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Goodbye, My Fancy

ACT ONE

SCENE: The scene is the sitting room of a student suite
in @ dormitory of Good Hope College for Women
in Good Hope, Mass.

AT Rise: The room is in pretty much of a turmoil. At
Right Center beside the hassock are a pasteboard
carton from which protrude a bow and quiver of
arrows, a footlocker obviously in the process of
being packed, and an apple crate partly filled with
assorted odds and ends. Two tennis racquets are
resting on and against the hassock.

On the chair Center is an opened suitcase on
which have been unceremoniously draped a yellow
shawl and an athletic sweater showing the orange
Princeton “P”. On the table Center are two goose-
neck lamps and a pottery ashtray. On the floor in
front of the table Center are a half dozen assorted
fashion magazines that have been dropped there in
the chaos of moving.

Down Left below the bedroom door is a victrola
and stand. An armchair is placed upstage of the
bedroom door. On this chair are a pair of riding
boots and a coat hanger. To the Left of the chair
is an old twisted iron bridge lamp from which is
hung a stocking hanger and two tair of stockings.

Hanging over the fireplace up Left is a poster
announcing the Junior Prom. On the mantel below
it are two gold candlesticks, a large porcelain figure
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in the center and two small figures on either side.
On either side of the fireplace are bookshelves
whose drapes are pulled back upstage. On top of
the downstage bookcase are a small rag doll, a
porcelain knick-knack, two books and a rooster doll.
On the shelves below are book fronts, a waffle iron
and a toaster. On top of the upstage bookcase are
four books, twin porcelain dolls and two pictures.
On the shelves below are three rolls of cookies, a
box of sugar and a china tea set.

Hanging between the bookcase and the Center
door is a pin-up board filled with dance programs,
gootball programs and various other mementoes.

elow picture Right of Center door is a small table
holding a lamp and a copper ash tray. To the Right
of this table and running along the up and down
jog is a radiator with two radiator pipes runming
from the floor to the ceiling. On a shelf above the
radiator are three dolls and a carved coconut. Above
the shelf is an oval mirror with a doll hanging from
the mirror bracket. Leaning against the table is
another pin-up board ready for removal.

Just downstage of the radiator and to the Left
of the desk up Right is a dictionary stand and an
unabridged dictionary. Between the stand and the
desk is a wastebasket that has been decorated with
covers from “Vogue” and “Harper's” Hanging
from the window latch above the desk are a pair
of maracas and an empty Chianti bottle.

Hanging from the back of the chair of the desk
is the sign “Silence, Genius at Work.” Running
from the desk up Right to the desk down Right is
a window seat, on which are placed four pillows,
one of them a fraternity pillow. Hanging from the
center window above the window seat are two
multi-colored be-ribboned hoops—the kind used in
hoop rolling contests.

In desk drawer (upstage) are the book “Leaves
Of Grass” and a box of brownies. A dress has been
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thrown over the back of the chair belonging to the
desk down Right. Downstage of this desk is a baby
chair on which is sitting a giant baby Panda.

CurTAIN RISES on empty stage. At stage Left the vic-
trola is playing a jive record. GINNY MERRILL
enters through Center doorway. She's nineteen—
alert, intelligent, sensitive. She wears a cotton
sundress and sandals, carries a book. She looks
around at the state of the room with surprise.

AMELIA, (Entering from the bedroom Left, crossing
Center, loaded with clothes) Oh, Ginny! Mary Nell’s
been trying to find you all over. (Over her shoulder)
Do we take any of the stuff in here?

Mary NeLr’s Voice. (Off down Left) No. Janitors
can get that. Thanks.

(AMELI1A exits Center.)

CLARISSE. (Entering from the bedroom) You're
doubling up with us. (Crosses up and cxits Center.)

GINNY. (Crossing down Left Center) Hey! What's
going on?

(Mary NELL enters from the bedroom carrying a pair
of skis. Mary NELL is very pretiy, even in faded
jeans and rum-over moccasins.)

Mary NeLL. Well, it’s about time! Where've you
been?

GINNY. At the Libe.

Mary NELL At the Libe? Finals are all over.

GiNNY. People sometimes go to libraries even when
they’re no# cramming for exams.

Mary NELL. Well, I've got most of your stuff packed
away. (Crossing to put down the skis, down Right
Center.)
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GINNY. (Sitting edge of Center table) What's the
rush? We’ve got another three days on campus.

Mary NEeLL. (Bursting) Guess who's going to stay
here—right in these rooms?

GInNY. Agatha Reed?

Mary NEeLL. (Disappointed) Yes. How did you
know?

GinNy. That’s what I've been doing at the Libe.
Reading up on her. (She holds up the book) IWomen In
The Vanguard. Tells all about her college days. How
she and her roommate had the two cornei rooms on
the first floor of Hope Hall. (Looking toward the win-
dow) With the windows facing the willow trees.

MARY NELL. (Crossing up Center) Isn't it exciting?
Imagine her looking at these same walls, (Crossing to
desk up Right) studying at the same desks—

GiNNY. Going to the same john.

Mary NEeLL. (Crossing Center) Gives me goose
pimples.

GINNY. (Crossing to Left Center) I thought she was
going to stay at the Dean’s.

Mary NEeLL. They got a wire this morning not to
meet her at the station—a friend’s flying her down in-
stead. And she hopes they’re planning to let her stay
in her old room at Hope Hall. (Crosses back to desk.)

GINNY. (Suddenly noticing) Where's our sofa?

Mary NELL. (Crossing to box with stuff from desk,
dumps it) They took it away. Someone got the idea to
find the original furniture. (Crosses back to desk, gets
more stuff, dumps in carton) Listen, you better start
on the junk over there. We can sort it out later.
(Back to desk for more stuff.)

GINNY. (Picking up some magazines from floor) 1
wonder what she’s like.

Mary NEeLL. (Crossing to box) Busty, probably.
Most women with brains, I notice it goes right to their
bust. (Dumps stuff, crosses to desk.)

GINNY. (Rises, crossing to Left chair) 1 don’t mean
what she looks like.
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MARYPN ELL. Well, she’s getting an honorary degree,
isn’t she?

GINNY. (Standing on chair, cleaning shelf) Oh, that’s
just a racket.

Mary NELL. (Looks at her, shocked) Ginny !

GINNY. Well, isn’t it? Some celebrity gets a few
fancy letters after his name. School gets publicity or a
new wing on the science building. Good business.

Mary NEeLL. You make it sound awful, Ginny.
After all, Agatha Reed is—

GINNY. Oh, I don’t mean her exactly. Matter of fact,
she’s one of the few who might deserve it. She’s done
something.

Mary NELL. I should think so, writing for all those
newspapers. And now, being in Congress. (Crosses to
desk, pushes chair in.)

GINNY. Oh nuts. Anyone can be in Congress these
days. It’s what they do there that counts.

Mary NELL. I thought they just voted on things.

GINNY. Really, Mary Nell, for someone who's
graduating—

(Miss SHACKLEFORD enters from the hall, followed by
two JANITORS carrying o faded love-seat. Miss
SHACKLEFORD is also faded, but she makes up for
it with an overwhelming air of authority. She is
the Alumnae Secretary, and has been as long as
practically anybody can remember.)

Miss SHACKLEFORD. Careful of the wall. Look out
for the door jamb. Put it right over there in front of
the table. (Indicates Left Center.)

{l.;NITOR. Okay.

1ss SHACKLEFORD, Carefully, now. It's not very
sturdy. (Pushes one aside) Excuse me.

Mary NELL. (Disappointed) Is that it?

Miss SHACKLEFORD. (Crosses to Left Center. Puts
pillows on sofa) Yes. We did the best we could with it
on such short notice.
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(The JaniTORS exit Center.)

GINNY. (Crossing to sofa. Trying it) You mean
Agatha Reed sat here? (Sitting, then wincing) Spring’s
broken.

Miss SHACKLEFORD, (Crossing Left to look into bed-
room) Well, they can’t expect sentiment and comfort.
I've just spent the whole morning tracking it down—
to one of the basement rooms.

GINNY. Such is fame.

Miss SHACKLEFORD. (Crossing up behind Center
table, fixes lamp) It's very generous of you girls—giv-
ing up your rooms. But then, it’s quite an honor. It’ll
be something to tell your children.

Mary NELL. (Rising, steps up Center) Like people
who slept in Napoleon’s bed. (Hastily) I mean after he
was dead, of course.

Miss SEAcCkLEFORD. (To Mary NELL) Of course.
(To GiNnNY) Did your father happen to mention what
time her plane might be arriving, Virginia?

GINNY. (Freezing) 1 don’t see Father except on
holidays, Miss Shackleford. (Rises, crosses to Left
chair to get boots) I live here in the dorm, you know.

Miss SmackLEFORD. Well, I just thought he might
have. (As she exits Center) Now where are those men
with the rest of the things—?

GINNY. (Crossing with stuff to foot locker Right
Center) She’s a finger-down-the-throat, if I ever saw
one.

Mary NELL. (Closes bag on Center chair, taking it
up Center, leaving it outside; then crosses to above
GInNNY) Oh, alumnae secretaries have to gush around.
The alums like it. Besides, Ginny, you’re too sensitive
about your father. Everybody knows you don’t take
advantage of it. If my father was president of this
college, I'd have lived in a penthouse on top of the libe
and never taken gym—

GINNY. Is that all?
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Mary NEeLL. And had men imported from Princeton
every weekend.

(Mary NELL gets dress from Right chair, gives it to
GINNY, who closes foot locker, sits on it. Miss
SHACKLEFORD re-enters with the JANITORS, who
are carrying a framed reproduction and a small
step-ladder and a Windsor chair.)

Miss SaackLEFORD. Over the fireplace. You can take
the other one down. Put that chair there. (Rolils diction-
ery stand Left) And put the dictionary stand over there.
(Indicating Left of Center door.)

GINNY. Why, that’s Uncle Willy! (She’s staring at
the picture the JANITOR is about to hang. Other JANITOF
is at the carton by hassock, after setting chair up Right
Center.)

Miss SHACKLEFORD, (Crossing down Right Center)
I think you’re mistaken, Virginia. That’s “The Laugh-
ing Cavalier” by— (Stuck.)

GiNNY. Franz Hals.

Miss SHACKLEFORD. Yes.

GinNy. I know. But Father has one just like it in his
study. We always called him Uncle Willy.

Miss SHACKLEFORD. This is your father’s. We bor-
rowed it. Somebody remembered one like it used to
hang in this room.

TEeLEPHONE MAN. (Entering, crosses to Left of Miss
SuACKLEFORD) This where the phone extension goes?

Miss SHACKLEFORD. Yes, put it-—well, wherever
telephones go. (He goes to down Right desk. To the
JaniToR climbing off ladder) Leave the ladder a min-
ute. You can take the rest of those things.

(JANITOR takes picture, puts it in up Right Center jog,
crosses to foot locker.)

Mary NEeLL. There’s still some stuff we haven’t taken
down—
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GINNY. (Getting panda down Left) Let’s leave a
little. It’'ll make her feel more at home.

(There’s a moment in which EVERYONE gets in every-
one else’s way. Mary NELL drops a load of books
off up Right Center.)

SusaN. (Off) Miss Shackleford!

Miss SHACKLEFORD. (From the ladder) Organization,
everyone! We’'ll never get through a weekend like this
without organization.

Susan. (Off) Miss Shackleford!

GINNY. (Crossing down Left) I'd better take a last
look in the bedroom.

(She exits into bedroom as the two JANITORS, loaded
down, pass SUSAN.)

SusaN. (Entering up Left Center) Miss Shackleford,
there’s a man outside with a tree.

Miss SHACKLEFORD, Oh, yes, for the Tree Planting
Ceremony.

Susan. He says, “Where do you want it?”

Miss SHACKLEFORD. (Climbing down off the ladder)
Well, now, let me see—some place near the Ivy Arch.
(Crossing down Center, stepping over skis. Looking
out the window) My goodness, not that monster! I dis-
tinctly told him a very young tree—practically a branch.
(Heading for the Center door) I told him we wanted to
plant it ourselves. He'll just have to take it right back—
(She exits.)

(GINNY enters from the bedroom with ribboned basket
—starts to unload mantel of its objects.)

Mary NELL. (Giving her two large frames) Hey,
Susan, take these things with you.
SusaN. (She does) Sure. ()I'Exz'ts Center.)
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TELEPHONE MAN. (Into telephone) Hello, Ed?
Yeah, it’s all set.

Mary NELL. Find anything else?

GINNY. (Throwing her a shower cap) Behind the
radiator.

Mary NELL. (Crossing up Right Center) My God! I
lost it Junior Year.

TELEPHONE MAN. (Crossing to the door) You can
use that phone now.

Mary NELL. Thanks.

TPELEPHONE Man. Mind if I keep the telephone num-
ber?

(Mary NELL gives him a “freeze.” He turns up his
coat collar, exits Center.)

Mary NEerL. He’s cute. (Crossing immediately to the
telephone and picking it up) Wouldn’t it have been
wonderful if we’d had it all last year? I could have
talked to Sam without the whole floor listening in.

GINNY. (Crosses to ladder—sits on top. Straightens
picture) It never seemed to inhibit you any.

Mary NEeLL. (Draping herself across the window
seat) I don’t know. There’s something about talking to
a man when you'’re lying down— (She languidly picks
up arm of telephone, speaks into it, keeping finger on
cradle) Da-arling— Of course I love you, you silly
fool. Last night? Da-arling, let’s have rnio regrets. Until
tomorrow, then (Kiss) Au revoir. (Wearily, she drops
the telephone back on its hook. It RINGS, suddenly.
They BoTH jump as if they've never heard a telephone
before. It RINGS again.)

GINNY. (Leaving box on Center table, crossing te
her) Well—answer it.

MAary NELL. (Answering it) Hello? Hello— What?
It’s long distance. New York! (Into telephone) No, she
isn’t here yet. I said, she isn’t here yet. Who? (Rises.
Her eyes widen. To GINNY) It’s Li}; magazine! (Into
telephone) No. No, this is Mary Nell Dodge. Mary Nel]
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Do— I don'’t think you’d know even if you could hear
me. Yes, they’re expecting her very soon. Yes, I'll tell
her. {Indicates to GINNY, who scribbles on pad on desk
up Right Center) I'll write it down. Matt Cole delayed.
Yes, I certainly will. (She hangs up.)

GINNY. Life 1nagazine?

Mary NEeLL. They’re sending a man to cover the
whole weekend!

(A WoMAN appears in the doorway, carrying a brief-
case, a portable typewriter, and one small suitcase.
She’s in her fifties, almost exactly Mary NELL’s
description of a brainy woman—plenty busty. It

just so happens, though, that she’s not AGATHA

iiEF_D, but her secretary, GRacE Woobs, better
known around Washington circles as “Woody.”

She crosses down Center, drops valise.)

Mary NELL. (Recognizing her as AGATHA) Oh, they
just hung up! Maybe you could still get the Operator.

Wooby. Who just hung up?

Mary NELL. Life magazine!

Woopy. Oh.

(Crosses to Right desk. MArRY NELL puts telephone on
desk and gets paper from GINNY.)

Mary NELL. Their man got held up in New York,
but he’ll be here as soon as he can. It’s all written down.
(She hands Woopy the paper.)

Wooby. (Taking the paper unexcitedly) Uh huh.

(She puts down her briefcase and typewriter. The
GIRLS stare at her, fascinated.)

GINNY. I'm Virginia Merrill. And this is my room-
mate, Mary Nell Dodge.
kW)oomr. How are you? (Crossing Left, dodging
skis.
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GINNY. (Steps to her) It’s a great pleasure to have
you here—in our rooms.

Mary NEeLL. We would have been out sooner. Ex-
cept things got a little mixed up.

Woopy. (Walking toward the Left docr) This the
bedroom?

GINNY. Yes. (After Woopy exits into it, looks at
Mary NELL) Doesn’t she remember?

Mary NELL. It’s been a long time.

GINNY. (Bleakly) Anyway, you were right.

Mary NELL. About what?

GINNY. (Pantomimes the bust profile) And I thought
she’d look different somehow.

Mary NELL. I guess the life she’s led—

(WoopY re-enters, crosses to the desk, steps over skis.)

Mary NELL. ( Crossi;:iq to fromt of sofa. Tentatively)
I suppose you’ve noticed—

Woobpy. What? (As Mary NELL $ndicates the sofa.)

Mary NELL. The sofa.

Woopy. Could stand recovering.

GINNY. They thought you’d like it this way.

Mary NELL. Carted it all the way up from the base-
ment.

GINNY. (Indicating “The Laughing Cavalier”) And
the picture—

Woopy. They cart that up from the basement too?

GINNY. (A little angry, starts to pick up skis) We'd
better go, Mary Nell. And leave Miss Reed alone—
with her memories.

(Mary NELL also picks skis up.)

Woopy. Miss Reed is alone with her memories. Out-
side, under a tree.

Mary NELL, Then, who—?

Woobpy. Me? I just carry the typewriter.

GINNY. (Looks at MArRY NELL) Oh, her secretary!
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Mary NEeLL. Oh.

GINNY. (Happily) How do you do?

Mary NEeLL. (Drops skis) She must be under the
willows !

(GINNY drops skis. They dash to the window and hang
out. Not much of them except two excited behinds
is visible as AGATHA REED enters. As far from
Mary NELL’s expectations as posssible, she’s un-
doubtedly the best thing that's happened to the
United States Congress in a long time. She wears a
smart lightweight suit and corries her hat and a
small suitcase. On her entrance, we hear eleven

CHIMES off up Right.)

Woopy. (Crosses to AGATHA, takes bag from her.
Indicating the two behinds) Your reception committee.

(The GIrLS turn at the voice. But AGATHA doesn’t
even notice. She’s drinking in the room, her face
suffused with nostalgia. She wanders around,
touching things, standing for a second looking at
the picture of “Uncle Willy.” They ALL watch
her—the GirLs respectfully, Woopy disgustedly.
Finally, she disappears into the bedroom.)

Mary NELL. Gosh! I felt like T was in church.

GinNy. (Crossing down a bit) Doesn’t anybody
know she’s here?

Wooby. (Puts AGATHA’S bag down—crosses to
Right desk) 1 doubt it. She had the taxi stop two blocks
away so we could take some short cut.

Mary NEeLL. (Crosses down to her) Through the
alfalfa field—behind the gym!

Woopy. (Mimics her tone) Yeah—! (Shows her
torn stocking. Sits Right desk chair.)

GINNY. (Picking up the skis) Hey, Mary Nell, get
the step-ladder. We’d better tell them she’s here.
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(Mary NELL crosses Left, takes the ladder and stock-
ings from the lamp.)

Wooby. Give her five minutes. Let her have a good
cry.

Mary NeLL. We'll give her fen minutes. (Picking
up basket from Center table.)

Woopy. Five’s enough. Let’s not overdo it.

Mary NEeLL. I've leaving her my vic. There’s some
Sinatras and Comos. And a keen Stan Kenton.

Woobpy. Oh—peachy! (MARrY NELL hurries out Cen-
ter. Woopny picks up the telephone) Hello. How. late
does Western Union stay open? Oh. What about the
switchboard here? (AGATHA has entered from the bed-
room, puts her purse on Left chair and crosses to sofa)
Somebody on it all night? Well, could we arrange that?
Miss Reed may have to get through to Washington at
any hour. O.K. (She hangs up.)

AGATHA. (Wiping her eyes) 1 haven’t cried in years.
It feels wonderful.

Woopy. It looks lousy.

AcaTHA. You don’t understand. You just see a col-
lection of buildings, a gate, some ivy-—

Woopy. What do you see?

AGATHA. (Crossing Center) Myself at eighteen—
eager, expectant, a lttle frightened. Asking—what is
life? What am I? This is where it all starts. (Crosses
up Center.)

Woopy. You sound like an alumnae bulletin.

AcaTtHA. (Facing her) Don’t you even believe in
colleges?

Wooby. I don’t believe in looking at the past. I was
born in Newark, N. J., and everytime I go through on
a train I pull down the shade.

AcaTHA. (Crossing to radiator) Ycu ought to see a
psychoanalyst.

Woopy. I don’t get it, that’s all. A crowded calendar,
two important bills coming out of committee, the small
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matter of an election just four months off—and we're
braiding a daisy chain.

AGATHA. (Crossing to chair Right) Look, Woody,
let’s get this settled right now. I've come down here to
enjoy this weekend. I'm going to cry, I'm going to be
silly, I'm going to be sentimental, I'm going to walk
barefoot down memory lane with ivy entwined in my
hair. If you don’t like it, you can—Ilook the other way.
(Crosses to Left end of sofa.)

Woopy. (Shrugs and picks up her notebook and
pencil) What do you want to do about the Madison
Square Garden rally? There’s a choice of dates.

AGATHA. (Plaintiwvely) Not now—

Wooby. (Rises, crosses Right Center) Yes, dear, the
world doesn’t stop, even for Honorary Degrees.

AGATHA. (With a sigh) All right, tell them I think
it should be the earliest date they can get. (Sitting on
the sofa, she winces, jumps up) They never fixed it!

Woopy. Fixed what?

AcATHA. The spring. Ellie broke it when she got her
junior grades. She thought old Dennis was going to
flunk her. When she got the C, she jumped up and down
on the sofa for ten minutes.

Wooby. (Writing) I'll wire them you’ll speak—if
they can make it next week. Who's Ellie?

AGATHA. My roommate, Ellen Thatcher. She was a
beautiful girl. They called us Sugar and Spice. (Cross-
ing to the window seat) We used to sit over here—on
this window seat—spring nights after Lights Out and
talk about Life. (Sits. Smiling) We had a pact. Wher-
ever we were in the world we’d send each other a tele-
gram when we lost our respective virginities.

Woopy. Well?

AcaTHA. Whatever happens to all girlhood pacts?

Wooby. (Grunts eloquently and turns over to the
next sheet of paper) Mrs. S. Arthur Poinceford in-
vites you on her yacht the week of the twenty-ninth.
Down to Florida—back by Monday.

AGATHA. (Rises, crosses to desk) That’s the oil
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lobby. Tell her oil and water don’t mix. There’s a little
secret panel in this desk. (She pulls out a drawer and
gels around behind it) 1 used to hide brownies in it.

ou share your clothes, your perfume, even your
themes with your roomate. But not your brownies. Not
the— (She reacts suddenly, draws out a small open
box) Brownies!

Woopy. God, they must be stale.

AGATHA. (She tastes one. Relieved) Fresh this week.
(She offers the box to Woopy.)

Woopy. (Grimacing) Horrible stuff. Sticks to the
roof of your mouth.

AGATHA. Now I know you need a psychoanalyst.
(Examines pictures on Right wall.)

Woopy. (Consulting paper in her hand) 1 hope you're
feeling photogenic. Life’s covering the weekend.

AgaTHA. Oh, that’s nice.

Wooby. (Looking at the paper again) You must be
getting important. They’re sending Matt Cole down.

AGATHA. (Turns to her. Quickly) Who?

Woopy. Matt Cole. The war photographer.

AGATHA. You're joking.

Wooby. (Looking at paper again) That's what it
says here. (Reading) “Matt Cole delayed.” One of the
kids took the message.

AGATHA. (Crosses to her, puts box up Right Center,
gets paper) It's—it’s ridiculous. Why should they send
him down here? This isn’t his kind of stuff at all.

Woopy. (Shrugging) Maybe he needs a vacation.

AGATHA. (Crossing Center) Look, you call Henry
Luce on Life. Tell him they’ve got wenty men that
can do a better job on this sort of thing. Tell him I don’t
want Matt Cole— (Faces her) I'd consider it a personal
favor if he'd do something about it.

Woopy. Why bother ?

AcaTtHA. 1 want to bother.

Woopy. (Shrugging) O.K. You're the bess. (Cross-
ing to the telephone) Might've been fun, though. (Pick-
ing up the telephone) Get me New York. Yeah—Life
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magazine— All right, let me know when the circuits are
free, dear. (She hangs up) The circuits are all busy.

AGATHA. (Crosses to desk up Right Center) Well,
keep after it.

GINNY. (Has appeared in the hallway. She knocks
against the framework to attract their attention) I'm
sorry to disturb you—

AcatHA. Oh, that’s all right—

GINNY. (Crossing to her) 1 forgot something—
(Sees desk drawer out) Oh—

AGATHA. (Gets box from up Right Center desk) I'm
afraid I found them. I've been a pig about it, too. (She
holds the box out toward GINNY.)

Ginny. Oh, that's alright, you keep them.

AGATHA. You won’t have to twist my arm. I don’t get
brownies very often. Not good ones like these.

GinnNy. I made them myself.

AcatHA. Really? What do you use—whole chocolate
or ground?

(Woopy crosses to bags at Center.)

GINNY. Chocolate syrup. That’s the secret. It’s what
makes them so moist.

Wooby. (Picking up the suitcase) Oh, brother! (She
exits into the bedroom.)

AcaTHA. They’re wonderful.

GINNY. (She goes over to the desk) 1 didn't really
come for the brownies. I always hide the book I'm
reading in here. It’s the only way I can get to finish it
without somebody waltzing in and borrowing it.
(Fishes out book, puts drawer back, pushes chair in.)

AcGATHA. (Puts box on up Right Center table) Is it
good, the book?

GinNy. It’s Leaves of Grass by Walt Whitman.

AGATHA. (Crossing down a bit) Oh, I'm very fond
of Walt Whitman.

GINNY. (Pleased) Are you?

AcAaTHA. Matter of fact, I have a favorite.
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GINNy. Which one?

AGATHA. It’s a rather obscure ope. “Goodbye, My
Fancy, Farewell, dear mate, dear love. I'm going
away, I know not where—"

GINNy. (Joining her) “—Or to what fortune, or
whether I may ever sce you again. So goodbye, my
Fancy.” (They look at each other in mutual admiration)
I like that one, too. I'd never read much Whitman till
Dr. Pitt gave me the book.

AcaTHA. Your English teacher?

GINNY. No, physics.

AcaTHA. Oh. (Smiling) Walt Whitman seems a little
far afield.

GINNY. You don’t know Dr. Pitt. When he teaches,
you learn about everything.

AcaTHA. Sounds as if I'd like to know him. (Ex-
aming GINNY) Do you want to be a poet?

GinNy. Oh, no.

AcatTHA. What do you want to be?

Ginny. I don’t know yet. I guess that sounds odd
from a college senior. Only—TI think it’s more import-
ant to know what you want than what you want to be.
Does that make sense?

AGATHA. (Impressed) Yes, of course. (Then) You
know, I don’t know your name.

GiNNy. I'm sorry. It’s Ginny. Ginny Merrill.

AGATHA. (Shaking hands) How do you do?

GINNY. Mary Nell’s telling them you're here. I guess
I'd better be going. They’ll all be in soon. (Gets book
from Right desk, starts up Right Center.)

AGATHA. (Crbssing Left) Sounds very formal. Bet-
ter comb my hair. (Stops Left Center) Merrill.
(GINNY stops near up Right Center chair. Turning)
Your parents—will they be here for Commencement?

GiNNy. There’s just my father.

AcaTHA. Oh. Does he—have to come very far?

GINNY. (Uncomfortably) No. As a matter of fact—

AGATHA. [Crossing to her) You're Jim Merrill’s
daughter!
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GINNY. Yes.

AGATHA. I should have known.

GINNY. Why?

AGATHA. You look like him. Something you do with
your mouth when you talk— (Feeling it suddenly neces-
sary to explain, crossing to desk Right) I used to know
your father very well. He was my favorite professor.

GINNY. I always forget father used to teach History
101A. (Steps to her) What was he like?

AcGATHA. Very handsome. All the girls were in love
with him.

GINNY. They still are. Old as he is.

AGATHA. (Defensively) Not so old.

GINNY. In his forties. (After a slight pause) Was
“e a good teacher?

AGATHA. Very. (Crossing to up Right Center desk)
He had a way of making history come to life. Not just
dates and battles, but real things that happened to real
people. (Sits corner) I remember once I cried all night
when he told us about John Brown. It was the most
wonderful thing that happened to me my whole fresh-
man year.

GINNY. (Sits up Right Center chair) Did he know
about it?

AcaTHA. Yes. I wrote him a note and told him. And
he wrote me back a note. I remember what it said.
(Smiling) “My dear Miss Reed—I'm sorry I made you
cry. I shall try to make up for it next month when we
discuss the Coolidge administration.”

GINNY. (Facing away. Suddenly, after a pause) 1
wish he was still a teacher.

AcaTHA. Why? Is being President of the College
so bad?

Ginny. It's—different.

AcaTtuA. A little heavier on the dignity side, I guess.

GINNY. (A slight pause) Yes.

(ELLEN appears in the Center doorway. She has the
look of a beauty who has eaten too many finger
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sandwiches at too many afternoon teas. She wears
an expensive print dress and a much too-fancy
hat, and carries a large paper hat box.)

AGATHA. (Sees her, rises, crosses to her) Ellie—!

ELLEN. Ag—! (They come together Center and
embrace in a very genuine rush of emotion) It’s so good
to see you. When I heard you'd arrived I just had to
hurry over before the others.

GINNY. (Rises and crosses to door) I'd better be go-
ing now.

AGATHA. (Stopping GINNY) Waita minute. I'll see
you again, won’t 1?

GINNY. Oh sure. I'm supposed to be getting dressed
right now to be introduced to you.

AcaTtHA. Well, let’s call this a rehearsal.

(GINNY exits Center. AGATHA turns to ELLEN, who is
looking at picture of Uncle Willy.)

ELLEN. Uncle Willy doesn’t look a day older, does he ?

AcaTHA. Wasn’t it nice of them to remember?
(Noticing ELLEN’s box) What is all this?

ELLEN. (Crossing, sitting Right end of sofa as
AGATHA crosses to Left end of sofa) Just some old
things I've saved. I dug them out when I heard you
were coming. (She takes them out of the box one by
one and hands them to AGATHA) That sketch I made of
Smitty in art class. You put the mustache on it, with
real hair. Remember? (As AGATHA nods, she takes out
a stuffed doll with red wool hair) Clara Bow. You
forgot to take her when you left. (AGATHA sits. An-
other piece of paper) The theme you wrote for me when
I had the hangover from Dartmouth Winter Carnival.
(She takes out a victrola record) And one of our old
victrola records. Betty Boop. Our favorite. (She sees
the wvictrola, and rises, crossing to victrola; puts the
;ecord on the turntable) Oh, let’s hear it again. It'd be

un.
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AGATHA. (Rises, crosses to her. Stopping her) Later,
later— (Holding her off) I haven’t had a chance to look
at you.

I)*ELLEN. (Defensively) T've put on a little weight, I
know. Too many bridge luncheons. And Claude won'’t
let me diet.

AcatHA. Claude. That’s your husband.

ELLEN. Yes.

d AGATHA. (Trying to remember) 1 didn’t meet him,
idI?

ELLEN. No, I didn’t meet him myself till a few years
after I'd left school. We had one of those big church
weddings—I sent you an invitation.

AcaTHA. I was in Spain. I found it when I got back.

ErLeNn. Claude and I nearly went to Spain on our
honeymoon. (Searching) There was some reason—

AcaTHA. The war.

ELLEN. (Vaguely) War—?

AcatuA. The Spanish Civil War. That was my first
big newspaper job.

ELLEN. That’s right. That’s the one where the Rus-
sians were fighting it out with the Nazis or something.

AcaTHA. Well, not quite.

ELLEN. (Crossing to Center chair, puts top on box,
sits Left arm) Oh, it’s all too much for me. I don’t
bother about those things. If there’s anything I want
to know I just ask Claude. It’s convenient having a
husband. |

AGATHA. So I've been told. g

LELLEN. (With a touch of embarrassment) You
know, Ag, I never did send you that telegram—Ilike we
promised. I guess I figured the wedding invitation
would— (A wvague gesture.)

AcaTrA. It did.

ELLEN. (Archly) I've never gotten one from you
either.

AGATHA. Must have slipped my mind at the moment..
(As ELLEN’S back straightens shightly, she sits Left end
of sofa and changes subject) I hear you have a child.
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ELLEN. Two. Both boys. 1'd like to have a girl but it’s
so much trouble at my age. Maybe you can come out to
dinner and see them. Let’s see, I could have just a few
people. The Mayor, and the Faulkners—that's Faulk-
ner Tools. And most of the trustees are in town.
Claude’s chairman of the board of trustees, you know.

AcatHA. No, I didn'’t.

ELLEN. Ever since the year I was elected President
of the Alumnae Association. It’s so cute—the interest
he takes in the school. Gets a big kick out of it when
the girls call him Daddy Griswold. He’s always giving
them things. This year it's a projection booth and
movie equipment. They’re renaming the theatre—Gris-
wold Theatre.

AcaTHA. Oh yes, Miss Shackleford wrote and asked
me to bring down a documentary film from Washing-
ton—for the program this weekend. So I brought my
own.

ELLEN. Your own?

AcatHA. Yes. “Fight To The Finish.” It’s based on
one of my speeches.

ELLEN. Isn’t that wonderful! You know, I always
talk about how I knew you when. How we all voted you
the-girl-most-likely-to-succeed. (A4 pause) Of course, I
never say anything about your being expelled.

AcGaTHA. Thank you. (Amused. Rises, crosses to Left
end of sofa) 1 doubt whether there’ll be much said
about that this weekend.

ELLEN. I never did understand it, Agatha. Student
Court was so hush-hush about it, nobody could find out
a thing. (Rises, crosses up Center) Of course, every-
one knew there was a man connected with it. You don’t
get expelled for staying out all night unless there’s a
man connected with it.

Acatua. (Staring at her) You know, I've got the
most peculiar feeling, Ellen. That you haven’t changed
—at all.

ErLen. Thank you! That's what Claude says. He
says if I ever change he’ll divorce— (Suddenly reacting
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to something she sees out the window, crosses to it)
Here they come—the whole delegation! (To AGATHA,
reproachfully) You upset the applecart, you know. They
had an elaborate welcome planned for you at the rail-
road station.

AGATHA. (Crossing to desk up Right Center) Oh,
I'm sorry.

ELLEN. (Peering through the window) Miss Shackle-
ford, leading the way, and the Student Committee. Miss
Birdeshaw—you remember her—?

AcaTtHA. Oh yes, of course.

ELieN. She’s still teaching physiology. Only now
they call it Sex Hygiene. (Squinting) And a man—
(Surprised) Why, it’s Dr. Pitt. Isn’t it just like
Shackleford to pull a boner and put him on the Re-
ception Committee?

AcatuA. Dr. Pitt? Physics professor?

ELLEN. Yes.

AcaTHA. Why a boner?

ELLEN. (Fizes face with puff and mirror from her
bag) Claude says he’s a troublemaker. Jim’s going to
get rid of him next year. (Then) You know they made
Jim Merrill president the year after you left?

AcGATHA. Yes. I read about it in the papers.

ELLEN. It was quite an honor—he was pretty young
for it. And generally they bring in a president from
outside. But he was so terribly popular. And he’s done
a great job. (She straightens her hat, closes bag, crosses
to her) I'm glad I came ahead, Agatha. I wanted this
cozy little chat with you, just like old times. Mm! I've
enjoyed it.

AGATHA. So have I, Ellen. (Wryly. Crossing down a
bit) It's the first time in years I've been alone with
anyone that I haven’t been asked what’s going on in
Washington.

ELLEN. Oh, you never have to worry about that from
me.

(AcatHA is looking at her, almost as if she can’t be-
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lieve it, as the whole delegation enters the room.
The GIRLS are im white dresses—each carries a
bouguet of flowers. Miss SHACKLEFORD, in the
vanguard, sweeps up to AGATHA ond shakes her
hand. BIRDESHAW crosses down to Center chair.
CaRoL crosses to behind Center table, Jo on her
Left, CLARISSE on Jo’s Right, MARY NELL near
mantel, GINNY near Left end of mantel, SusaN
and AMELIA at Right of door, Dr. P11T in door-

way.)

Miss SHACKLEFORD. (Resoundingly) Welcome home,
Agatha Reed!

AGATHA. Thank you, Miss Shackleford.

Miss SHACKLEFORD. Or should I call you—the Hon-
orable?

AcataA. Definitely not.

Miss SHACKLEFORD. (Chidingly) 1 see Mrs. Gris-
wold’s been the early bird. But I'm sure she’s been tell-
ing you how honored (BIRDESHAW starts forward but
is stopped by SHACKLEFORD) Good Hope is to welcome
back one of its favorite graduates.

AcaTHA. Not gquite a graduate.

Miss SHACKLEFORD. (Thrown for a moment) Well
—practically. (Turning quickly to the rest) You re-
member Miss Birdeshaw ?

(Miss BIRDESHAW flutters forward.)

AgatHA. Of course. (As Miss BIrDESHAW shakes
AcaTHA’S hand) How could I forget Miss Birdeshaw ?
She taught me the facts of life.

Miss BirbEsHAW. (Looking embarrassed) 1 never
really thought of it that way.

AcatHA. You look wonderful, Miss Birdeshaw.

Miss BirpesHAW. So do you, Agatha. Of course, a
little older—I mean, a woman instead of a——

Miss SHACKLEFORD. (Hastily) Miss Birdeshaw
means you look so young to be in Congress.
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AcaTHA. Maybe Congress was equally deceived, Miss
Birdeshaw. At least for the first few months.

Dr. Pirr. (Crossing down a bit) September four-
teenth, to be exact, wasn’t it? (AGATHA turns to look
at him in surprise) Your atom-bomb speech on the
House floor.

Miss SHACKLEFORD, (BIRDESHAW crosses below sofa
as PITT crosses to sofa. Delighted at the coup) 1 don’t
believe you know Dr. Pitt, Agatha. Our physics pro-
fessor. He came to us a little after your time.

AcateA. How do you do, Dr. Pitt? (They shake
hands. Dr. PirT is around fifty—tall, a little drawn.
There is a look about him of a man who knows a great
deal, so much that there is no necessity to be constantly
proving it) It's very gratifying, your knowing my
speech. Sometimes you get a feeling on the floor ot
Congress, something like being on the radio—you’re
never sure anyone’s listening.

Dr. PrrT. I know what you mean. Get somewhat the
same feeling in my classroom.

(There is a general laugh at this, especially from the
Student Committce, M1Ss SHACKLEFORD beckons

them forward. The GIRLs line up behind Center
table.)

Miss SHACKLEFORD. And this is your Honor Guard,
chosen to represent the activities of the college this
weckend. (Beckoning the first one forward) Carol
Friedman—President of Student Government.

CaroL. (Steps forward, clearing her throat nervous-
Iv) Student Government wishes to present you this
bouquet, Miss Reed, as a token of their respect for one
who has so well demonstrated the principle that Women
can take their rightful place beside Men in the Govern-
ment of this great Nation. (She hands AGATHA the
bouquet and shakes hands with her. Crosses down Left
of sofa.)

AgatEA. Thank you.
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Miss SHACKLEFORD. Jo Wintner—Physical Educa-
tion.

Jo. (Steps forward. She is a masculine-looking girl
with a gruff voice) Phys Ed welcomes Agatha Reed,
who has the spirit of Good Sportsmanship and Fair
Play in all that she does.

(Jo shakes AGATHA’s hand in a grip that makes her
wince; hands her some flowers; crosses up Left
end of sofa. Wooby comes out of the bedroom to
see what all the commotion is about. She leans
against the victrola, enjoying AGATHA’S increas-
ing discomfiture.)

Miss SHACKLEFORD. Mary Nell Dodge—May Queen.

Mary NELL. (Stepping forward) These flowers are
for you, Miss Reed, who combine the qualities that
make for True Beauty and—and—

Miss SHACKLEFORD. (Prompts) Wom—

Mary NEeLL. —manhood Glorified. (She hands
AGATHA a bunch of roses and shakes her hand. Crosses
between CAROL and DR. P11T.)

Miss SHACKLEFORD. (Indomitable) Clarisse Carter
—Dramatics Club.

CLARISSE. (Steps forward dramatically) In the
Theatre of Life, you have made Worman’s Role more
important and more truly rich. We of the Dramatic
Club—applaud you, Agatha Reed!

(She hands AGATHA a bouquet. Woopy applauds. They
ALL turn and look at her. AGATHA gives her a
stern look. She stops. CLARISSE crosses to Right
end of sofa.)

Miss SHACKLEFORD. And last—Virginia Merrill,
representing the graduating seniors.

(GINNY steps forward as Miss SHACKLEFORD crosses
to above Center chair.)
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GinNy. The Seniors have asked me to thank you for
coming to our Commencement, Miss Reed, because your

presence here gives us courage and reassurance when
we need it most.

(She and AGATHA exchange a warm smile as she shakes
AcATHA’S hand. Crosses between MarY NELL
and BIRDESHAW.)

AcGATHA. Thank you. (To Arr) I'm not sure I de-
serve all the extremely nice things you've said about
me—but I’'m not going to let you take back a single one
of them. (There’s an appreciative laugh from ALL.
Crosses up Right Center) I've thought a great deal
about Good Hope in the past few years. Because of a
growing feeling that the “good hope” of our world lies
in the young and most importantly, in the places where
they’re taught to think. Standing under the willows be-
side Hope Hall, and now, here in these rooms with all
of you, I feel that more strongly than ever. And a fine,
warm feeling of coming—home.

(At the end of AGATHA’s speech DR. MERRILL appears
in Center doorway. JAMES MERRILL is ¢ hand-
some mam with the combination of wvirility and
charm that can survive the difficult atmosphere of
a girls college. The dignity of the Presidency is
undeniably on his shoulders, but there is a sense
of humor with it that rescues it from pedantry.)

Miss SHACKLEFORD. Oh, Dr. Merrill! You missed
our little ceremony. Miss Reed has just given our girls
a very inspiring speech.

MEeRrriLL. Yes, I heard the end of it from the hall.
(Coming forward) We're very pleased to have you
back, Miss Reed.

AcaTHA. Thank you, Dr. Merrill. (She attempts to
shake his outstretched hand, but some of the bouquets
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fall to the floor. MERRILL tries to help recover them.
It's an awkward moment.)

Woopy. (Crossing to AcatHA) I'll get them. (She
reliez;/es AGATHA of the flowers, sets them on window
seat.

AGATHA. Thank you, Woody. (Generally) My secre-
tary, Miss Woods.

(There is an exchange of how-do-you-do’s.)

Miss SHACKLEFORD. (Taking charge) Now I hate to
break this up, but I’m afraid we’d better all run along.
We've a very full day ahead.

(She starts herding her brood toward the Center door
as they murmur farewells. MERRILL crosses to
ELLEN above hassock. Woopy sits down Right.
MERrILL lights cigarette. AGATHA crosses to door.
as GIrLs ad lib. off.)

Miss BrroesHAW. (At Left of docr) It’s nice to
have you back, Agatha.

AcaTHA. It’s good to be back. (BIRDESHAW exits
Center. Dr. P11T crosses to AcaTHA) Thank you so
much for coming today, Dr. Pitt.

Dr. PirT. I've enjoyed it, Miss Reed. (He looks at
MEerriLL) I never expected to be put on your Recep-
tion Committee. It was a pleasant surprise. (To Miss
SHACKLEFORD) Thank you, Miss Shackleford. (He
exits Center‘.:)

ELLEN. (Crossing up Right Center) Well, that cer-
tainly was uncalled for. Now I see what Claude means.

(AGATHA crosses to Center table.)

MEerriL. They tell me the Alumnae Lusncheon's a
sellout, Elien.
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ELLEN. Oh, yes. I'd better go and check my guest
list. I've lost part of the class of '24. See you at the
Speaker’s table, Ag.

AGATHA. Fine.

(ELLEN exits Center.)

Miss SHACKLEFORD. (Crosses to AcaTtaA) Oh,
Agatha. I hope you haven’t forgotten that movie you
promised us.

AcatHA. Didn’t the print get here?

Miss SHACKLEFORD. Print?

AcaTtrA. Of the film. We sent it out a few days ago.

Miss SHACKLEFORD. Sent it? Oh, dear, I thought
you'd bring it. What does it look like ?

Wooby. (Rises, crossing to hassock) It’s round—in
a tin can.

Miss SHACKLEFORD. Like sardines?

MerriLL. (Looks at Woopy. Controlling a smile)
Maybe they delivered it right to the theatre.

Miss SEACKLEFORD. (Distraught) 1'd better go down
there and see. (She hurries out.)

AcaTHA. You'd better go along, Woody. She might
not recognize it.

Woopy. Recognize it? She probably ate it. (She goes
put, closing door.)

AGATHA. (Crossing to mantel. Apologetically) You
mustn’t mind Woody. Her mind’s always on the tip of
her tongue.

MEeRRILL. It’s refreshing.

AGATHA. I stole her from a Senator who stole her
from a cabinet member. She knows more about Wash-
ington than the FBI.

(There is a silence for a moment, a rather awkward
one.)

MEeRrILL. (Crossing Center) You're looking very
well, Agatha.
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AcAaTHA. Thank you, Jim. I'm tired (Crossing to
sofa, sits Left arm) This session of Congress has been
a little exhausting.

MERRILL. I’'m afraid you're not in for much of a rest
this weekend. Miss Shackleford seems to have outdone
even herself.

AcaTHA. Yes, I've seen the agenda.

MEeRriLL. (Crossing down a bit) Thea you know the
worst.

AcGATHA. Yes.

MErgRILL. I can turn my back if you'd still like to
escape.

AGATHA. (Shaking her head) No. Vanity, I guess.
Secretly everyone dreams of coming back to his college
for an honorary degree. It’s a popular ambition—like
wanting a mink coat.

MEeRrrILL. Or to be president.

AGATHA. Yes. (Then) How does it feel?

MerriLL. What?

AcATHA. To be—president.

MERRILL. (Smiling) Well, it’s never dull—the faces
change too often. (Crossing to up Right Center desk,
flicks ashes on tray) And with so much youth around,
you actually get the feeling you’re preserving your
own.

AgGaTHA. Your daughter has you tottering on the
brink of senility.

MERRILL. (Sits corner desk) Ginny?

AGATHA. We had a talk. She’s a lovely child. No,
that’s wrong. She’s not a child. What are we at that
age, Jim? At that wonderful, terrible in-between time?

ou’ve seen so many of us.

MEerriLL. Wait a minute. Now you are dating me.

AcaTHA. Even with most of the student body in love
with you? (As he looks surprised) Ginny’s my au-
thority.

MERRILL. Well—I serve a function— They sigh
wistfully over my grayed temples until it’s time to trot
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off to proms and have some fun. Then Monday they
come back and sigh some more. It gives their lives an
interesting dimension.

AGATHA. There must be more to this business of
being a college president than that.

MERRILL. (Rises. Crossing down Center) Not much.
A few good Latin phrases and one slightly-risque story
for Alumnae dinners. Very slightly, you understand.
And, of course, a cap and gown in fairly-good condi-
tion.

AGATHA. (Rises, crossing to him) That’s an accurate
description of some college presidents I know. I won’t
accept it for you.

MerrmLL. No?

AcaTHA. No. I have a pretty vivid recollection of
your contempt for educators with banquet-side man-
ners. What was it you called them—Educaterers?
(Heé’s looking at her oddly.) You seem surprised I re-
member so well what you said.

MERRILL. I am. You've heard a lot of people say a lot
of things.

AGATHA. Yes. Only you were the first. The first who
ever said anything that mattered. (She meets his eyes
for a moment, then walks to the window) Do they still
skate on Horner’s pond—in the winter?

MEeRrrILL. (Turns to her) Yes. We've got a lodge
now, with a stove for hot coffee.

AcatuA. That sounds nice. (After a moment) Once
I found a little pond just like it near a University out-
side Leningrad. I even wrote a piece about it, I called
it—

MerriLL. Horner’s Pond, U.S.S.R. (A4s she turns,
surprised) You were syndicated, you know.

AcATHA. Odd, though. That you should have read
that one.

MERrILL. I read them all. Spain, China, Poland, Rus-
sia—Washington.

AGATHA. Isn’t that Miss Shackleford’s job—keeping
track of the alumnae?
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MERRILL. Sometimes she’s careless.

AGATHA. (Crossing to Right desk. With an attempt
at casualness) Well, it's a good thing. Now I don’t
have t¢ catch you up on what I've been doing the past
twenty years.

MERRILL. No. (Steps to up Right Center desk. Then)
Except the first one. I've never quite—caught up on the
first one. You don’t mind my being curious?

AcatHA. No, I don’t mind.

MEeRrriLL. Maybe it’s my vanity. But all these years
I've wondered—what happened. Why you just—dis-
appeared.

AGATHA. (Turns to him) It was very stupid of me to
get caught climbing in my window at six A.M. (Smil-
ing) 1 trust this generation is more adroit.

MEeRrILL. (Turning away. Crossing to Center table)
I’'m not up on the statistics.

AgatHA. Obviously I'm not saying this very well,

MERrrILL. (Putting cigarette out) 1 shouldn’t have
brought it up.

AGATHA. (Crossing Right Center) It would have
made no difference to the trustees that you were the
man and that we were planning to be married. I would
have been kicked out just the same. Only you would
have been kicked out with me. Not many young pro-
fessors would have been so willing to give up a chance
to be president.

MerriLr. We'd decided to take that chance.

AGATHA. (Crossing to up Right Center desk) I know.
But I couldn’t let you, Jim.

MerriLL. Where did you go?

AcaTHA. My mother had to get over the humiliation
of having a daughter expelled. I stayed with an aunt in
Detroit. She’d been an old suffragette and there wasn’t
anything could humiliate her.

ERRILL. My letters came back. When I phoned your
home, they said they didn’t know where you were.

AGATHA. I made them promise that.

MERRILL. I don’t know. It all sounds so-—
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AcatHA. Cold-blooded? (Shaking her head) It
wasn’t. At eighteen, it’s very difficult to be cold-blooded.
Once, I almost wrote you a letter. I never finished it.
A little later I read about your marriage in the news-

r.
paﬁmxu. Did Ginny tell you anything about her
mother?

AcatHA. No.

MEerriLL. I'd like to.

AGATHA. (Crossing to Right side of hassock) It's
not necessary, Jim. I didn’t mean—

MegrrILL. (Firmly) I'd like to. (She nods, turning
away from him) I met her at Columbia. I'd gone down
there for the summer. She was a little older than I was
—but we had a great many things in common. They
helped to balance the things we—didn’t have. She died
when Ginny was born.

AcATHA. (Faces him) Why did you feel you had to
tell me that?

MEerriLL. I don’t know exactly.

AGATHA. What are you trying to say, Jim?

MEerrILL. You came down here this weekend! Why ?

AcaTtHA. Have you forgotten? You invited me.

MEeRrILL. I carried that invitation around two years
bﬂf:ore I sent it. I thought about it five years before

t.

AcGaTHA. That was silly. I answered it five minutes
after I got it.

(He stares at her. As if he can’t quite believe it. Then
Boru tske a siep towards each other. Woopy
enters. They stop dead.)

Wooby. (Crossing down Center) The weekend is
saved. We found the film,
AGATHA. Oh—fine.

(Woopy looks from one to the other as AGATHA crosses
to hassock. MERRILL crosses up Left end of sofa.)
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Woopy. I've got orders to tell you the Alumnae look
hungry.

AGATHA. (Crossing to chair Left. Gets lipstick from
purse. To MERRILL) Creamed chicken and peas?

MEerrILL. You learn to accept the inevitable.

AGATHA. (Loughing) I'd better fix my face.

MerriLL. Miss Reed, did I tell you—it's wonderful
to have you back?

AGATHA. Yes, Dr. Merrill. But it’s good to hear it
again,

(THEY smile at each other.)

MERRILL. (Turns and starts to the Center door, with-
out enthusiasm) It's wonderful to have you, too, Miss
Woods. (He exits.)

(Wooby, looking after him curiously, crosses to the
door. Closes it. AGATHA crosses to mirror.)

Woopy. (Crossing to Right desk) Nice looking—

AcatHA. Who?

Woobpy. Prexy.

.;\GATHA. (Fixing her hair at the mirror) Yes, isn’t
he?

Wooby. (Above hassock) Looked mighty cozy in
here when I came in.

AGATHA. (Crossing down a bit) We were just talk-
ing over old history exams.

Wooby. (Lights cigarette) Yeah?

AGATHA. Yeah. (Laughing) You know what’s wrong
with you? You're spoiled. You're so used to having
your thumb in every Washinton pie you can’t stand
missing—

Woopy. Stop filibustering |

AcaTHA. All right. (Casually crossing to Center
chair) 1It's so.

Wooby. (Steps to her) What's so?

AGATHA. (Sits) Just what you’re thinking.
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Wooby. Oh. (Crosses to desk Right) Well, I suppose
you've got to do something to give this weekend a lift.
(Crosses Center) Has he got a friend for tonight?

AGATHA. (Laughing) You're warm, darling. But not
warm enough.

Woopy. Wait a minute ! Let me get this straight—

AcaTtHA. It’s quite simple. He was the first man I
ever loved. Maybe the only one. (As Woopy stares at
ﬁf;). Well, don’t look so shocked. I'm going to marry

Woopy. Marry him?

P}slGATHA. He hasn’t asked me yet. But he will—to-
night.

oopy. You’re kidding.

AcAaTEA. Why? Are you against marriage, too?

Woopy. Good God, Agatha, I’'m not against marriage.
But there’s a time and place for everything. You're
smack in the middle of an election campaign—a hun-
dred things. Your life’s too busy.

AcAaTHA. There’s quite a difference between a busy
life and a full one.

Woopy. That’s funny—coming from you. Do you
know what you are to millions of American women?
The embodiment of an ideal. The woman they think
they’d like to be— Not just reading about history, but
helping to shape it. (Crosses to window.)

AcaTHA. Am T all that? It sounds wonderful.

Woopy. (Belligerently) Well, it is wonderful!

AcaTHA. Yoyu've missed the point, Woody. I don’t
want to be any less. I'm greedy. I want to be more.

Woopy. And he’s the man to do it?

AGATHA. Yes.

Woopy. Oh, for God’s sake, Agatha. When I was
fourteen I fell in love with a fellow on our block who
sold peanuts. I'm not going to marry him.

AgaTHA. Maybe you should. Maybe you have a deep
and consuming need for peanuts. (AGATHA rises and
crosses above L. end of sofe) I'm a little disappointed.
I hoped you’d be happy for me.
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