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The Time:

March 10, 1948, the last day of Zelda Fitzgerald’s
life. She died in a fire that evening.

The Place:

The office of Zelda’s psychiatrist, Robert S.
Carroll, M.D., Highland Hospital, Asheville,
North Carolina.

(The play 1s in two acts. All taped voices are
recorded by the actress )

Bye Bye Blackbird Copyright 1926 Warner Bros.
Inc (Renewed) by Mort Dixon & Ray Henderson.
All Rights Reserved. Used by Permission.

Two Little Babes in the Wood Copyright 1928
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Rights Reserved. Used by Permission.

I'm Gown’ Crazy Copyright 1988 Stanart Music
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PREFACE

The evolution of a stage play is sometimes the
work of years. Successive productions are an
advantage to the playwright. He can observe and
learn, alter and revise. And if he is fortunate
enough to have an understanding, long-suffering
publisher, he can even get his play reprinted.

The Last Flapper is such a play. As a revised
dramatic work, it tried out at the Burt Reynold’s
Theatre in Jupiter, Florida in 1987. The play
formally opened at the Alley Theatre in Houston,
Texas, in September, 1987, and starred actress
Piper Laurie, with direction by Charles Nelson
Reilly. Originally titled Zelda and produced at
off-Broadway’s American Place Theatre, the
earlier version starred actress Olga Bellin and
was directed by Paul Roebling.

The Last Flapper is about the life of Zelda
Fitzgerald, wife of novelist F. Scott Fitzgerald.
My research into Zelda Fitzgerald’s cor-
respondence and other writings, published and
unpublished, revealed to me a woman altogether
different from the sentimental stereotype of the
Fitzgerald legend.

Certainly, the legend is not the person In The
Beautiful and the Damned, Scott created Zelda a
symbol of The Jazz Age — the Compleat Flapper,
glamorous, vapid, selfish. Obligingly, Zelda
played the role, for she was indeed daring,
eccentric and passionate. But when the bad times



came, and the wild, crazy escapades seemed
sadly out of style, Zelda abandoned the legend.

Almost simultaneously, she entered the first
of several mental hospitals wherein she would
spend the rest of her life. Zelda's struggle for
identification apart from Scott found expression
in an autobiographical novel, Save Me the Waltz.
Impressionistic in style, opulent in imagery, her
writing is striking, powerful and undisciplined.
Her published writings also include ten short
stories.

Zelda was possessed of a brilliant,
schizophrenic mind. She was exciting, original,
witty, talented, tormented. All the ingredients for
the stage. And her life was not all tragedy. That is
the public cliché, the legend, not the reality. Zelda
found self-completeness in her final years. Even
though she was confined to institutions, her
dignity held, and there was a kind of heroism in
her. No self-pity, no wistful yearning for lost
Utopias. I like that about Zelda. She was a lady
with pride and guts.

Born in Montgomery, Alabama, on July 24,
1900, Zelda was 47 at the time of her tragic death.
She was, in her own words, a “graduate of half a
dozen mental institutes.” She died in a fire at a
sanitarium in Asheville, North Carolina, on
March 10, 1948.

I would like to express my thanks not only to
Scottie Fitzgerald Smith for permission to draw
upon her mother’s writings, but also to Professor



Matthew J. Bruccoli, Peter Shepherd of Harold
Ober Associates, Gilbert Parker and Jerome
Talbert of William Morris Agency, Paul and
Olga Roebling, Abbott Van Nostrand of Samuel
French, Inc., Piper Laurie, Charles Nelson
Reilly, and Princeton University Library,
guardian of the Zelda Sayre Fitzgerald papers
The play was originally commissioned by Lane
Yorke.

William Luce
February, 1990
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ACTI

Just before curtain, we hear Cole Porter’s song,
“Two Little Babes in the Wood”,

AT RISE: ZELDA enters the dimly lighted office
of Dr. Carroll. The MUSIC is interrupted by a
loud-speaker announcement.

TAPED VOICE. (As nurse.) Attention,
nursing staff. The recreation room is being
painted, so please remind patients that the party
tonight is in the cafeteria. I repeat, the party is in
the cafeteria.

(ZELDA is wearing an old dress and sweater.
SHE carries a striped pillow case.)

ZELDA. (Looking around.) Dr. Carroll?
(Surprised.) He’s not here. (To audience.) It’s
three o’clock, isn’t it? (SHE looks into the hall,
then turns back to the room.)

(LOUDSPEAKER.)
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TAPED VOICE. (As nurse.) Nurse
Holtzhausen, please call the main desk. Nurse
Holtzhausen, call the main desk, please.

ZELDA. (Opens the cigarette box on the desk.
It plays “Clair de Lune.”) Luckies! I'll take some
for George. (To audience.) This is just between
us, okay? (SHE crams cigarettes into her pocket,
then listens to the music box.) Dr. Carroll’s theme
song, “Clair de Loonie”. (Sitting, waiting.) You
know, it’s strange, but I can’t tolerate friends
anymore. 1 can only tolerate enemies. You can
see where that puts me. It makes me unfit to live
in the world. Oh, well, what the hell. We’re all
iconoclasts, aren’t we, in one way or another?
(Pause.) Dr. Carroll, come out, come out,
wherever you are.

(LOUDSPEAKER.)

TAPED VOICE. (As nurse.) Your attention,
please. Dr. Carroll has been called away on an
emergency. His afternoon appointments are
cancelled.

ZELDA. (Exultantly.) Say that again!

(LOUDSPEAKER.)

TAPED VOICE. (As nurse.) Dr. Carroll’s
appointments are cancelled.

ZELDA. Hallelyjah! No three o’clock
inquisition! (SHE checks the hallway. LIGHT-
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ING change. SHE returns to the desk. With a
letter opener, SHE begins prying open the locked
file drawer of the desk.) Thank you, Doctor, don’t
mind if I do. (SHE struggles with the lock until
SHE breaks open the drawer. To audience.) Don’t
ever fall into the hands of a psychiatrist, unless
you're feeling very Faustian. He’ll destroy your
soul. (Finding files.) “Highland Hospital. Robert
S. Carroll, M.D. Confidential.” (Smiling.) Not
anymore. (Riffling through files.) Here's
Katie’s. All she does is wander around, yelling
... (Rapidly.) “Would somebody call me a cab?
Would somebody call me a cab?” (More files.)
Here’s George’s. (Opening and reading.)
“Permit patient the use of cosmetics on all but
visiting days.” (To audience.) George is a long,
tall man who roams the halls in evening gowns.
He says his father wanted a boy, his mother
wanted a girl. I guess they were both satisfied.
(More files.) “Fitzgerald, Zelda.”

(ZELDA has found her own file. SHE puts the
other files away and begins to silently read
hers. Several beats. Angrily, SHE hurls her
file to the floor. Papers scatter everywhere.)

ZELDA. (Angrily.) Can you tell me why in
the hell I should spend the rest of my life in this
place? I am sick to death of the repressive
atmosphere of sanitariums It seems as though
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I’'ve been tidying up my room for years and not
making noise in the halls. And I've climbed
enough stairs to get to heaven. I just want to get as
far away from Asheville, North Carolina, as I
can. Mamma’'s always wanted me home with her,
but Scott prefers dumping me in places like this.
(SHE picks up pages at random and then drops
them. Singing.)

Pack up all my care and woe,

Here I go, singin’ low,

Bye Bye Blackbird.

(SHE studies each page and lets it fall again. Her
taped voice tells us what she is reading. SHE
continues humming the song.)

TAPED VOICE. (As Zelda.) “Fitzgerald,
Zelda. Schizophrenic. Very slight progress.
Patient rebels against authority, yet has been
unable to function without institutional
supervision for much of the past ten years. Do not
stir up the patient. Relieve her of having to make
decisions, which aggravates her disorder. Avoid
confrontation, which is inadvisable at her stage of
schizophrenia.”

ZELDA. (To audience.) Excuse me for
smiling. People think I’ve thought of something
witty. The fact is, my smile is uncontrollable,
and it terrifies me. (Singing.)

No one here can love or understand me,
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Oh what hard-luck stories they all hand me
(To audience.) The fact is, I'm simply a neurotic
woman who's reached the end of her physical
resources and is exhausted. (SHE picks up
another sheet of paper from the floor and frowns
as SHE reads it. Confidentially.) Dr. Carroll
doesn’t know it, but I have a mission beyond these
walls, a divine mission. I've got to tell the world a
lot of things. Things about God and the end of the
world and dying. (Dropping the paper.) But he
won’t permit me to talk about religion. Oh, hell,
who cares, anyway? This generation 1s so
spiritually dense, it thinks Armageddon is a new
baking powder. And the religious majority still
beheves it’s more commendabie to suffer and
repress than it is to walk the plank of adventure.

God help us. You have this little flickering
light to shield from the world, to guide you out of
the forest, and along comes a theologian and
blows it out. (SHE picks up another sheet of paper
from the floor and peruses it. The information
reminds her of the following.)

I was always an excitement eater When I
was a child, I phoned the fire department. “Hello,
Mr Fireman? There’s a little girl stuck on top of
a house' The gray and white one at Six Pleasant
Avenue. Hurry!”

I got the ladder, climbed onto the roof, kicked
the ladder away and waited. The fire engine
came clanging down the street, and the neighbors
ran out to see what the hell was — (Suddenly



16 THE LAST FLAPPER

distracted, SHE drops the paper to the floor.) You
know something? Your arms look too long. And
your face is tiny and far away and out of
proportion. You look kaleidoscopic. (Singing.)

I'm goin’ crazy ... don’t you wanna come

along?

(Pause.) Do you know something else?
Nobody’s ever sent me a get-well card. Isn’t that
rotten? “Sorry you've gone insane, Zelda.” Even
that would do. But not a word. (SHE sits down and
picks up the pillow case.) Isn’t this lovely? It’s
Highland Hospital’s spring pattern.
“Penitentiary.” (Singing.)

I'm goin’ crazy ... don’t you wanna come
along?

Come and hear the cuckoo’s song

With me.

Just like the loon bird,when he spreads his
wings and soars,

Headin’ for those balmy shores

We'll be.

The world is riding toward that grand finale,

But the trip is much more fun

When you get off your trolley.

So I'm goin’ crazy ...

Gonna join that daffy throng.

Don’tcha wanna come along

With me?

(To audience.) Don’t look so smug. You're in
here with me, you know. (SHE takes out her
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knitting, a bulky tangle of yarn with numerous
holes from dropped stitches.)

(LOUDSPEAKER.)

TAPED VOICE. (As nurse.) Nurse
Holtzhausen, would you please call the main
desk? Nurse Holtzhausen, call the main desk,
please.

ZELDA. Where the hell is Nurse
Holtzhausen? Has anybody seen her? I wish she'd
look tiny and far away. She checks my room
every five minutes to see if I've strangled myself
yet. I'm really rather angry that people won’t let
me be insane. I wish they'd accept me, without that
feeling of having to acquit me. (Knitting.)
Asheville’s about as inspiring as leaky
plumbing. Here, they’ve got me knitting this
damned thing for therapy. Knit, purl, knit, purl,
knit, purl. It’s supposed to be a skirt. Ugly, isn’t it?
As you can see, my knits are fine. But my purls
are so wide apart, I may have to use it for a
fishnet. I think knitting’s about as frolicsome as
reading “Pilgrim’s Progress.” There’s nothing
good to read around here. Dr. Carroll chooses
everything. Sometimes he brings old comic books
.. when he’s through with them. Here comes a
purl. Wish me luck. (Pause.) I did it! Katie’s
making a crazy-quilt. K-K-K-Katie.

And I can’t dance. They won’t let me. “No
dancing, Mrs. Fitzgerald.” Now you talk about
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therapy. That could really help me. But Dr.
Carroll says that’s part of my problem. He and his
goddamn feudal formulas. Just because my
husband went and blabbed to him about Paris, and
how I made myself sick going to ballet class eight
hours a day. Scott couldn’t realize that dancing
was my refuge from the chaos in our lives.

Scott’s refuge was the bottle. Do you know what
they called him? “F. Scotch Fitzgerald.” I guess
there’s nothing so indicative of civilization as the
solaces people seek

But I do hate the Teutonic sophistries of
psychiatry. I'll probably never dance again. My
muscles are getting so flabby, by the time I get out
of here, if I ever do, my legs will look like Elsa
Maxwell’s. Though, during my last visit to
Mamma’s, I did start taking lessons again. But I
had a quarrel with the teacher, Priscilla
Billiejean Lillegard. I told Prissy I could not do
steps that fit neither the period nor the spirit of the
music

(MUSIC begins SHE takes off sweater and begins
dancing.)

So I gave her some Schubert waltzes, hoping
she’d choreograph them. But she apparently has
mmpaired hearing. In fact, I told her so, and
Prissy told me I was a cow. So I said she was a
cow And she said she couldn’t be a cow 1if she
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tried. And I said, a cow doesn’t have to try to be a
cow — it just is one.

Oh, God, I wish I were back in Alabama this
summer. The deep alfalfa fields and the low
leaden moons and the frogs in the bullrushes.
That lethal content and depth of poetry that hang
over the South in summer. The tulip trees bowing
in a thunderstorm. That haunting quality of
dreariness, and no promise in the sky, and the
trees dripping and the silver-mirrored river. Oh,
the magic of it.

(LOUDSPEAKER)

TAPED VOICE. (As nurse.) Mister Crouse,
please, your wife is at the desk. Mister Crouse,
your wife is here.

(ZELDA looks out the window.)

ZELDA. I see George and Katie are playing
croquet. (Squinting.) That dress looks like dotted
Swiss. What a heavenly shade of blue. (Pause.)
Katie’s dress is pretty, too. (Pause.) She’s yelling
something. What’s she saying? (Listening.) Oh,
of course. (Yelling.) “Would somebody call me a
cab? Would somebody call me a cab?” (SHE
leaves window. To audience.) 1 wish they’d let us
have animals here. Once I had this Persian cat
named Chopin. His eyes were topaz. He was such
a pretty cat. All white with furry boots. When he
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was still a kitten, he caught, tortured and ate his
first mouse. So I gave him a coming out party of
anchovies and cheese canapes.

After that initial triumph, he got more
ambitious and tried to eat the parrot. Polly
squawked so loudly, you could hear her five
blocks away. There were feathers everywhere.
After 1 spanked Chopin, he disappeared. Lost
himself in Indian summer somewhere under the
fallen leaves.

(LOUDSPEAKER.)

TAPED VOICE. (As nurse.) Mister Crouse,
are you hiding? Your wife is here, please.

ZELDA. Oh, those Crouses. Sometimes I
wonder which one of them lives here. (Pause.)
When Polly wasn’t scornfully eating peanuts, she
was squawking, “Go to hell! Go to hell!” Daddy
accused me of teaching her that. I told him it was
Rosalind who did it. She’s my sister. But he knew
I was lying. Polly always sat next to the
gramophone, and she knew all the latest songs.
(Singing, dancing.)

Pack up all my care and woe,

Here I go singing low,

Bye Bye Blackbird.

Where somebody waits for me,

Sugar’s sweet, so is he ...
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Thank God, no Doctor Carroll today. No
hypnotic heart-to-heart. What a relief. “Called
away on an emergency.” I'll bet. He's probably
out on the golf course right now. (SHE looks out the
window, then picks up the phone. On phone.) Tell
the nurses’ station, if they're still looking for Mr.
Crouse — try the bushes near the parking lot.
(Drinking from Dr. Carroll’s cup.) Stale, but
delicious. (Looks in drawer.) Oh, Dr. Carroll’s
bon-bons. (Takes bite, scowls, puts it back.) He
won’t even let me choose my own toothpaste.
(Finds lipstick in drawer.) Katie’s lipstick.
Confiscated by Dr. Carroll. We’re not allowed to
use makeup. Only George. (Putting it back; to
audience.) Has anybody got a candy bar? I'll
trade you three Luckies for a Nutty Caramel.
(Shrugging.) I don’t like Baby Ruths. (Pause.)
I'm sure Dr. Carroll thinks I'm incurably
deranged. Yes, yes, he does. I know. I can tell by
his manner. I can tell by his eyes. The
unblinking eyes of a cobra. He thinks he can
drive out the devils that are driving me.

(During the following, ZELDA puts on Dr.
Carroll’s white jacket, which hangs on the
back of his chair.)

Every Wednesday at three P.M. it’s the same
routine. He puts on one helluva show. I come
through that door and I say, “Dr. Carroll, have you
talked with my mother? I want to go home for
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Easter.” (As Doctor.) Mrs. Fitzgerald, did you
sleep well? (To Doctor.) No, 1 did not sleep well.
Have you talked with my mother? I want to go
home. (As Doctor.) Sit down, close your eyes and
relax. (To Doctor.) Yes, Doctor. (ZELDA
obediently sits down. To audience.) Every
Wednesday, the same scenario. (As Doctor.) Feel
your body relaxing. Feel yourself drifting. All
extraneous thoughts are falling away. You are at
peace. (To Doctor.) Yes, Doctor. (To herself.) God,
how I hate that voice! (As Doctor.) As you drift
deeper and deeper into a relaxed state, I want you
to take a deep breath. Now. Take a deep breath and
hold it. (To audience.) I think he’s seen too many
Basil Rathbone movies. (As Doctor.) Now slowly
let the breath out. (Pause.) Again, a deep breath.
(Pause.) Release the breath slowly. (To audi-
ence.) See what I mean about those eyes? (As
Doctor.) Now, when I tell you, you will begin
slowly counting backwards from one hundred.
Begin. (Zelda begins counting hurriedly. To
herself.) One hundred, ninety-nine, ninety ...
(As Doctor.) Slowly. (To herself, slowly.) Ninety-
eight, ninety-seven, ninety-six. Psychiatry’s
worse than witcheraft, I swear to God. It gives one
the illusion of hope, when there isn’t any. Ninety-
five, ninety-four, ninety-three.
TAPED VOICE. (As Mamma.) Zelda! Zelda!
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(LIGHT change. She is now the young Zelda with
a southern accent. She sheds the jacket and
jumps up, extending her left hand.)

ZELDA. (To Mamma.) Mamma! Oh, looka
here. It's from Scott. (Pause.) It's an engagement
ring, Mamma. What’s it look like? It's his
mother’s. Isn’t it grand? (Calling.) Rosalind!
(Pause.) Oh, Mamma, I'm practically nineteen.
(To her sister.) Rosalind, where’s that card from
Scott? (SHE picks up another file page from the
floor ) Oh. Well, after this I'll thank you not to go
snooping in my mail. (To Mamma.) Here,
Mamma, you listen. (Reading.) “Darling, I am
sending this just the way it came. I hope it fits,
and I wish I were there to put it on your finger. 1
found a knockout apartment with a bathtub big
enough for two.” (To Mamma.) A bathtub,
Mamma. In New York, everything’s twice as big.
(Reading again.) “Do write every day. So
goodbye, my dearest sweetheart. Scott.” (The
paper slips to the floor. Gazing at the ring.) And it
fits, Mamma. (Dreamily.) Mrs. Francis Scott
Fitzgerald It sorta says “soon” to me. Just sings
it Oh, just wait till I wear it Saturday night to the
Country Club dance. Lurline Pearson’s gonna
turn absolutely green. (Pause.) ‘Course, I'm
going I can’t disappoint Frankie Stubbs. Besides,
Scott’s in New York, and I'm not letting being
engaged stop me from having fun. Gosh, Eleanor
Browder’s engaged, and she’s got more beaux
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than Solomon had wives. Why, if I get a chance,
I'm gonna kiss all the bachelors in Alabama. If I
haven’t already. (Pause.) Nothing, Mamma. I
was just spoofing. In the first place, I haven’t
kissed anybody. And in the second place, there’s
nobody left in the first place. (SHE picks up
another paper and begins writing on it at the
desk.) “Oh, Scott, my ring is so beautiful. Please,
please don’t be depressed. I'll come to you, lover,
whenever you're ready. Don’t you think I was
made for you? I feel like you had me ordered and I
was delivered to you to be worn. I want you to wear
me like a watch, charm or buttonhole bouquet to
the world. And then when we're alone, I want to
help — to know that you can’t do anything without
me. You've trusted me with the dearest heart of
all, and it’s so damned much more than anyone
else in the world ever had.” (Writing envelope.)
“From Zelda Sayre, Six Pleasant Avenue,
Montgomery, Alabama.” (The paper falls back to
the floor. She is now the present Zelda To
audience.) Cradle of the Confederacy. We moved
three times before settling there. Our neighbor-
hood’s called “The Hill.” It used to be fancier. Just
right for a State Supreme Court Judge and his
family. A tidy, fashionable street. All the ladies
and gentlemen of the town properly separated
from their laundresses and butchers and
charioteers of the ash cans Even so, Mamma
thought the ladies of the town were very
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provincial. She still does. Do you know, she’s
lived there for over seventy years?

TAPED VOICE. (As Mamma.) 'm not a
native here, thank you very much.

ZELDA. She still won’t admit to being part of
Montgomery.

TAPED VOICE. (As Mamma.) Bottom rail’s
gettin’ on top.

ZELDA. The neighborhood has changed. It'’s
declined.

TAPED VOICE. (As Mamma.) Bottom rail’s
gettin’ on top, I tell you, Zelda.

ZELDA. (To Mamma, irritably.) I know,
Mamma! I know! (To audience.) Back of the
house is Rosalind’s room. My room’s upstairs at
the front. There. The window looks out on the old
Wilson orchard. Oh, and there’s a little white bed
in the corner. In fact, the whole room’s white.
With the white curtains and all — it’s like a
hospital room (To Doctor.) Isn’t that odd, Doctor?
(To audience.) I remember when I was a little
girl, I'd lie awake in the dark. The aroma of
pears from across the way would fill my room
And as I'd fall asleep, I could hear a band playing
waltzes in the distance. (A slow, nostalgic waltz
s heard briefly.) I remember waking up early in
those moated mornings, in those lost mornings
The sun all yellow and red, like a huge, luminous
peach hanging ripe on a black shadow tree, just
visible through the mist. There were amber
squares of light across my bed. I'd be all sleepy-
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eyed, with cold toes and tangled hair, but I'd feel
so clean and wholesome all day long, just because
I saw the sun rise.

Especially in July I loved it, out in the picked
cotton fields, the sky running red lava down the
dirt roads, as if they were about to be buried under
a furious glory.

Every place has its hours, don’t you think?
There’s Rome in the glassy sun of a winter noon.
There’s Paris under a blue gauze of spring
twilight. And there’s a red sun flowing through
the chasms of a New York dawn.

But in Montgomery in 1920, there was a time,
a quality, that pertained to nowhere else. It began
about half past six on an early summer evening,
with the flicker and splatter of the corner street
lights going on. And it lasted till the great
incandescent globes were black with moths and
beetles, and the children were called to bed from
the dusty streets, and the grownups sat out on the
porches, talking.

Who's from Montgomery? Anybody? (Pause.)
Well, I remember. Time was tradition, and the
past was actuality. (Pause.) Ninety-one, ninety,
eighty-nine, eighty-eight.

TAPED VOICE. (As Mamma.) Zelda!

(SHE reverts to being the young Zelda again. SHE
takes Dr Carroll’s white jacket and puts it on
backwards. In her mind, 1t becomes a dress in
which she 1s being fitted.)
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ZELDA. (To Mamma.) Oh, Mamma, thisg'll be
the prettiest wedding dress ever! It's like a cloud.
(Pause.) Mamma, you can’t imagine what a
commotion my ring caused at the Club. Honestly,
the whole dance was completely upset. And Lucy
Goldthwaite told Theodosia Lee that — ouch! You
stuck me. (Pause.) I am standing up straight!
(Pause.) No, I don’t want it that way. I want it to
drop off the shoulder like this. See? (Pause.) It
will too stay up! Jane Massey’s wedding dress
stayed up, and she’s flatter’'n an old pancake.
(Exasperated.) Oh, Mamma! (Hanging coat on
chair.) Then I'll wear my gray suit to be married
in. Confederate gray. I may even bob my hair. I'll
probably look like hell.

TAPED VOICE. (As Daddy.) Zelda!

ZELDA. Who's that calling my name?
Daddy? (SHE picks up another sheet of paper from
the floor. It becomes a telegram) Wait, Daddy!
(Reading telegram.) Scott says we're gonna be
married in St. Patrick’s Cathedral, in the rectory.
Just a few friends. Look, it’s April third, the day
before Easter. (Dropping the paper.) But, Daddy!
(To audience.) Daddy gave me the trip north as a
wedding present. He and Mamma didn’t go to see
me get married. Actually, they were glad the
wedding was in New York, Scott being Irish
Catholic and all. Daddy didn’t approve of Scott,
because he was a Princeton dropout, a drinker
and a Yankee.
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Mamma never made the dress. So I wore a
suit of midnight blue, with a matching hat
trimmed in leather ribbons and buckles. Scott
adored it. (Putting on sweater as if it were the new
suit.) When Daddy put me on the train for New
York, he looked so handsome standing there, I
was afraid I'd cry. (To Daddy.) G’bye, Daddy.
(To audience.) That train pulled me out of the
shadow-drenched land forever.

(LOUDSPEAKER.)

TAPED VOICE. (As nurse.) Attention,
patients! Therapy Weaving Class in five
minutes. Therapy Weaving in five minutes,
Room 86.

ZELDA. (Disoriented.) Eighty-five, eighty-
four, eighty-three ... (Plucking at her sleeve.)
Where’d I get this ugly old thing? Looks like a
gunny sack. (Pause.) They took away all my
beautiful clothes. I used to have dozens of things
with famous labels. Now they’re all gone. Nurse
Holtzhausen took them. (To Doctor.) Your orders,
Dr. Carroll. (To audience.) Oh, well, I've gained
too much weight to wear my old things. Look at
these hips. The vulgarities of middle age have
caught up with me. The insulin treatments have
added twenty pounds. It embarrasses me.

Mamma sent me this dress. She made it a
long time ago. It has what you might call a subtle
lack of drama. It’s very suitable for any occasion
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requiring discretion. I've had it so long, it’s been
in style three times. (Holding up knitting.) Well,
at least I'll have a change of wardrobe when I
finish this damned skirt. It looks enormous. I
may end up giving it to Nurse Holtzhausen. What
a Prussian intellectual she is. She wrinkles her
brow when she reads “The Katzenjammer Kids.”

In the winter, Nurse Holtzhausen wears a
jacket of some indeterminate fur to work. In
damp weather, it smells like a live animal. She
says it's German mink. You ought to see it. If
that's German mink, then somewhere in the
Black Forest a muskrat’s living under an
assumed name. (Imitating Nurse Holtzhausen,
German accent.) “I got to vork all mein life, Frau
Fitzgerald. I vas not born mit a silver Loffel in
mein mouth.” (Knitting; to audience.) What a
pity. That mouth could accommodate a service for
six.

Nurse Holtzhausen says I need another
permanent wave. What do you think? I suppose it
does look a mess. The beautician comes today.
Well, she’s called the beautician, but she’s really
a local woman who shows up twice a week fried to
the eyeballs. She does me on Friday. Her name is
Iris McDougal, which is Greek for rainbow. Not
the McDougal, just the Iris. She shampoos me and
does a rather amateurish job of setting it.

Scott says when he first saw me in 1918, he
thought my hair looked honey-yellow. I didn’t
color it, either. I remember the dress I was
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wearing. It was white silk with a chiffon tunic
floating over it. And a large-brimmed hat as big
as a manhole cover. And long streamers down
my back. And a fan. Oh, my, a genuine Southern
belle.

It was after my high school graduation. Scott
was a first lieutenant at Camp Sheridan. I saw
him standing at the edge of the dance floor,
watching me waltz with Tommy Lee Culpepper.

I remember every soft spot of light that ever
gouged a shadow beside his patrician bones. He
was beautiful as men are not meant to be, with
violet eyes and dark lashes and a straight nose
and sensitive mouth. His hair was green-gold
under the soft lights. Masculine beauty that I'd
never seen before. And he was slightly but
ecstatically intoxicated. (Soft dance MUSIC
begins.) It was a radiant night of soft conspiracy.
The dance floor was smoky with aspirations. (To
dance partner.) ‘Scuse me, Tommy Lee. (To
audience.) I felt bodiless, like a phantom, as I
moved into his waiting arms, without any
introduction, a tender, inevitable gravity taking
me and enfolding me there. (SHE moves with the
music.) There seemed to be some heavenly
support beneath his shoulder blades, that lifted his
feet from the floor in ecstatic suspension. I thought
he secretly possessed the ability to fly, but was
dancing only as a compromise with convention.
He whispered his name in my ear with a kind of
alcoholic modesty.
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