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THE DAMNATION AND ILLUMINATION OF THERON WARE

by Jonathon Ward

adapted from the novel The Damnation of Theron Ware by Harold Frederic

ACT I, scene 1
SET:
The set suggests different places in Octavius, a small town in Upstate New York, and New York City in the 1870s.

AT RISE:
Early Monday morning.  Octavius.  Lights up on the parsonage porch and yard.  ALICE WARE’s flowery bonnet hangs on a hook.  REVEREND THERON WARE enters through the audience writing in his journal.



THERON


(to audience)

In my sermon on Sunday, I spoke on the prophet Abraham to the great surprise of my new congregation.  Their previous minister used to scorch them with hellfire and damnation saying “you are completely unworthy of bearing the cross for Jesus!”  What they heard from me was that “in this time of unlimited possibilities we do not carry the burden of the cross.  We live, as Abraham did!  God says to us, as He did to Abraham, “I will make of thee a great nation!”     

(ALICE enters stirring batter in a mixing bowl.  SEAN, a twelve year old milk boy, enters with his pail to fill a pitcher on the porch.)


SEAN

Mornin’, mam.



ALICE

And where were you yesterday?



SEAN

About this time, mam?



ALICE

Yes, about this time.  A minister has to eat breakfast on Sunday morning.  And how am I going to fix it without milk?  



SEAN

I thought ministers don’t drink on Sundays.  



ALICE

Oh, that’s funny.  Theron?  Did you hear that?  Sean says, ministers don’t drink on Sundays.  



THERON

Milk?  



SEAN

Every new minister says we can deliver it, and then the church Trustees make me stop.



THERON


(laughing)

Is that so?  Well, you can keep bringing it.



SEAN

All right, but don’t blame me when old Pierce and fat Winch make me stop.  


(SEAN exits.)



ALICE

Hell to the Trustees is having to mind their own business.



THERON

What matter Puritans or Hell.  Come.  Put that down before the day clouds up.  We’ll take a walk.

(THERON tries to take the bowl.)

You haven’t enjoyed a single moment these past weeks.  



ALICE

How can I?  Those Van Sizers left the parsonage in such a muss.  They could have turned the garden under or collected the tin cans.  



THERON

Tell you what let’s do.  Put on your bonnet.  We’ll take some sandwiches and a blanket.



ALICE

The trustees are coming at eleven.   



THERON

All right.  After I’m done with them, we’ll go.  Before it rains.  All right?    



ALICE


(seeing Trustees)

All right.  Here they come mean as can be and I’m not fit to be seen.  They’ve gone around to the back to see if I’ve finished the clean up.  

(LEVI GORRINGE, ERASTUS WINCH and LOREN PIERCE enter the parsonage and set up chairs.)

I bet that Winch is looking for a reason to raise the rent.  



THERON

They’re all in business together.  


ALICE

Well, don’t let them make you pay for the sidewalk or the gas.  Oh.  (Whispering)  Brother Gorringe might be on our side.  I’ve seen him go by here three times with his fishing rod.   He’s not tight with his dollar. He said he might find me a piano.  



THERON

He did?


ALICE

He heard me singing in the garden.  I told him.    


(ALICE exits with bowl and milk. THERON enters the parlor.)



WINCH

Morning, Brother Ware.  



THERON

Good morning.



WINCH

We came in the back to see how the clean-up’s coming along.  



THERON

Your last minister left quite a mess.  



PIERCE

He left in a hurry.



WINCH

Many thanks to Sister Alice for taking care of it.  Brother Gorringe are you ready?  



GORRINGE

Yes.  



WINCH

He serves as Secretary.  Mind your pen don’t start writin’ sermons ‘stid of the record.  The meetin’s called to order.  Brother Pierce has a few words.    



PIERCE


(to Theron)

We walk here in meek and humble spirit, in the straight an’ narrow way which leadeth unto life.  Your wife’d better take them flowers out of her bunnit afore next Sunday.  



THERON

We don’t want to make our “brother stumbleth or made weak,” but--



PIERCE

Another thing: we don’t want no more preachin’ on Abraham.  That sermon o’ yours was like your wife’s bunnit: too high falutin’ and flowery.  What we want, sir, is straight-out flat-footed hell, - the burnin’ lake o’ fire an’ brimstone.  The Devil right there reachin’ for ‘em.  That’s what brings souls to Jesus.  



WINCH

And donations!   


PIERCE

Further we don’t want a choir nor an organ like you was talkin’ about!  No siree!  


(Pause.)



THERON

Does everyone agree?



WINCH

What Brother Pierce says, goes!



THERON

Anything else?  



PIERCE

Yes.  We want you to preach against the Irish.  Our town is overrun with those idolators!  I’ve had ‘em working in my quarries for years.  Now they’re trying to peg their wages to my profits by forming a union.  It’s the priests that put ‘em to it.  


GORRINGE

Should I also note the Italians in the record?



PIERCE

The Eyetalians!  They know when they’ve got it good.  A dollar a day and they are happy as a king!  



GORRINGE

But they’re Catholics, too.



PIERCE 

The Irish think they deserve meat and potatoes for dinner.



WINCH 
As if they had ‘em back in Ireland!



THERON

I believe we’ve come together, in a spirit of brotherhood to do Jesus’ work--


PIERCE

We’re in debt.  I hear you’re personally familiar with that state of affairs.  Read him the figgers.



GORRINGE

Last year the church’s total expense was two thousand two hundred and fifty dollars and our income only one thousand nine hundred dollars.  Our greatest expenses were: the church’s mortgage six hundred dollars, the rent for the parsonage four hundred dollars, and eight hundred dollars for your salary.  We need to increase the church’s income.  



THERON

Perhaps we could raise money by organizing a church social.



PIERCE

We tried that.  


GORRINGE

No one came.   


THERON

I see.  



WINCH


(unrolling a poster of Sister Soulsby)

After discussion, we’ve concluded hiring a fund-raiser is the only way.  The Conference recommended Sister Soulsby, who runs a mission on the Bowery in New York City.  They say she can charm the socks off a horsethief, and it looks like it, the way she is get up in her poster here.  You wouldn’t think she runs a mission for the poor.    


PIERCE

I move we hire her to do a revival meeting.  



WINCH

Agreed.



PIERCE

Agreed.  


(They look at THERON who looks to GORRINGE.)



THERON


(to Gorringe)

How do you vote?



PIERCE

He’s not a voting member.



WINCH

He ain’t come forward to be saved.  



THERON

I’m sorry to hear that.  (To Pierce and Winch)  I’m surprised you approve of her.  She wears a hat.  



PIERCE


(to Theron)

How do you vote?  



THERON

I abstain.  



PIERCE
I want that in the record!


(ALICE enters to the porch and puts on her bonnet.)



THERON

Is there any other business?



PIERCE

Yes.  Besides your house-rent, you get a salary of eight hundred dollars---



THERON

My salary is not a subject---



WINCH

Well, now, now!



THERON

The Church Conference sets my salary.  



WINCH

There are certain things like the sidewalk and the gas bill---



THERON

I refuse to pay for those!  



PIERCE

Shut off his gas!



THERON


(to Pierce)

And I’ll tell the Conference about the high rate of interest you charge on the church’s mortgage (to Winch) not to mention the outrageous rent you receive for the parsonage.  Put that in the record!  


WINCH

Now, now.  We don’t like outsiders meddling in our business.  That’s our motto.



THERON

Well, my motto is to behave decently to those who behave decently to me.



PIERCE

The Lord gives us crosses grievous to our natur’ to bear; but there ain’t nothin’ said agin’ unloadin’ ‘em as soon ‘s we can.  (To Winch)  Make sure there’s no more milk on Sundays for the parsonage!



WINCH

Noted!


(ALICE enters the parlor with her bonnet on.  PIERCE and WINCH exit.)



GORRINGE

Sister Alice, you look very lovely on this delightful Spring morning.  


ALICE

Thank you.  


(He takes her hand and kisses it.)  



GORRINGE

I hope Brother Ware is taking you for a walk to show off your new bonnet.  



ALICE

Theron says I need to rest from the clean up.



GORRINGE

It is well-deserved.  I brought you several packets of flower seeds for the yard to make it more attractive under your able hand.  



ALICE

How thoughtful.



GORRINGE

Have a splendid afternoon.  Even if it rains.  (to Theron)  Remember Spring rain helps the flowers to grow.  



THERON

Thank you.  



ALICE

Thank you.


(GORRINGE exits.)

Well?



THERON

Brother Pierce--Brother!--thinks my sermons are like your bonnet.  



ALICE

And you told him?



THERON

I told him I won’t pay for the sidewalk or the gas!



ALICE

That’s good, but....



THERON

They’re hiring a fund-raiser from New York City for a revival meeting instead of my organizing a church social.  



ALICE

I’m sorry to hear that.



THERON

Her name is Sister Soulsby.   She runs a mission and wears a hat with a feather in it.  What sort of woman runs a Christian mission and dresses up like a lady of the streets?   



ALICE

What about my bonnet?  



THERON

They’re stopping milk on Sundays.  I don’t think you should wear it to church for the time being.  


(ALICE pulls the bonnet from her head.)

Shall we go for our walk?  



ALICE

No.  I’ll work in the yard, before it rains.  It’s what the Trustees would want.  

(ALICE exits.  Thunder.  SEAN enters to the porch.)



SEAN

Reverend Ware!  



THERON

Yes?



SEAN

It’s Mr. McEvoy!  



THERON

What happened?  



SEAN

He fell out of a tree!  



THERON

Where is he?



SEAN

They’re bringing him down the street.  Lay hands on him till Father Forbes gets here to give him last rites.


(A group of men and women bring in the barely alive body of Mr. McEvoy.  Women are telling their beads: “Hail Mary, Mother of Grace, etc.”)



THERON

Did they call for a doctor?



SEAN

They ain’t got no money.  They’re Irish.



WOMAN MOURNER

What were they doin’ sendin’ him up a tree?  What with two boys and a wife to care for.



MEN MOURNERS

It’s Celia Madden who sent him up there to cut off the branches.  If she would act like a lady, boys wouldn’t peep in her window.


(THERON kneels beside the man.)



THERON

Someone should go for a doctor.  Did you call for a doctor?  


ANOTHER MOURNER

Celia Madden should get one and pay for it.  Her father gave her all that money.  



MAN MOURNER

We’ll get a union in his shop, we will.  And she’ll pay for it.  



SEAN

Put your hands on him.  Heal him.  Try.



THERON

Run quickly for a doctor, Sean.



MAN MOURNER


(stopping him)

No use callin’ for a doctor.  Where’s a cross?  



SEAN 

You don’t have a cross? 



THERON

I’m afraid Methodists don’t wear adornments....  



MAN MOURNER

For God’s sake -- a man of the cloth without a cross?!



WOMAN MOURNER

In the name of God, be quiet.  He’s passed over. 



MAN MOURNER

He ain’t made his confession!  



WOMAN MOURNER

Hail Mary, Mother of Grace, etc.


(CELIA MADDEN and FATHER FORBES in his surplice, stole and cassock enter.  ALICE enters on the porch.)   



MEN MOURNERS

It weren’t right what you did!  Your father’ll hear about it!  


FATHER FORBES

Please respect his passing, Tom. 



MEN MOURNERS

She took him out of the wagon shop!  From his job!


CELIA

It was a terrible accident.  



MOURNER

We’ll get a union, we will!



WOMAN MOURNER

Shush, man.



CELIA

It was all my fault.  I should never have asked him to climb the ladder.  


FATHER FORBES

It is a terrible thing that has happened and we must be with him now.  


(FORBES places the crucifix on the man’s chest.  The MOURNERS close around the body.  THERON kneels in prayer.  ALICE crosses to THERON.)



FATHER FORBES

Confiteor Deo omnipotenti, beatae Mariae semper Virgini, beato Micaheli Archangelo, beato Joanni Baptistae, sanctis Apostolois Petro et Paulo, omnibus Sanctis, et vobis, fratres, quia peccavi himis cotatione, verbo et opere; mea culpa, mea culpa, mea maxima culpa.  Ideo precor beatam Mariam semper Virginem, beatum Micahelem Archangelum, beatum Joannem Baptistam, sanctos Apostolos Petrum et Paulum, omnes Sanctoso, et vos, fratres, orare pro me ad Dominum, Deum nostrum.  



ALICE


(whispering over Confiteor)

Theron.  What happened?  



THERON

He’s being given last rites.  



ALICE

You shouldn’t be here.  Kneeling.  Come in.  



THERON

Sh. 



ALICE

They are saying Latin prayers in front of the parsonage.  



THERON

Go in.



ALICE

If the Trustees were to see.  



THERON

Out of respect, be quiet.  Go in!  



ALICE

Theron.  Why are you risking--


THERON

Risking!  This is what Abraham’s altar was. A sacred place in the middle of the desert.  Go in, if you must.  


(ALICE crosses to the porch.)



FORBES

Misereatur vestri omnipotens Deus, et, dimissis peccatis vestris, perducat vos ad vitam aeternam.



MOURNERS

Amen.  


(CELIA holds a dish with anointing oil for FATHER FORBES.)



FORBES


(annointing the forehead of McEvoy)

Per istam sanctam Unctio + nem indulgeat tibi Dominus quidquid deliquisti.



MOURNERS

Amen.



FORBES

Ego, facultate mihi ab Apostolica Sede tributa indulgentiam plenariam et remissionem omnium peccatorum tibi conceda, et benedicto te.  In nomin Patris, et Filii, + et Spiritus Sancti.



MOURNERS

Amen.



FORBES


(after a moment of silence)

Take him to his home now.  I will follow soon.  


(MEN and WOMEN exit with the body of  Mr. McEvoy.)



THERON


(to Forbes)

I suggested calling for a doctor.



FORBES  

And they should have done it.  (Offering his hand to shake)  I hope Octavius is making a good impression on you, Mr. Ware.  



THERON

This has made quite an impression.  I imagine that the altar, that Abraham built in Canaan, was as simple and sacred as what you built now with your ceremony.  Which was beautiful the way it brought everyone together.   I beg your pardon.  I am doing research concerning Abraham for my book.


FORBES

Well, I believe the ceremony is Persian in origin, as is your Baptismal form.  



CELIA

Father Forbes has a magnificent library.



FORBES

Which I would be glad to share.  I’ll introduce you to my friend Dr. Ledsmar, a scholar.  Good day, Mr. Ware.



THERON

Good day.



CELIA


(holding out her hand)

Of course, he knew you by name and you knew him by sight, but my poor sex requires an introduction.  My name is Celia Madden. 


(THERON takes her hand.) 

I play the organ at the Catholic Church.  My father owns the wagon-shops and I live in the mansion above the Church.  



THERON

I am delighted to make your acquaintance.



CELIA

I am sure we will meet again, but I must be going.  Is this your lovely wife?  



THERON

Oh, yes, Alice.  



ALICE

Hello.  



CELIA

So nice to meet you.  I have just received a new mass from Rome.  This week I’m head over heels at work on it.  (to Theron sotto voce) Do come by and browse in Father Forbes’ library, Mr. Ware.  



THERON

Yes, of course, Miss Madden.  Thank you.  Good day.  


(CELIA exits.)



THERON


(to Alice)

Father Forbes has a real library and a friend who is a scholar.  



ALICE

If the Trustees take word back to the Conference that you’re consulting a priest.    



THERON

It is not the Trustees business to question every thought their minister has.  



ALICE

They will anyway.  

(ALICE plants seeds in the front of the house.)

Who is she?  


THERON

She plays the organ for their church.   



ALICE

She must have a lot of money.  


THERON

She is quite the lady.  



ALICE

Yes.  And she knows how to catch a man’s eye with it. 


THERON

I hadn’t noticed.  I want to write down what I’ve seen.  An altar built in the desert of a little town’s street.  By broadening my research, I can create a flesh and blood Abraham instead of an idol bathed in the halo of Methodist light.

(Thunder sounds.  THERON picks up his journal and begins to write.  ALICE works on cultivating her garden as the lights fade to black.) 
Act I, scene 2


(A week later.  Night.  Organ music in the distance.  Lights ups.  THERON is reading on the porch.  ALICE enters in her nightclothes, combs her hair and watches him read.)



ALICE

All week, there hasn’t been a single peaceful night with that music.  You would think that the priest would understand that not everyone in Octavius is Catholic.  



THERON

It sounds like the music of the desert.    



ALICE

I’d prefer the silence.  Sometimes I think it would teach the Conference a thing or two if you left the ministry to take a job.  



THERON

When I finish my book, things will get better.  You saw how well the books were selling at the last Conference.  I need more research materials.  I need to see what the priest has.   



ALICE

The only books the priest would have are Catholic books.


THERON

Well, all I have are Methodist books.  I want to depict Abraham as a poor immigrant who’s come to America like an Irishman or an Italian.  Or like us wandering into this strange little town of Octavius.



ALICE

We are not immigrants.  



THERON

Abraham and Sarah were.  



ALICE

They were not Catholic and we are not Hebrew.


THERON

We are.  Hebrew means “from across the river.”  In this rich land crossed by a transcontinental railroad, from sea to shining sea, the Pierce’s and the Winch’s and the Gorringe’s live on the good side of the tracks.  We are Hebrews from the other side. 



ALICE

Well, I wish we could cross over.



THERON

I’m afraid ministers and their wives will always be on the poor side.  (Going to her) Why can’t you accept the life that is given us?  Sarah kept her faith in the hardest times.  They lay together, when she was ninety years old!   

(Organ music crescendos.  She moves away from him.)


ALICE

Why does that music have to be played!?



THERON

You used to love music. 



ALICE

Before we sold the piano.  



THERON

I will buy you one again.  



ALICE

We can’t even clear the debts we have.  We spend a little extra money on a bonnet, which I cannot wear because of the Trustees.  My head hurts.  I’m going to bed.  Are you coming?  



THERON

No.  Not right now. 



ALICE

I’m sorry.  I want us to have a child.    



THERON

How do you think we can afford that?



ALICE

When you finish your book—



THERON

How am I going to do that if I can’t research it properly?



ALICE

What good will it do if the Conference refuses it and you are defrocked.  


THERON

Conceiving an idea is only the beginning.  Like having a baby. You can’t tell where it will lead.  


ALICE 

You know very well where it will.    



THERON

I’m going for a walk.  I’ll sleep downstairs tonight, so I don’t disturb you when I come in.  



ALICE

Theron.  What am I to do?  You want us to lie together and you know very well it could lead to offspring so you stay away from me.  



THERON

Why won’t you read what I give you?



ALICE

I did read it.  Or tried to.  It is dirty poem – Song of Myself.  It’s all about self.  I can’t see any person in the Bible ever reading it without getting a headache.  


THERON

I’m sorry.  I don’t want to pain you.  I’ll go for a walk, and I’ll see if I can get the music stopped.  



ALICE

We’ll find a way.  Just come to bed.  



THERON

I couldn’t sleep.  I’ll be up in awhile, if you’re still awake.



ALICE

Good night.



THERON

Good night. 


(Organic music swells.  ALICE exits.  THERON exits through front door.  Lights to black.  Music stops abruptly.)

Act I, scene 3


(The Catholic church’s parish study.  MAGGIE enters and places a chair.  FATHER FORBES, dressed in a long black silk house gown, enters with DR. LEDSMAR.  FORBES has brandy in a snifter.  DR. LEDSMAR is smoking a cigar.)  



LEDSMAR

I am delighted that Mr. Ware is bringing pressure to bear on restoring peace and quiet to your library.  



FORBES

It won’t make everyone happy.  Unfortunately, I am powerless to stop Celia’s playing as her father is a major contributor to our Charity fund.  


(THERON enters with several books.)


THERON

I apologize for becoming so absorbed in the books.  


FORBES 

No need to be apologetic.



THERON

I had no idea how much has been written.  Nor did I mean to create a fuss about the music.  



FORBES

No need to worry about that.  


LEDSMAR

Miss Madden is a spoiled child. 



FORBES

You would be one too, if you had the burden of her responsibilities.  



LEDSMAR


(to Theron)  

Yes, yes.  It is too much for our young wanton one.  (to Theron)  Is tobacco unpleasant to you?



THERON

No, no.  I enjoy its aroma, however I don’t smoke myself.



FORBES

I am glad that Mr. Ware has a chance to meet you.  I haven’t gotten around to telling you that he is writing a book -- on the intriguing topic of Abraham -- in which he imagines him to be alive in America today.  Perhaps you have books to offer or advice.   


LEDSMAR

I do have books with more current research.  Delitzsch is very interesting or perhaps Baudissin will do.  However the larger problem you have is that, according to scientific studies—



FORBES

Ah, science.  



LEDSMAR

Current research shows that Abraham never existed as a person.  He was just a symbol.  



THERON

Oh.



FORBES

This is not a new idea.  The Catholic philosopher Saint Augustine wrote about it fifteen hundred years ago.



THERON


(to Forbes)

It seems strange that it isn’t general knowledge then.  



LEDSMAR
Well, there is a long-standing disagreement between Catholics and Protestants concerning what knowledge is.  


FORBES

I hesitate to explore that issue at this point in our relationship.  



LEDSMAR

Nonsense.  I’ll be very frank with you.  Scientifically speaking, research has concluded that - in addition to Abraham - Christ was merely a symbol.  Christ did not exist!



THERON

I am certain that Jesus, the Son of God, existed in the living flesh.



LEDSMAR

There is no scientific proof... 



THERON

According to Protestant theology....



LEDSMAR

Protestant theology provides no proof!


(MAGGIE enters with FORBES robe and biretta.)



THERON

Through revelation!



LEDSMAR

Ah!  Revelation versus knowing facts.  First there was the Church, then the Reformation, then science.  Do you propose to throw out all that has been learned and written in all the books in all the libraries in all this passage of time in hopes that… 



FORBES


(overlapping)

You mustn’t make light of his opinion!



LEDSMAR

I am merely asking for scientific proof that Abraham or Christ existed.



THERON

I should really be going.



FORBES

No, I apologize.  



THERON

Thank you, but I feel I have overstayed.  If I may borrow, this one book.  



FORBES

Yes, of course.  But, please. (To Ledsmar)  Dr. Ledsmar, Reverend Ware is one of the few intelligent souls living in Octavius.  You must apologize!  I insist.  At your suggestion, he wants to borrow Baudissin!


(MAGGIE helps FORBES into his robe.  He takes his biretta and puts it on.)



LEDSMAR


(attempt at apologizing)

All right.  I have a knee jerk reaction to preaching….



THERON

I was no more preaching than Father Forbes.



LEDSMAR

Vincent?  Preach?!  


(FORBES laughs in embarrassment.)

The Catholic way is very different than yours.  He only takes confessions and performs rituals.  



FORBES

Please excuse me.  I have kept some of my parishioners waiting.


(FORBES and MAGGIE exit.)



LEDSMAR

Look.  Look.  Those men drank too much last night, and so long as Father Forbes wears the gown and speaks Latin, they don’t expect him to preach.  He can think and do whatever he wants behind closed doors.  


(Music from the church organ is heard faintly.  THERON notices it.)

You, on the other hand, would be thrown out of your church, if you kept members waiting while you enjoyed the pleasure of free thinking.  Is that not so?  


(The organ music swells.)



THERON

Yes, my church is very harsh.  



LEDSMAR

Yet, in my opinion, your church has many admirable qualities.  The organ is not permitted, I believe. 



THERON

Yes. 



LEDSMAR

And that is progress, which my dear Miss Madden, in her animosity towards me, will never respect.  (calling off)  Miss Madden, you are rousing Protestant sentiment against the Church!  



THERON

I rather enjoy her playing.  



LEDSMAR

I see.  



THERON

In fact, I would like to have music as part of my service.  It would perhaps lift the spirits of my congregation who are overburdened with feelings of guilt.  



LEDSMAR

I see.  



THERON

Song might lighten their burden.  


(CELIA enters.)



LEDSMAR

Don’t you know that birds are the only animals that make music, and they are a decadent offshoot of reptiles!  Miss Madden very well knows that art is nothing but decay.  



CELIA

Good evening, Mr. Ware.



THERON

Good evening.



LEDSMAR

And when a race begins to brood on art, it is a sign of rot.  



CELIA

Oh, my!


(CELIA takes up FORBES’ snifter.)



LEDSMAR

Whole museums are devoted to Egyptian, Roman and Grecian art, but the Jews’, who are forbidden by their laws to make images of beauty, have survived.  



CELIA

Unfortunately, Jews in Europe now are painting, acting, and making music.  



LEDSMAR

That means the Jews’ demise!  



CELIA

And the downfall of the Protestants will soon follow if they listen to the organ!  Isn’t that your scientific view?  



LEDSMAR

Good evening, Mr. Ware.  My library is always open to the inquiring mind.   


(He exits abruptly.)



THERON

I have stayed much too late.



CELIA

We’re not alone.  Michael.


(MICHAEL appears from one of the back doors.)

This is my brother.  He works the organ bellows for me, because he is on probation after getting into trouble in New York City.  Meet Reverend Ware.


(They shake hands.)

You can go home now.  I’ll walk myself.  Go on.


(MICHAEL exits.)

Do you like Dr. Ledsmar?



THERON

Well, I... 



CELIA

He is a beast!  He believes human beings are descended from monkeys and twaddle of that sort.  Have you read Darwin?  



THERON

No.  I haven’t.  I must say…



CELIA

Do you really like my organ playing?  



THERON

Yes, I do, very much, however....   



CELIA


(Getting his hat)  

Next time I’ll play Chopin for you in my studio where I have my piano and my Grecian statues.  Are you fond of poetry?  



THERON

Yes, I am.  I have been re-reading John Greenleaf Whittier.  

(CELIA puts his hat on.)



CELIA

No.  I am talking about poets - real poets


THERON

Like Walt Whitman.  



CELIA

Less rustic ones, like Rimbaud.  Have you read “The Drunken Boat”?  

As I was floating down calm Rivers

I no longer felt myself steered by the haulers:


THERON

No.  



CELIA
Poetry is like being on the deck of a ship going back and forth between the railings as a storm approaches.  



THERON

I’ve never thought about it in that way.   



CELIA

Do you like paintings?



THERON

Oh, yes.  I think I would, at least…  I confess I have never seen real ones...  (Putting out his hand for his hat.)  Perhaps if I got to New York City on vacation.   



CELIA

I apologize.  I am being too familiar, aren’t I?



THERON

My dear Miss Madden!



CELIA

But I wish to know what kind of man you are.  You’re going to be friends with Father Forbes.  There’s no one else in Octavius, -- except Dr. Ledsmar -- and I want you on our side against his heartless bloodless science.  



THERON

I am wholeheartedly on the side of religion ---



CELIA

Oh, dear!  



THERON

What?



CELIA

I’m not religious in that way.  



THERON

I thought you were Catholic.



CELIA

I am an out-and-out Greek!  As pagan as a Greek!



THERON

I thought you were Irish.

(They laugh.)



CELIA

I follow Greek philosophy.  



THERON

I see.  



CELIA

No, you don’t.



THERON

No.  I don’t.  I’m sorry but Methodist Bible school didn’t teach Greek philosophy.



CELIA

That is a Greek tragedy.  When you visit me in my studio, I will teach you about being Greek.  Though not tonight.  A vicious planet has crossed my good star.  I feel like raging about kicking everything in sight in hopes that I will find something to make life worth while.



THERON

You shouldn’t talk like this.



CELIA


(moving closer)

Why not?  The world has swelled a thousandfold in size.  I am shrunk to the size of a helpless, lonesome atom because of my wayward brother. (She touches him.)  Don’t you ever feel lonely as Abraham in the middle of the desert with the stars falling down on you?



THERON

Yes.



CELIA

When I saw you kneeling beside that poor man, I knew you were someone who had sympathy for others because you know how vast the universe is.  Thank you. (She touches his cheek.)  I have to tell you something.  



THERON

Yes?  



CELIA

I feel so much better after sharing my thoughts with you.  I know you must go.  I’ll say goodnight to Father Forbes for you and tell him you borrowed the Baudissin.  



THERON

Thank you.



CELIA


(taking his hand)

Come this way so no one sees.  I won’t have to play the organ anymore tonight for I will sleep peacefully.  Now that I know there is someone in Octavius who understands me.


(CELIA lets go of his hand and exits.  THERON exits through the audience.  Lights to black.  Chopin plays in the night.)  
Act I, scene 4

(The sound of seven-year cicadas.  Lights up.  Early Sunday morning.  A month later.  Flowers are blooming outside the parsonage.  It is a hot morning.  ALICE enters with her garden tools to work in the garden.  THERON enters from the house with his journal and sits to write.)



THERON


(to audience)

I am so confused by my new circle of friends, who I visit under the cloak of darkness to hide from the Trustees.  My friends expect me to know what the Catholic Church has taught for eighteen hundred years, and the new science of evolution and - Greek philosophy!  In modern times, how could God build a nation on the shoulders of one man?  



ALICE

You were late again last night.  And with the revival meeting tonight.  Where were you?


THERON

I went to Father Forbes to borrow more books.  Dr. Ledsmar has raised many difficulties about whether Abraham ever existed.



ALICE

Well, I wish Abraham never did, if he has nothing better to do than keep ministers out, till God knows when.  

(GORRINGE enters, unseen by them, with a fishing rod.)

Is Dr. Ledsmar the man who sits behind the Lovejoys in church?  



THERON

No.  He doesn’t go to church.  He reads books on Darwin’s theory of evolution.  



ALICE

Do the trustees know?



THERON

I don’t know.



ALICE

They’ll make it their business to know if they find out that their minister is reading heathen ideas.  


(GORRINGE casts a hook in their midst.)



GORRINGE

Good morning.  



ALICE

Oh, Brother Gorringe.  You quite surprised me.



GORRINGE

Please accept my apologies.  I was up early fishing.  



THERON

I hope you caught a few.



GORRINGE

Yes.  But I let most of them go.  Your wife is quite the gardener, isn’t she?  It’s a regular Garden of Eden.



THERON

Yes, she is.



GORRINGE


(to Alice)

If you want more hoeing done, Sean is working full time for me now and I’ll send him around.



ALICE

Thank you.  That’s very kind of you.  Please excuse me, I’m gathering flowers for the morning service and the meeting tonight.  I’ll work around back while you men-folk talk.  



GORRINGE

Keep your eyes open for snakes.


(ALICE exits.  To Theron.)

There’s been a nasty lot of them this summer.



THERON

I wish I had as much help from you to make the garden of my ministry grow as well.



GORRINGE

I expect things will change.  People are talking on the streets about Sister Soulsby and if I’m not mistaken, we’ll pack our little church today.  I stopped by with a little advice.  If you put more hellfire and damnation into your sermon, instead of your continuous musings on Abraham, you’ll bring ‘em to their knees and increase their pledges.  They’ll clear the debt.  Then Pierce and Winch will vote you a raise.    



THERON

I’d feel more confident, if you were a voting member.  



GORRINGE

Alice has brought up that subject with me.  



THERON

Oh?



GORRINGE

But she hasn’t sold me on it yet.  You see the main reason I come to church at all is that my loan business is mixed up with your Trustees who borrowed money from me for the mortgages on the church and the parsonage.  



THERON

I didn’t know that.



GORRINGE

Oh, yes.  If you should ever have a problem, I’d be delighted to help you as well.  



THERON

When my book is finished…  I don’t think I’ll need to take on anymore debt.



GORRINGE

Of course, I understand.  But that’s not the only reason I come.  When I first started going to church, I came to meet a girl.  But she was taken away by the past minister’s son, and I haven’t found another one since.  Romance and religion often go hand in hand, don’t you think?



THERON

I have heard people say that it does.



GORRINGE

I hope you will understand when I say that the church still owes me a woman.  



THERON

I hope you find one to your liking.  



GORRINGE

I think I have.  



THERON

Oh?



GORRINGE

Sean told me that a week ago he saw you leave the Catholic Church with Celia Madden on your arm, half an hour after she stopped playing the organ.  



THERON

I went there to see - to make a request - that the organ not be played.  It was disturbing Alice’s sleep.



GORRINGE

Is that so? 



THERON

Yes, that is all.



GORRINGE

Miss Madden has a reputation worthy of Sodom and Gomorrah. 



THERON

Are you implying that...?



GORRINGE

I am simply stating a fact.  That is all.  Romance and religion.  Arm in arm?


(ALICE enters with a bouquet of fresh cut flowers.  ALICE gives some to GORRINGE who holds her hands before taking it to smell.)



ALICE

I want to thank you for your kindness.  



GORRINGE

That’s sweet of you, Sister Alice.  I’ve good news.  A piano has come to me as fulfillment of an obligation.  I would greatly appreciate it if you would keep it in the parsonage until my new house is finished.  



ALICE

Oh, thank you.  Theron, isn’t that kind?



THERON

The Trustees would not approve.



GORRINGE

They’ll understand.  



THERON

I think not. The trustees will not allow us to have a piano. 



ALICE

Brother Gorringe is a trustee.    



THERON

But he has not been saved.  He cannot vote as a Trustee.



ALICE

Perhaps this morning he will be.



GORRINGE

Perhaps.



THERON

I said we cannot! 



GORRINGE

Well, perhaps someday.  I look forward to your sermon, Reverend Ware.  Sister Soulsby sends word that she expects a crowd-pleaser.  Good day.


(GORRINGE exits.)



ALICE

Good day.  You said you would buy me a piano.



THERON

The Trustees are indebted to Brother Gorringe.  


ALICE

What do you mean?  



THERON

He loaned them the money for the church and the parsonage.  I won’t incur an obligation to him and I won’t discuss it further.


(THERON goes back to his writing.)



ALICE


(going back to gardening)

Well, what is your sermon this going to be this morning?  



THERON

I am going to preach on Abraham living at a time before there were the Ten Commandments.  Thou shalt not covet….


ALICE

Theron!  The Trustees want a regular sermon!



THERON

Oh!  I forgot the trustees!  I will make them happy!  I’ll throw out what I have written from my own thoughts, and use the scripted sermon from the professional fund-raiser!  (Imitating bombastic preacher)  “No man having put his hand to the plough shall look back!”


(SISTER SOULSBY, a lady of 35 years dressed stylishly in lively hues with a hat, a low cut blouse and a large cross on a necklace, enters.  She goes to the pulpit of THERON’s church and takes off her hat.)



ALICE

Brother Gorringe said there might be a raise in it if you did.



THERON

Oh, he did, did he?!



ALICE

He is trying to help us!   



THERON

Like a snake!  



ALICE

He is a very nice man with a lot of money.  I don’t know why you cannot open your eyes to that!


(ALICE exits.  THERON becomes distracted and puts down his writing in disgust.  CONGREGANTS enter and set up the benches and sit grimly facing the audience.  WINCH enters the church.  SOULSBY pulls him aside.)



WINCH

Evenin’, Sister Soulsby.  



SOULSBY

Good evening.  Thank you for coming early.  



WINCH

Wild horses wouldn’t keep me away.  Gorringe got Pierce and me into debt.  Now we’ll set things right.  



SOULSBY

Be that as it may and may brotherly love guide your behavior.  Do you remember what I told you?  



WINCH

Yes, ma’m.



SOULSBY

When I touch you on the shoulder.....



WINCH

“I pledge one hundred dollars!”



SOULSBY

Good.  Up to four hundred and twenty.  That’s it.  Make sure you direct your pledges straight at Gorringe.



WINCH

Get under his skin!  



SOULSBY

For the good of the church.    



WINCH

Yes, ma’m.  There’s a little problem.  I don’t have four hundred and twenty dollars to pledge.



SOULSBY

Not to worry.  When the Trustees vote to accept tonight’s pledges, you and Pierce can decline yours and accept his.  Gorringe will be outvoted.  



WINCH

He was saved this afternoon.  He will vote with the Reverend.


SOULSBY

I’ll talk to Reverend Ware and show him his self-interest.  You are thinking of voting him a raise, are you not?  


WINCH

Ah, why yes.  That is very Christian thinkin.  



SOULSBY

Have a seat now.  And enjoy my music.  


(THERON enters the church.  SOULSBY draws him aside.  As they talk, ALICE enters the church with GORRINGE and sit.) 



SOULSBY

Reverend Ware, good day.



THERON

Good day.



SOULSBY

May I speak with you before we go on?  I know it was not your idea to have me in your church.  



THERON

Yes.



SOULSBY

But haven’t I done some good by getting Brother Gorringe to come forward this afternoon and be saved? 



THERON

And what is his commitment to Christ?  All he’s done is plunder the church along with the other Trustees.    


SOULSBY

Well, tonight we’ll see if we can’t loosen their purse strings.  You will help if you go all out with the sermon I sent you.



THERON

I’ve memorized it.  



SOULSBY

It’s how you deliver it that matters.  You must direct all your hellfire at the Trustees to make them feel the heat.  Lead your congregation against them till they squirm in your wrath.  And take delight in your ridicule for the sake of your congregation.  



THERON

I don’t understand.



SOULSBY

You don’t need to, just do as I say.  Alright.  Now, watch.  I’m going to wind that Pierce ‘round my little finger and send him to Heaven with my rendition of “Rock of Ages” set to Chopin. 



THERON

Chopin?  In a church?!  



SOULSBY

Yes.  He knows the travails of a sinner.  Break a leg, my friend!


(SOULSBY walks as an angel among the congregation singing “Rock of Ages” to a sorrowful Chopin melody.  PIERCE and the Congregants are enchanted by SOULSBY’s singing.)



SOULSBY


Rock of Ages, cleft for me,


Let me hide myself in Thee;


Let the water and the blood,


From Thy wounded side which flowed,


Be of sin the double cure, 


Save from wrath and make me pure.


(The Congregation sings Amen.)



THERON

Thank you, Sister Soulsby, for opening the Gates of the Kingdom of Heaven through your music, which we are delighted to hear in our church.  It will help us to hear the words of Jesus who said “No man, having put his hand to the plough, and looking back, is fit for the Kingdom of God.”  



CONGREGATION


(led by Soulsby, separate voices)

Amen.  Amen.  Amen.  



THERON

In my sermon this morning I will tell the story of three men who came to Jesus offering to follow Him.  They were “religiously inclined.”  They had “great respect for religion.”  Each was ready to make a grand moral gesture.  (To Winch)  The first man said to Jesus, “Lord, I will follow Thee.”  But Jesus noticed the droop in the man’s voice.


(CONGREGATION participates throughout sermon by calling out “That’s right!, Umhum, Amen, etc.” And laughing at THERON’s mocking the Trustees.)

Jesus was calling him to hardship and self-sacrifice.  He would have to lunch occasionally on locusts.  (Winch reacts with a sick look.  Congregation laughs.)  He quit!  (To Pierce) The second man heard our Lord’s summons: “Follow me.”  It awakened a slight response in his stone-heart.  He started toward the light, but made certain conditions.  (Rubbing his fingers as though handling money.)   “Let me first bury my father.”  He wanted to wait until his father died and the property divided up and the estate settled so he knew what money he would get.  (The Congregation calls him out.)  Then he might give himself to discipleship.  Then he might do his bit of service.  He quit!  (To Gorringe)  The third man accepted the call of Jesus.  He came forward to be saved.  Have you accepted the call of Jesus?  Have you accepted Jesus into your heart!?  


GORRINGE

Yes, yes.  I have.


(Congregation cheers.)  


THERON

Oh, good Lord Jesus, he has heard your call.  He says like the man in our story: “Lord, I will follow Thee wheresoever Thou goest.”  His words seem right.  But does he add to his vow, does he put his money where his mouth is, or does he say, “First, let me tell everyone I’m a Christian!  And make sure my creditors don’t think I’m going soft!”  (Congregation laughs.)  He quit!  All of them!  Quitters!  (To Alice)  They have good impulses; they mean well; they have kindly feelings towards Christ.  (To Congregation)  But when the time comes to put their hands to the plough, they are like the men in the Bible looking back.  Who are the quitters tonight?!  They are here tonight!


(Groans rise from the CONGREGATION.)



SOULSBY

Fasten your thoughts on Jesus!  



THERON

They are not wicked people.



SOULSBY

Cling to Jesus.  



THERON

They are respectable, likable people.  


SOULSBY

Jesus help us!



THERON

Going straight to Hell!  Put your “hands to the plough!”  And don’t look back!



CONGREGATION

Amen!  Cling to Jesus!



SOULSBY

Who will follow Jesus?!  



CONGREGATION


(directing anger to the wealthy Trustees)

Yes, who!?  Amen!  Follow Jesus!  



SOULSBY

Who will be the first to put their hand to plough and contribute to the church?  



A SISTER

My husband and I pledge five dollars.



SOULSBY

Bless you, darling!  May you live in peace!  



ANOTHER SISTER

I pledge seven.  



SOULSBY

And those newly Borne into the Kingdom?  Sanctified in the Spirit?  Washed in the Blood?!


(SOULSBY touches WINCH as though giving him a signal.)



WINCH

I pledge one hundred dollars.



SOULSBY


(to Gorringe)

And Winch not even saved today!



A BROTHER

I pledge fifteen dollars!



SOULSBY

Good!



A BROTHER

Ten dollars!


(SOULSBY pats WINCH again.)



WINCH


(directly at Gorringe)

Owin’ to the high public position o’ some o’ the new probationers, like Brother Gorringe, I pledge another hundred dollars.



CONGREGATION

Amen!  Praise the Lord!


(GORRINGE turns to face the congregation.  ALICE’s eyes are on him.)



GORRINGE

I pledge myself to the church today and give two hundred and fifty dollars.



SOULSBY

Bless you!


(ALICE thanks the Lord and takes GORRINGE’s arm.)



CONGREGATION

Amen!  Praise the Lord! etc.



WINCH


(calling out)

Put me down for a hundred more! 



CONGREGATION

Amen!, etc.



GORRINGE

I pledge another hundred!



WINCH

And another hundred for me!



GORRINGE


(angrily)

A hundred more for me!



WINCH

Ah, Brother Gorringe, I have but twenty more today.


(CONGREGATION laughs.)



SOULSBY

Bless you Brother Gorringe and Brother Winch!  Bless you all!  Fill out your pledge cards while we sing.


(singing)


God of Grace and God of Glory,



ALL


(joining in)


On Thy people pour Thy power;


Crown Thine ancient church’s story;


Bring her bud to glorious flower.


Grant us wisdom, grant us courage,


For the facing of this hour.


Lo! The hosts of evil round us, etc.


(As the CONGREGATION, PIERCE and WINCH congratulate GORRINGE.  THERON exits alone through the audience.  ALICE holds GORRINGE by the arm.  SOULSBY helps clean up.  The singing continues until the lights hit black.)

Act II, scene 1

(Two days later.  Afternoon.  From the house, we hear the opening bars of “Goodbye” on a slightly out of tune piano.  THERON, wrapped in a blanket, lies on the front porch.  SOULSBY, dressed for traveling, enters carrying THERON’s journal.)



SOULSBY

Theron.  

(THERON stirs.)

I need to have a few words with you before I leave to catch the train.


THERON

The whole revival was a fraud!   



SOULSBY

The only fraud was that your rich trustees were donating nickels and dimes making your poorest members pay more!  



THERON

I’m quitting the ministry!  Do you hear?



SOULSBY

Young man, at my mission, I see hundreds of boys fresh off the farm wandering the streets lost, as Abraham in Egypt.  They aren’t one quarter as smart as you, but you’d be in their shoes, you would.



THERON

Anything would be better.



SOULSBY

Nonsense. You should learn how to use your God given talents like Abraham.


THERON

To lie!?



SOULSBY

No, not exactly.  You have to survive.  When Abraham told the Pharaoh his wife was his sister, he was keeping them from being enslaved!  



THERON

What are you getting at?



SOULSBY

The Pharoahs in your church have enslaved it with debt, so you and I practiced a little fraud and got your wealthiest member, Gorringe, to follow Jesus for a moment.  And we convinced Pierce that music can uplift the Christian spirit.  And finally we got your salary increased.  



THERON

Through lying!



SOULSBY

If you want to call it that.  


THERON

As a matter of conscience--



SOULSBY

You want all the dirty work done by others.  



THERON

There shouldn’t be any dirty work.



SOULSBY

My friend, you might as well say don’t eat potatoes because they’re grown in the ground.  Your trustees got into the habit supporting their church half-heartedly and made you sweat for the difference.  Either you were all to come to smash here or someone like me had to shake things up.  

(Organ music can be heard in the distance.)


THERON

Other churches don’t have to put up with this degrading fraud.    



SOULSBY

Other churches have organs and stained glass windows and elaborately adorned robes and other symbols of God’s presence.  But that only means we’re different.  Listen to me.  Don’t let go of your job.  I’ve seen far too many ministers cut their throats for pure moonshine.  



THERON

It isn’t moonshine!  



SOULSBY

It is.  I know it is. I was an actress and a dancer in the Amazon Ballets, before I took up the ministry.  I told fortunes in mining camps out West.  Yes.  I lived a life that had plenty of moonshine and no sunlight, believe me. 



THERON

Were you ever honestly converted?  



SOULSBY

Why, yes, of course.  I couldn’t do good work if I hadn’t.  In my ministry on the Bowery or for poor churches, I help others.  Yes, we committed a fraud on your Trustees, but it’s a good fraud that opens the hearts and purses of stone-hardened money grubbers.  Frankly I’m glad I’m a good fraud, because it’s given me the chance to do some good.  


THERON

So I’m to be a good fraud, too.



SOULSBY

Reverend Ware, I’m not sure you’ll make a good one for the church, because you don’t know enough about the world.  I have an idea, if you want to quit the ministry and experience the true glory of fraud, I’ll help you out.  I have a friend out West in the Oregon Territory who owns the Promised Land Development Corporation.   



THERON

Land speculation! 



SOULSBY

He needs good talkers like you to sell homesteads.  You have a persuasive tongue.  You could make a fortune.   


THERON

More fraud!


SOULSBY

All I’m saying is that everyone has a right to survive and find happiness doing good for others and sometimes it takes a little fraud.      


(ALICE enters with her bonnet, carrying SOULSBY’s traveling things.  A train whistle sounds.)

If you want to talk more, come and see me in the city. 



THERON

How can I afford train fare?  The salary increase won’t even clear my debts.  



SOULSBY

Well, finish your book.  It’s a good idea you’re working on. (Giving Theron his journal)  It does seem like we live in Abraham’s time, before Moses was given the Ten Commandments.  Thank you for sharing it with me.  God willing it will bring you extra income.  (to Alice)  That’s a fine piano you have, though it needs a little tuning it.  I’ll send music from New York.



ALICE

That’s very kind.  Theron didn’t want me to have it, and I don’t think I’ll be able to put my mind to it with him so sick.  All you’ve done is sleep these past two days.  



SOULSBY

That’s what the doctor ordered. 



ALICE

I don’t know if Dr. Ledsmar can be trusted.  He comes to the bedside of a sick man and tells his wife to “leave him alone!”  I almost told him, Theron has borrowed so many books on evolution he’s given up writing his own.  



SOULSBY

I think you need to give him a few days to recover from the revival.



ALICE

I don’t want him to lose his ministry again.  I thank God that Brother Gorringe has come into the fold.  If it weren’t for his help, I don’t know where’d we’d be.  May we walk you to the train?



SOULSBY

No.  You’ll miss the prayer meeting if you do.  Alice, things will work out.  They have a way of doing that.  You must keep your faith.  


ALICE

I will.   



SOULSBY

Good-bye.



ALICE

Good-bye.


(SOULSBY hugs ALICE and exits.)



ALICE

There ought to be a law against people playing the organ in the week after a revival meeting.



THERON

It’s just another soul seeking release from the hell of Octavius.



ALICE

Well, they don’t have to involve others in it.  If you want, I’ll walk to town and get a hack to drive us.  Now that you have a raise. 



THERON


(with a book)

I’m not going.  I’m staying here to read.  You can explain to them that I’m not feeling well.



ALICE

Your congregation will want you there...  



THERON

I don’t give a damn what they want! 



ALICE

Why are you speaking like this?  



THERON

Because I cannot go to a prayer meeting and clasp my hands together and fall to my knees in prayer!  Go to the meeting so we have bread on the table and a roof over our head!  Brother Gorringe, the new bridegroom to the church, will help you!  



ALICE

What do you mean?  



THERON

He gave you a piano.  



ALICE

He is very helpful to us.



THERON

Like the Pharoah.



ALICE

What does the Pharoah have to do with Brother Gorringe and the prayer meeting?



THERON

Sarah became a part of the Pharoah’s harem so they would be saved from slavery.  We are in the land of Egypt!  We are lying in everything we do, even our marriage, so we can survive and get another hundred dollars added to my salary!



ALICE

Those books have done something to you!



THERON

They have shown me what we’ve become.  You have been enticing Gorringe into the church, which enables us to get our hands into his pocket...



ALICE

What are you saying?!



THERON

...not to mention my acting like a fool in front of my whole congregation with that sermon...  Sister Soulsby asked you to sit with Gorringe, didn’t she?



ALICE

Well, what of it?!



THERON

You were part of this set up!  



ALICE

What set up?!  Call her back!  She will tell you!  



THERON

I don’t want to hear anymore about this fraud!



ALICE

All I have ever tried to do with Brother Gorringe is to get him to help us.  But it seems to me that for all my efforts, God hardly notices my suffering, and you!  You know nothing of it! 


(ALICE exits.)



THERON

This Goddamned town!  This goddamn life!    


(The organ music crescendos and the lights hit black.)

Act II, scene 2

(Chopin’s Fourth Prelude plays.  http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ef-4Bv5Ng0w. A light comes up on CELIA’s studio.  She is playing the piano.  MICHAEL enters and places a small Greek nude in CELIA’s room and then a lighted candelabra on the piano.  



CELIA

Thank you.  Have you packed?  



MICHAEL

Yes.  



CELIA

I see no other way.  



MICHAEL

They wouldn’t find me, if I ran out West.  



CELIA

And who will take care of things?  The lawyer?  


MICHAEL
You run the business.  



CELIA

Me?  



MICHAEL

Why not?  If you don’t marry someone rich, what good are you?  



CELIA

I don’t want to talk with you.  



MICHAEL

Your music and your nudes and your poetry!  All you’ll ever do is end up in a whorehouse.


CELIA

And you’ll be in jail.  You’ve been drinking.  Please leave me alone.  I want to work.  



MICHAEL 

Work.   


(He take a drink from his flask.)



CELIA

The train leaves tomorrow at noon.  Father Forbes can’t come with us this time, but you will be at the station.  On time.  



MICHAEL

Whatever you say, boss.  I’m not the only one who got a man killed.    


(MICHAEL exits.  THERON enters moving in the shadows until he reaches a tree with a ladder against it and a moon in its branches.  THERON goes to CELIA’s door and listens to her playing.)


THERON

Hello.  


CELIA

Hello.



THERON

May I come in?



CELIA

Yes, you may.



THERON

The last time we saw each other, you promised to play for me.



CELIA

Yes.  Are you all right?  



THERON

Yes.  It’s just the stars seem to be falling down all around.



CELIA

I see you are not well.


(She finishes playing.)



THERON

Yes.   



CELIA

Lie down.  I’ve spread the cushions on the floor.  You will be comfortable there.   


THERON

Thank you.  



CELIA

Will you smoke?  I have cigarettes.  


THERON

When I was growing up on the farm, I used to sneak out behind the barn.


(He takes a cigarette.)

Your hair glows like a halo in the candle-light.



CELIA

As a girl, I wanted to hide it by becoming a nun.  



THERON

That would have been awful.



CELIA

Thank you. You are a lonely Hebrew tonight.  How is your book coming?



THERON

With the revival meeting, my research, the light that illuminates the truth, is blocked and I’m left in the dark.  You don’t realize how I’ve changed from that night I met you.  I haven’t told you, but when I looked out the window, when you were playing in the church, I could faintly see a stained glass picture of a woman.  It was the Virgin Mary with hair like yours and your face.  



CELIA

Has your wife got red hair?



THERON

It’s kind of mousy brown.   



CELIA

Not what you find in stained glass windows?  



THERON

No. Why do you stay in Octavius? One reads so much about American heiresses going to Europe and being married to noblemen.  



CELIA

Like a piece of property?  That’s not for me.  I’ll marry for love, if at all. 

(She pours Benedictine for them.)



THERON

It would be sad if you never knew love.  



CELIA

I told you that I am a Greek.



THERON

What do you mean by that?  



CELIA

Well, I must have absolute freedom from moral preaching of conventional morality.  I must always live in the realization that beauty is the only thing worthwhile.  I want restore art and poetry to life, so that all my relations with friends will be gentle, spiritual and soulful.  Am I consoling you?


THERON

You are so like a Madonna and a Greek statue all at once.  (He touches her face.)  I will never take my eyes off you.  Your face illuminates the darkenss, revealing how I must live!  If I died this minute, I would be free!


(She embraces him and then moves away.)



CELIA

Forgive me.  Chopin excites me and sends me off to bed.  How will you sleep tonight? 



THERON

I will never sleep again!  I will lie awake living this moment forever.  It must never end!  



CELIA

Oh, that makes me feel you have learned Greekness well.  



THERON

Yes!  



CELIA

But you must go home.  Do you feel strong enough to walk?



THERON

I can never go home.  


CELIA

You must.  We have both come unstrung now with the other and been retuned.  That must give you strength.


THERON

Yes, but how can I find my way there?  And back again?  Without your light.  May I kiss you?  I want to remember this one evening of glorious freedom.



CELIA

Yes, you may, in memory of this evening.

(THERON stares at her and nervously touches her.  He moves to her and they kiss.)



SEAN

Oh! 



THERON

What is that?



CELIA

What?



THERON

That sound outside.  (Looking outside)  I’m not imagining things.  There’s a ladder.  You can see it against the tree in the moonlight.



CELIA

I’m afraid this is not so glorious.  



THERON

In God’s name!  



CELIA

Follow the hedgerow to the street.


THERON

I’ve been so happy!  The moon is our god!  I am speechless with reverence for you!


(He kisses her again.)



CELIA

Go, now!  


(MICHAEL enters drunk by the tree.)



SEAN

He did it again.  Michael!  



MICHAEL

What are doing here?!

(CELIA exits.  MICHAEL grabs SEAN.)




SEAN

The minister was kissing your sister!  I saw them smooching!  Look, it’s him.  Reverend Ware!  



MICHAEL

Get away from here.  


(MICHAEL grabs THERON.)



SEAN

I’ll tell Mr. Gorringe.  He’s a lawyer.  He’ll put you in jail!



MICHAEL

Get out of here!    


(SEAN exits.)



THERON

Leave me alone.  I was on my way home. 



MICHAEL

You keep among your own kind, Reverend Ware.  



THERON

Let go of me!



MICHAEL


(raising a fist to hit him)

You come around here again I’ll give you a beating.  



THERON

I don’t want any more trouble!    


MICHAEL


(pushing him down)

What?  Did she tell you?!  I didn’t murder anyone! 



THERON

No.  No.  What are you saying?!  



MICHAEL

I will kill you, if you don’t stay away from her!


(MICHAEL pushes THERON away.)



THERON


(moving away)

I don’t want any trouble.  Please.  I’m sorry.  Please.  I’m going.  

(Angry dark organ music begins.  MICHAEL pushes him down and exits.  THERON exits through the audience.  Black.)
ACT II, scene 3

(A month later.  Flowers are in bloom.  THERON is on the porch writing a letter.  Offstage ALICE plays the song “Goodbye” by Whyte-Melville and Tosti. http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8kWgZr8bSXg  A note on the piano is out of tune.)



ALICE


“Hush!  A voice from faraway!


“Listen and learn,” it seems to say,


“All the tomorrows shall be as today,


“All the tomorrows, etc.”



THERON


(writing)

Celia, I try to imagine what it is like for you to be all alone in New York City, and wish I had the resources to be there with you.  I am saving money with the purpose of coming to New York to find a publisher for my book, which I have finished.  I wish to share it with you, as you are the inspiration for Hagar and been the guiding light in my completing it.  In spirit, Hagar is both Greek and Hebrew in her pursuit of happiness with Abraham.  


(FORBES and LEDSMAR enter the rectory study arm-in-arm reading a passage from a book.)

Tonight I will ask Father Forbes for your address.  He has not had time to see me of late, but I am sure he will be of help.  


(FORBES and LEDSMAR embrace and kiss.)



ALICE


(finishes playing) 

Theron?  


(ALICE enters.)

Do you notice how well I’m doing with the song Sister Soulsby sent? 



THERON


(hiding the letter in his pocket) 

Yes.  You’re doing very well.    



ALICE

The piano needs to be tuned.



THERON

Perhaps next month we’ll have enough money to hire a piano tuner.  



ALICE

Brother Gorringe offered to do it for free.  



THERON

Next month.    



ALICE

He’ll be at the Ladies’ Quilt and Bake Sale tonight.  I could ask him….  



THERON

I need to go out and return a book to Father Forbes.  



ALICE

Will you be late?  


THERON

Yes.  



ALICE

The Social may be a little late, too.  



THERON

Good night.



ALICE

Good night.  


(THERON goes down the street to the rectory.  ALICE looks at her empty house and exits.  THERON looks to see if he has been seen.  MAGGIE, the priest’s housekeeper, with cognac for FATHER FORBES enters.)



MAGGIE


(to Forbes)

Mr. Ware is at the door.  He wishes to return a book.  Shall I say you’re in? 



FORBES


(exchanging looks with Ledsmar)

Yes, you may.   



LEDSMAR

I am not here as far as that pup is concerned.



FORBES

Celia asked me to find out how he is.  You might be a good influence on him.  



LEDSMAR

I’m afraid our little vixen is the only influence to which he’ll respond.


(LEDSMAR hides in the chair.  MAGGIE shows THERON in.)



MAGGIE

You may come in.



THERON

Thank you.  (to Forbes)  I’m sorry to disturb you.  



FORBES

No, no.  It’s quite alright.  How may I help you?  



THERON

I’ve been wanting to return the Baudissin.



FORBES 

Yes, of course.  Thank you.  


(THERON sits.)



THERON

It’s been very helpful.  



FORBES

I am glad to hear that.    



THERON

Since I’ve been putting the finishing touches on my book, I haven’t kept a regular schedule of eating or sleeping or visiting.



FORBES

Driven by a vision, are you?  



THERON

Yes.  I don’t know how to describe the changes which are happening to me.  



FORBES

Thank you, Maggie.


(MAGGIE exits.)

I hope these changes are happy ones.  



THERON

Yes.  I’ve told no one this but I’ve decided that I must at some point leave the ministry.  In the current climate of non-believers, a Protestant minister has to arouse the emotions of his congregation and fasten their thoughts on Jesus, just so he can get their money.  I cannot remain philosophically detached like you with your robes and rituals.  I have great hopes for my book.  Maybe I’ll lecture or write for a newspaper or sell insurance.  I don’t know.  When I was a boy on the farm, I dreamed of becoming a professor.  Of course, I don’t have a European education like Dr. Ledsmar or an open checkbook like Celia, who I haven’t heard from in a month.  How did her brother fare?  



FORBES

Well, she’s still trying to deal with that.  



THERON

Oh?



FORBES

Celia’s father is ill.  The trial is almost over.  There are no other children.  Her mother passed away many years ago.



THERON

It’s very sad.  And Celia?  It’s like she’s passed away.  



FORBES

That would be dreadful.



THERON

Yes.  The other day I was thinking about how unappreciated she is in Octavius.  We had a long talk in her apartment before she left.  In my book, she is the inspiration for Hagar.



FORBES

Celia?  



THERON


(taking letter out)

Today in America with our increased understanding of women, Hagar would be very different.  She would be an abolitionist and suffragette rather than a servant to Sarah.  After all, Americans are born to equality, endowed by our Creator with the right to pursue our happiness.  



FORBES

I see.



THERON

Hagar would be free to know love as the Greeks did.  I want to show Celia my book, as she has inspired my vision.  Do you have her address so I may communicate with her?  



FORBES

Her address is confidential, Reverend Ware. 



THERON

One has to rob a bank to afford a trip to New York City these days.  I am not able to visit her in New York.  I would only like to send her a letter.



FORBES


(Getting up from the table.)  

Unfortunately, I have a sick call to make.  If you must, you may leave your letter.  I will give it to her when I go to New York and see her.   Perhaps Dr. Ledsmar will keep you company.  



THERON

Oh?   



LEDSMAR


(looking out from chair)

Been quite busy.  How are you, Mr. Ware?



THERON

Well.  Thank you.



FORBES

Good night.  (To Ledsmar)  You needn’t wait for my return, but do please provide good company for my guest.  


(FORBES exits.)



LEDSMAR


(offering a cigar)  
Do you care for one?



THERON

Thank you.  I’ll try one.  Do you think Celia and Hagar have similarities?  



LEDSMAR


(lighting cigar)

Fortunately, I have better things to think about than Celia Madden.  All she cares about is curling priest’s hair with garlands to celebrate her own red-headed lewdness.  As for your book on Abraham: it seems that you are straying from your theme.  Abraham is a symbol of faith as the foundation of a Great Nation.  Abraham stayed faithful to his wife, and she bore him a child.  On the other hand, according to your Christian theology, the nation which Abraham founded with Hagar, was borne out of lack of faith.  She bore him a bastard child.  I suggest that you compare your ideas about Hagar to the smoke from your cigar.  People might think they stink.  



THERON

I beg your pardon.  



LEDSMAR

I think your ideas stink.   



THERON

Men in the eyes of God have had more than one wife.  Like Abraham and the Mormons. 


LEDSMAR

That cult!



THERON

It may be God’s way to build a nation by making the flesh of all Nations one by having Abraham overcome his narrow existence. 


LEDSMAR

You are mad!  And Celia has done this to you.  



THERON

She has enabled me to see.



LEDSMAR

What?   



THERON

Truth.



LEDSMAR

About who you are?  You are a pretentious fool who believes whatever he wants.  At least admit your smoke stinks.  

(He blows smoke into THERON’s face.)



THERON

You are a beast!  



LEDSMAR

And you don’t belong in the company of intelligent people.  


(THERON exits into the audience to LEDSMAR’s laughter.  TWO LADIES enter in front of the parsonage.  Offstage GORRINGE tunes ALICE’s piano.)  


1ST LADY

What is taking Brother Gorringe so long?



2ND LADY

I don’t know, but the parsonage has never looked so good.  



1ST LADY

It’s a regular Garden of Eden.  



2ND LADY

I heard Brother Gorringe gave the flowers to her.  My husband says they cost fifty dollars.  


1ST LADY

Those gladiolus are four dollars apiece! 



2ND LADY

You would think she’d do a little more planting with Reverend Ware, if you know what I mean?  



1ST LADY

No buds there, yet!  



2ND LADY

Oh, my!  That’s Reverend Ware.   



1ST LADY

I thought…!  


2ND LADY

Alice thought he was home.


1ST LADY

My, my.  She is alone with Brother Gorringe tuning her piano.  Oh, dear.  


(THERON enters.)



THERON

Evening, ladies.



2ND LADY

We were just admiring your garden with all the buds.



THERON

Yes, and what brings you here at this time of night?


(In the parlor, ALICE and GORRINGE enter.  He pulls ALICE to him to kiss her, but she pulls away.)



2ND LADY

We’re waiting for Brother Gorringe.  



THERON

Oh?



2ND LADY

He is giving us a ride home in his new buggy.  Isn’t it a handsome one?  



1ST LADY

The Ladies’ Quilt and Bake Sale raised a hundred dollars tonight.




2ND LADY

A hundred dollars!  Not as much as the revival, but a lot.  



1ST LADY

Brother Gorringe bought three quilts for his new mansion!  



THERON

Excuse me.  


(THERON enters the parlor.  ALICE moves away from GORRINGE. LADIES listen at the window.)



THERON

What are you doing here?



GORRINGE

Alice was showing me how badly her piano needed tuning.  



ALICE

He was going.  


THERON

What are you doing here?  



ALICE

He was going.  He came in because I thought you were home.  The social was a great success.   



GORRINGE

And I should be getting the Ladies home.  I have to stop by my office to put the Bake Sale receipts in my safe.  Unless the Reverend would like to keep the money in the parsonage.  It is a hundred dollars, but I’m sure it’d be safe with you.  



THERON

Leave now.  



GORRINGE

Excuse me?



THERON


(to Alice)

I told you I would make arrangements about the piano.  



GORRINGE

Perhaps Alice, you would take the Sisters to my carriage.  



ALICE

I think you should go.    



GORRINGE

Of course, if you think.  



ALICE

It’s late.  



THERON

Alice.  Go outside.  Now!  I need to discuss certain matters with Brother Gorringe.  


GORRINGE

We should discuss what to do with the proceeds from tonight.  


(ALICE exits.  LADIES try to sympathize with her, then exit.)



THERON

You have given a great many gifts to me….



GORRINGE

They were not meant for you.



THERON

This is what I am getting at.  You have pursued my wife showering gifts on her under pretense of giving them to me, the parsonage, the church.  


GORRINGE

Well, listen to what I am getting at.  You have received gifts, haven’t you, from Miss Madden?



THERON

And you hire spies to look into other people’s business.  



GORRINGE

As a minister….  



THERON

I’m not your minister.  You will not enter my church again!



GORRINGE

I believe the Trustees must vote on the expulsion of one of its members.  Since I control the purse strings now and own the mortgage on the parsonage and contribute the largest donations to the church, I doubt the vote would go your way.   



THERON

Get out!



GORRINGE

Do you want me to leave the money with you?  It’s a hundred dollars in cash.


THERON

Get out of here!



GORRINGE

You haven’t seen Celia in a month, because of her drunken brother who, you will be delighted to learn, is convicted of murder and therefore can no longer protect her.  I understand from her family lawyer, who is an old friend of mine that she is staying at the Plaza hotel.  Perhaps you want to visit her and be away for the weekend to offer your ministerial support.  



THERON

I told you to leave.  



GORRINGE


(holding out the box)  

Everyone needs money in order to pursue their happiness.  I will cover the receipts and we will keep the secret to ourselves. 



THERON

Goddamn you.



GORRINGE

You are as damned as I am and you know it!  


(Putting the box down.)

Have a pleasant evening.


(GORRINGE exits.  THERON circles the box.  GORRINGE, on the porch, tries to speak to ALICE who enters the parlor.)



ALICE

What did you say to him? 



THERON

He gives you flowers to beguile you.  He pledges money to the church to impress you.  He gives you the piano, so he has reason to visit.  You desire what he offers and you are not happy with my salary or my being a minister at all.  



ALICE

I’m sorry. I’ve been so alone.  



THERON

We came to this God forsaken town like Abraham to Egypt!  Sarah became part of the Pharoah’s harem, so they could survive!  



ALICE

What are you talking about?



THERON

Gorringe is the Pharoah!  


(THERON opens the box and takes the money out.)



ALICE

What are you doing?  Theron!  



THERON

In the morning I am going to New York.    



ALICE

You can’t take that money.  It is for the church.  


THERON

We are living in the days of Abraham!  Enslaved to the Pharoah!  

(THERON stuffs money into his pockets.)



ALICE

In the name of Jesus.



THERON

What Jesus?!  There is no Moses!  No Ten Commandments!  There is only Gorringe and Pierce and Winch and J.P. Morgan and Gould and Harriman!  No Commandments inhibit them!  


(THERON gathers his manuscript.)



ALICE

What are you doing?  


(ALICE goes to him to be embraced, but he moves away from her.)



THERON

Get away from me!  Go to Gorringe!

(THERON exits.)



ALICE

Theron!  Theron!  Don’t leave me!  (On the porch, lowering her voice to a whisper.)  Theron!  


(ALICE exits.  Lights hit black.)

Act II, scene 4

(The sounds of a train.  A light comes up on THERON in a railway car.  The Plaza Hotel scene is set.)  


THERON


(to audience)

I cannot dwell in the past.  I am rushing towards freedom in New York.  I will urge my Hagar to sail away to Europe where will live for art and beauty and the illumination of the soul.  We will only return to America for business.  We will leave behind the sooty gray streets of New York hidden in shadows by the buildings, the towers of iron and stone reaching towards Heaven.  They cast such cold shadows over the masses of people, who I will now walk amongst as a Hebrew in a new and dangerous land.  


(People pass by.  In the lobby, THERON pulls the brim of his hat over his eyes and buries his face in his book as a BELLHOP carrying packages enters with CELIA to her hotel room.  FORBES crosses to CELIA’s room.  A BELLHOP crosses to THERON.)



BELLHOP

Miss Celia Madden has taken two adjoining rooms twenty-four and twenty-five.



THERON

Is she alone?



BELLHOP

Sir?  


(CELIA takes off her hat.)



THERON 

Was there a Father Forbes registered to one of those rooms? 



BELLHOP

No.  The priest has not taken a room.  Usually at this class of hotel, when a person takes two rooms, one is a parlor. 



THERON

Oh.


(THERON gives BELLHOP a small tip and crosses to door of CELIA’s room.)



CELIA

Was it really him?



FORBES

Yes.  You must let him know you are leaving for Europe.



CELIA

Will he understand?  



FORBES

I doubt it.  I will talk to him afterwards, if you want.  Officer O’Reilly will be with me, if he is needed.



CELIA

Thank you.  


(THERON knocks on door.)

It’s him.  


(FORBES exits.  THERON enters.)



THERON

Celia.  Hello.  What a surprise to see you here.  I was so excited to see your name in the registry I came up without sending my card.    



CELIA

Father Forbes told me he saw you in the lobby.  



THERON

Oh.  


CELIA

Hiding behind a book.  Please be seated. 



THERON

I wanted to offer my support for your brother knowing that you might feel lonesome and helpless.  



CELIA

Father Forbes has come to see me through. Why did you come?



THERON

I’ve missed you so.  I wanted to talk with you.  I wanted to show you my book, which you inspired---



CELIA

I’ve been told what I inspired.    



THERON

Were Abraham alive today, he would leave his wife.  



CELIA

You’ve gone mad.  



THERON

I know I am not worthy of you.  No one is, I suppose.  But no one else has made a vow with you to live for art and poetry.  Have they?  Have they?!



CELIA

No.



THERON

Surely, you remember our kisses.



CELIA

Yes, I do.  I remember what they meant to me.  They were of the good-bye sort.  



THERON

What?



CELIA

Do you understand that?



THERON

No.  I cannot.  I’ve plunged myself into a new existence, to build my life on our vow of friendship and beauty!  Celia.  


CELIA

Yes.  



THERON

Why do you treat me like this!?



CELIA

What choice do I have, Theron?   



THERON

Our life together.  My book will change everything!  I’m giving up my life for us! 



CELIA

And what will it lead to?!  Reverend Ware.  



THERON

Happiness!



CELIA

Your book will be burned.  You will be defrocked.  And then what?  Can run my father’s wagonshops?  Or perhaps you have a secret fortune that you have been hiding from me!  There are many things that I have to consider.  



THERON

Oh, Celia, you have changed.  



CELIA

What do you expect?  My brother is spending the rest of his life in jail.  My father is ill.  And you have condemned yourself to a fate that is worse than both.  When we first met, your honesty was as fresh as mother’s milk.  And I was at loose ends with no purpose in life, but I have one now.  Whereas you have inflated yourself with an egotism which, I believe, comes from that silly religion of yours which encourages revelations that are sometimes delusions.  



THERON

What do you mean?



CELIA

You left your wife to follow me under the delusion that I would be your mistress!  You are the opposite of the simple honest person to whom I was attracted.  I can never see you again!



THERON

Celia!


(FORBES comes to the door with a POLICE OFFICER, who is Irish.)



CELIA

It’s our neighbor, Father.  Please, speak to him. 



THERON

Celia!


(CELIA crosses away from him.  POLICE OFFICER stops THERON from following.)



FORBES

She has business to take care of before she sails for Europe.  



THERON

You are going to Europe?



CELIA

Yes.  



FORBES

Her brother is being sentenced in an hour and then she will leave.   



CELIE

Goodbye. 


(CELIA exits.)



THERON

You sentence me to death!  Do you hear me?!  Do you?!  Celia!



POLICE OFFICER

Hey, now!  



FORBES

Sit down and listen.  



THERON

I will pursue my happiness!   



POLICE OFFICER


(restraining Theron)

Stand back!  


FORBES

You must consider yourself.  



POLICE OFFICER

You calm yourself down or I’ll put in jail.  For sure, I will.



FORBES

God’s covenant with Abraham, regardless of your modern revelation—



THERON

What in God’s name do you know about revelations?!  Or illuminations!?


POLICE OFFICER

Hey, now, you’re talking to a priest.  



THERON

Let go of me!  What do you know about it?!



FORBES

You are right.  I know nothing about either.  I know a thing or two about damnation.  Good day, Mr. Ware.


(FORBES exits.)



POLICE OFFICER

Go on, now.  Leave the hotel before you get yourself into trouble that you won’t be able to get out of.  Go on!  Get out of here!

(THERON exits through the audience with his book.)
ACT II, scene 5

(A tavern on the Bowery.)



DRUNKS


(offstage)


And it’s will you quaff with me, my lads,


And it’s will you quaff with me?, etc.

(DRUNKS stagger on in good cheer with their bottles of beer followed by other Bowery denizens, including PIMP, SARA and PICKPOCKET, setting up a tavern.  “Brown October Ale” http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xi6CI406jdo THERON enters and sits alone.)



A DRUNK


It is a draught of nut brown ale


I offer unto ye.


(THERON is offered one.  He moves away and writes.)



DRUNKS


All humming in the tankard lad,


It cheers the heart forlorn.


Oh here’s a friend to ev’ryone


Tis stout John Barleycorn.    


(BARTENDER looks over THERON’s shoulder as he writes.)



BARTENDER

Well, Reverend Abraham, this is the Bowery.  If you want something to drink, you put your money on the table!  It looks like you could use one?  A glass of milk perhaps?  



THERON


(laughing to himself)

Ministers don’t drink.  Not even milk on Sundays.



A DRUNK

Well, there’s your luck.  It’s 1 am.  Monday morning!  



THERON

I needed to get out of the desert air chill.  That is all.



DRUNK

You hear him.  Put wood on the fire!




BARTENDER

Not yet.  He ain’t even bought one drink!  What’ll it be?  



THERON

Nothing!



A DRUNK


(bumping into him, Pickpocket takes his wallet)

Oh, excuse me, sir, for being so clumsy, sir.  


(PICKPOCKET takes his wallet and looks through it with DRUNK.)

Hey, Jack.  There’s plenty of money here to burn.  



THERON

That belongs to me.



DRUNK

Robbed a church, hey!  



THERON

Mine!


(THERON is pushed into a chair and held.)



DRUNK

Be a Christian!  There’s enough for all of us!  A round of drinks on the Reverend!     



THERON

No!



DRUNK


(throwing him into chair)

Sit!  Don’t preach before you drink.



BARTENDER


(giving them a bottle)

It’ll be half a dollar for the bottle.  



DRUNK

Don’t you move!  This’ll calm you down and warm you up.  Open your mouth!  



PICK-POCKET

You’re wastin’ it on him.



DRUNK

Take the book away.  



THERON

God damn you!  



DRUNK

Goddamn you!  Listen to him.  Where do you think you are?  This is the Bowery!  Where, by God, the damned live!   


(PICK-POCKET snatches the book.)



THERON

Give it to me!



DRUNK

We’ll start a fire with it, if you don’t stay put.  



THERON

No!  Don’t!



DRUNK

Then take a drink.  Drink! 


(THERON is forced to drink and forced to sit down.) 



BARTENDER


(to PIMP with SARA)

Let Sara loose, will ya’?  There’s someone here who needs to go to Demarara.    


(SARA, dressed in black tights, low-cut blouse and red skirt, is pushed forward by PIMP.  Concertina music to “Naughty Clara” begins.)



A DRUNK

This here’s Sara.



THERON

Sarah.  



DRUNK

For two-bits she’ll dance the chill out of you.    



THERON

Abraham’s wife.  



BARTENDER

There you are.  We’re giving you back your wife.  For a fee.  



THERON

Is this what happened to her?



SARA

What do mean happened?  I don’t know you.  I’m a dancer.



DRUNK

For two bits you’re a whore.  



SARA

Whose a whore?!



DRUNK

For two bits you are!



THERON

Leave her alone.  (to Sara)  Sarah shouldn’t be here.  



SARA

What are you talkin’ about?  



BARTENDER

He’s a preacher and a poet!



DRUNK


(pushing Theron into his seat)

And a drunk!



THERON

Abraham gave Sarah into the Pharoah’s harem.  He denied she was his wife and abandoned her. 



SARA

You give me the jitters!  I am a dancer!  You don’t know nothin’ about me!



THERON

Give her all the money.



DRUNK

She ain’t done nothin’ for you yet.



SARA

You heard him!



PIMP

You ain’t gettin’ a dime, till you dance.  



THERON

If you don’t give it to her, give it to me.


(DRUNK pushes him into his seat.)



SARA

Hey!  Leave him alone!  (to Theron)  They’re not going to listen to you.  I gotta dance.  Can I dance for you?  



THERON

I want to get out of here.  God will curse them all!   



SARA

That’s just what I was hopin’, sweetie, but I don’t think it’ll come to pass.  

 

DRUNK

You don’t get nothin’ till you dance.



SARA


(to Theron)

I dance real good.  They’ll give me money, if I do.  Come on.   Where’s my music!?  



SINGER


My head’s in a whirl thru a sweet little girl


Her sweet little name is Sara


There ne’er was a maid such a dear little Jade


There ne’er was a lady fair-er.


(SARA dances alluringly to THERON.  DRUNKS make THERON drink.)


But she’s such a tease


That I never can please


And quite alarmed I’m getting.


She never seems right


From morning till night


She gets but does no giving.


Oh, Naughty, Naughty Sara!


How can you serve me so?


I’ll go to Demarara


If you tell me to go!


I’ll climb up all the mountains, 


I’ll swim o’er all the seas


If you will only love me dear


And lie on top of me.


(SARA sits on THERON’s lap.  He stands up drunkenly.)



THERON

No!



SARA

Hey!    



THERON

I want my money!  



BARTENDER

You need a room for the lady.  


(PICK POCKET pushes THERON.)



THERON

It’s mine!  Thief!  



SARA

Pay me my money!



BARTENDER

You shut your mouth!



SARA

You pay me for dancing! 



PIMP


(slapping Sara)

Shut up!



SARA

Murderer!  Murderer!



PIMP


(going after her)

You’ll make me a murderer, you will!



SARA

Let me go!



PIMP


(slashing her face with a knife)

Let that be a warning!



SARA

Oh!  Damn you!  He’s going to kill me!  Stop him!  



THERON


(to Pick Pocket)

Give me my things!  



PICK POCKET

Your wallet’s gone.  You’ve spent all your money.    


(A melee erupts.)



BARTENDER


(with a gun)

Out of here! You’ll bring ruin on me! All of you!  Out of my place!



THERON

I need my money!  My book!  



DRUNK

Goddamn preacher!


(DRUNK punches THERON knocking him out.)



BARTENDER


(to Theron)

Off him!  Get out of here!  I’ll have you arrested!  (Shoots the gun.)  Out of here!  Everyone!  We’re closed for the night!  You’re nothin’ but trouble!


(PICK POCKET, DRUNKS, PIMP, and SARA exit with great commotion.  BARTENDER stands over THERON.)

Get out of here! Get up! (Calling Pickpocket back.)  Hey, help me.    



PICKPOCKET

Is he dead?  



BARTENDER

No!  He’s drunk.  He can’t be layin’ out here for the police to find.  Give me a hand.  


(They drag THERON behind some barrels in an alley.)



PICKPOCKET

I didn’t touch him.  So much as a finger on him. 



BARTENDER

What did you do with his book?



PICKPOCKET

His book?  



BARTENDER

The book you was holdin’ for him.



PICKPOCKET

Oh.  In all the confusion and in the dark I think it fell down a sewer somewhere.  



BARTENDER

What’s the difference.  



PICKPOCKET

No one ever heard of him.  A preacher on the Bowery.  Not a word.  



PICKPOCKET

Not a word.  


(BARTENDER and PICKPOCKET exit.  SISTER SOULSBY enters with a lantern.)


SOULSBY

It’s below freezing.  You hear me?  My names Soulsby.  I have a mission on the Bowery.  You should be inside.  You’ll freeze to death.  


(THERON rolls over with a groan.)

My fellow sinner, I’m here to help you.  



THERON

I don’t need help anymore.  I’m gone.  



SOULSBY

Reverend Ware. 



THERON

Reverend!  Leave me alone. 



SOULSBY

I wondered where you disappeared to.  


THERON

It’s you.  



SOULSBY

Where have you been?    



THERON

I don’t need any help.  I’m a fraud and not even a good fraud.  


SOULSBY

Doesn’t matter good or bad.  You stay out here you’ll die.   



THERON

I’m not afraid to die.  



SOULSBY

I’d say you’re afraid to live.



THERON

For what?!  To be a fraud!  I am as good as dead!  God damned me!  


SOULSBY

I’d say you damned yourself.  I went by the Methodist office.  They said they hadn’t seen you.  



THERON

They’ll never see my face again.



SOULSBY

No, I don’t imagine they will.  You have burned your bridges well, brother.  You might want to know that Alice is staying with me at the mission.  


THERON

The Pharoah turned her out.  


SOULSBY

No.  She spurned him and he had her evicted from the parsonage.  She sold all your belongings.  Pierce, the old skinflint, when I told him what had happened, he sent her a month’s pay.  That’s a miracle, if ever there was one.  


THERON

Look after her, will you?


SOULSBY

Yes.  But how can I be of help to you?



THERON

There’s no way back for me.  


(He finishes what’s left of a bottle and throws it aside.)



SOULSBY

If you help around the mission, I’ll do what I can to find you work.  They’re looking for laborers on a road crew on the Upper East Side.  Or if you like I could write to that friend of mine with the Promised Land Development Corporation in the Oregon Territory.   Out West they say, “Talk tells.”  You might be able to use your speaking skills to get back on your feet.  What do you say?  



THERON

What’s the use?   



SOULSBY

Well, who’s to say?  I know that some time in the cold dark hour of the night when your fingers and toes are freezing in the cold, the Answer will come.  You will make your Covenant with God or the devil.  One of them will come to you and you’ll make your Covenant.  But you could make it just as well in a warm bed at the mission.  



THERON
No.  



SOULSBY

Well, then I’ll leave you my shawl.  If you want to trade in your cobblestone bed for room and board, the mission is where you’ll find me.  This is my card.  I brought you some bread.   There’s warm food at the mission.  I serve breakfast at the crack of dawn so the men can get out early for work.   


(SOULSBY puts the shawl around THERON and gives him the bread.  She puts her card on the street.  THERON pulls the shawl around himself to sleep.  SOULSBY exits.)

ACT II, scene 6

(THERON’s dream of glory.)



MEN


(humming tune, then a chant, off) 



When what we want comes uppermost


Old wrongs shall surely die, 


Then love will conquer evil’s host


And all his power defy (repeat) 


(Chanting their song in a low voice, a group of MEN, laborers from the Mission, enter and surround THERON.  PIERCE, WINCH and GORRINGE enter as cartoon caricatures of the Wealthy, holding bags of Money and counting it and putting it in THERON’s pocket.  FORBES and LEDSMAR in religious garb enter as in a processional.  FORBES, in a Cardinal’s robe and hat, and LEDSMAR, wearing a yarmulke and prayer shawl, reading from a flaming book.)



FORBES

The Lord appeared to Abraham and said unto him: “I am thy Almighty God; walk before me now.  I will make my covenant between me and thee, an everlasting Covenant!”


(MEN lift THERON from the street placing him center stage on his feet.  As they do, CELIA, in Arabian veil, enters carrying a candle and a cross which she sets up as an altar by him.)



PIERCE, WINCH & GORRINGE

Everlasting Covenant!  For the Promised Land!  Amen!  Amen!  Amen!



FORBES

And Abraham fell onto his face and God talked with him saying:



CELIA


(to the tune of Laborer’s song)

Confiteor Deo omnipotenti, beatae Mariae semper Virgini, beato Micaheli Archangelo, etc.


(CELIA lifts the cross as though it were a knife.  SEAN enters.)



SEAN

Someone call for a doctor!



FORBES

To seal my covenant with you, you shall bear a token in your flesh, which ye shall have, every manchild among you.  



LEDSMAR

For you are selected and only the fittest survive.



LABORERS

Amen. 


(THERON moves restlessly in his sleep.)



FORBES

The Covenant between you and thy Almighty Dollar shall be your circumcision.  



PIERCE, WINCH & GORRINGE


(laughing, throwing money about)

Almighty dollar!  Amen.  Amen.  Amen.


(They raise a banner sash with U.S. SENATOR and drape it across THERON’s front and put a top hat with stars and stripes on his head.  THERON raises his arms over a vast crowd as the covenant is spoken.  CELIA holds the cross like a knife to the buttons on his trousers.)



FORBES

He that is eight days old or born in thy house or bought with thy money.  



PIERCE, WINCH & GORRINGE

Amen. 



FORBES

My covenant shall be in your flesh for an everlasting covenant.  



LABORERS & ALL

Amen. 



FORBES

Thus I will make of thee a great nation, and I will bless thee, and make thy name great.  Thy name shall be America!


(CELIA draws the knife downward across THERON’S front.  THERON raises his arms triumphantly as though speaking to a vast crowd and groans as from a nightmare.)



MEN

Senator Ware!  Senator Ware!  Senator Ware for President!  


(The MEN lift THERON and place him next to ALICE who is lying on a blanket on the room.  PIERCE, WINCH and GORRINGE, FORBES and LEDSMAR and LABORERS exit humming their song.  The stained glass window and the sound of the organ fades.)  
ACT II, scene 7

(Sister Soulsby Mission.  In the morning, ALICE, careful to hide her stomach, rises from the makeshift bed.  ALICE opens a suitcase and takes her brush and runs it through her hair.  THERON opens his eyes.)



THERON

Where am I?!



ALICE

The men carried you upstairs last night to sleep on the roof.  It was so hot inside.  At dinner you fell asleep.  You were never cut out for digging ditches!


(ALICE moves with an effort.)

Everything’s packed.  It all fits into one suitcase. You were restless last night.  What were you dreaming?



THERON

People stuffing money in my pocket.  



ALICE

It wasn’t a dream.



THERON


(feeling in his pocket)  
Where did this come from?



ALICE

The men when you were sleeping. You’ve been practicing your sales talk on them so much.  They want you to buy a piece of land for them Out West.



THERON


(counting money)

They’ll need more than this, if they want something better than swampland.  



ALICE

We can’t keep it.  Sister Soulsby said we have to give it back.  



THERON

Why?  


(BOWERY MEN enter and set a table for breakfast.)



ALICE

They don’t even have enough money to put a roof over their head or feed themselves three times a day.  She says you have to.  



THERON

I sold it fair and square.



ALICE

After all that Sister Soulsby has done for us.



THERON

Everyone has a right to own a piece of the Promised Land.  



ALICE

You have to give it back.



THERON

And what about us?  We have ten dollars left after the train tickets and my new suit and my business cards.  Did you tell her there’s a baby on the way?



ALICE

No.  Half the men have children – orphans now – there being out of work.  Sometimes, it seems to me, you forgot everything you knew as a minister.



THERON

What do you mean?  



ALICE

Always thinking of self anymore.



THERON

I’m thinking of you and our child.  What do you think we’re moving out West for!? 



ALICE

I won’t go, if you don’t give it back to them.  The train leaves in an hour, and if you want me on it, you’ll do what Sister Soulsby says.  



THERON

What does she know about making money?  Her preaching on the Gospel of the Workers’ Brotherhood will never get us anything more than low wages and menial work like digging ditches twelve hours a day, seven days a week!  Buying land can change our lives.  Last night in my dream I had a revelation.



ALICE

A revelation?!  



THERON

I always knew it would come.



ALICE

You haven’t been within a mile of a church for six months.  



THERON

God made His covenant with me.  He did.  I have never had a dream like this.  It restored my faith.  Why can’t you ever have faith in me!?  



ALICE

I do have faith in you and God and the faith that you will do what is right! 



THERON

I will.  You’ll see, I will.    


(SOULSBY enters with a pot of porridge and serves the men.  THERON washes his face in a basin and ALICE packs their suitcases.)



SOULSBY

Good mornin’, boys.  (MEN respond.)  I see Peter is a little stiff.  Making barrels is hard work, is it?  



PETER

No.  Getting beat up at the rally for the Workers’ Brotherhood was.  



SOULSBY

Are you alright?



PETER

Yes.  But they put the speaker in jail. 



A BOWERY MAN

Where’s Alice and the Preacher?  



A MAN

Packing. 



ANOTHER MAN

We gave him money last night while he was sleeping.  (To Soulsby)  He’s going to buy us a piece of the Promised Land.  


(PAUL enters and starts eating.)



SOULSBY

I know.  But I have a question for you.  Who promised you this land? 



A BOWERY MAN

The Preacher.  He’s going places.



SOULSBY

We’re all going places.  If we take the Lord’s promise and not a land speculator’s.  Paul, hold yourself for grace.  (Praying)  Dear God.  Please stay by our side as we travel the paths towards our destiny so that we may realize through our good work the promises of this land, which is our home.  Amen.



BOWERY MEN

Amen.  



SOULSBY


When what we want comes uppermost,


Old wrongs shall surely die;


Then love will conquer evil’s host,


And all his power defy.


(THERON, with his suitcase, and ALICE with hers, cross downstage to the dining area.)



A BOWERY MAN

We’re goin’ to miss you. 



ALICE

Yes.  We’ll miss you, too.  



PETER


(to Alice)

You can stay back East if you want and send him out there.



A BOWERY MAN

Before you go, tell us about that piece of heaven on earth you’re going to buy us?



SOULSBY

If I’m not mistaken, I think Theron has something to tell you.  



THERON

There’s a problem. You trusted me with your money, for which I am ever grateful.  But I would be lying to you if I said I could buy a piece of heaven on earth with it.  The best land costs more.  


(THERON puts their money on the table.)



MEN


(disappointed grumbling)

I was looking to go out there.  I was going to grow corn.  I had my cabin laid out.  



THERON

Listen to me.  Last night I had a dream.  I dreamed that I was out in the country under the stars, as shiny and colorful as a stained glass window.  The stars that shine over Seattle!



MEN

Seattle!  Sounds so far away.  I can smell the warm Pacific breeze.  



THERON


(to audience)

In my dream, there was a whole continent of faces looking up at me and I stretched my hands over them, realizing that I could connect my future to the Oregon Territory.  And I realized in that dream that when the territory becomes a state, I will have sold all the people their land and I’ll have the votes to elect me Senator.



MEN

That sounds good to me.  We’ll have someone on the inside. 



THERON

But it was painful dream, too, because I cannot bring myself to sell you a piece of swampland.  



MEN

What do you mean?  What are you saying?  What’s the catch?



THERON

I want you to have a prime piece of real estate, adjacent to the transcontinental railroad, the next stop being Heaven.  



MEN

That’s what we want.  We want the best!



THERON

But there’s not enough money, boys.  And that’s a shame for we live on the continent of milk and honey, the Promised Land that God called us to.  The Promised Land that God wants us to make fruitful and fill with the generations.  The Promised Land that will put money in our pockets and luxuries within our reach. That is the covenant God made with us Americans.  Not the covenant of Abraham or Moses or Christ, but the covenant to build the towns, farm the soil, dig the mountains for gold and oil -- own the land!  Now I was going to come to you this morning and ask you for another fifty dollars to get a piece of heaven for you, but Sister Soulsby thinks I should return your money.  She wants you to stay back East and not invest in land, forget your claim to God’s Promise, don’t put your hand to the plough and look out to the horizon and the promise of the future.  She doesn’t want you to grab the handles of that plough and dig deep.



SOULSBY


(to the Men)

Frankly, boys, I think you should take your money back.  Use it for trainfare, if you have to, and see if it’s milk and honey out there or just more blood, sweat, and tears pursuing another speculator’s dream.    


(The MEN take their money.)



MEN

I think Sister Soulsby is right.  I could use my money.  I’ve been savin’ up my money to get my wife and kids back.  



THERON


(banging his hand on the table)

Goddamn it!  I’m heading West!  (To Alice.)  Come on, Alice!


(THERON exits to outside with a suitcase.  ALICE bursts into tears.  The MEN gather around ALICE.  SOULSBY goes out to THERON.)  



SOULSBY

Look here, young man, I didn’t pull you up out of the gutter to curse everything around you.  



THERON

You taught me how to live like the Nation Builders in the Bible!  The fraud of Abraham and Moses and Jesus.  Only difference is that in America, God gives it to the Titans of Industry, the Railroad Magnates, the Oil Drillers, the Land Developers!    



SOULSBY

That’s the meanest low down taking-of-God’s-name-in-vain I have ever heard!  


(THERON picks up a suitcase. ALICE goes outside followed by the MEN one of them carrying her suitcase.  SOULSBY hugs her.)



THERON

Come on, Alice.  We’ll miss our train.  



PETER

Wait!  We agreed to let you have the money.  (To Theron)  And we added to it!  But it’s not for land.


(PETER offers the money to THERON.)



PAUL

We know Alice would help us if we were heading out West.



MEN

Save it, if you need to come back. Take it.  Don’t be so proud you hurt your family.  We know one’s on the way.  


(THERON takes the money.)



THERON

The Lord...



PAUL

Aw, for God’s don’t give us no sermon!



THERON

No, no.  All I was going to say, men, was that....



PETER

Don’t say nothin’.  Just shut up.  

(The MEN laugh.)



THERON

All right.  I just have this to say.   



MEN

Someone shut him up!  



THERON

My friends!  Farewell!


(MEN cheer.)  



MEN


When what we want comes uppermost,


Old wrongs shall surely die;


Then love will conquer evil’s host,


And all his power defy.


Then there shall be no starving poor


Asking the rich to give;


Love will unlock the prison door,


So all can truly live.


(THERON shakes hands and waves.  He picks up the suitcases and starts to exit through audience.  SOULSBY and ALICE hug.  ALICE joins THERON.  As they sing, the MEN gather their caps and dishes from the table and exit.  SOULSBY waves good-by and exits with the men.  Lights fade except for those on THERON and ALICE in the audience.)



ALICE

It won’t be like this ever again, will it, Theron?  



THERON

How do you mean?  



ALICE

On a platform waiting for the train, our whole life in a suitcase. 



THERON

No.  I promise you.  I’ll never preach again.  Oh, I’ll be in church on Sunday with you.  But the other six days I’ll do God’s work.  (To an audience member)  Theron Ware, nice to meet you.  You have that far off look in your eye like you’re dreaming of a piece of land you can call your own!  The best is out West.  Seattle way.  Take my card.  The Promised Land Development Corporation.  I’ll be there to show you around.  Come see me in the Promised Land!


(A train whistle blows long and hard.  THERON picks up the suitcase and he and ALICE exit for the train.  Black.)

The End
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