrace.)

My Letty!!
DAVID: She’s home again!
RACHEL: | couldn’t wai

York and —
MRS. STERLING: You're b

. As soon as | got David’s letter, | left New

ith us! That's all that matters!

DAVID: And isn't she looking well, Mother?

RACHEL: I'm cove ith cinders from the train! But I'll clean up fine, | promise
you!

(THEY la

MRS. 8 an hardly believe you are here!

RACHEL:™ja d I'll stay, if you'll have me.

DAVID: This r home, Letty. That will never change.

CHRISTIE: (rising from her chair) Rachel . .. ?

DAVID: Christie, this be our Letty!

RACHEL: Yes, Christie. It's me. When [ left this house in disgrace five years
ago, | started to use the name Rachel.

MRS. STERLING: (to CHRISTIE) You know our Letty?

CHRISTIE: Yes. It was she who rescued me . . . who brought me to Mrs.
Wilkins and —

RACHEL: It was Mrs. Wilkins who convinced me to write to David and ask
forgiveness for what | had done —
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MRS. STERLING: We will not talk about the past. All that matters is that we are
together again!

DAVID: It was I, Christie, who sent Letty away when she was in trouble. It was
the cruelest and most regrettable act of my entire life and —!

RACHEL: No, David —!

MRS. STERLING: We must forget those dark times!

DAVID: To cast out one’s own sister and tell her never to return — !

CHRISTIE: Sister?

RACHEL: Didn’t you know, Christie? David is my brother.

CHRISTIE: But | thought. . .!

MRS. STERLING: | am sorry, Christie. | could not talk of it
thought —

DAVID: | was wrong to try and hide the truth. | would not

was my stubbornness and —!

RACHEL: Poor Christie. | am afraid none of us has
will forgive us. We

you.
MRS. STERLING: But you are one of our f

or your leaving us.
u stay? (pause)

want you with us and won’t hear any t

DAVID: Mother speaks true for all of us, C

CHRISTIE: You were my dearest friend, Ra . ean, Letty . .. and when |
lost you | thought I'd never have another n s close. And Mrs. Sterling .
.. you have been just like a mot me these past months. And David . . .
I... I have learned so much fro% .. Idon’t know what else to

say. You are ... my family!

(CHRISTIE embraces MRS., STEF @ en RACHEL, then DAVID. Then the
all ACTORS freeze in positi

CHRISTIE S: And we ith his great burden of guilt removed,
David was not the b ing man he had been and he started to notice that |
loved him dearly. Or pe s he always knew but was not allowed to show
it. We married a few months'later and were as happy as any two people

ever were.

(Lights fade out o @ e and the ACTORS exit.)

explain how | came to be the person | am today.

(Lights rise on DAVID and CHRISTIE embracing, then a farewell kiss.)

War broke out two weeks after our wedding. Being a Quaker and a pacifist,
David felt he should stay out of the conflict. But as the war moved into its
second year, David could no longer remove himself from it and he joined Mr.
Lincoln’s army.
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DAVID: You must care for Mother and Letty while | am gone. | depend on you,
Christie.

CHRISTIE: | cannot be separated from you, David. It has taken so much of our
lives to find each other. We cannot be parted this way!

DAVID: We must not be selfish.

CHRISTIE: Letty will care for Mother and the shop. | will go with you!

DAVID: You cannot. You know that you cannot, Christie.

CHRISTIE: I will not be selfish. There is work to be done and | ca

(Lights fade out on them.)

(Lights rise on FOUR WOUNDED SOLDIE
from one to the other with a bucket of watern

| have had many different jobs over the
challenging than caring for those wounde - I was needed and | did my

best. Never have | felt so useful uring those three years working in the
hospital.

(CHRISTIE goes to the last SOLD sits up. Itis PHILIP FLETCHER.)

PHILIP: Christie...? Chri
CHRISTIE: Mr. Fletcher!
PHILIP: We meet agai
water?
CHRISTIE: Of course!

unlikely circumstances. May | have some

(SHE hands him thegdadle and HE drinks.)

letcher .. .! | am so sorry.

r one of life’s disappointments, Miss Devon.

CHRISTIE: aame’s Christie Sterling now, Mr. Fletcher.

PHILIP: Isit? And mine’s Philip. | wish you'd call me that.

CHRISTIE: Certainly, Philip.

PHILIP: And where is Mr. Sterling?

CHRISTIE: In Tennessee.

PHILIP: Terrible fighting in Tennessee. | wish him well. He has much to live for.
All the reason in the world to live . . . if he has you.

hurt?
ally. I'm going home in two days. | will miss my right

(Lights fade out on the scene. PHILIP and SOLDIERS exit.)
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CHRISTIE S: The fighting was indeed terrible in Tennessee and my David was
wounded twice. But he was such a strong man that he quickly recovered both
times and returned to his regiment. The both of us returned home to Letty and
Mother for Christmas. It was the last time our happy little family was together.
David was severely wounded in Virginia the following March, and | went to the
hospital there to be with him.

(Lights up on DAVID laying on the ground and CHRISTIE at his si

DAVID: | knew ye would come . . . | knew nothing could keep
CHRISTIE: Yes, I'm here, David. And | will stay at your sidg il ...
are well again.
DAVID: It's not like the other two times, my dear . . . not ..
CHRISTIE: Don't speak, David. You need to save yo
DAVID: Plenty of time for resting later . . . | need to
speaktome . ..
CHRISTIE: I...|received a letter from Let week vas a month old. All
is well at home . . .
DAVID: Yes...Andyou... ? Areyewe

CHRISTIE: Yes, David. lamwell . . . but |l mis you. (pause) There is
something | needed to tell you . . . but | di tto putitinaletter. ..

DAVID: Letters... areslow. ..

CHRISTIE: David, we are going to h baby. In the fall.

DAVID: Ababy...Inthefall...

CHRISTIE: Yes...

DAVID: Then...then...

CHRISTIE: Yes, David?

DAVID: Then ... itwill continu
will continue to gr

row . .. One plant dies . . . but the garden

(Lights fade out on the scenet VID exits and CHRISTIE crosses over to

CHRISTIE S.)

vid, it seemed | lost a part of myself . . . my past self.
ng and headstrong Christie Devon who fought for

v a new person.

2 could only think of her past self with a shudder and a tear

aby girl was born in September, and | named her Ruth. She
z . But with my love, and the love of her grandmother and her
Aunt Letty, Ruth was not wanting for affection. We three women ran the
flower shop with success and it kept us all very busy. But | was restless for
something more useful to do. And | soon found it.

(CHRISTIE S. moves to the other side of the stage where a podium is set up.
SHE stands behind it.)

| started to speak in public. | belonged to various woman’s organizations
and soon found myself addressing them. Then | was asked to speak at
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even larger functions, sometimes traveling to different cities and towns in
New England. And what did | talk about? Women. Working women.
Women who made a difference. | was not a forceful speaker but neither was
I lacking in fervor. | spoke as plainly and clearly as | could and audiences
responded favorably to me.

(Sound of applause; SHE bows, then moves away from the podium.)

After a speech | made in South Boston, a well-dressed woman eupto
me with tears in her eyes.

(BELLA CARROLL enters, goes to CHRISTIE S.)

BELLA: | don’t suppose you remember me, Mrs. Sterlig
CHRISTIE S: Bella! Bella Carroll! Of course | reme

Thomas Hischak.
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