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PREFACE 

I wrote the play, With No Shadows, and I directed it as part of 

the playwriting process. After the production, I realized that there 

was still a great deal of material I had yet to assimilate. I had 

several critiques of the play on audio tape. There was also the 

whole literature on dramatic writing. I read everything I could get 

my hands on three times. I read books and articles on playwriting, 

screenwriting, and writing for television. I read books on dramatic 

theory, opera, novel writing, short-story writing, and creative 

writing. I purchased commercially produced audio tapes on writing of 

all kinds. I read novels and plays. I went to plays and movies. 

And, I watched television with a critical eye. I knew it would take 

time for all of this to sink in. 

My objective in coming to Texas Tech was to learn how to write 

plays that I would enjoy seeing if I were a member of the audience. 

My method was to study acting, directing, and dramatic theory. I 

wanted to learn how to write plays from the inside. I spent two 

years studying, practicing, and experiencing theatre in this way at 

Tech. I developed a professional problem: the writing and directing 

of With No Shadows. 

I now had new information: the experience, the critiques, and 

the books. I did what I had been taught to do; I put it to practice 

from the inside. I wanted to see for myself if what these books were 



saying and if what I thought I was seeing on stage and screen was 

accurate. I spent a year practicing theatre. I acted in two plays, 

acted in two videos, was a unit manager for a television project, 

directed and designed three full-length plays, directed cuttings from 

two operas, had a one-act script and a television script produced, 

wrote four new plays, gave workshops on mime and stage movement, 

wrote a column of criticism called "The Novel Exchange," created a 

complete theatre curriculum, and served as Chairman of Fine Arts at a 

college in North Carolina. During this time, I watched audiences, 

listened to audiences, talked to audiences, was a member of 

audiences, and produced for audiences. Only then was I ready to 

compose this study. 

From it, I intend to advertise for playwrights who would be 

interested in writing plays as outlined in chapter five. I will 

produce and direct these plays as a major production in a collegiate 

setting. When possible, I will enter the plays in the American 

College Theatre Festival competition. I will also catalogue and 

market the scripts to other interested schools according to the 

playwrights' wishes. 

It is my wish that, through these efforts, the solutions found 

in this study will benefit other playwrights, and, therefore, benefit 

theatre. The theatre can be only as good as the playwrights who 

write for it. There is an old adage about show business: "What are 

the three things needed for success?" The answer is "Material, 

material, and material." 

vi 



CHAPTER ONE 

INTRODUCTION 

This study is an investigation of how the structure of the stage 

play can be constructed to meet the expectations of the contemporary 

audience. Developed first will be the thesis that current audience 

expectation is conditioned by television and film. Second, the 

playscript. With No Shadows (see Appendix), will undergo a structural 

analysis and structural criticism to see how it is successful or 

unsuccessful in meeting these expectations. As a result of this 

analysis and criticism, a proposal for new plays will be presented. 

The purpose of such a study is to provide pla3rwrights with a 

workable structure in which to meet the expectations of and, 

therefore, to entertain the audience of this era of mass media drama. 

Its value is the possibility of creating new playscripts for the 

stage devoted to the telling of a story in dramatic terms, that is, a 

return to plays with a beginning, a middle, and an end. The need for 

such a study is to inform theatre artists why the stage is declining 

as a viable art form and what can be done to prevent this decline. 

The decline of the theatre is reflected in the decreasing number 

of persons attending plays. The theatre is, in most cases, failing 

to meet the demands of its potential audience. Theatre artists must 

get the audience back into the theatre. Second, the audience must be 



sufficiently entertained while in the theatre so that the persons who 

make up that audience will return for future plays. 

What audiences are drawn to, and always have been, is a good 

story. In order to bring the audience back to the theatre, the 

playwright must return to writing plays that tell stories. Theorists 

of dramatic writing, from Aristotle to Stephen Geller, have placed 

plot above character because they have observed this preference in 

audiences. "It is the business of a drama, like any other work of 

fiction, to tell a story, that is, it must have a plot." Emphasis 

on plot and story, not character, is what will bring audiences back 

to the theatre. 

This study will show that present-day audiences are conditioned 

by film and television to expect a story plotted in such a way as to 

place the action of the story before their eyes. This work will also 

propose how this technique of plotting can be used by playwrights for 

stage plays. It proposes that story is the first element of 

structure, and that the other main elements of structure (plot and 

scenic construction) and the elements of production (scenery, props, 

lights, costumes) should contribute to that story-telling. In this 

way, the playwright may bring the audience back to the theatre. 

Important texts on playwriting and several newer works on 

writing for television and film provide the foundation of this study. 

They are: 



1. Aristotle's Theory of Poetry and Fine Art (Fourth 

Century, B.C.), translated by S. H. Butcher. Aristotle clearly 

places plot over character in order of importance. 

2. Freytag's Technique of the Drama (1863), translated by 

Elias J. MacEwen. Freytag devotes the first 245 pages to plot, 

plotting, and action of the five-act play; he devotes 77 pages to 

character. 

3. Play-Making: A Manual of Craftsmanship (1912), by 

William Archer. The entire book, with the exception of ten pages on 

character, is concerned with the craft of structuring a plot into a 

beginning, a middle, and an end. 

4. Dramatic Technique (1919), by George Pierce Baker. Of 

the ten chapters in the book, six deal with plotting action; one 

chapter is on characterization. 

5. "So You're Writing a Play!" (1935), by Clayton 

Hamilton. The text is devoted to structuring the three-act play 

pattern popular at the time of the book's publication. 

6. Theory and Technique of Playwriting (1936), by John 

Howard Lawson. The second half of the text proposes what Lawson 

calls organic structure, that is, constructing the play backward from 

the climax. The first half of the book is a history of dramatic 

theory. 

7. Write That Play (1939), by Kenneth Thorpe Rowe. The 

text emphasizes structuring the one-act and full-length play plot 

using a rising and falling action to and from a crisis. 



8. The Technique of Screenplay Writing (1944), by Eugene 

Vale. The book is the classic text of structuring a story to the 

medium of film. 

9. The Art of Dramatic Writing (1946), by Lajos Egri. 

This famous playwriting book develops the dialectical principle of 

action through conflict of characterization. 

10. Playwriting; How to Write for the Theatre (1961), by 

Bernard Grebanier. The text deals with how stories are structured 

for a three-act play. 

11. TV Writing (1963), by George Lowther. The book is a 

guide to constructing TV plots based on "trouble" (conflict). 

12. Playwriting: The Structure of Action (1971), by Sam 

Smiley. This text uses an Aristotelian approach to the elements of 

constructing a play and presents a process of playwriting. 

13. The Screenwriter's Handbook (1974), by Constance Nash 

and Virginia Oakey. This handbook gives a step-by-step guide to the 

craft of writing an original screenplay in the accepted format. 

14. Writing a Television Play (1975), by Michelle Cousin. 

The book is a practical guide to the dramatic construction of the 

television plot. 

15. The TV Scriptwriter's Handbook (1980), by Alfred 

Brenner. The book instructs in all facets of writing drama for 

television. 

16. The Complete Book of Scriptwriting (1982), by J. 

Michael Straczynski. The book is a general text showing the 



similarities and differences of writing for television, radio, film, 

and stage. 

17. Screenwriting: A Method (1984), by Stephen Geller. 

The book is based on the development of the screenplay as the 

extension of the dramatic principles of the stage play and the 

narrative of the novel. 

These books overwhelmingly place plot as the most important 

element of drama. They also agree that plot is the means by which 

the story is put into action. Even Lajos Egri's The Art of Dramatic 

Writing, which places character above plot, insists that conflict 

(action) is the chief means of characterization. 

The unique contribution of this study is that it draws its 

principles from three sources: playwriting, screenwriting, and 

teleplay writing. The art of playwriting contributes dramatic plot 

construction: the use of balance, inciting incident, complications, 

climax, and resolution. Screenwriting and teleplay writing add 

scenic construction, narration, epic quality, background and inciden

tal music, and freedom of time, place, and action. Screenwriting 

also makes the contribution of uninterrupted flow; teleplay writing 

adds the concept of standardized running times. Playwriting, 

screenwriting, and teleplay writing all place an emphasis on plot and 

story. 

This study differs from playwriting theory in four ways. Most 

books on playwriting advocate logically motivated characterizations 

(which slows the pace because it is so consuming of the play's time). 



dramatic action (dramatic progression achieved through use of 

dialogue), a single setting, and the three-act pattern. This study 

proposes, instead, a fast pace, physical action, changing setting, 

and a free structure based on the scene rather than a pattern based 

on the act. This study also departs from screenwriting and teleplay 

writing texts in that the proposal itself is concerned only with the 

use of "cinematic" devices to create plays that are, in themselves, 

idiomatic for the live stage. The combination of devices from 

theatre, television, and film are chosen for their story-telling 

qualities. 

Armed with the knowledge that audiences are conditioned to story 

as structured by television and film, playwrights should create new 

works for the live stage to meet conditioned expectations. These new 

works can make use of the technology (sound and lighting) of the 

modern stage to allow an uninterrupted flow of action while aiding 

the story. 

In the chapters that follow, structure is assumed to be in the 

following order of importance: 

Story 

Plot 

Scenic construction 

Story is of first priority because that is where audiences have 

placed it. Unashamedly, they ask, "What's it about?" Plot is next 

in importance because plot is how the playwright tells the story—how 



he keeps, or does not keep, the interest of the audience with what he 

lets them see and hear. 

The playwright presents his plot with the scene. The scene, not 

the act, is how contemporary audience viewing habits have formed 

since World War II. The irresistible and powerful medium of 

television dictates such focus. The long act is dead; the short 

scene lives. 

Television and film have become truly lively arts. They have 

changed to meet the interests of their audiences. No art can survive 

without an audience—not film, not television, and not theatre. 



Notes 

Kenneth Thorpe Rowe, Write That Play (New York: Funk & 
Wagnalls Co., 1939), p. 26. 



CHAPTER TWO 

THE EXPECTATION OF STRUCTURE 

The Conditions 

When an audience enters a theatre, it brings a certain set of 

conditions. From stronger to weaker, they are hereditary, cultural, 

and environmental conditions. The first of these conditions is the 

sensory limitations peculiar to human beings. From the sharpest to 

dullest ear, or the quickest to slowest eye, any given audience has a 

collective sensory response. These physical "givens" are part of the 

human condition. 

The senses of man, however, did not evolve equally. Some human 

senses are dominant over others. The visual sense, for instance, is 

dominant over the auditory sense. For example, two actors equal in 

all possible ways may appear on opposite sides of the stage. The 

actor on the right speaks soliloquies from Hamlet, while the other 

mutely makes visible physical movements. The audience usually 

watches the actor on the left—the one who is moving. In normal 

humans sight is more acutely developed than is hearing. 

The second of these conditions is cultural. A thousand years 

ago. Western European art began a radical departure from Oriental 

art. The development of harmony in music, perspective in painting 

and the re-introduction of theatre created conditions suitable to 

give occidental art a teleological basis. Forward progress from one 



10 

point to another gradually became the most important element in 

Western art, despite some twentieth century efforts to negate it. 

Today, the various attempts at stasis have failed, and even the once 

non-teleological Orient has been subsumed. 

The third condition is the expectation that, by leaving their 

homes and entering a special environment (the theatre), an audience 

will for a time leave behind the randomness of life. This randomness 

is replaced by a safe and orderly world created by selected bits of 

the seemingly limitless universe. When structure is random or so 

complex as to seem random, an audience is confused and feels cheated. 

Too much detail can frustrate an audience; it can feel that the life 

that it left outside has leaked through and diluted what might have 

been pure. When structure is too complex, it appears that there is 

too little selection. The less the selection, the more the random 

element. 

The Expectations 

A consideration of the expectations of structure requires a 

number of assumptions. They are: (1) the average theatre-goer has 

many more hours in front of a television set than in front of a 

stage; (2) the average theatre-goer has viewed more movies than 

plays; and (3) the average theatre-goer has read more novels than 

playscripts. 

It is important to realize that the mass media has, in half a 

century, drastically changed the expectations that an audience brings 
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to a play situation. These expectations include: fast pace, 

physical action, changing setting, an emphasis on story, and a free 

structure. 

The slow pace of theatre comes as a result of the "one-scene-

per-one-act" structure so highly regarded in the years following 

Ibsen. Of course, the live stage can never be as fast as film, nor 

does it have to be; but it can certainly meet the expectation of the 

audience to move along at the top speed of which it is capable. 

Clayton Hamilton wrote: 

The theatre-going public is overwhelmingly conservative and 
can accept most comfortably those patterns to which it has 
become habituated. If only through force of recent custom, 
it is easier for the contemporary public to react to the 
three-act pattern than to a pattern subdivided into a score 
of acts, or scenes.! 

2 
That statement was written in 1935, before the impact of television. 

Today, "those patterns to which it [the audience] has become 

habituated" are the patterns of television, film, and the novel. 

The three-act pattern, because it has little or no change of 

setting, forces the action of a play into a single place. For 

audiences accustomed to a free use of space, the three-act pattern 

strains the believability in the coincidences that can occur in a 

single setting. If, in a three-act play, the happenings are reduced 

to the level of believability probable in a single setting, the 

audience develops little interest. A third possibility, the charac

ters telling each other of the action that has happened off stage, is 

not acceptable to contemporary audiences. Audiences of today, 
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through conditioning by television and film, want to see the action, 

not be told about it. 

A single setting, generally, prohibits physical action and 

requires instead that the characters must talk rather than take 

action. (Although circumstances might be otherwise, characters 

engaged in a physical conflict do not normally choose to remain in 

the same locale and talk, especially if further physical conflict is 

inevitable.) The emphasis on dialogue in the three-act pattern slows 

the pace of a play because language communicates slower than does 

physical action. 

The present-day audience has grown-up and become accustomed to 

physical action. Whether it is the extremes of violent confronta

tion, the nervous energy of dance and sporting events, or the rapid-

fire sequences of Sesame Street, audiences expect it. The playwright 

who leaves the director and his actors to the lighting of cigarettes 

and the pouring of drinks, no matter how clever his dialogue might 

be, has left them vulnerable to an audience conditioned to expect 

more. Is it any wonder that since the advent of realism and the box 

set the audience has shifted from predominantly male to predominantly 

female in its composition? After having watched the Korean War and 

the Vietnam War on television, the American male, generally speaking, 

is not interested in going to the theatre to "see talk" on stage. 

Likewise, an audience accustomed to epic films and television 

mini-series is frustrated when, after returning from an intermission, 

it sees the same set that was used in the former act. A long. 
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one-scene act is trying enough for those accustomed to visual 

variety, but to return with the visual little changed, if any, is 

defeating. The audience knows immediately that there will only be 

more of the same as was endured during the first act. 

Although unknown to the audience of today, it expects characters 

to be developed in an Aristotelian manner, that is, developed by what 

actions and choices the characters make. Usually, characters are 

expected to talk of personal thoughts and feelings only before the 

upcoming climax, in the section a music theorist would call the anti

climax—the lowest, or farthest point vertically from the climax. 

That characters in plays do little more than talk about such matters 

is another unresolved expectation. 

A well-developed character sets up an expectation in the viewer 

that that character is primed for action. When no action occurs, the 

viewer can feel cheated, especially if he has exchanged money for a 

seat in the audience. 

What the viewer not only expects but demands is a story—a story 

that unfolds before his eyes. He is accustomed to seeing the story, 

not being told about it by a character after it has happened. He 

expects his characters to be developed while acting out that story. 

Anything else about that character is superfluous. 

To an audience accustomed to many hours of watching and reading 

romantically structured^drama and fiction, the unities are a complete 

mystery. An audience is concerned with the presentation of a story 
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before its eyes; therefore, it expects time, place, and action to 

flow freely in serving that story. 

It was Rene Clair who pointed out that if two or three people 
were together on a stage, the dramatist must ceaselessly 
motivate or explain their being there at all. But the film 
[and television] audience, like the book reader, accepts mere 
sequence as rational.-̂  

Unaccustomed to their use, the classical unities are confusing to 

present-day audiences. 

The audience watching a live stage play sees that play through 

the conditions set by heredity, culture, and environment. This 

present state of sensory development in humans makes movement and 

action more meaningful than sound or words. The television and film 

media have created, through their ability to change with audience 

interests and the conditioning of repeated exposure, the expectations 

of fast pace, physical action, changing setting, an emphasis on 

story, and a free structure. 

The influence of the mass media is so powerful, provocative, and 

available that it has conditioned audiences to see the world in its 

image—the image of the electron gun, the jump cut, and the pocket-

size novel. The theatre can no longer ignore this situation. If it 

is to survive, the theatre must understand and respect this 

conditioning. 
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Notes 

Clayton Hamilton, "So You're Writing a Play!" (Boston: Little, 
Brown, & Co., 1935), p. 155. 

2 
"It is reported that the average television set is on between 

5 and 6 hours a day. This is a total of 1825 to 2190 hours 
per year or between 76 and 91 complete days per year. Each 
week this comes to 35 to 42 hours, which is approximately the 
amount of time people work or sleep. It is, in short, a 
significant and vital part of the American way of life. 
Although we might argue over whether it would be for the 
good or for the worse, we would have to agree that American 
life without television would be drastically different" 
(Joseph A. Devito, Communicology: An Introduction to the 
Study of Communication, 2nd ed. [New York: Harper & Row, 
1982J, p. 506). 

3 
Marshall McLuhan, Understanding Media: The Extensions of Man, 

2nd ed. (New York: New American Library. 1964), p. 250. 



CHAPTER THREE 

A STRUCTURAL ANALYSIS OF WITH NO SHADOWS 

This analysis of With No Shadows is in two parts: (1) plot, 

story, and scenic construction, and (2) dramatic structural devices 

used to meet the audience expectations of fast pace, physical action, 

changing setting, an emphasis on story, and a free structure. 

Story, Plot, and Scenic Construction 

With No Shadows tells a story. It is a complex story about 

Cristine Matin and Terre Horton. The story covers many years in the 

lives of these two women. 

The plot, how the story is told, "starts 'in the middle'—what 

Aristotle called in medias res—at the point of conflict." From 

this starting point, the action of the plot takes place on stage 

before the audience. 

The plot is presented in twenty-two scenes. The plot exists in 

the scenes—the action is "framed" by the scenes—not between them. 

The Story 

Cristine Matin is admired by intelligent men, though she is not 

attractive. One such man in Cristine's youth was Tyrone Kirk. 

Cristine had a brief affair with Tyrone before he was shipped off to 

war; he never returned. Although it was a brief encounter, Cristine 

16 
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felt she had loved Tyrone. Because Tyrone had died in the war, she 

thought she would never truly know how he felt about her. 

At the time of Cristine's affair with Tyrone, he was engaged to 

Terre Horton. Before he left to fight, he broke off the engagement. 

He told Terre he loved Cristine Matin. Terre never married, nor has 

Cristine. 

In the years since Tyrone's death, Cristine has written several 

popular novels. She has money and is well-known. She teaches a 

class in creative writing at the university. Terre also has made a 

reputation for herself as the arts editor of a large newspaper. 

Over the years Cristine has had many admirers, but she never 

took any personal interest in any of them until Sean Kirkpatrick. 

Unknown to Cristine, Sean looks amazingly like Tyrone. Sean idolizes 

his teacher. 

Terre has followed Cristine's rise with an unflagging hatred. 

She has personally written reviews—bad reviews—of each of her 

novels. Terre, like Cristine, is approaching late middle age. She 

longs for the children and husband she never had. Now that she is 

moving out of her child-bearing years, she is curious about Rayna's 

children. Rayna Newman is one of Terre's field reporters. She is 

also pregnant. This has an effect on Terre because she daily sees 

Rayna at work; Terre's boss, Walter Bass, the editor of the paper, 

thinks that Terre is going through menopause. 

Terre is sensitive that Rayna's baby is due on the twenty-

fourth, and she is outraged that her peers have chosen to give 
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Cristine an award for literary excellence on that same day. Terre's 

hatred for Cristine is greater than ever before. In the novel. With 

No Shadows, Cristine has described an affair between a young girl and 

a soldier, and Terre knows this soldier is Tyrone. 

Cristine is strangely attracted to Sean. She has not yet 

realized that Sean looks a great deal like Tyrone. Nor has she made 

the connection of the name, Sean Kirkpatrick, with Tyrone Kirk. 

Cristine's dreams are haunted with these emotions aroused in her by 

Sean. Her sleep is restless. She dreams of a blind soldier 

wandering aimlessly. The dreams are becoming more real. She talks 

to the blind man, and sometimes she thinks she sees him when she is 

awake. 

After Terre reads With No Shadows, she decides to go in person 

to Cristine's press conference—something that she almost never does. 

At the press conference, Terre makes a spectacle of herself. She 

verbally abuses Cristine in public, causing a fight between her 

photographer, Charlie, and Sean. 

Yslan is Cristine's personal secretary. She finds herself in 

the odd position of siding with Sean in the fight against Terre and 

Charlie. Yslan defends Cristine because she loves her, but, in doing 

so, she comes to the assistance of one of whom she is extremely 

jealous. 

The fight begins when Terre orders Charlie to take Cristine's 

photograph. Cristine does not allow mirrors in her house, nor does 

she like to have her picture made. 
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Cassie, Cristine's niece, arrives in town from Baltimore. She 

does not know what she wants from life, but she does not want the 

boyfriend she was living with. Without telling him, she flew to San 

Francisco. 

Cristine, quite naturally, introduces her favorite niece to her 

favorite student, Sean. Cassie knows that she likes to dance. At 

least that is one thing that makes her feel good. Sean likes to sing 

his poems and play guitar. She is pretty and dances; he is pretty 

and plays music. They play together as young people will do. They 

kiss. They fall in love. 

After several feeble attempts, Cristine approaches Sean in the 

only way she knows: she contacts her publisher about his poems. 

Yslan's advances toward her strain their relationship to the breaking 

point. Cristine dismisses Yslan. 

Cristine believes that she no longer needs Yslan. Sean, she 

hopes, will fill that need. When Cristine offers Sean publication of 

his poems in exchange for his living with her, he rejects her. 

Sean's choice of Cassie devastates Cristine. She orders them out 

forever. 

Cristine's world is in disorder. She has lost her old friend, 

Yslan. She is alienated from Cassie and Sean. The visions of Tyrone 

grow more frequent. Terre Horton's attacks continue. 

In an attempt to cut her losses, Cristine asks Yslan to return. 

Yslan, though, has formed a new relationship with Weena. When 
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Cristine finds that she has been rejected a second time, she falls 

even lower. Cristine now has only herself and her words. 

Terre makes the discovery that Sean looks like Tyrone. This 

fact pushes her to believe that she must somehow stop Cristine from 

ruining another young man. Terre is fired because her attacks on 

Cristine will not stop. Now she has nothing to lose; her plan is 

desperate. 

Cristine agrees to accept the literary award on the twenty-

fourth. She is waiting to receive the prize when Terre confronts her 

with the intent to kill her. From these two women comes the hurt of 

many years. Cristine learns that Tyrone said that he loved her. 

Terre finally realizes that all her years of hate were meaningless 

because Tyrone could never have come back anyway. 

The Plot 

The plot is that part of the story chosen by the playwright to 

be presented to the audience. It is the selection of scenes and 

events he has deemed necessary to communicate his particular play. 

The plot of With No Shadows picks up the story many years after 

Tyrone has died. Rather than beginning with two young women and a 

soldier about to go to war, the plot begins in the midst of two 

careers of women who have become successful. Over the years, the 

resentment in these two women has stagnated and festered. 

The parallel plot of Cristine and Terre flows from the beginning 

of the play to its end. The two women have face-to-face 
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confrontations at the inciting incident and during the climax. 

Between these two points, Cristine's actions are closely paralleled 

by Terre's actions. After their paths cross in the inciting 

incident, they take parallel routes to their destiny in the final 

scene. 

Cristine's plot-line begins with an already established rela

tionship with Yslan and Sean. Cristine and Yslan have known better 

times than when the plot engages them. Because the plot has placed 

Sean in the path of Yslan, her affections for Cristine are pushed 

beyond what either she or Cristine would choose at this particular 

point. The plot forces their actions. 

Cristine has known Sean for only a short while, but her 

fascination with him has grown quickly. Sean participates in the 

inciting incident and eventually becomes the focal point between 

Cristine and Terre. 

Sean's position in the fabric of plots causes a second sub-plot: 

Cristine's dreams of Tyrone. Sean's physical appearance has released 

in Cristine feelings and memories of her past with Tyrone. 

Cristine's plot-line is accompanied by three sub-plots: (1) 

Yslan, (2) Sean/Cassie, and (3) Tyrone. Each of these sub-plots are 

worked out before the climax of the main plot. 

Terre's plot-line does not contain sub-plots as does Cristine's, 

but Terre's plot-line interacts peripherally with the Sean sub-plot: 

Rayna interviews Sean. Terre discovers the connection between Sean 
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and Tyrone. This discovery is the deciding factor in Terre's 

decision to stop Cristine. 

Scenic Construction 

The plot of With No Shadows is constructed with the scene. A 

scene can be defined as what must not happen, happening, to one or 

more characters. To accomplish this principle, the vast majority of 

scenes in a play must have reversal value, or an abrupt change. 

Ideally, the situation at the end of a scene should be opposite the 

situation at the beginning of the scene. In this way, dramatic 

movement is accomplished. 

The plot of With No Shadows is composed of the following scenes: 

Scene 1—Cristine dreams of Tyrone. 

Scene 2—Yslan enters the scene confident of her place with 

Cristine; before the scene ends, she is sent out. Sean 

begins the scene as just another student; the scene ends 

with him accompanying Cristine to the press conference. As 

the scene opens, Cristine is the master teacher reading 

from her greatest novel; at the close of the scene, she is 

a confused "little girl." This scene has three reversals. 

Scene 3—The scene opens with Rayna about to leave for the press 

conference; it ends with Terre going instead. 

Scene 4—Terre enters the scene confident, pushy, and on the attack; 

the scene ends with her being physically ejected and 

humiliated. 
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Scene 5—The scene begins with Cristine in a rage about the press 

conference; it ends with Cristine's joy over the arrival of 

Cassie. 

Scene 6—The scene begins with Cristine interested in Sean; it ends 

with Cassie interested in him. 

Scene 7—Terre decides to publish Charlie's photograph of Cristine— 

taken during the fight—with her review of With No Shadows. 

Scene 8—The scene begins with Cristine as the self-confident, 

advice-giving professor of literature; it ends in her 

confusion of her feelings for Sean. 

Scene 9—The scene begins with clumsy attempts from Sean and Cassie 

to gain the other's approval; it ends with them finding 

that they have much in common. 

Scene 10—Tyrone's ghost speaks to Cristine. 

Scene 11—The scene begins with Sean in physical pain; it ends with 

Sean and Cassie in physical delight—kissing. 

Scene 12—The scene opens with Yslan performing a service for 

Cristine; it closes with Cristine dismissing Yslan. 

Scene 13—The scene begins with Walter Bass being warm and profes

sional; it ends with a warning to Terre. 

Scene 14—Cristine offers to have Sean's poems published if he will 

live with her. Sean declines the offer in favor of Cassie. 

Cristine throws them out. Cristine, Cassie, and Sean all 

enter the scene with much happiness; the scene ends with 

all three distraught. 
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Scene 15—Studying Rayna's photograph of Sean, Terre realizes that he 

looks like Tyrone. The scene begins with Terre being 

without purpose; it ends with her finding new resolve. 

Scene 16—Cristine thinks she sees Tyrone and talks with him. 

Scene 17—Terre sits alone, quiet—with her memories. 

Scene 18—Cristine offers Yslan a chance to return. Yslan refuses. 

Cristine enters the scene self-assured; she leaves in 

defeat and humiliation. 

Scene 19—Terre loses her job. She loads her pistol. 

Scene 20—Cristine's world is in ruin when Jason Bartok informs her 

that she has won a respected prize for literary excellence. 

The scene begins with Cristine angry at the world; it ends 

with her vow to improve it wherever she can. 

Scene 21—The scene begins with Charlie's good news that Rayna is in 

labor; the scene ends with suspicions of foul play. 

Scene 22—Terre enters the scene determined to kill Cristine; she 

leaves spiritually and emotionally broken. Cristine enters 

the scene believing that she would never know love; as the 

scene closes, she knows that Tyrone loved her. 

Six of the scenes in With No Shadows do not have reversal value. 

They are scenes One, Seven, Ten, Sixteen, Seventeen, and Nineteen. 

This makes up almost a third (29.04%) of the total number of scenes, 

although all but one of these scenes without reversal (Scene Seven) 

is very short. 
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Summary 

The audience expectations of fast pace, physical action, 

changing setting, an emphasis on story, and a free structure were met 

by With No Shadows' use of story, plot, and scenic construction. A 

fast pace was accomplished by employing a structure that utilized the 

short scene as its basic unit of construction. The physical action 

in the play was the result of plotting the scenes so that the action 

occurred on stage in front of the audience. The scenic structure 

made it possible for each scene to have a different setting. The 

sub-plots, numerous characters and locations satisfied the expecta

tion for a free structure, and, of course. With No Shadows has a 

story that is acted out before an audience. 

Dramatic Structural Devices 

In an attempt to further meet the expectations of the audience. 

With No Shadows employed certain dramatic structural devices. They 

are: beginning, introduction, balance, plants, inciting incident, 

complications, pointers, climax, resolution, and ending. The play 

also employs a design with a romantic construction. 

The Beginning 

The beginning of a play implies that there is nothing prior to 

it relevant to the action of the story. 

A whole is that which has a beginning, a middle, and an end. 
A beginning is that which does not itself follow anything by 
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causal necessity, but after which something naturally is or 
comes to be. 

If it did "follow anything by causal necessity," it would be a 

middle, not a beginning. Drama, by its very nature, is causal 

actions—actions of consequence: something makes something else 

happen that makes something else happen. This is not to say that a 

happening or event prior to the beginning cannot play a part in the 

drama, but a beginning can have no antecedent. Non-consequential 

happenings can be injected into a drama as flashbacks or narrative. 

With No Shadows begins with Cristine dreaming restlessly while 

sleeping in her bedroom. She dreams of the ghost of her long dead 

lover, Tyrone. The consequence of this dream causes Cristine, in 

Scene Two, to show affection for Sean, her student, whose physical 

features are similar to Tyrone's. 

CRISTINE 
(She turns her attention to him.) 

Sean. 

SEAN 
I— 

(She looks into his eyes. 
CRISTINE'S hand goes out toward 
SEAN, then is pulled back.) 

CRISTINE 
Sean. 

(She slowly straightens SEAN's 
hair.) 

SEAN 
(Carefully.) 

I didn't mean to cause any trouble. Maybe I should . . . 
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CRISTINE 
Tyrone. 

SEAN 
Who? Tyrone. What did you say? 

Don't talk. 
CRISTINE 

(She rubs the back of her fingers 
over his cheek. She suddenly 
becomes conscious of the two of 
them together and soberly withdraws 
her hand.) 

The Introduction 

The introduction should go right to the point of engaging the 

audience and preparing it for the first action of the plot. "Because 

plays are written for a theater, they must be so written as to 

3 
deliver their meaning, moment by moment, instantaneously." The 

introduction should also quickly answer who, what, when, and where. 

The first short scene in With No Shadows is intriguing, but it 

does not answer the questions the audience has subconsciously asked 

itself (see Scene One). In this scene, the audience sees Cristine 

asleep in her room and a blind man with a cane walks past her. "The 

audience feels that each character who comes on stage must have some 

4 
business there, and expects that he will quickly reveal it." In 

this first scene, the audience does not know who these two people 

are, where they are, nor what their relationship is. 

The second scene opens with a long monologue which is equally 

vague in answering what the audience wishes to know (see the first 

two pages of Scene Two). Later in this scene, only after several 



28 

minutes of directionless wondering, does the introduction begin and 

questions that have formed in the mind of the audience start to find 

answers. 

With No Shadows does have a beginning: it does not arbitrarily 

start. The play picks up the story "in the middle," near the point 

of conflict (the inciting incident); it, however, does not quickly 

answer the who, what, when, and where of the introduction. 

Balance 

Balance refers to a situation of dynamic tension. 

Balance implies stress. A balance situation should reveal 
the strained equilibrium between two contrasting or opposing 
forces. It should contain implications of potential upset, 
disharmony, or conflict. The stability at the opening of a 
play should be dynamic, not static.^ 

The opposing forces must be comparable in strength, but not identi

cal. If they were identical in strength, there could be no dramatic 

movement. One force could never gain an advantage over the other. 

The opening of With No Shadows finds Cristine in a state of 

dynamic balance with three different forces: Sean, Yslan, and Terre. 

Sean is Cristine's student. Cristine is infatuated with Sean, 

and he greatly admires her. There is potential for movement if 

either of the two tries to change the status quo. If Cristine's 

interest in Sean becomes more than that of a teacher for a student, 

she will create dramatic movement by unbalancing the situation. If 

Sean moves either toward or away from Cristine, he will create an 

imbalance. 
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Yslan is Cristine's personal secretary. Yslan is jealous of 

Sean, and she wishes to have Cristine's affections directed toward 

her. When the play opens, their relationship has stability, but if 

Yslan increases her demand of Cristine, or if Cristine lessens her 

affections for Yslan, there will be an imbalance. 

Terre has hated Cristine for years. Terre, the literary critic, 

has given all of Cristine's books bad reviews. The two women know of 

each other only by reputation. If either makes a move to "gain the 

upper hand," there will be conflict, resulting in dramatic movement 

from the imbalance. 

Plants 

A plant is an incident, thing, or comment that has little 

significance at the time it happens, but takes on importance later in 

the play. 

Plants provide evidence for subsequent deeds and speeches. 
Plants assume importance for the characters, and for the 
audience, in retrospect. 

The blind man in Scene One is a plant. It is revealed later in the 

play that he is the ghost of Tyrone. 

There are several plants in Cristine's monologue of Scene Two. 

"The birth of a child" takes on importance with the birth of Rayna's 

baby. "Within were two lovers" is a plant for the coming together of 

Sean and Cassie. "He had transmuted the divine with Forgiveness" is 

planted for the final scene when Cristine finds in herself her 

greatest strength: forgiveness. 
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In Scene Three the number twenty-four is planted, 

TERRE 
When is your baby due? 

RAYNA 
The twenty-fourth. 

This number is the expected date of Rayna's baby and the date 

Cristine will receive an award for literature. The date is important 

to Terre for two reasons: (1) she blames Cristihe for her never 

having a child by Tyrone, and (2) Terre's professional peers are 

awarding Cristine a prize for literary excellence for a novel (With 

No Shadows) in which Cristine wrote of her affair with Tyrone. 

Rayna's story, in Scene Seven, of her son begins with this 

plant: 

RAYNA 
Tall. Thin. Hard as a rock. Brown. 

In Scene Twenty-two, we find out Terre's interest in the story. 

Terre believes that if she had given birth to Tyrone's child, it 

would look like Rayna's child: 

TERRE 
I would have given him a son that was tall and thin and hard as 
a rock. 
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The discovery that Sean physically looks like Tyrone is planted 

twice. It is first planted by Cristine in Scene Eight: 

CRISTINE 
I'm not sure really—there is something about his face—his 
eyes—he has a look in his eyes. There is something strangely 
familiar about his eyes, but I can't place it or remember what it 
is. At times I have this feeling that I'm going to remember, but 
I never do. And I've been awakened at night by a dream. In this 
dream I'm about to find the answer, but I can never recall it. 

It is planted a second time by Terre in Scene Fifteen: 

TERRE 
He looks like someone I once knew. 

Inciting Incident 

The inciting incident is the first time in the play that the 

major forces clash. The inciting incident is the end of the balance 

that exists between these forces. When the balance is upset, 

dramatic movement progresses forward. The inciting incident begins 

the movement of the play at top speed toward the climax. The 

inciting incident is both the objective and the end of the introduc

tion and beginning of the drama. 

The inciting incident in With No Shadows occurs in Scene Four. 

Terre, disturbed about Rayna's baby and the choice of Cristine as the 

award recipient, verbally attacks Cristine at a public press 

conference. The forces are no longer balanced; there is an 
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imbalance. The imbalance precipitates a fight which begins the 

journey of no return—both women must complete the action to its 

conclusion through the end of the play. 

Complications 

A complication is a problem that must be dealt with by a 

character. "A complication is any factor entering the world of the 

play and causing a change in the course of the action." 

The inciting incident is the first of the complications; the 

climax is the last. Between these two points is a steadily rising 

series of complications. 

"Typically, complications are characters, circumstances, events, 
Q 

mistakes, misunderstandings, and best of all—discoveries." The 

complications in With No Shadows between the inciting incident and 

the climax can be classified in this way: 

Complication 1—Cristine vents her anger for Terre toward Yslan, 

deepening the gulf between them. 

(MISUNDERSTANDING.) 

Complication 2—Cassie, Cristine's niece, arrives in town from the 

east coast. (CHARACTER.) 

Complication 3—Sean sings a song to Cristine, unknowingly plunging 

her deeper into involvement with him. 

(MISUNDERSTANDING.) 

Complication 4—Cassie and Sean meet through Cristine's introduc

tion. (EVENT.) 
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Complication 5—Terre uncharacteristically confesses to Rayna her 

desire to have children and her loss of the only man 

she ever loved. (DISCOVERY.) 

Complication 6—Terre decides to print the photograph taken by 

Charlie at the press conference. (EVENT.) 

Complication 7—Sean reads a poem in class that Cristine takes 

personally, causing a quarrel with Yslan. 

(MISUNDERSTANDING.) 

Complication 8—Rayna does an interview with Sean and discovers that 

he was the one involved at the press conference. 

(DISCOVERY.) 

Complication 9—Sean and Cassie meet and find they are interested in 

each other. (DISCOVERY.) 

Complication 10—The ghost of Tyrone speaks to Cristine. (EVENT.) 

Complication 11—Sean and Cassie kiss. (EVENT.) 

Complication 12—Cristine becomes enraged at Terre's review of With 

No Shadows. (EVENT.) 

Complication 13—Cristine dismisses Yslan after years of service. 

(EVENT.) 

Complication 14—Walter Bass, editor of the newspaper, warns Terre to 

stop her personal criticism of Cristine. 

(CHARACTER.) 

Complication 15—Cristine offers to have Sean's poems published if he 

will live with her. Sean instead chooses Cassie. 
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Cristine demands that they both get out. 

(DISCOVERY.) 

Complication 16—Rayna gives Terre her article on Sean. Terre 

realizes finally that Sean favors Tyrone. 

(DISCOVERY.) 

Complication 17—Cristine hallucinates the image of Tyrone. (EVENT.) 

Complication 18—Cristine discovers that Yslan now lives with another 

woman, Weena. (DISCOVERY.) 

Complication 19—Terre is fired from the paper. (CIRCUMSTANCE.) 

Complication 20—Cristine realizes that the character of Orion, from 

her novel, With No Shadows, is really Tyrone. 

(DISCOVERY.) 

Complication 21—Jason Bartok offers to award Cristine the literary 

prize. (CIRCUMSTANCE.) 

Complication 22—Charlie finds out that Terre might have taken a gun 

to the awards banquet. (DISCOVERY.) 

Of the twenty-two complications that happen between the incident 

and the climax, the largest number (eight) are discoveries, seven are 

events, three are misunderstandings, two are circumstances, and two 

are character complications. 

Pointers 

Pointers, as the name implies, point to some event that is going 

to happen, thus creating an expectation and a rising dramatic 
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tension. Pointers to the inciting incident occur in both scenes two 

and three. From Scene Two is Cristine's pointer: 

CRISTINE 
I'm scheduled to a press conference with a group of reviewers to 
promote With No Shadows. 

Terre's pointer occurs in Scene Three: 

TERRE 
I'm going to cover the press conference myself. 

The date of the twenty-fourth, in addition to being a plant, 

also serves as a pointer toward that date as it happens in the play. 

There are many pointers toward the twenty-fourth because it is the 

date of the final scene in the play. 

The minor climaxes also have their pointers, as in Scene Five: 

CRISTINE 
I've made plans to have several of his works published. 

When she reveals these plans to Sean in Scene Fourteen, he rejects 

her. This is the climax of the Sean/Cassie sub-plot. 

Climax 

9 
Austin J. App defines climax as "the chief outcome." The 

climax is the greatest of the complications; it is the goal of the 
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progression of the complications beginning with the inciting 

incident. "The climax of the drama is the place in the piece where 

the results of the rising movement come out strong and decisively; it 

is almost always the crowning point of a great, amplified scene." 

The shape of a dramatic construction might look something like a 

suspension bridge, with the inciting incident and the climax as the 

two points of suspension and the complications hanging between them. 

Inciting Incident Climax 

Balance Resolution 

The climax in With No Shadows occurs in Scene Twenty-two when 

Terre comes to kill Cristine, and Cristine, with her life in the 

balance, forces Terre to see the truth after years of hatred: 

TERRE 
Bitch! He was infatuated with what you gave him. He was never 
in love with you. 

(TERRE produces a small pistol from 
her purse.) 

CRISTINE 
What are you going to do with that? 

TERRE 
Exorcise a demon. 
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CRISTINE 
(To hide her fear, CRISTINE turns 
away to make herself a cup of 
coffee.) 

You can't hurt me. 

TERRE 
You're wrong. 

CRISTINE 
I've learned something in the last few days. I've learned that a 
relationship cannot be built on things—on what one person can 
give to another. 

(She moves toward TERRE.) 
I've learned that love is a delicate balance where both parts 
must give equally and take equally. I've learned that it is more 
important to know yourself than to have any other knowledge. 
I've learned that a relationship not founded on self-knowledge is 
a burden to both. 

TERRE 
I don't know what you're talking about. 

That's why you lost Tyrone. 

You dirty— 

CRISTINE 

TERRE 

Oh, shit! 

CHARLIE 
(CHARLIE bursts in out of breath. 
Startled, TERRE points the gun at 
him.) 

(His reaction is a clumsy fall. 
With TERRE's attention momentarily 
diverted, CRISTINE throws the cup 
of coffee in her face. TERRE 
reacts with near defeat. She is 
desperate. TERRE cocks the pistol. 
CRISTINE slaps her face.) 

CRISTINE 
Even if I did take Tyrone away from you, he died. It made no 
difference. He was killed in the war. He died. It made no 
difference. No Difference. 
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Resolution 

The resolution is the result of the climax. 

Resolution—like balance—is essentially a situation. It 
may depend upon activity or explanation as the means for 
its expression, but resolution is a set of circumstances 
resulting from the certainty of the climax. In composing 
a resolution, a playwright's job consists of making the 
reestablishment of some kind of balance clear in every 
necessary detail. •'••'• 

In With No Shadows, Terre breaks down emotionally and leaves 

with her memories. Cristine finds forgiveness and accepts the award. 

What's today's date'; 

TERRE 
(TERRE breaks down; she cries. 
After a moment, she stops. She 
speaks to CRISTINE.) 

The twenty-fourth. 

CHARLIE 
(Nervously.) 

TERRE 
(To CRISTINE.) 

I wanted children too, you know. 
(CRISTINE lowers her head. TERRE 
walks slowly away. As she passes 
near CHARLIE, she unconsciously 
drops the pistol. He sticks it in 
his clothing. CRISTINE, having 
watched them, after a moment holds 
out the cup and saucer and drops 
them to the floor over the spill. 
As they break, CHARLIE jumps.) 

CHARLIE 
I'm shot. Oh, oh Jesus! 

BARTOK 
(Enters.) 

Miss Matin, what's going on here? 
(He looks at CHARLIE.) 
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CHARLIE 
Just leaving. 

(CHARLIE scrambles away.) 

CRISTINE 
I spilled my coffee. 

BARTOK 
Yes, quite a mess we have here. 

But easily taken care of. 

I'll send someone later. 

CRISTINE 

BARTOK 

CRISTINE 
Mr. Bartok, if you don't mind, I'd like to do it myself. 

(She takes a cloth from the table 
with the coffee.) 

BARTOK 
Miss Matin, they're waiting to give you an award for literature, 
and you're becoming a janitor. 

CRISTINE 
Mr. Bartok, anyone worthy of such an award should be able to 
clean up their spills. Don't you think? 

BARTOK 
Yes, Miss Matin, but . . . 

CRISTINE 
One moment could not make that much difference. 

(Not knowing what else to do, he 
nods for her to go ahead. CRISTINE 
gets down on her hands and knees to 
pick up the broken pieces and wipe 
away the spill.) 

BARTOK 
Is this something personal with you? 

CRISTINE 
Yes, Mr. Bartok, it is. "It was his power that was being tested, 
his forgiveness that was on trial. With this passage he was now 
truly triumphant over his greatest foe: himself. He no longer 
needed Knowledge or Understanding; he had transmuted the divine 
with Forgiveness." Have you read With No Shadows, Mr. Bartok? 
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Of course. 

I haven't. 

I don't understand. 

BARTOK 

CRISTINE 

BARTOK 

CRISTINE 
It is only now that I myself begin to. 

BARTOK 
Miss Matin, you are a most remarkable woman. 

CRISTINE 
Will you call me Cristine? 

(She takes his arm as they walk 
away.) 

BARTOK 
Did I tell you—Cristine—that I've been an admirer of yours for 
a long time? 

The End 

In the end, everything is made right—all the loose ends are 

tied up; there is again balance. 

Just as no significant antecedents precede the opening of a 
play, at best no essential consequences follow the ending. 
The ending of a story amounts to a combination of the final 
climax and the resulting resolution.^ 

In With No Shadows, the main story and all sub-stories have been 

resolved. The Terre/Cristine conflict has ended. Sean and Cassie 

are together. Cristine and Yslan have accepted that their separation 

is permanent. Rayna has her baby. 
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Romantic Construction 

Romantic construction is a free use of time, place, and action; 

it is an absence of the unities. A romantically structured play is 

composed of many scenes. Each scene is in a different location and 

can be a different time. A romantically constructed play has an 

early point of attack, which means that the plot engages the story 

soon after the story begins. Sub-plots are frequently a part of such 

structures. Romantic constructions usually have an element of 

vastness: a large number of characters, great distances of time and 

space, and complex stories. 

With No Shadows uses time freely; in fact, it is almost totally 

ignored. It is never made known—because it is irrelevant—how much 

time the plot of the play takes. 

The play uses ten different locations for its twenty-two scenes. 

No two consecutive scenes use the same location. All of the scenes 

are interiors with the exception of Scene Eleven. 

The freedom of action in the play uses a number of plot lines: 

(1) Cristine/Terre—main plot 

(2) Sean/Cassie/Oristine—sub-plot 

(3) Yslan/Cristine—sub-plot 

(4) Tyrone/Cristine—sub-plot 

(5) Terre/Rayna/Charlie/Bass/Old Mike~sub-plot 

(6) Sean/Brenda—minor sub-plot 

(7) Yslan/Weena—minor sub-plot 
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Summa ry 

Audience expectations must be met on all or most of the play's 

levels of structure. They must, for instance, be met on the levels 

of story, plot, and scenic construction, and in the play's dramatic 

construction. Expectations can be successful on one level and fail 

on another. 

The pace in With No Shadows was hindered by the slow introduc

tion. The inciting incident, several of the complications, and the 

climax added to the physical action, but it was probably not enough 

to meet present-day audience expectations for physical action. The 

expectations of a changing setting and free structure were accom

plished by the play's romantic construction. The use of beginning, 

balance, plants, inciting incident, complications, pointers, climax, 

resolution, and ending (the components of dramatic structure) 

satisfied the expectation of story. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 

STRUCTURAL CRITICISM OF WITH NO SHADOWS 

The audience expectations of fast pace, physical action, and 

story are violated in With No Shadows' use of (1) the opening 

situation, (2) the overall structure, and (3) the diction of the 

play. 

The Opening Situation 

The opening situation is perhaps the most important structural 

element as far as audience expectation is concerned—greater even 

than the climax of the play. The opening situation must inform the 

audience as soon as possible what the play is about and where it is 

going. 

The first scene of With No Shadows is a short, wordless scene 

that arouses curiosity. The audience wants to know the relationship 

of these two characters in this mysterious place, but that informa

tion is withheld until much later. 

The second scene begins with two pages of monologue. It relies 

heavily upon poetic imagery and metaphor. This nature of the 

monologue serves more to confuse an audience than to bring it and the 

play together. As is discovered later, the monologue is a metaphori

cal microcosm of the play. Placed at a somewhat later position in 

the play, the audience perhaps would understand its significance. 

44 
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Without the knowledge of the play's story, it merely serves to delay 

audience involvement. "The longer it takes the audience to learn 

what's going on, the longer it will take to interest them." 

Cristine's monologue in Scene Two does not help clarify where the 

play is going or what it is about. 

"Make sure that [the audience] feels a sense of involvement from 

2 
the very beginning." This can be accomplished by giving the audience 

the promise of conflict. In effect, the playwright makes a contract 

with the audience, agreeing to supply conflict. 

With No Shadows' opening scenes promise nothing in the way of 

conflict. Only in the last scene is the audience informed of what is 

going on. If the play still has their attention at that point, then 

they will understand what has happened previously—if they can 

remember it. The play is written backwards. In effect, the opening 

situation takes place in the last scene. 

The essential and abiding pleasure of the theatre lies in 
foreknowledge. In relation to the characters of the drama, 
the audience are as gods looking before and after. Sitting 
in the theatre, we taste for a moment the glory of 

3 omniscience.-' 

An audience must see exactly where it is going and expend its 

energies, savoring every step of the journey instead of trying to 

remember the route. 

Imagistic Structure 

The overall structure of With No Shadows is imagistic. This 

kind of structure is cumulative and depends for its success on the 
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process of piecing together the parts without knowing what the whole 

will be until all the parts are in place. The parallel plotting and 

sub-plotting of With No Shadows made it too complex for such a 

vehicle. For this reason, the audience could not hold all of its 

many parts together. 

The play's audiences were required to wait until the final scene 

to see the complete form of the play. Only then is the audience 

informed: 

(1) of why Terre hates Cristine 

(2) of the reason for Cristine's fascination with Sean 

(3) of the cause for Cristine's dreams of Tyrone 

(4) of Tyrone's complete identity. 

The form of the play is reversed. 

The expectation of story is violated because the audience wants 

to know from the beginning what the story can be and not wait for it 

until the end. Physical action in the play was curtailed because the 

audience had no way of knowing (until the end) why these characters 

were acting as they were. The curtailment of the physical action 

slowed the pace at which the story could move. 

Diction 

Diction in With No Shadows has two problems: action/dialogue 

ratio and monologue length and tense. The play's diction violates 

the audience's expectation of pace, physical action, and story. 
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No one would try to put into a mathematical ratio the ideal 

relation of action to dialogue. The weight of the drama should, 

however, bear on the action. In With No Shadows the stress is placed 

on the word, not the deed. This was a major mistake. 

. . . The essence of playwriting: making up things for 
actors . . . to do in front of an audience. 

Please notice that I say "making up things for actors to 
do," not "making up things for actors to say."'̂  

Finding a lot of physical action, of course, does not assure a good 

play, but it does, at least, fulfill one expectation. In With No 

Shadows the pace was slowed because dialogue was used instead of 

physical action. 

People, even very literate people, do not talk in complete 

sentences. Spoken language will most often be composed of sentence 

fragments. Complete sentences are sometimes necessary in a play, but 

their over-use can slow down the action. A line like, "I'm a lot 

like water, I guess—I can't take pressure, I just run off" works 

better when spoken as "Lot like water, I guess—can't take pressure, 

I just run off." Most of the play would have benefited from this 

type of revision. It would have increased what Sam Smiley calls 

"private dialogue" and decreased what he calls "public dialogue." 

A scene where the dialogue worked best was Scene Nine with such 

lines: 

SEAN 
No. Huh-ah. Do you have a? . . . 
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No, I'm not even . . . 

Good. Well, how about a? . . 

Not that either. 

So, I guess that makes you? . 

Yeah, how about you? . . . 

CASSIE 

SEAN 

CASSIE 

SEAN 

CASSIE 

Although most of these lines are interrupted, it is clearly private 

dialogue rather than public dialogue. These lines are generated by 

the characters only for the other character to hear. They are not 

spoken for a group or for a formal setting. 

The monologues in With No Shadows are fine prose, which is why 

they were not omitted during the production of the play. Their 

faults are that they are too long, and most of them are in the past 

tense. 

Cristine's monologue in Scene Two, her speech in Scene Four, 

Cassie's monologue in Scene Five, Cristine's lecture in Scene Eight, 

Cassie's story in Scene Nine, and Yslan reading in Scene Twelve 

should have been cut or drastically reduced. These speeches are all 

too long, in the past tense, or just talk for its own sake. For the 

most part, the audiences of With No Shadows were not interested in 

these speeches because they slowed down the telling of the story. 
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There are, however, two monologues in the play that are in the 

present tense and advance the story: Bass' talk in Scene Thirteen 

and Cristine's tirade in Scene Twenty. Although both are long, they 

contribute to the plot. 

Modern audiences have a low tolerance for long speeches, even if 

they do advance the plot. "It is seldom that any speech should be 

over fifty words long." A speech in the past tense should be even 

shorter. The monologues in With No Shadows slowed the pace. 

Another problem with speeches in the past tense is that they are 

non-motogenic—they do not imply physical action. A "motogenic" 

line of speech is one that implies a physical action. The passage "I 

ran faster, as fast as I could, for as long as I could: dancing and 

turning and dancing and leaping and breathing and dancing" is non-

motogenic—it implies no action. The line "Clean it up," implies a 

physical action; it is motogenic. A majority of the lines in With No 

Shadows are non-motogenic. 

Summary 

The opening situation, the imagistic structure, and the diction 

in With No Shadows did not work well. In all three, audience 

expectation was seriously violated. The pace was slowed, the 

physical action curtailed, and the story was told backwards. These 

flaws weakened the play. 



50 

Notes 

George Lowther, TV Writing (New York: Collier Books, 1963), 
p. 16. 

2 
Dianne Doubtfire, Creative Writing (Bungay, England: Hodder & 

Stroughton, 1983), p. 103. 

3 
William Archer, Play-Making: A Manual of Craftsmanship (New 

York: Dodd, Mead, & Co., 1912), pp. 171-172n. 

Jeffrey Sweet, "Playwriting—Getting Started," The Writer 
(September 1983):22. 

During a critique of With No Shadows, December 1983. 

Kenneth Thorpe Rowe, Write That Play (New York: Funk & 
Wagnalls Co., 1939), p. 158. 

Boris Goldovsky, Bringing Opera to Life (New York: Appleton-
Century-Crofts, 1968), p. 109. 



CHAPTER FIVE 

A PROPOSAL FOR NEW PLAYS 

The audience expectations of fast pace, physical action, 

changing setting, an emphasis on story, and a free structure should 

be met on all or most of a play's levels of structure. Expectations 

can succeed on one level and fail on another. This happened in With 

No Shadows. The play was not successful with its opening situation, 

its imagistic structure, and its diction in meeting the expectations 

of fast pace, physical action, and story. It was successful, for the 

most part, in its use of dramatic construction (beginning, balance, 

plants, inciting incident, complications, pointers, climax, resolu

tion, ending). Writing, directing, and analyzing With No Shadows 

for a professional problem, with its mixture of strengths and weak

nesses, has pointed the way to a proposal for new plays. 

A Set of Conventions 

This proposal is based on a set of conventions aimed at 

achieving uninterrupted story presented on the stage before a live 

audience. These conventions deal with the use of story, plot, 

uninterrupted flow, scenic construction, epic quality, narrative, 

character, motogenic dialogue, intermissions, running time, 

blackouts and curtains, costumes, props, scenery, music, and the 

proscenium stage. From exposure to mass media drama, these con

ventions are what present-day audiences are conditioned to expect 

51 
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of dramatic presentations. The intention is to define for the play

wright the practical conditions (stage, scenery, costumes, props, 

music, running time, curtains, intermissions) of the theatre so that 

he may write stories to put in it. The objective is the creation 

and acquisition of a repertory of scripts written using these con

ventions. (They should be considered only for the full-length play.) 

Story 

Story is most important. All other elements are subordinate to 

story. All structural devices, as well as production techniques, 

function to advance the story. 

Plot 

Plot is based on the principle of action. Plot is revealed 

through physical and dramatic action. Most of all, plot is concerned 

with showing the action. If plot is how the story is structured, it 

must be composed in such a way that the action happens during the 

scenes, not between the scenes and then talked about later by the 

characters. Contained within the plot is a conflict with a 

beginning, a middle, and an end between two well-matched forces 

resulting in climatic action. 

Uninterrupted Flow 

From beginning to end, the play must have an uninterrupted flow, 

not in the sense of the unities of time and space, but uninterrupted 
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production. In this way most of the story noise will be eliminated. 

Story noise is anything which interferes with the audience's receiv

ing the full presentation of the story. 

Scene As Basic Structural Unit 

Act divisions are abolished. The basic structural unit is the 

scene, presented in unlimited number. Scenes will be no longer than 

five minutes, with three minutes or under as the norm. The brevity 

of the scenes will ensure a fast pace. Not only will the scenes pass 

rapidly, but action inside the scenes will, of necessity, take place 

in a short amount of time. 

Each scene will have a different locale from the scene that 

precedes it. Each scene may also have a different time. 

Epic Quality 

The plays will have an epic quality. This does not mean 

episodic in the sense that the scenes are complete in themselves. 

On the contrary, all scenes but the last must have an antecedent 

ending, thus requiring a consequence of one or more scenes. Each 

scene contributes to the climactic effect; each scene must be neces

sary. The structure of the plays must be a dramatic construction, 

yet it may have epic proportions. \Jhether f or̂ î ard or backward 

(flashbacks), story movement must be present. At least one sub

plot is also essential. 

file:///Jhether
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Narration 

Narration is a quick, simple, and effective means of conveying 

story. Narration is not dramatic in the sense that it is acted out; 

narration tells the story. If a narrator tells the audience that 

"The king dies and then the queen dies of a broken heart," that is a 

quick way of advancing the story. 

Narrative is no longer taboo. Story can sometimes best be 

presented with a combination of narrative and dramatic devices. 

Narrative can be presented by a character(s) on stage, live over a 

public address system, or recorded on tape. Narrative can work 

tightly with dialogue, or it can be intermittent. 

Character 

Character is revealed through action. Character is constructed 

upon what he does—what physical and dramatic actions he takes. The 

audience learns what the character is through what they see him do, 

not what he says he is. 

Dialogue and Language 

Dialogue and language are not autonomous. They exist to rein

force action. Dialogue/language is used to help explain action, 

story, and plot. 

The basis of any good play must be a good pantomime . . . a 
play should be so planned that it might be easily intelligi
ble to a spectator who [is] absolutely deaf, and the purpose 
of dialogue [is] merely to illustrate or enrich.^ 
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Dialogue should be kept to a minimum. "The fact that the pioneer 

filmmakers had to get along without sound taught us that we could get 

2 
along without the help of dialogue." Dialogue must be primarily 

motogenic; it must imply action. 

Long monologues of events from the past are banned. Only 

monologues of present action are allowed. 

Because of the uninterrupted flow of one scene to the next, 

dialogue and scene dissolves are possible. A dialogue/scene dissolve 

is when dialogue or action of the entering scene is blended with the 

dialogue or action of the exiting scene. In this way moments of two 

scenes of different dramatic locations and/or times are presented 

simultaneously. 

Intermissions 

Intermissions are banned. Because the scenes flow uninterrupted 

from one to the next, there is no reason for intermissions, since 

time for changing scenery or costumes is not required. "The 

playwright should remember that every intermission, however brief, is 

3 
fraught with danger to the continuity of collective attention." 

Running Time 

The mass media has conditioned the public to five units of time 

for presentations. From most to least favored they are: 

(1) one hour (dramatic presentations) 

(2) thirty minutes (situation comedies) 
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(3) two hours (TV movies, theatrical releases) 

(4) ninety minutes (specials, documentaries) 

(5) three hours (TV mini-series, theatrical releases) 

Full-length scripts should be written in such a way as to allow a 

running time of between ninety minutes and two hours. 

Blackouts and Curtains 

Blackouts or curtains between scenes are prohibited. Either 

only disrupts the flow and slows the action. What is permissible is 

the use of cross-fades. Cross-fades might be as simple as two 

alternating lighting set-ups. Cross-fades that light different parts 

of the stage, change the mood, time of day, locale, environment, 

focus, etc., are all acceptable, providing they are instantaneous. 

Costumes 

Costumes are desirable to the point that changes can occur (if 

needed) without interfering with the plot of action. What the 

designer can add to the visual spectacle without disruption is always 

desirable. 

Props 

Only personal props are allowed. What can be brought in and 

carried off by the actors in character, as part of the relevant 

action, without pause or interruption is useful. 
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Scenery 

Scenery is strictly forbidden. It is tempting to use projec

tions, drops, multiple stages, mansions and platea, revolving stages, 

flying set pieces, etc., but each requires too much time. The lack 

of physical scenery will be compensated by verbal scenery in language 

(dialogue, monologue, narrative) and aural scenery in music. 

Music 

The vast majority of what audiences see on television and film 

(and in musicals) is accompanied by music. The straight play almost 

seems naked without the appeal of a musical background. 

Music will not only fill aural space but add to the forward 

progression by providing various tempi. Music will also contribute 

information such as mood, subtext, emotions, and possibly Wagnerian-

like leitmotives for aid in identification in complex works. The 

music may be continuous or incidental. 

The Stage 

Even with all the recent efforts to oust the proscenium stage, 

it seems firmly entrenched. It is illogical to ignore what it can 

and cannot do. It is here; it must be used. The play, therefore, 

must be made to service the proscenium stage. One area will be 

designated for entrances, another for exits, so that both are smooth 

and effortless. 
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Summary 

The execution of a professional problem in writing, directing, 

and analyzing With No Shadows has shown that the present-day audience 

is conditioned in its expectations of the stage by mass media drama. 

These expectations are fast pace, physical action, changing setting, 

an emphasis on story, and a free structure. These conditions exist 

in the given hereditary, cultural, and environmental conditions in 

current human evolution. 

Present-day audience expectations can be met with the devices of 

story, plot, and scenic construction. Story has a beginning, a 

middle, and an end. Plot is how the story is presented to the 

audience. Scenic construction is how the pace of the plot is 

controlled. Romantic structure makes use of freedom of time, space, 

and action. It usually employs a large number of characters, an 

unlimited number of scenes, and has epic proportions. Romantic 

structure is how the vast majority of the audience expects drama to 

be presented. Dramatic construction uses the devices of beginning, 

introduction, balance, plants, inciting incident, complications, 

pointers, climax, resolution, and ending to structure the tension of 

conflict on the stage. 

The opening situation, the application of imagistic structure 

(if used), and the diction are crucial to the audience's enjoyment of 

a play. The opening situation informs the audience as to what the 

play is about. The overall structure must be clear, so that the 
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audience knows at all times where the play is leading. The play's 

diction must complement its action. 

With No Shadows' structure succeeded in meeting some expecta

tions and not others. Its successes and failures spawned a set of 

conventions for writing new plays. Within this set of conventions, 

story is paramount. The other conventions are concerned with plot, 

uninterrupted story, scenic construction, epic quality, narrative, 

character, motogenic dialogue, intermissions, running time, blackouts 

and curtains, costumes, props, scenery, music, and the proscenium 

stage. 

With No Shadows did not totally fulfill its obligation to its 

mass-media-conditioned audience. Some expectations were not met. 

When the play's structure failed, the play, at that point, failed; 

when the structure was successful, the play was successful. For a 

play to succeed, audience expectations must be met. Audience 

expectations can be met with the clear and careful use of structure. 
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PERSONA 

Cristine Matin, a middle-aged writer. She is a guest lecturer at the 
university. 

Yslan(island), Cristine's personal secretary 

Sean Kirkpatrick, a student in his early twenties, poet and songwriter 

Terre Horton, she is a middle-aged "arts" editor 

Rayna Newman, a young woman in her ninth month of pregnancy 

Charlie Linsire, a young newspaper photographer 

Cassie Taylor, a woman in her early twenties who wants to dance 

Brenda, a waitress 

Walter Bass, a man in his fifties 

Weena, a young woman 

Orion/Tyrone Kirk, a character/lover from Cristine's mind and past 

Jason Bartok, a man in his sixties 

Old Mike, second assistant janitor 

Extras 

65 



66 

SETTING 

Three or four large cubes that may be used as tables or a bed, 
and several small cubes that may be used to sit on. This "unit" is 
appropriately rearranged to function as the several locales required 
of the play. Each should be light and have the capacity to be moved 
quickly. 

PROPS 

A minimum of properties should be used. Even when the script 
calls for props, they should not be used if at all possible. 

COLORS 

Black, white and gradations of gray, with the exception of the 
actors' skin, are the only colors to be used. 
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Scene 1 

(Cristine Matin's bedroom. 

CRISTINE is in bed asleep. A 
tapping is heard, faintly at first 
then louder. The sound is that of 
a blind man's cane finding its way 
on the floor. There appears out of 
the darkness TYRONE KIRK as a blind 
man with his stick. He stops 
momentarily to look at CRISTINE 
then moves on.) 
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Scene 2 

(A college classroom. Darkness. 

CRISTINE is both a teacher and a 
writer. She is middle-aged and 
plain to look upon. She is reading 
the last pages of her latest 
novel.) 

CRISTINE 
. . . and he was naked unto himself. Now he was invulnerable; 
nothing could harm him again. They had killed his body—it was a 
minor thing: the casting off of an old coat, soil washed by a summer 
shower, the shelling of a bean. It was as if he had been poured 
through a great galactic filter—separated into that which is surface 
and that which is essence. Death, routed by an uncompromising 
spirit, retreated to insignificance—pain long numbered amongst the 
mission. 

Orion had traveled farther than anyone. He was close to the 
edge. Before him lay a sight that burned his brain with its awesome 
magnificance. He beheld the birthplace of his species—the crack in 
the world. It shimmered and had a fluid, plastic quality—thus was 
its effect on light, as if gravity had somehow become bent. This was 
the womb of the earth—the place from which he sprang—the place to 
which he would return. He stood naked before eternity, not only 
physically, but cosmically naked—naked to prejudice, naked to fear, 
to love, naked to self. He felt a sense of suspension—a waiting—a 
time of nothing. 

Then with instantaneous acceleration, he moved far in excess of 
finite speed. He traveled through the harmonies of the universe. 
Into Knowledge he plummeted—the lowest of the harmonies—to him all 
the mysteries of the physical were made known—he was aged greatly. 
Next came Understanding. Complex. Even dangerous. But Orion thrust 
his way through with ever greater momentum. Yet, he could stop and 
watch the passage of events because time did not move. He watched 
the birth of a child within a blinding glow of massive energy. He 
gazed with awe until the image grew so big he could not contain it 
within his vision. His attention was then stolen by a sphere-shaped 
light. 

(Her face is dimly seen. CRISTINE 
dances verbally; she seduces her 
students with her words.) 

Within were two lovers. 
(Her face is fully visible.) 

As their biological fingers neared, one to the other, there were 
sparks and an audible crackling. The effect increased as they grew 
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CRISTINE (Cont.) 
nearer. When they touched, the point of contact over-exposed, grew, 
and bleached out. The accompaniment was the shrill sound of minus a 
thousand decibles which started the sphere to pulsate. Slowly at 
first, then more rapidly. 

(The light around her head begins 
to grow larger encompassing the 
room.) 

The process repeated each time as biological bodies came together— 
then mouths. Each was different in rhythm and tempo but did not 
interfere—there was harmony. This image too, grew, ever-pulsing, 
past the infinite. 

Now came his final and most difficult test. 
(CRISTINE'S personal secretary, 
YSLAN, enters.) 

Orion passed into the realm of Forgiveness. One side of him became 
the cold of liquid air; his other felt the heat of an exploding sun. 
He now had two weapons with which to make combat: Knowledge and 
Understanding. From his frozen half he drew a sparkling, sharp edged 
crystal—it rang with Knowledge. He wielded it mightily overhead in 
a circular movement, as it glistened and cracked with power. From 
his molten part he drew forth a lightning bolt that surged with 
Understanding. With an untapped strength he struck it against 
Knowledge crossecting in an explosive spark. 

(CRISTINE notices YSLAN and 
silently acknowledges her 
presence.) 

It was his power that was being tested, his forgiveness that was on 
trial. With this passage he was now truly triumphant over his 
greatest foe: himself. His two opposing halves now joined forces 
in an unsplittable bond. 

He no longer needed Knowledge or Understanding; he had 
transmuted the divine with Forgiveness. At that moment the 
university on all its levels stopped to watch. 

(YSLAN points to her watch indi
cating that the time is short.) 

He became great with light, a seering inferno, cast out, spinning 
into space. He was—he is Day. He was—he is Time (by which all is 
measured for a hundred billion years). He was—he is Light; he is a 
sun; he is With No Shadows. 

(Silence.) 

Miss Matin, we must 
YSLAN 

(The breaking of silence causes 
applause from the students.) 

CRISTINE 
Thank you. All of you. I am deeply touched. 
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CRISTINE (Cont.) 
(She bows to them, making the most 
of what she has enjoyed many times 
before. There is renewed 
applause.) 

Next time we will begin the readings of your poems. That is all. 
(The students leave talking to one 
another.) 

YSLAN 
Cristine, I've left the car running. 

CRISTINE 
All right, Yslan. 

(SEAN has lingered behind and 
slowly approaches.) 

SEAN 
Miss Matin. 

CRISTINE 
Yes, Sean. 

SEAN 
May I speak with you for a moment? 

YSLAN 
Miss Matin does not have time to . . . 

CRISTINE 
I'm scheduled to a press conference with a group of reviewers to 
promote With No Shadows. 

SEAN 
(Excited.) 

Oh! Could I go? I'd love to see what it's like. I won't be in the 
way I promise. And I could catch a ride home on the bus, or 
something. I won't be any trouble. 

CRISTINE 
(After a moment's hesitation, then 
decisively.) 

Yes, come along. 

Okay, I won ' t be but a second. 
SEAN 

(He clumsily gathers his books on 
his desk in great excitement. 
CRISTINE chuckles at him.) 
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SEAN (Cont.) 
I'll just run downstairs for my things and be right back. 

(He hurries out.) 

Call him back. 

Why? 

He's the one, isn't he? 

Which one, Yslan? 

YSLAN 

CRISTINE 
(Very pleased with the turn of 
events.) 

YSLAN 

CRISTINE 

YSLAN 
Don't let's play games. I'm not a literary critic, you don't have to 
play the great lady with me. 

CRISTINE 
What would you know about being a lady? 

(Pause.) 
I'm sorry, Yslan; that was uncalled for. Sean is a fine poet, and I 
have great expectation in . . . 

YSLAN 
I thought he was the one. 

CRISTINE 
Which one? 

YSLAN 
Cristine, why do you still pretend? To me. After so many years 
together. 

CRISTINE 
Because I cannot return your love the way you would have it. I 
thought we had settled this earlier. 

YSLAN 
You have the same look on your face when you talk about him as when 
you look at him. 

CRISTINE 
You don't know what you're talking about. 
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Then tell him he can't come. 

It's harmless, 

YSLAN 

CRISTINE 

SEAN 
(SEAN bursts in.) 

Hi, I'm back. Hope I didn't take too long. 

Miss Matin has changed her mind. 

Yslan, please. 

If you're not going to . . . 

Yslan, that is enough. 

But . . . 

Wait in the car, please. 

We should hurry if . . . 

Wait in the car. 

But we don't have time for . . . 

Am I still your employer? 

Then will you please do as I ask. 

YSLAN 

CRISTINE 
(Embarrassed.) 

YSLAN 

CRISTINE 

YSLAN 

CRISTINE 

YSLAN 

CRISTINE 
(Trying to remain polite.) 

YSLAN 

CRISTINE 

(YSLAN gives-in in such a way as to 
mean "yes" without saying it.) 

(After a moment YSLAN exits without 
replying.) 

SEAN 
Maybe i t would be b e t t e r i f I d i d n ' t go-
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SEAN (Cont.) 
(CRISTINE is still fixed on YSLAN.) 

I only wanted to ask you if you would like to hear my new songs. 

CRISTINE 
(She turns her attention to him.) 

Sean. 

I~ 

Sean. 

SEAN 

(She looks into his eyes. 
CRISTINE'S hand goes out toward 
SEAN, then is pulled back.) 

CRISTINE 

(She slowly straightens SEAN's 
hair.) 

SEAN 
(Carefully.) 

I didn't mean to cause any trouble. Maybe I should 

Tyrone. 

Who? Tyrone. 

Don't talk. 

What did you say': 

CRISTINE 

SEAN 

CRISTINE 

(She rubs the back of her fingers 
over his cheek. She suddenly 
becomes conscious of the two of 
them together and soberly withdraws 
her hand.) 

You all right? 
SEAN 

(CRISTINE smiles; SEAN smiles. The 
next scene begins. Suddenly she is 
off. SEAN becomes aware and 
follows.) 
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Scene 3 

(The office of TERRE HORTON, "arts" 
editor for the San Francisco 
Morning Sun. TERRE is very much 
the boss in her relationships. 

As the scene opens, TERRE is busily 
readying herself for departure. 
RAYNA NEWMAN is one of TERRE's 
field reporters. RAYNA happens, at 
this time, to be very pregnant. 
Almost in passing she sticks her 
head in to tell her boss she is 
leaving.) 

RAYNA 
Terre, I'm leaving—gonna cover the book promotion. 

No, Rayna, wait. 

Yeah, what? 

Come here. 

But if I don't hurry, I'll . 

Come in. 

Please, come in. 

Okay, what's up? 

Want you to do another story. 

How come? 

TERRE 
(Business-like.) 

RAYNA 

TERRE 

RAYNA 

TERRE 

(Trying hard to act as if every
thing is normal.) 

RAYNA 

TERRE 

RAYNA 
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TERRE 
I've rearranged the schedule, that's all. 

RAYNA 
But Will has already left for the movie opening, and Betty is . . , 

TERRE 
I've assigned you another story. 

RAYNA 
Yeah, but . . . 

TERRE 
I'm going to cover the press conference myself. 

RAYNA 
(Not hearing.) 

Yeah, but who's going to cover the press conference? 
(Suddenly realizing.) 

You are? 

TERRE 
Yes. 

RAYNA 
I get it. Haven't you had enough trouble over Cristine Matin? 

TERRE 
It has nothing to do with her. I've known all along that I would 
need to help out when your time came. 

RAYNA 
This assignment is a piece of cake. 

TERRE 
When is your baby due? 

RAYNA 
The twenty-fourth. I told you that this morning. 

CHARLIE 
(CHARLIE, a photographer, enters, 
He is young and "hyper.") 

Horton? Miss Horton? 

TERRE 
Yeah. 
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CHARLIE 
I'm Charlie Linsire. You asked for a photographer? 

TERRE 
Come in. Almost ready. 

RAYNA 
Well, we're taking this thing pretty seriously, aren't we? 

TERRE 
(Playing it down.) 

Just trying to get the job done. 

What is the job, Terry? 

I mean Miss Horton. 

Book promotion. 

Which one? 

Cristine Matin. 

CHARLIE 

(TERRE does not like his 
informality.) 

RAYNA 

CHARLIE 

TERRE 

CHARLIE 
Never read it. Why do you need a photographer? 

RAYNA 
Yeah, why do you need a photographer? 

CHARLIE 
Cristine Matin . . . say, ain't that the writer dame that don't let 
her picture be taken? 

RAYNA 
That's right. 

CHARLIE 
Guess you won't be needing me after all. 

(He turns to leave.) 

TERRE 
Hey! 
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CHARLIE 
Yeah, I mean . . . 

TERRE 
How long you worked here? 

CHARLIE 
Nine months, I guess. 

TERRE 
Ahuh, and within your vast experience are you accustomed to deciding 
which stories you do or do not cover? 

CHARLIE 
No, but I heard about this old bird. She won't let you take no 
pictures. 

TERRE 
This old bird and I happen to be the same age. 

CHARLIE 
Oops! 

RAYNA 
He's right, Terre, you know she won't. 

TERRE 
Your camera ready? 

CHARLIE 
(Insensed.) 

Hey, I'm a professional. 

RAYNA 
Terre, you've been warned about Cristine Matin before. 

TERRE 
(To CHARLIE.) 

All right, we'll see. 

CHARLIE 
This reminds me of the movie where . . . 

RAYNA 
This something personal with you? 

TERRE 
Rayna, it's none of your business. 
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RAYNA 
This paper is my business. 

TERRE 
And I'm the Arts Editor of this paper. 

RAYNA 
You know Cristine Matin? 

TERRE 
Charlie, wait for me outside. 

CHARLIE 
Okay. 

(He doesn't leave.) 

RAYNA 
This is a personal thing, isn't it? 

TERRE 
No. 

RAYNA 
You know not to get involved. 

TERRE 
I'm not involved. Charlie, wait outside. 

Okay. 

I think you must know her. 

What if I do? 

Then you're involved. 

Don't want to discuss it. 

CHARLIE 

(He doesn't leave.) 

RAYNA 

TERRE 

RAYNA 

TERRE 

CHARLIE 
Did you see the movie where the woman was? 

TERRE 
Charlie! 
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CHARLIE 
I'm leaving. 

RAYNA 
You don't have the right to . . . 

TERRE 
I'm boss here, and I say what's right. Charlie, out! 

CHARLIE 
Leaving. 

(He doesn't.) 

TERRE 
Now! 

(She waits for him to go.) 
Have you read Matin's book? 

RAYNA 
With No Shadows? No, but . . . 

TERRE 
It's smut—full of sex and free love—and it's sacrilege. 

RAYNA 
That's never bothered you before. 

TERRE 
Trash like that shouldn't even be considered for the Literary Critics 
Award. 

The West Coast Critics? 

How could they do this to me? 

When are the "Awards?" 

The twenty-fourth. 

RAYNA 

TERRE 

RAYNA 

TERRE 

RAYNA 
Then they've already decided the winner, haven't they? 

TERRE 
I don't care; I'm going to fight it. 
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RAYNA 
What can you do? 

TERRE 
Put all of my influence into stopping it. 

RAYNA 
You're only one vote. 

TERRE 
Then I'll begin my campaign at the press conference. 

All right, Terre. 

Charlie. 

Ready. 

Let's go. 

'Bye. 

RAYNA 

TERRE 

CHARLIE 
(Enters in the process of lighting 
a cigarette.) 

TERRE 

CHARLIE 
(To RAYNA.) 
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Scene 4 

(The book promotion/press 
conference. 

CRISTINE MATIN is standing before a 
group of reporter/critics answering 
their questions. She is charming, 
cool, sophisticated; she "sings" 
out her prose with eloquence. 
YSLAN is seated behind CRISTINE. 
SEAN is nearby.) 

FIRST REPORTER 
. . . and also when was the first time you knew you wanted to be a 
writer? 

CRISTINE 
No, I didn't always know I wanted to write. Writing is an ability 
acquired over time, accumulated by experience. That is not to say 
that one must have experienced everything one writes, but one must 
have felt those things. And as for the first time I became aware I 
wanted to write—was after I had already written. One does not 
choose art, art does the choosing. I had the need not the want. 
That need sprang from the realization that the human animal is alone, 
and lonely. Art can be a great comfort, a shield against all things 
mediocre. 

SECOND REPORTER 
Your novels are often set in time that seems either remotely in the 
past or just into the future, but it's difficult to tell which. What 
is this imbalance with the present? 

CRISTINE 
I'm not sure. It may be that, by placing something in the past, we 
strip away those worrisome little details that each day would make us 
unheroic. Those things perhaps not worthy of thought or skill, but 
which must be paid attention. We look at the past as if looking down 
a long tunnel. There's light at the other end, but we see nothing 
in-between. That one point in time has the spotlight; all else is 
washed by the darkness. The future is different. The future is hope. 
It is looking; it is promise; it's what makes the waiting worthwhile. 
The future is a magnet that draws us in, keeps us moving forward, 
gives us stability. Past or future, neither would exist without the 
other. In effect, they are different ways to perceive the same 
thing. The future having not yet happened is random chance; the past 
having occurred is total organization—one cannot tell the difference. 
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THIRD REPORTER 
Does that then imply a dissatisfaction with the present? 

CHARLIE 
(TERRE and CHARLIE noisily burst 
in.) 

. . . Really don't feel very comfortable being here. Can't we leave? 

TERRE 
Just shut up and keep that camera ready. 

CHARLIE 
Hey, I saw that movie. 

(TERRE and CHARLIE's entrance has 
been noticed by everyone.) 

CRISTINE 
(To THIRD REPORTER.) 

You were asking? Am I dissatisfied with the present? 

TERRE 
Cristine Matin . . . 

CRISTINE 
(To TERRE.) 

Excuse me, this reporter had asked a question. 
(To REPORTER.) 

In other words, am I unhappy? 

TERRE 
Why are your books decadent? 

CRISTINE 
One moment. If you please. 

TERRE 
Why can't you answer a direct question? 

CHARLIE 
Ah, hey Boss . . . 

TERRE 
Or do you need time to think up artificial answers the way that your 
books are artificial? 

CRISTINE 
Has it never occurred to you that I might be artificial by nature? 

(Everyone has a brief laugh with 
thin scattered hand claps. CHARLIE 
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CRISTINE (Cont.) 
also chuckles on his next line 
until TERRE stares him down.) 

CHARLIE 
Hey, that's pretty good. Boss, artificial by— 

TERRE 
Thank you for proving my point that you are incapable of anything 
resembling direct action, including answering a straight-forward 
question. 

CRISTINE 
What is your question? Miss— 

TERRE 
Terre Horton, San Francisco Morning Sun. 

YSLAN 
(YSLAN has moved over to CRISTINE.) 

That's her. She's the one always panning you in the papers. 

CRISTINE 
(To YSLAN.) 

I know who she is. 

TERRE 
Are you now paying me no attention? 

CRISTINE 
You have my undivided interest. 

TERRE 
Why are your books decadent? 

CRISTINE 
I don't think they are. With No Shadows is . . . 

TERRE 
With No Shadows is the most decadent of the lot. 

CRISTINE 

In what way, Ms. Horton? 

TERRE 
Is it not full of weird characters whose every action is perverted? 

CRISTINE 
My work revels in the spirit of the individual. 
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TERRE 
Is not the "theme" of this "work" of yours contrary to the Christian 
beliefs and morals of the mainstream of this country? 

CRISTINE 
Let us hope that that mainstream you speak of still allows alterna
tive viewpoints. 

TERRE 
Then the answer is yes. 

CRISTINE 
The answer is yes. 

TERRE 
Then why can't you just say so. 

CRISTINE 
I just did, Ms. Horton. 

TERRE 
(After a moment.) 

Is this latest book of yours not full of sex? 

It is great with love. 

Great with love, 

Yes. 

Yes. 

CRISTINE 

TERRE 
(Mocking.) 

CRISTINE 

TERRE 

(Pause.) 
Your books are fanciful rather than realistic, are they not? 

CRISTINE 
They are. 

TERRE 
Then how do you account for the rather detailed, embarrassingly 
descriptive account of the sex act where the whore seduces the young 
soldier? 
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CRISTINE 
(CRISTINE becomes visibly upset. 
She begins to lose control.) 

She didn't seduce him. And she is not a whore. 

TERRE 
Why out of all your books is only this one scene so starkly real? Is 
it taken from real life? 

No I mean— 
CRISTINE 

Which, Miss Matin? 

It was love, not sex. 

TERRE 

CRISTINE 

Get ready. 

TERRE 
(To CHARLIE.) 

Huh? 

CHARLIE 
(Surprised.) 

TERRE 
(To CHARLIE.) 

Get ready, you fool. 
(To CRISTINE.) 

Why is this degenerate mocking of a man/woman relationship even 
included? 

CRISTINE 
(Unsure.) 

It is central to the plot. 

TERRE 
I think it is the disgusting delusions of a vain mind seeking 
sensationalism. 

CRISTINE 
That is your opinion. 

TERRE 
(To CHARLIE.) 

Now! 
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CHARLIE 
What? 

TERRE 
Get her picture! 

(CHARLIE raises his camera.) 

YSLAN 
(Excited.) 

Miss Matin does not allow pictures. You cannot take pictures! 

CHARLIE 
(To TERRE.) 

See, I told you. 

TERRE 
Take it when I tell you. Idiot! 

YSLAN 
(With authority.) 

Take the camera out. Cameras are not allowed in here. 

TERRE 
Is that true. Miss Matin? Do you not like to have your picture 
taken? 

YSLAN 
That is none of your business. 

TERRE 
Is it also true that you have no mirrors in your home? 

CRISTINE 
Mirrors are false. 

(The reporters quickly write this 
down.) 

TERRE 
(Enjoying her success.) 

No mirrors in such a large house? 

CRISTINE 
They only distort the truth. 

TERRE 
And doesn't your "bodyguard" there 

(Indicating YSLAN.) 
also fix your hair and your makeup? 
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Yslan, please take me home. 
CRISTINE 

TERRE 
Because you don't want to look at your own face. 

CRISTINE 
No, no. 

Leave Miss Matin alone. 

Get it. 

Hey. 

Don't do that. 

And just who are you? 

A student of Miss Matin's. 

SEAN 
(To TERRE.) 

TERRE 
(To CHARLIE, ignoring SEAN.) 

CHARLIE 
(CHARLIE raises his camera. SEAN 
puts his hand over the camera 
lens.) 

SEAN 

TERRE 

SEAN 

TERRE 
Now, everyone, look. We have one of the studs she surrounds herself 
with. 

Sean, stay out of it. 

Now! 

CRISTINE 

TERRE 
(To Charlie.) 

(CHARLIE tries to take the picture. 
SEAN wrestles with him. TERRE 
joins in to help CHARLIE get the 
picture. There is much commotion 
as the area around the action is 
cleared. YSLAN joins in to assist 
SEAN taking on TERRE herself. As 
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TERRE (Cont.) 
the scuffle grows to a peak, the 
other reporters take out small 
cameras they had hidden away and 
flash pictures. 

CRISTINE is very concerned about 
SEAN's safety. She calls out to 
him several times. 

Finally, SEAN has control of 
CHARLIE, and YSLAN has control of 
TERRE. They throw them both out 
together. Then they turn on the 
others with cameras, but they 
quickly leave. 

SEAN offers his hand to YSLAN to 
shake. She looks at it, then him, 
then walks away.) 
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Scene 5 

(The home of CRISTINE MATIN. 

CRISTINE is furious with TERRE 
HORTON for wrecking the press 
conference. 

CRISTINE enters followed by YSLAN.) 

CRISTINE 
. . . deliberately intended to make a scene. She tried to provoke 
me. 

YSLAN 
She wanted you to lose your composure. 

CRISTINE 
But, why ? 

YSLAN 
So everyone would see. 

CRISTINE 
Yes. Yes, that's what she tried to do, but it doesn't answer why? 

YSLAN 
She has never liked your work. She is one critic . . . 

CRISTINE 
Don't dignify her "published opinions" with the word "critic." 

YSLAN 
Then choose another word. 

CRISTINE 
There are many people who don't care for my work. 

YSLAN 
But how many hate it? 

CRISTINE 
Does she? 

YSLAN 
You saw for yourself. And you may be included. 
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CRISTINE 
Me. Why? 

YSLAN 
I don't know. Do you know her from somewhere? 

CRISTINE 
(Remembering.) 

No. 

YSLAN 
Then it must be your work. 

CRISTINE 
(Raging.) 

That makes no sense. My novels aren't dangerous; they're not harmful 
to anyone. 

YSLAN 
We live in conservative times—people make of things what they want 
to hear. 

CRISTINE 
Well, she will not make of my work what she wants to hear. This . . . 
this "reviewer" is trying to destroy me. I won't forget this. 

YSLAN 
Getting upset isn't going to help. I'll fix you a drink—you don't 
drink enough to be a writer. 

CRISTINE 
I don't want a drink, and just what do you think I should do about 
it? 

YSLAN 
I think if you forget about it, it'll pass. 

CRISTINE 
It will not pass, and I will not forget about it. 

YSLAN 
I knew it was coming when you didn't say a word in the car. All 
right, Cristine, go ahead, get yourself worked up . . . 

CRISTINE 
Don't . . . 

YSLAN 
• . . make a fool of yourself again . . . 
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CRISTINE 
. . . I said stop it! . . . 

YSLAN 
. . . rant and rage and work yourself into a lather. 

CRISTINE 
. . . that is enough! 

YSLAN 
Where are all your pretty words now? 

CRISTINE 
What . . . words? 

YSLAN 
Why don't you handle me the way you did Terre Horton with your clever 
words? 

CRISTINE 
You will not speak to me in that way. 

YSLAN 
Why, Cristine? Can't you take it? Why don't you work that charming 
cool you use in public? 

CRISTINE 
That's different. 

YSLAN 
Why is it different? 

CRISTINE 
Because . . . 

YSLAN 
Because I know you? Is that why it's different? Because I know 
you're a desperately lonely woman who thinks that men care about how 
bright, or sensitive, or talented she is. 

CRISTINE 
It's not true. 

YSLAN 
What's not true, Cristine? Which part? The part about how men feel 
toward women? 

CRISTINE 
No. 
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Which part then? 

The other part. 

The other part? 

Yes. 

Is it true? 

No, the other part is not true. 

You are not lonely? 

YSLAN 

CRISTINE 

YSLAN 

CRISTINE 

YSLAN 

CRISTINE 

YSLAN 

CRISTINE 
No, I am not lonely. I've had many men admirers. 

YSLAN 
Yes, admirers, but how many lovers? 

It's the same thing. 

No, it's not the same thing. 

CRISTINE 

YSLAN 

CRISTINE 
(Turning on YSLAN.) 

How would you know? You don't even know how it feels to want a man 
to love you. Tell me, have you ever let a man hold you in his arms? 
Has a man ever made love to you? 

(There is a great silence.) 

YSLAN 
No. And again no. Shall I answer those questions for you? 

Don't bother. 

No, and again no. 

CRISTINE 

YSLAN 
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CRISTINE 
I said, "Don't bother." 

YSLAN 
I feel sorry for you, Cristine. 

CRISTINE 
And I for you, Yslan. I cannot think of you in that way. I thought 
that was made clear when you came here—I will never, ever be your 
lover. 

YSLAN 
One day you'll regret having said that. You won't have me around to 
defend you. 

CRISTINE 
Maybe not. Maybe one day I won't need you. 

YSLAN 
And who will take my place? 

CRISTINE 
You were not the only one involved today. 

YSLAN 
(Shocked.) 

You're not serious? 

CRISTINE 
I thought he was rather wonderful. 

YSLAN 
Cristine, you're a fool. 

CRISTINE 
Why, because I dare? 

YSLAN 
Because you are blinded by sexual instinct. 

CRISTINE 
How dare you. You think I'm a fool, don't you? 

YSLAN 
I think you're an artist. 

CRISTINE 
Yes, and unlike you I expect the younger of two persons to be the 
more open. 
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YSLAN 
That might have been true in the past, but not with this generation. 
They can't do anything without being told first—they can't think, 
they can't create—they're a bunch of zeroes. 

CRISTINE 
They will come around eventually. 

YSLAN 
You're always so busy writing in the sky that you can't see traps 
lying in the earth. Cristine, Sean is an attractive boy. 

CRISTINE 
I realize that, but he is also different. He is possessed of all 
those qualities that an artist must have—and in considerable 
quantity. 

YSLAN 
He may have all of these things, but he will never have you. 

CRISTINE 
What is it you dislike about him? 

YSLAN 
He has fickle eyes. 

CRISTINE 
You cannot understand, or will not. He can be a voice in the 
literary world. I've made plans to have several of his works 
published. 

Does he know this? 

No. Not yet. 

Don't get hurt, Cristine. 

YSLAN 

CRISTINE 

YSLAN 

CRISTINE 
(Smug.) 

Why did he ask me to hear him perform? We are not so unalike as you 
think. 

YSLAN 

He idolizes you . . . 
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CRISTINE 
How would you know? 

YSLAN 
Isn't it obvious? I know because Î  idolized you myself. I saw to 
your every desire. I spoiled you, Cristine. 

CRISTINE 
You're paid. 

YSLAN 
Cut right to the bone, don't you? 

CRISTINE 
Yslan, you're my best friend. If I can't tell you, who can I tell? 

YSLAN 
Then don't let our years together be wasted. Listen to me. This boy 
idolizes you. I've watched him. 

CRISTINE 
I know that. 

YSLAN 
I wonder. 

CRISTINE 
Yslan, nothing could ever change our relationship. You know that. 
Now don't worry, I know what I'm doing. 

YSLAN 
For your sake, I hope so. 

(A knock is heard at the door. 
YSLAN answers.) 

Cassie. What are you doing here? Come in. 

CRISTINE 
Cassandra, here? 

CASSIE 
(CASSIE enters. She is young and 
pretty. She is slimly built and 
moves with great femininity. She 
speaks to YSLAN.) 

I came to see you and my favorite aunt. 

CRISTINE 
Cassandra. 
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Aunt Cristine. 

CASSIE 
(As they embrace.) 

CRISTINE 
What are you doing here? You didn't even call. 

CASSIE 
I know. Just needed to get away—just a vacation. 

CRISTINE 
Wonderful. I'm so happy to have you here. How's the family? 

CASSIE 
Fine. And you and Yslan? 

YSLAN 
Excuse me, Cassie. 

CASSIE 
But, Yslan— 

YSLAN 
Business. It shouldn't take long. 

(YSLAN exits.) 

CRISTINE 
(CASSIE looks at CRISTINE.) 

Things have been . . . well . . . different. How is your mother? 

CASSIE 
Fine, really. What's wrong. Aunt Cristine? 

CRISTINE 
It's— 

(With an uneasy laugh.) 
it's been a very tough day. But I don't want to talk about that. 
How is Eric? 

CASSIE 
(Dreading this moment.) 

I . . . left Eric. 

CRISTINE 
I didn't know. 

CASSIE 
(Wanting to say more.) 

This morning. 
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And you came all the way here? 

Can I talk to you? 

You always did before, didn't you? 

CRISTINE 

CASSIE 

CRISTINE 

(CASSIE knows it's true.) 
Go on, darling, tell me. 

CASSIE 
I stopped dancing. 

CRISTINE 
Why? 

CASSIE 
He wouldn't let me. 

CRISTINE 
Eric? 

CASSIE 
Something happened to me. It was like a pressure inside of me that 
wouldn't go away but just got stronger. Nothing seems important to 
me anymore. I'm not dancing . . . 

CRISTINE 
Never thought I would hear you say that. 

CASSIE 
I do all kinds of funny things—things I've never done before. You 
know what I did? 

(CRISTINE disappears as the room 
grows dark except for a pool of 
light surrounding CASSIE. A masked 
dancer appears also surrounded by a 
pool of light. She dances to 
CASSIE's words. Sometimes CASSIE 
moves to her own words. At the 
climax of the monologue, they dance 
in unison. At other times, they 
dance contrapuntally, or in imita
tion or in mirror inversion.) 

While it was still dark, I would get up early in the morning and go 
out into a wooded area close by and watch the light come in. I don't 
know why I did it—I just did. It was a wonderful time for me. I 
would go until I couldn't hear any man-made sounds. Then I'd just 
plop down right there. Sometimes . . . I would think I could hear a 
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CASSIE (Cont.) 
dialogue out there. And sometimes I would think they were talking to 
me. And if I stayed long enough, I would understand what they were 
saying and I could talk back. 

One morning I felt so much a part of it all that I no longer 
seemed out of place. It was if I had stepped into a painting—not 
standing outside. I remember it was foggy. It seems there was a 
mist falling—yes, I remember that—it was almost cold. I had never 
felt anything so wonderful. It seemed as if the whole universe was 
moving. And it was. Moving free, without restriction. Moving 
wildly, without embarrassment. It was dancing. Yes. It was 
dancing. The trees were dancing. The clouds. The animals were 
dancing, the frogs, the insects. Everything was dancing; everything 
matter and everything thought. They were all dancing together, 
dancing to the same tempo of the same rhythm of the same song. I 
felt the tremendous flow of such a current of motion. 

I wanted to dance. And a voice I couldn't hear touched me, 
"Take my hand." Without thinking and unashamed I pulled my sweater 
over my head and tossed it away. Kicked off my shoes. It felt good, 
and I started to laugh. I laughed harder, and louder; and harder and 
louder, and harder and louder. And I threw off all my clothes . . . 
in whichever direction. Then I started to run, dancing as I went. I 
ran faster and faster, dancing and turning. The chilled air brushed 
against my uncovered skin. I felt clean, really clean. I could 
breathe—my skin could breathe. I ran faster, as fast as I could, 
for as long as I could; dancing and turning and dancing and leaping, 
and breathing and dancing. I ran and danced for as long as that 
invisible hand held me. Then I fell into the underbrush. It was 
soft, and it was cold, but it felt good to my hot body. I lay there 
for a long time. I remember thinking that no man had ever touched me 
the way this bed of earth touched me. I lost all track of time. I 
didn't care—I didn't care about anything. I just lay there. With 
my ear to the ground and listened. I heard the earth's heartbeat. I 
listened—I slept—I dreamed. 

When I went home, Eric was waiting for me. I tried to tell him 
what happened—to share my experience. But he wouldn't listen. He 
accused me of having an affair. He said, "It's better that way." I 
didn't know what he meant. He said it was better that I was having 
an affair because if I were telling the truth, I needed a 
psychiatrist. 

CRISTINE 
(Offstage.) 

So you left, 

CASSIE 
I'm a lot like water, I guess. I can't take pressure~I just run 
off, 

(The dancer exits.) 
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CASSIE (Cont.) 
So far, you're the only one who knows I'm here. 

CRISTINE 
(Offstage.) 

It's all right. 
(CRISTINE reappears as the room is 
again made visible.) 

I'm here to take care of you just like when you were little. 

CASSIE 
I remember. 

CRISTINE 
I pretended you were my little girl. 

CASSIE 
And I pretended you were an enchanted sorceress. 

(The next scene begins: SEAN is 
heard singing.) 

CRISTINE 
(Suddenly.) 

Come. 

Where? 

I want to show you someone. 

Now? 

CASSIE 

CRISTINE 

CASSIE 

Now will never come again. 
CRISTINE 
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Scene 6 

(A small folk music club. 

Several persons are sitting around 
listening to SEAN's music, or 
talking quietly. As the scene 
begins, he is finishing a song.) 

SEAN 
(Singing.) 

. . . and an unknown star appeared in the sky. 
One they had never seen before. 
And it grew ever brighter and made itself seen. 
Everyone wondered: Where could it have been? 
And it said: 
I am the truth. I am with no shadows. 
I fill the cosmos/every grain of sand. 
I am the light that shines through the night. 
I'm in the heart of every man. 

(CRISTINE and CASSIE enter. SEAN 
sees them. They sit at a table.) 

I am the truth. I am with no shadows. 
I fill the cosmos/every grain of sand. 
I am the light that shines through the night. 
I'm in the heart of every man. 
I'm in the heart of every man. 
I am with no shadows. 

(The audience at the club applauds 
politely. SEAN acknowledges their 
applause. A waitress, BRENDA, 
approaches CRISTINE and CASSIE's 
table.) 

SEAN * WAITRESS: Get you girls 
Thank you. Now I would like to * something? 
do something a little different * 
for me. Those of you who know me * CRISTINE: Coffee for me, dear, 
know that my songs are usually * 
about something—about a place, * WAITRESS: Coffee, 
or an event—about an idea. * (CASSIE is looking at SEAN.) 
Well, this next song is about a * 
person. I guess you would call * CRISTINE: Cassandra. Cassandra. 
it a love song. It's dedicated * 
to the most important person * CASSIE: Oh! What? 
probably in my life at the * 
moment—a person I have grown to * WAITRESS: Your order. 
respect, and to love. Well, here * 
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it is. She knows who she is. * CASSIE: My order? 
The song is called, "We Didn't * 
Take the Time." It goes like * WAITRESS: Somethin', ain't he. 
this: * 

* CASSIE: Yeah, okay, ah . . . 
* white wine and . . . ah . . . 
* Tab. 

* WAITRESS: White wine and Tab. 
* Mixed or separate? 
* 

* CASSIE: Separate. 
* (WAITRESS walks away.) 

SEAN 
(Singing.) 

The first time I saw her she was standing in the door; 
Although it lasted but a second I stared an hour or more. 
She danced into my life from the very first glance. 
She was not available, but I decided to take the chance. 

I dared to think I could love her and she the same of me. 
For the longest time we did not speak thinking it could not be. 
Then one day we found ourselves in each others arms. 
That day made the world go away—it could do us no harm. 

Holding hands and touching and a glass of red wine. 
And an innocent kiss for the very first time— 
We didn't take the time to know why, we were flying high above. 
We didn't take the time to know each other, we just decided to love. 
Laughter and plays. 

Something happened to both of us that we weren't looking for. 
We felt the ache inside of us but the force we could not ignore. 
There were those who tried to keep us apart, but we were locked in 

rhyme. 
Our lives had crossed—we were thrown together—the spark made our 

love sublime. 

Holding hands and touching and a glass of red wine. 
And an innocent kiss for the very first time— 
We didn't take the time to know why, we were flying high above. 
We didn't take the time to know each other, we just decided to love. 
Laughter and plays. 

(The audience applauds politely. 
SEAN speaking.) 

Thank you. Thank you. Be back after a short break. 
(SEAN puts down his guitar and moves 
to CRISTINE'S table.) 
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I'll introduce you. 
CRISTINE 

(The next scene begins. SEAN 
arrives. CRISTINE takes CASSIE's 
hand in one hand and SEAN's in the 
other hand.) 
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Scene 7 

(The office of TERRE HORTON. 

TERRE is sitting at her desk 
holding and staring at a copy of 
With No Shadows.) 

TERRE 
Symbols mean nothing. Symbols mean nothing. 

(RAYNA enters ready to speak, but 
delays when she sees TERRE's 
hypnotic fixation.) 

Symbols mean nothing. Symbols mean nothing. Symbols . . . 

Terre. 

What! Oh! . . . What? 

What were you saying? 

Nothing. 

RAYNA 

TERRE 

RAYNA 

TERRE 

RAYNA 
Something over and over just as I came in. 

TERRE 
What do you need, Rayna? I'm busy. 

RAYNA 
I heard what happened at the press conference. 

TERRE 
Where is that idiot photographer? 

RAYNA 
Charlie? 

TERRE 
Yes. 

RAYNA 

Charlie's sweet. 
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TERRE 
He's an idiot that can't follow orders. 

RAYNA 
Charlie's a good kid. This came over the wire service. It says . 

TERRE 
I don't care what it says. 

RAYNA 
You know what's going to happen when the man on the top floor hears. 

(Silence.) 
You're making the news, Terre. 

TERRE 
What is taking him so long? Just how long does it take to develop a 
picture anyway? 

RAYNA 
You know exactly how long it takes. 

TERRE 
Isn't your time almost here? When did you say the baby's due? 

RAYNA 
The twenty-fourth. 

Of this month? 

Yeah. 

How old is your first child? 

Six. 

A boy? 

Yeah. Terre, look . . • 

What's he like? 

TERRE 

RAYNA 

TERRE 

RAYNA 

TERRE 

RAYNA 

TERRE 
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This really isn't the 
RAYNA 

Tell me about him. 
TERRE 

Well—do you think this is? 
RAYNA 

Go ahead. 
TERRE 

RAYNA 
Well, he's definitely a boy. What do you want to know? 

TERRE 
What does he look like? 

Tall. Thin. Hard as a rock. 
RAYNA 

Brown. 

What's he do? 
TERRE 

He runs. 

Yeah, boys should do that—run. 

RAYNA 

TERRE 

RAYNA 
Sometimes I think he can outrun the wind. And he can keep it up all 
day long—he even wears down the dog. And I swear, he's not afraid 
of the devil himself. When he was five, he had a hernia operation. 
My husband and I stood at the end of the hall as they rolled him 
through the double doors. He turned his head back and looked at us 
and waved his little hand side to side. 

(RAYNA waves her hand at the wrist 
at about head level.) 

Broke our hearts. We stood there and watched, trying desperately to 
look as if we were as brave as he. When those doors closed behind 
him, we turned to each other—didn't say anything—we just looked at 
each other. That very same day we took him home, and you know what? 
He never cried—not once, never fussed. You probably won't believe 
this, but by nightfall he was in his room dancing—dancing, can you 
believe it? To music on the record player. 

TERRE 
That's r ea l ly something. 
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RAYNA 
He was always that way. Before he ever took a step he would pull 
himself up on a chair or something and dance up and down to music. 
And he's so tenderhearted; he cries at sad stories if they're about 
animals or children. I read him a story every night. And he's so 
sweet. When it's cold he'll go turn on the hair dryer and stick it 
under the bed covers so it'll be warm for me. Isn't that precious? 
And sings, he sings all the time, no matter what he's doing. 

TERRE 
I wanted children. 

RAYNA 
You did, Terre? 

TERRE 
Wanted children more than anything. 

RAYNA 
I never knew that. Why haven't you married? 

I was engaged once. 

You never told me. 

TERRE 

RAYNA 

TERRE 
To a soldier. He went off to the war. 

Which one? 

Does it matter? 

Guess not. 

RAYNA 

TERRE 

RAYNA 

TERRE 
Both eyes were blown out of his head. 

RAYNA 

Sorry, 

TERRE 
Me, too-I could've had his child. Begged me. Begged me over and 
over. I wanted to let him love me. I wanted him so badly I could 
smell him. Even when he wasn't there. 
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RAYNA 
Why didn't you? 

TERRE 
Couldn't. I hadn't been raised that way. I was taught it was wrong. 
I couldn't. I just couldn't do it. Do you understand? 

(No answer.) 
I guess begging is a poor profession—he met a girl who didn't say 
"no." 

(TERRE picks up With No Shadows and 
slams it down on the desk.) 

RAYNA 
Terre! What's wrong? What's gotten into you lately? 

Will you stop saying that? 

What is with this book? 

Have you read it? 

I've meant to . . . 

TERRE 

RAYNA 

TERRE 

RAYNA 

TERRE 
People don't like this junk; they're . . . mesmerized by it. 

RAYNA 
Lot a people would call that art. 

TERRE 
And a lot of people have no idea what art is. Who should I identify 
with in this book? 

CHARLIE 
(Bursts in out of breath.) 

Can't help but think of the movie where the actor comes in and 
says . . . 

TERRE 
It's about time. Let me see. 

CHARLIE 
Most of the picture is taken up by that character's hand in front of 
my lens. But in the corner there is that writer dame. Well, what do 
you think? 
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RAYNA 
Cheap shot. 

CHARLIE 
Yeah. If I ever meet up with that guy again, I'll teach him a thing 
or two. I've seen all those movies, you know. 

RAYNA 
(She holds her stomach.) 

Be careful what you say; you're scaring the baby. 

CHARLIE 
(Almost pats her on the stomach.) 

Oh, sorry. 

TERRE 
Charlie, you're a genius. 

CHARLIE 
I am? 

RAYNA 
Must be those chemicals you use. 

CHARLIE 
Yeah? 

TERRE 
This couldn't be better—it's perfect. 

CHARLIE 
Thanks, Boss. I may include this one in my book. 

RAYNA 
Book? 

CHARLIE 
My book of photographs. 

RAYNA 
How exciting. I didn't know you were doing a book. 

CHARLIE 
Of photographs—think I want to be a hack all my life? 

TERRE 
Look at that face. How cool, even in anguish she is unmovingly smug. 
Rayna, find out who that boy is. Get on it right away. 
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RAYNA 
Okay, but I don't like it. 

(RAYNA exits.) 

TERRE 
Charlie, take this down to Copy. Have them set it up, 

CHARLIE 
Right. 

(CHARLIE exits.) 
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Scene 8 

(CRISTINE'S classroom.) 

CRISTINE 
(She verbally dances; her words; 
intoxicating.) 

. . . and I would caution you to be careful with extraneous words. 
Find possible alternative words, especially connective words that 
will tie together the thoughts you're working—make the words mean 
more than just a simple link. A chain can hold, but it can also 
bond, and imprison or shackle. Could it become a pact? Is it a 
link? Why not a knot? Why not a yoke? Fill these words with a 
legion of design always keeping in mind; and this is for everyone; 
you must write for the consumption of the human condition. There are 
many levels. You yourselves may be little aware of what you have 
written. If it is from the heart, it may be noble. If it is from 
the spirit, it may be truly Romantic; but only if it comes from the 
bowels of the soul can it be sublime. What am I saying? Take 
chances. Time for one more. Sean. 

SEAN 
All right, this is a poem I wrote because . . . 

CRISTINE 
Don't explain it—make it live. 

SEAN 
Just thought you'd want to know I wrote it for Cas . . . 

CRISTINE 
We will deal with the world at another time. For now, give us what 
will send us away. 

Okay. 
SEAN 

(He reads.) 
My pure, my sweet, my only love— 
This night I need your strength—your happy. 
If my soul is brave and can last out this dark that befalls my eyes 

when you are not, 
I will see your shining face dawn. 
Only then will I believe that the sun can rise again. 
Yet even that great star has no glow. 
It's caused in me each time you look my way. 
And when you don't, I am blank and hollow. 
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SEAN (Cont.) 
Art is a surrogate for love; love for art. 
Although before you I clung to it as a dying man to his final breath. 
Within you is my essence. 
If that essence is to transcend mediocrity, only you know. 
Art is light; you are light. 

(Silence. During the reading of 
the poem, CRISTINE begins to 
believe that the poem is to her— 
she blushes. CRISTINE has nothing 
to say and is lost as to what 
course of action to pursue. The 
class becomes quietly restless.) 

STUDENTS 
(To each other.) 

Is something wrong? She always has something to say. What's the 
matter? Why doesn't she say something? She's never done this 
before. Maybe she's thinking about that article in the paper. 

SEAN 
Miss Matin. 

CRISTINE 
(Inward.) 

Yes. That will be all today, class. We'll pick up here next time. 

STUDENTS 
(They exit.) 

Well, that was a new way to end class. You think she feels all 
right? I wonder why she said nothing about his poem? 

CRISTINE 
Oh, Sean, would you stay for a moment? 

SEAN 
Sure. 

(CRISTINE allows everyone to clear 
the room before continuing.) 

STUDENTS 
I wonder if she knows what they're saying about her in the papers? 
It's only the ̂ un. And it's only that critic, too. 

CRISTINE 
(With great difficulty.) 

Sean . . . 
(Pause.) 
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SEAN 

CRISTINE 

(Pause.) 

Yes. 

Sean . . . would you? 

I mean . . . could you? 

(Pause.) 
That is . . . is it possible that?— 

SEAN 
Are you all right? 

CRISTINE 
(Regaining control of herself.) 

Yes, I'm all right. It was a lovely poem, Sean. You'd better go 
now. 

SEAN 
Are you sure you're all right? 

CRISTINE 
Yes, I'm fine. 

SEAN 
I'd be glad to help if you need me. 

CRISTINE 
I'm sure you would, but, no, everything's fine. 

SEAN 
Okay, see ya! 

(He exits. CRISTINE stands alone, 
thinking and searching herself. 
YSLAN silently enters the room.) 

YSLAN 
Very touching. 

CRISTINE 
You should have been here earlier. Sean read a wonderful new 
poem . . . 

YSLAN 
(Mocking.) 

A wonderful new poem. 

CRISTINE 
Then you heard? 
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YSLAN 
I heard, and I saw that you wouldn't know a wonderful poem from him 
if it had a road sign with flashing neon lights—you're not objective 
about him. 

CRISTINE 
I think I am—I think the poem was about me. 

YSLAN 
Why? 

CRISTINE 
Why not? The song was about me. 

YSLAN 
The song was _t£ you. 

CRISTINE 
"About" or "to"—mere words. What's the difference? 

YSLAN 
The difference is the difference between an admirer and a lover. Why 
couldn't the poem be about a girlfriend? 

CRISTINE 
He doesn't have one. 

YSLAN 
How do you know? 

CRISTINE 
I could feel it inside of me. 

YSLAN 
(Insensed.) 

You could feel it inside of you. You're a romantic fool—you're an 
anachronism—you live in your books. They aren't real, Cristine. 
The world is not like that. 

CRISTINE 
Shut up! 

YSLAN 
You're making a fool of yourself over this boy. 

CRISTINE 
(Striking out.) 

You're jealous. 
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CRISTINE (Cont.) 
(Long pause. Withdrawing.) 

He's very talented. 

YSLAN 
What's that got to do with anything? 

CRISTINE 
I love him, that's what it's got to do with—everything. 

(Silence.) 

YSLAN 
So, you've finally come out and said it. 

(CRISTINE is shocked by her own 
admission.) 

CRISTINE 
Yes, I have. 

YSLAN 
Cristine, it makes no sense. 

CRISTINE 
And when did love ever make sense? Tell me that. 

YSLAN 
He is so young. 

CRISTINE 
So what? 

YSLAN 
You know what. When a man gets old, he looks distinguished; when a 
woman gets old, she looks old. In this culture women age faster. 

CRISTINE 
That doesn't matter to intelligent people. 

YSLAN 
It matters to him. 

CRISTINE 
I disagree. 

YSLAN 
Why is it that you were never attracted to any of the admirers that 
swarmed around you since becoming famous? 
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I don't know. 

CRISTINE 
(Reflective.) 

Then what is it about this one? 
YSLAN 

CRISTINE 
(Dreamy, introverted, melancholy.) 

I'm not sure really—there is something about his face—his eyes—he 
has a look in his eyes. There is something strangely familiar about 
his eyes, but I can't place it or remember what it is. At times I 
have this feeling that I'm going to remember, but I never do. And 
I've been awakened at night by a dream. In this dream I'm about to 
find the answer, but I'can never recall it. 

(CRISTINE drifts for a moment.) 
Do you understand? 

(YSLAN looks at CRISTINE without 
emotion.) 

Don't look at me that way. 
(The next scene begins.) 
(With curiosity.) 

I said, don't look at me that way. 



116 

Scene 9 

(The club where SEAN performs. 

There are only a few people in the 
club. SEAN is tuning his guitar. 
RAYNA NEWMAN is interviewing SEAN.) 

RAYNA 
. . . and where do you get your lyrics? 

SEAN 
I don't know—things I see, things I hear. Cristine Matin. 

Cristine Matin . . . 

. . . is my teacher. 

The n o v e l i s t , C r i s t i n e Matin? 

Yeah, why? 

RAYNA 

SEAN 

RAYNA 

SEAN 

RAYNA 
T h a t ' s very i n t e r e s t i n g . Then obviously you ' re a s tudent a t the 

SEAN 

U n i v e r s i t y . 

RAYNA 

Are you a m u s i c s t u d e n t t h e r e ? 

SEAN 
(Upset, insulted.) 

No, why, do I seem dull to you? 

RAYNA 
I meant no offense, I promise. 

SEAN 

(Still serious.) 
Well, be careful. 
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RAYNA 
I just wondered where you picked it up. 

SEAN 
My father taught me to play guitar and harmonica—he's a pretty good 
songwriter himself—cowboy stuff. 

(CASSIE enters.) 
Cassie, 

(To RAYNA.) 
excuse me, 

(To CASSIE.) 
over here. Cassie Taylor, this is Rayna Newman, she works for The 
Morning Sun. Miss Taylor is here from the East Coast somewhere, I 
think. 

(They nod to each other.) 

RAYNA 
One last question. 

Sure. 

Plans for the future? 

Write—just write. 

Songs? 

Novels—I'd like to write a novel. 

SEAN 

RAYNA 

SEAN 

RAYNA 

SEAN 

RAYNA 
All right, that ought to do it. Oh! A picture. 

SEAN 
Cassie, get in this. 

(He pulls her over closer to him.) 
How's this? 

RAYNA 
Good. Hold it. Thank you, Sean, and you. Miss . . . 

CASSIE 

Taylor. 
(RAYNA exits.) 
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Bye. 

Glad you came. 

SEAN 

(Long nervous pause.) 

CASSIE 
Glad you asked me . . .I'm kinda nervous. 

Me too—a little. 

SEAN 
What are you doing here in? 
What? . . . 
Last night when I . . . 
What? . . . 

You first. 

I thought that she was your 

No! No. She's not. 

Well, do you have a . . 

No. Huh-ah. Do you have a? 

No, I'm not even . . . 

Good. Well, how about a? . 

SEAN 

(Silence.) 

* CASSIE 
* I really enjoyed . . . 
* What? . . . 
* I thought that she was . 
* What? . . . 

SEAN 

CASSIE 

SEAN 

CASSIE 
I mean it's none of my business . 

SEAN 

CASSIE 

Not that either. 

So, I guess that makes you? 

Yeah, how about you? . . . 

SEAN 

CASSIE 

SEAN 

CASSIE 
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Me too. 

That's good. 

Yeah, it is good. 

Very good. 

Extremely good. 

What was all of that about then? 

Just part of my public. 

Oh! 

Happens all the time. 

Oh! 

SEAN 
Would you like to? . . . 

You first this time. 

You want to smoke a joint? 

No, I don't do that. 

Me neither. 

SEAN 

CASSIE 

SEAN 

CASSIE 

SEAN 

CASSIE 

SEAN 
(Obviously exaggerating.) 

CASSIE 
(Believing.) 

SEAN 

CASSIE 

(Pause.) 

* CASSIE 

* I really enjoyed . . . 

CASSIE 

SEAN 
(Reaching into his upper pocket.) 

CASSIE 

SEAN 
(Leaves it in his pocket.) 
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Would you like to sit down? 

No. 

Me neither. 

I really enjoyed last night. 

Me too. 

Me too. 

SEAN (Cont.) 
(Silence.) 

CASSIE 

SEAN 

(He sits.) 

CASSIE 

SEAN 
(Expecting her to continue.) 

CASSIE 

(Silence.) 

SEAN 
Well, ah, what kind of movies do you like? 

CASSIE 
Did you see "The Shining?" 

SEAN 
(Excited.) 

Yeah, four times. Kubrick is really . . . 

Did you like it? 

Yeah, I guess so 

CASSIE 

SEAN 
(Puzzled.) 

CASSIE 
Me neither. It wasn't like the book at all, was it? 

SEAN 
No, I guess it—Hey, what music do you like? 

CASSIE 
I like . . . I like . . . 

(Afraid to answer.) 
anything that's good . . . 
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I guess. 

Me too. 

That's good. 

Yeah, very good. 

Do you like disco music? 

Do you? 

Do you? 

Not really. 

You don't? 

But I could learn . . . 

Me neither. 

You don't? 

Don't like it at all. 

I've never liked it. 

In fact, I hate it. 

I've always hated it. 

CASSIE (Cont.) 
(Checking his reaction.) 

SEAN 

CASSIE 

SEAN 

(Pause.) 

CASSIE 

SEAN 

CASSIE 
(Cautious.) 

SEAN 
(Surprised.) 

CASSIE 

SEAN 

CASSIE 

SEAN 

CASSIE 

SEAN 

CASSIE 
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SEAN 
I could go so far as to say I despise it. 

CASSIE 
I could go that far. 

What do you think about Jews? 

What? 

What do you think about Jews? 

You first. 

Some of my best friends are Jews. 

Mine too. 

Well. 

Well, 

Are you football or baseball? 

Football. 

Me too. 

NFC? 

AFC. 

SEAN 
(Without a break.) 

CASSIE 
(Shocked.) 

SEAN 

CASSIE 

SEAN 

CASSIE 
(Relieved.) 

(Silence.) 

SEAN 

CASSIE 

(Silence.) 

SEAN 

CASSIE 

SEAN 

(Pause.) 

CASSIE 
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Niners. 

Colts, 

That's where you're from, huh? 

Where? 

Baltimore. 

SEAN 
(Firmly.) 

CASSIE 
(Just as firmly.) 

SEAN 

CASSIE 

SEAN 

(Silence.) 

CASSIE 
That's where I spent the past two years. 

What'd you do there? 
SEAN 

CASSIE 
I, ah . . . well, I lived with a friend. 

A friend? 

Yeah. 

What'd she do? 

He was an insurance salesman. 

SEAN 

CASSIE 

SEAN 

CASSIE 

SEAN 
Oh! Oh! Well—you don't have to tell me anything you don't want to, 

CASSIE 
All right. 

SEAN 
If it's none of my business, just say so. 



Okay. 

124 

CASSIE 

SEAN 
Wouldn't want to make you uncomfortable. 

CASSIE 
Fine. 

SEAN 
(After a long impatient moment.) 

I thought you said you weren't . . . 

CASSIE 
I'm not . . . anymore. 

SEAN 
Oh. 

CASSIE 
That's why I came to San Francisco. 

SEAN 
Want to talk about it? I know it's none of my affair. 

(Aware of what he has said.) 
I mean . . . 

CASSIE 
What's to say? 

SEAN 
Okay, I can take a hint. 

CASSIE 
Just packed a suitcase and left. I didn't tell him. He doesn't know 
I'm here. 

SEAN 
Oh, really? 

CASSIE 
Could we talk about something else? 

SEAN 
Sure, I didn't mean to . . . 

CASSIE 
It's just so recent. 
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SEAN 
I understand. Well, what do you like to do? 

I used to like to dance. 

Why'd you stop? 

I met Eric. 

Eric, huh? So? 

CASSIE 

SEAN 

CASSIE 

SEAN 

CASSIE 
I don't know. For a time it seemed to work. 

SEAN 
We could talk about something else. 

CASSIE 
No—if you really want to take about it. 

SEAN 
I don't want to talk about . . . 

CASSIE 
I thought I had enough energy to keep him happy and dance too. But, 
you know how it is, the everyday little things begin to wear you 
down. And sometimes I would fall behind in doing what he thought I 
was supposed to do. Finally, he told me that if I loved him, I 
didn't need dance, that nothing else mattered. I told him I loved to 
dance, but he couldn't understand. He said it was a minor thing. He 
never came to see anything I did; he never saw me dance. It was a 
constant battle just to go to rehearsal; he wanted me to have his 
meals ready so he could watch baseball on television. 

Gradually, the magic, or whatever, that drew us together got 
misplaced somewhere. And the day came when I admitted it to myself. 
I called my mother. I needed to talk to someone. 

(Laughs to keep from crying.) 
You know what she said—it's so funny. She has never approved of my 
living with him, but she said to me, "It's a woman's place to make it 
work." Don't you think that's very funny? 

(Almost cries.) 
Trying to keep everything going, I started losing weight. The other 
dancers would say things to me—just little gnawing things like, "You 
are getting so thin," or "Are you starving yourself?" I think they 
wanted to catch me sticking my finger down my throat. One day my 
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CASSIE (Cont.) 
ballet instructor said, "Everyone can go except Cassie." In front of 
everyone she said that. "I'm worried about you. Are you anorexic?" 
I just started crying—I couldn't help it—I couldn't stop. She told 
me that it was impossible to become a classical dancer without eating 
red meat at least once a day. 

WAITRESS 
Hey, Sean, you guys want anything? 

SEAN 
(To CASSIE.) 

You want anything? 

CASSIE 
No, I'm not hungry. 

SEAN 
No thanks. 

WAITRESS 
Hey, Sean, you want to hear my new song? 

SEAN 
Not just now, Brenda. Maybe later. 

WAITRESS 
(Pissed.) 

All right, fine. 
(Moves away.) 

CASSIE 
Getting pressure at home from one direction and at school from the 
other was too much. 

SEAN 
What did you do? 

CASSIE 
I quit school. That seemed to help for a while, but I couldn't get 
dance out of my blood—it's like a disease with no cure. I guess I 
want to dance more than anything. 

SEAN 

So, why don't you? 

CASSIE 

Sure, when and where? 
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Here. And now. 

You mean—just like that. 

Why not? 

Here. And now. 

Here and now. I'll play for you. 

What do you say? Okay? 

Go ahead. 

SEAN 

CASSIE 

SEAN 

CASSIE 

SEAN 

It's been a long time. 

How long? 

Three months. 

We'd better hurry then. 

You ready? 

What's wrong? 

(He picks up his guitar and strums 
it.) 

(She shrugs her shoulders.) 

CASSIE 
(She rises and moves away trying to 
recall what to do.) 

SEAN 

CASSIE 
(Embarrassed.) 

SEAN 

CASSIE 
(She takes off her shoes and as 
much clothing as possible. SEAN 
begins to play, but she doesn't 
move.) 

SEAN 

(She nods "yes." He begins to play 
again, but she still doesn't move.) 

CASSIE 
I don't know. Something's not right. 
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SEAN 

(He plays, and she takes off like a 
bird to flight. During this only 
two people exist: SEAN and CASSIE. 
And only two things: music and 
dance. He sings.) 

My pure, my sweet, my only love— 
This night I need your strength—you happy. 
If my soul is brave and can last out this dark that befalls my eyes 

when you are not, 
I will see your shining face dawn. 
Only then will I believe that the sun can rise again. 
Yet even that great star has no glow. 
It's caused in me each time you look my way. 
And when you don't, I am blank and hollow. 

Art is a surrogate for love; love for art. 
Although before you I clung to it as a dying man to his final breath. 
Within you is my essence. 
If that essence is to transcend mediocrity, only you know. 
Art is light; you are light. 

(The next scene begins; the blind 
man' s cane is heard. When the 
dance is over, CASSIE turns and 
looks at SEAN. Motionless . . . 
SEAN lays down his guitar and rises 
looking at her.) 
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Scene 10 

Tyrone. 

Sean. 

Tyrone. 

Sean. 

Cristine. Cristine Matin. 

Who are you? 

Cristine Matin. 

What do you want? 

Cristine. Is that you? 

Yes. Come in here. Quickly. 

Are you all right? 

(CRISTINE'S bedroom. 

CRISTINE is asleep, dreaming 
restlessly. The BLIND MAN's cane 
is heard.) 

CRISTINE 

(He stops.) 

(He doesn't move.) 

(He turns toward her.) 

BLIND MAN 

CRISTINE 
(Startled, she sits up in bed and 
sees him.) 

BLIND MAN 

CRISTINE 

YSLAN 
(Offstage.) 

CRISTINE 
(She looks toward YSLAN's voice. 
The BLIND MAN moves off unnoticed 
by CRISTINE.) 

YSLAN 
(Offstage.) 
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CRISTINE 
Yes. 

(YSLAN enters. CRISTINE looks to 
where the BLIND MAN stood.) 

YSLAN 
What's the matter? Cristine? Cristine. What is it? I heard you 
call out. 

CRISTINE 
Yes. I woke myself. I was dreaming. 

(The next scene begins: the 
audience files out of the theatre.) 

YSLAN 
Are you all right? 
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Scene 11 

Ah. 

What's wrong. 

I'm a little dizzy. 

Here, let me help. 

Thanks. 

Come over here and sit, 

(Outside a theatre. 

SEAN and CASSIE are part of a crowd 
coming out. SEAN has a sudden 
attack of dizziness. He becomes 
slightly nauseous and his sense of 
balance is impaired.) 

SEAN 

CASSIE 

SEAN 

CASSIE 

SEAN 

CASSIE 

SEAN 
Yeah, just let me sit down for a minute. 

CASSIE 
What's wrong? Do you know? 

It's my ears. 

Your ears? 

SEAN 

CASSIE 

SEAN 
Inner ears—inner ear trouble. It comes and goes, 
much. 

Doesn't happen 

CASSIE 
Is there anything I can do? 
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SEAN 
I'll be all right in a little while. There's nothing can be done-
it's hereditary. 

CASSIE 
Oh, I'm sorry. 

SEAN 
A small price to pay for being alive. I just need to sit here for 
awhile. 

CASSIE 
Okay. 

SEAN 
Did you enjoy the play? 

CASSIE 
The characters were certainly well drawn, weren't they? 

SEAN 
Lots of psychological depth. 

CASSIE 
The scenery was very beautiful. 

SEAN 
And realistic. 

CASSIE 
The acts were definitely divided. 

SEAN 
I particularly like the one that changed location. 

CASSIE 
That must have cost a lot, huh? 

SEAN 
And the plot. It was very . . . ah— 

CASSIE 
You sure there's nothing I can do for you? 

SEAN 
Maybe just one thing. 
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CASSIE 
What? 

(SEAN leans over and kisses her 
lightly. She is taken back for a 
moment.) 

What happened to your inner ear trouble? You were faking, weren't 

you! 

You go to a lot of trouble just to 

(SEAN grins and shrugs his 
shoulders "maybe.") 
) . . . 
(SEAN kisses her again, but bigger. 
After a moment, she relaxes and 
gives in kissing him.) 
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Scene 12 

(CRISTINE'S home. 

YSLAN is reading to CRISTINE, TERRE 
HORTON's review of With No Shadows. 
Both YSLAN and CRISTINE have 
drinks.) 

YSLAN 
(Reading.) 

". . . and Matin's latest novel. With No Shadows, is no exception. 
The book is filled with the current brand of atheist existentialism, 
albeit subtly disguised as a kind of technological, mystic romanti
cism. This dangerous subversion undermines the moral health of this 
country simply by casting doubt on the central belief on which we, as 
a society, cement ourselves together. 

One of the more subliminal ways this is achieved is by the 
constant sexual innuendos. At one point, Matin goes so far as to 
describe in intimate detail—along with her usual poetic embroidery— 
the sex act between a young man and an obvious prostitute . . . " 

CRISTINE 

That's enough. 

YSLAN 

There's more. 

CRISTINE 

Doesn't matter. None of it's true. 

YSLAN 

Don't you think you should know what it says? 

CRISTINE 

I don't care what it says. 

YSLAN 

You'll care about this. 

CRISTINE 

What? 

YSLAN 

A photograph. 
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CRISTINE 
Of me? 

YSLAN 
Yes. 

CRISTINE 
Let me see. 

(She snatches the newspaper from 
YSLAN.) 

Sean! 

YSLAN 
And Sean. 

CRISTINE 
Why did she get him involved? 

YSLAN 
You got him involved. Maybe now you'll listen to me. 

CRISTINE 
Yslan, this woman, this . . . reviewer, why did she do this to me? 
Look at this picture. 

(Shows YSLAN the picture.) 
Not a good picture, is it? I don't take good pictures, do I? 

(YSLAN doesn't answer.) 
I don't take good pictures, do I? 

YSLAN 
(Softly.) 

No. 

CRISTINE 

What? 

YSLAN 

No. 

CRISTINE 

Don't seem to catch me just right, do they? 

YSLAN 

(Softly.) 

No. 

CRISTINE 

What? 
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YSLAN 
No. 

CRISTINE 
I thought so. But I don't care either. This woman does not rule my 
life. 

And your career? 

She has no power over me. 

I don't think so. 

You don't think so? 

YSLAN 

CRISTINE 

YSLAN 

CRISTINE 

YSLAN 
I think she's a razor blade that slices off little strips of skin 
that you grow back as calluses. 

CRISTINE 
Sometimes you forget you are a mere employee. 

(CRISTINE deliberately drops her 
glass. It breaks.) 

Well. 
(Pause.) 

Clean it up. 
(YSLAN hesitates, then does it 
reluctantly.) 

You're excused. 

YSLAN 
(As she is leaving.) 

All right, Cristine, you can dismiss me easy enough. Can you dismiss 
Terre Horton? 

CRISTINE 
I'm not even concerned with her, I have other things on my mind. 

YSLAN 
Like what? 

CRISTINE 
(She turns to YSLAN with a smile.) 

Like asking Sean to come live and work with me. 
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YSLAN 
What? 

CRISTINE 
I would have thought that simple enough for even you to understand. 

YSLAN 
Cristine! Why would you do this? 

CRISTINE 
Because I want him. 

YSLAN 
You can't do it. What about me? 

CRISTINE 
What about you? What about you? 

YSLAN 
What about . . . us? 

CRISTINE 
There is no "us." 

YSLAN 
But . . . 

CRISTINE 
I've made up my mind and nothing can change it. 

YSLAN 
Then you must choose between him and me. 

Don't force it. 

Will you choose? 

That's easy. 

Which then? 

I said it was easy. 

CRISTINE 

YSLAN 

CRISTINE 

YSLAN 

CRISTINE 
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YSLAN 
You have tormented and humiliated me for the last time. I'll no 
longer retrieve you puny sticks of affection like the bitch hound you 
prize me as. 

CRISTINE 
Yslan, please . . . 

YSLAN 
I have reached that point. I am saturated with enduring. So, 
whatever the cost, I will maintain that . . . whatever it is that 
a person must have to be human. 

CRISTINE 
If that's the way you feel, then maybe it's better if you go. I 
don't want you coming between Sean and myself. 

YSLAN 
Goodbye, Cristine. 

(CRISTINE does not look at her.) 
Goodbye. 

(YSLAN exits.) 



139 

Scene 13 

(The office of WALTER BASS, Editor-
in-Chief of The San Francisco 
Morning Sun.) 

BASS 
. . . and I've known you a long time. You've worked hard since 
you ve been here-you're good for the paper. But frankly. Miss 
Horton, I don't understand all of this. 

All what? 

All of this—this stuff. 

What stuff? 

TERRE 

BASS 

TERRE 
(Impatient.) 

BASS 
Terre, can I ask you a personal question? 

TERRE 
No. 

BASS 
(Ignoring her reply.) 

You know, Terre, it's not like me to pry into other people's affairs. 

TERRE 
Good. 

BASS 
But when it comes to the well-being of this paper—well, that's a 
horse of a different color. You know, at times, as we rush down the 
road of life, we sometimes encounter obstacles that can throw us for 
a loop. Perhaps it's a rockslide, or maybe a pothole, or some weird 
little gland gone berserk. Terre, let's face it: you're a woman. 
Well, nothing we can do about that. At least not now. And when a 
woman reaches her fork in the road of life, it sometimes does funny 
things to her. Now don't get me wrong; I'm not saying I know what 
it's like, although us men sometimes reach that fork. Back in 
Arizona we used to say. "Let me walk a mile in another man's 
moccasins." Well, I never could figure out how the Indians knew how 
far a mile was, or even if the moccasins would fit or not. 
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BASS (Cont.) 
(He laughs.) 

Be that as it may, I don't think it would hurt if you took a 
vacation. Just get some rest—play a little golf, or whatever it is 
women play—pool, I guess—relax. Take it easy, enjoy yourself, let 
yourself go until your chemicals get straightened out—until you're 
your old self again, that is. Whata ya say? 

TERRE 
Walt, I'm not going through menopause. 

BASS 
(Condescending.) 

Now, did I say anything about that? 

TERRE 
What then? 

BASS 
Why, it's clear as mud, seems to me. They say it takes one to know 
one, and I know you're smart enough to realize what I'm talking 
about. 

TERRE 
Walt, you gonna treat me like a rookie? 

BASS 
All right. See that stack of letters there? 

(TERRE looks at the letters, then 

Know what they are? 

Tell me. 

They want your head. 

Letter heads, huh? 

looks away.) 

TERRE 

BASS 

TERRE 

BASS 
(Realizing he's getting nowhere.) 

An ole desert rat out in Winslow, Arizona once said to me, "Sonny, 
you ever heard that you can lead a horse to water?" "Yes, sir," I 
said. "But you gotta find that water first, boy." And in Arizona 

that was God's own truth. 
(He holds up the newspaper.) 



141 

BASS (Cont.) 
Is this God's own truth, Terre? Or is this water poisoned? You have 
here a scalding attack on one of America's most beloved women. Her 
novels are read by millions; she has sold more books than we have 
subscribers. 

Now the thumb screws, right? 
TERRE 

BASS 
If you don't like her work, fine, say so, with my blessing; but why 
do you attack her personally? 

I stick by what I've written. 
TERRE 

You believe it to be reputable? 

Yes. 

BASS 

TERRE 

BASS 
Even after the incident at the book promotion? 

(Silence.) 
Do you think your comments are reputable after that? 

(Silence.) 
They say that birds of a feather flock together—your actions reflect 
on this paper. I'm asking that your personal attacks on Cristine 
Matin stop. 

Censorship! 

Comes closer to slander. 

That an order? 

Don't force me to 

Is that an order? 

TERRE 

BASS 

TERRE 

BASS 

TERRE 

I want you to lay off her. 
BASS 
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TERRE 
And if I don't? 

BASS 
I'll sack you. 

TERRE 
You wouldn't dare! You wouldn't dare! I can get a job with any 
paper up and down this coast. 

(Hurt.) 
You wouldn't dare. 

BASS 
Believe it. I'll throw you out of bounds like a bad pass. 

(The next scene begins. TERRE 
exits wounded and shocked.) 

They say you can't teach an old dog new tricks. 
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Scene 14 

(CRISTINE'S home. 

CRISTINE is alone and quiet. 
CASSIE enters. She is dressed for 
an outing and is carrying a 
suitcase.) 

CASSIE 
(Cheerful.) 

Aunt Cristine, I've just got to tell you and Yslan about 

Yslan isn't here. 

When will she be back? 

She won't. 

Gone for the weekend? 

Discharged. 

Discharged? No. 

She was no longer needed. 

But she had been with you for— 

Many years. I know. 

I can't believe it. 

CRISTINE 

CASSIE 

CRISTINE 

CASSIE 

CRISTINE 

CASSIE 

CRISTINE 

CASSIE 

CRISTINE 

CASSIE 

CRISTINE 
I miss her already, but her jealousy of Sean 
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CASSIE 
(Surprised.) 

Her jealousy of . . . 

CRISTINE 
She was intensely jealous of our relationship. 

CASSIE 
(Stunned.) 

Which is what? 

CRISTINE 
I thought because it was obvious to her, it was obvious to you. 

CASSIE 
No . . . I guess not. 

CRISTINE 
Remember, I introduced you at the club. 

CASSIE 
Yes, yes . . . I remember. 

CRISTINE 
And he'll be here in a very few minutes. 

Yes . . . I—Aunt Cristine . 

Are you leaving so soon, dear? 

I'll— 

Ah, Sean. Good. 

I have something for you. 

She liked it, huh? 

CASSIE 

CRISTINE 
(Sees the suitcase.) 

CASSIE 
(A knock at the door.) 

(CASSIE goes to the door and 
returns with SEAN.) 

CRISTINE 

(CRISTINE hugs him.) 

(CRISTINE exits.) 

SEAN 
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Sean, is there something you haven't told me? 
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CASSIE 

Like what? 

Anything. 

Like what? 

SEAN 

CASSIE 

SEAN 

CASSIE 
Like . . . I don't know . . . like, is there something you haven't 
told me? 

SEAN 
There's a lot I haven't told you. 

CASSIE 
Like a relationship? 

SEAN 
Well . . . sure, who's a virgin? But I was gonna tell you. 

CASSIE 
Were you gonna tell me about my Aunt? 

SEAN 
What are you talking about? 

CASSIE 
Do you deny some kind of relationship with her? 

(Pause.) 
Well. 

(Pause.) 
Do you deny a relationship with her? 

SEAN 
(Pause.) 

I don't deny hoping that she could help me with my career . . . as a 
writer. 
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CASSIE 
You led her along? 

SEAN 
No. Not deliberately. Not like that. 

CRISTINE 
(Enters with a letter.) 

Sean, my novels have always been my way of surviving—my safety 
valve, so to speak. I could never . . . I've never been forced to 
make decisions. Perhaps the characters in my novels made them for 
me, or maybe all my decision making went into those books and there 
was none left for me. My whole life I've been afraid—afraid that I 
would choose wrong and make myself look a fool. Well, I don't care 
any longer. I have made my decision. And I've made it alone—with 
no one's help. 

That's great . . . I think. 
SEAN 

CRISTINE 
(She looks at the letter in her 
hand.) 

Sean, I want you to come here, to this house, to live and work with 

me. 

Oh, my God! 

Are you pleased? 

She wants to tell you something. 

Tell me what? 

Tell her. 

(Dead silence.) 

CASSIE 

CRISTINE 

SEAN 
(Passing the buck.) 

CRISTINE 

SEAN 
(To CASSIE.) 

CRISTINE 

What were you going to tell me Cassandra? 

CASSIE 

Aunt Cristine . . . 
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CRISTINE 

SEAN 
(Bursting out before he realizes he 
has spoken.) 

She s going with me. The two of us are going to Bodega Bay for the 

The two of you. 

CRISTINE 
(Disbelieving.) 

CASSIE 
Aunt Cristine, I didn't know. I was going to tell you. I came in 
here to tell you, but you didn't give me a chance . . . or a warning. 

CRISTINE 
I don't believe it. 

We didn't know. 

I never meant this. 

CASSIE 

SEAN 

CRISTINE 
(She holds up the letter. ) 

You see this? Do you know what it is? It's a reply from a 
publisher—my publisher. They have agreed to publish a volume of 
your poems. A volume. 

SEAN 
Publish my poems? 

CRISTINE 
Do you know what that means? Do you? And it's only because I have 
put my stamp of approval on your work. It can be removed easily 
enough. If you walk out that door, you will seal your fate for life. 
Is it worth it? Is it? Don't make a mistake; don't choose wrong. 
Do you want a career as a writer? Here's your chance. Don't pass it 
up. You'll never again get another opportunity like this. What do 
you say? 

(Forcing it.) 
Make a decision. 

(SEAN looks at CASSIE with genuine 
indecision in his eyes.) 

Decide now! 
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SEAN 

Pooc.-!„ •*. Tj (Trying to make her understand.) 
Cassie, It would mean everything I have ever hoped for. It would be 
the same as you dancing. wuuxu oe 

CASSIE 
(Understanding.) 

Dancing? It s that important to you? 

SEAN 
Yes, don't you see? 

CASSIE 
I see that if you want it that much, you can . . . 

SEAN 
(To CRISTINE.) 

Are the poems good enough to be published? 

CRISTINE 
I have said that they are. 

SEAN 
But if they're good enough, it shouldn't matter. Can they be 
published? 

CRISTINE 
Don't bargain with me. Yes or no. 

(Pause.) 
Yes or no. 

SEAN 
(Seeking help.) 

Cassie . . . 
(Giving in.) 

I can't. 
(CRISTINE breathes a sigh of 
relief. CASSIE looks bewildered 
by all that has happened.) 

I can't do it. I'm sorry, Cristine. Couldn't think for a moment, my 
head was crowded with what I want—maybe too much. It's not 
possible. 

CRISTINE 
What? What are you saying? What have you told her? Have you 
promised her anything? You haven't promised her anything, have you? 
Never promise a woman anything. Take what you want, do to her what 
you will, but don't fill a woman with hope. 
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SEAN 
I can't do what you ask. 

CRISTINE 
You're choosing her over me? 

SEAN 
I don't know if I'm choosing her or not. I don't know if she would 
even have me. If what I feel for her right now is love, I don't even 
know. What I am choosing is to make it on my own. I'm sorry. 
Cassie, are you coming with me? 

CASSIE 
(Confused.) 

I don't know. 

CRISTINE 
Cassandra, don't do it. You don't know what you're doing. He'll 
take you in his arms—hold you—make love to you. Then he'll go away 
and never come back. 

CASSIE 
I didn't mean to hurt you, but Sean and I . . . 

CRISTINE 
(Angry.) 

Sean and I—then go. Leave me alone. 
(She crumples up the letter and 
violently throws it to where they 
exited. The next scene begins.) 

Yslan. Forgive me. Forgive me, my old friend. You told me and I 
would not listen. Take me back. Take me. 
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Scene 15 

Don't you ever type? 

I make lots of changes. 

(TERRE HORTON's office. 

TERRE's attention is fixed on 
the paper she is writing. RAYNA 
enters.) 

RAYNA 

TERRE 

RAYNA 
That looks like a play diagram from the Canadian Football League; my 
husband is always saying . . . 

TERRE 
What do you want, Rayna, I'm busy. 

Here's the article. 

You find out about that kid? 

Did this assignment first. 

What assignment? 

The "new talent" thing, remember? 

Yeah, yeah, what about that boy? 

Maybe you better read this. 

RAYNA 

TERRE 
(TERRE looks up at RAYNA for the 
first time.) 

RAYNA 

TERRE 

RAYNA 

TERRE 

RAYNA 
(She puts the article in front of 
TERRE.) 
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TERRE 
,, ^ . (Irritated.) 
I m not interested in this. 

RAYNA 
Just read it. Read this part. 

(Points.) 

TERRE 

(TERRE stares at her for a moment 
„™, , ^ ^ then looks at the article. Reads.) 
The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock." What's that? 

RAYNA 
A nightclub—kind of. 

TERRE 
So. 

RAYNA 
You're not going to believe this. 

TERRE 
Rayna, are you so full of hormones you can't answer a simple 
question? 

RAYNA 
(Pointing to the article.) 

That's the kid. The one that threw Charlie out. 

TERRE 
Rayna, good. Good. 

RAYNA 
Got something else, too. A photo. 

(RAYNA puts it in front of her. 
TERRE stares wild eyed at the 
photograph.) 

Well, what do you think? 
(Pause.) 

What's wrong? 
(RAYNA strains to look at the 
picture.) 

Terre, what's the matter? 

TERRE 
Yes. Yes. I thought so. I knew there was something—I knew it. 
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RAYNA 
What? 

TERRE 
What's his name? 

RAYNA 
The kid? It's, ah, Kirkpatrick—Sean Kirkpatrick. 

TERRE 
Kirk-patrick. 

RAYNA 
You know him? 

TERRE 
He looks like someone I once knew. Who's the girl? 

RAYNA 
The girl is Cassie Taylor, from the East Coast somewhere. Baltimore. 

What is she to him? 

I don't know. 

Make a guess. 

Is it important? 

It might be. 

TERRE 

RAYNA 

TERRE 

RAYNA 

TERRE 

RAYNA 
Well, they looked pretty compatible to me—same age and all that. 

TERRE 
All right, take this to the Photo Lab and have copies made, then get 
this to Research. I want everything we've got on these two. 

RAYNA 

Okay, on the way. Hope you know what you're doing. 
(She exits.) 
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TERRE 
And get a copy of that photo to Research. 

(The next scene begins.) 
So, Miss Cristine Matin, you have found yourself another one. Only 
the name has changed. 
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Scene 16 

(The home of CRISTINE MATIN. 

CRISTINE is in her study, working, 
or rather trying to work. She is 
sitting at a desk with paper and 
pen in front of her. There is a 
single candle burning nearby. She 
is motionless. She looks at the 
pen. She almost picks it up but 
doesn't. She puts her hand to her 
temple and rubs. She then picks 
up the pen. She wants to write 
something on the page but 
hesitates. After a moment, she 
drops her face into her hands. 
Quickly she picks up the pen and 
begins to write a word. Suddenly, 
her attention is drawn to another 
part of the room. As she speaks, 
she drops the pen.) 

CRISTINE 
Sean. Is that you? Sean. 

(She believes she sees him.) 
Sean. Where have you been? 

(Pause for an answer.) 
But why did you go? 

(Pause for an answer.) 

You were gone so long. I didn't think you would ever come back. 
(Pause.) 

What happened to your eyes? You don't look so good. 
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Scene 17 

(TERRE HORTON's home. 

She is sitting. Motionless. 
Staring into space. Without 
expression. Beside her is a small 
table with a single burning candle 
and a photograph of Tyrone Kirk in 
his uniform. Time passes. 
Finally, she makes one deep 
breathing cycle. She turns the 
photo face down on the table.) 
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Scene 18 

(YSLAN's apartment. 

YSLAN is at the door.) 

YSLAN 
You . . . Here? . . . What do you want? 

CRISTINE 
Won't you take my coat? 

YSLAN 
I'm not your servant. Not any more. 

CRISTINE 
You are my host. 

(YSLAN hesitates a moment, then 
gestures for the coat.) 

Thank you. 
(CRISTINE moves about the room.) 

So, this is your new home. 
(CRISTINE looks at YSLAN.) 

Very nice. To be quite honest, it's more feminine than I thought 
your taste to be. 

YSLAN 
Why are you here, Cristine? 

CRISTINE 
Can't I pay a visit to an old friend? 

(Silence.) 
Are you happy here? 

YSLAN 
Yes. 

CRISTINE 
Are you r e a l l y happy? Or, merely . . . comfortable? 

YSLAN 

I am happy, C r i s t i n e . 

CRISTINE 
Then why are you being so cross with me? 

(YSLAN turns away.) 
We can put a little misunderstanding behind us. 
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CRISTINE (Cont.) 
(From behind her, CRISTINE puts her 
hands on YSLAN's arms. YSLAN is at 
first dismayed by receiving from 
CRISTINE what she had for so long 
wanted. That dismay soon turns to 
anger as she remembers the cost at 
which it came, being as it is now 
impossible to accept. YSLAN turns 
quickly to her. CRISTINE, seeing 
this in her, moves off, trying to 
ignore the damage done.) 

Found a job? 

YSLAN 
What business is that of yours? 

CRISTINE 
You think I'm not concerned for you? 

YSLAN 
Why should you be? 

CRISTINE 
We've been friends for many years. You did many things for me. You 
drove the car and . . . 

YSLAN 
Someone had to. 

CRISTINE 
Yes. And you dealt with my agent. 

That requires a little backbone. 

Typed my manuscripts for me. 

Could you have? 

No. 

And I was your surrogate mother. 

YSLAN 

CRISTINE 

YSLAN 

CRISTINE 

YSLAN 
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CRISTINE 
Yes, you were. 

YSLAN 
I made all of your decisions for you. Everything you had to deal 
with in daily life I took on. All the hum-drum that eats away at all 
of us, you never had to bother with because I lifted it from you. 
Me; Yslan; a living, breathing piece of flesh with feelings that can 
be hurt. 

CRISTINE 
Yes, Yslan, you did all of that, and more. You gave me the peace and 
tranquility to work unobstructed. But you also made me depend on 
you. 

YSLAN 
Always must blame someone. 

CRISTINE 
I'm not blaming you. Yslan . . . why don't you sit here, beside me? 

(YSLAN, distrusting, sits away from 
her on a different piece. CRISTINE 
recovers from the rejection and 
persists.) 

You know, I sent Sean away. I told him never to come back. 

With Cassie? 

How did you know? 

YSLAN 

CRISTINE 

YSLAN 

A blind man could have seen it. 

CRISTINE 

A blind man? I see. And I do see. 
(CRISTINE gets up and moves slowly 
toward YSLAN.) 

I was wrong, Yslan. I never should have sent you away. 
(Pause.) 

I want you back. 

YSLAN 
Things would soon return to the way they were before. 

CRISTINE 

No, it wouldn't. It would be different. 
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CRISTINE (Cont.) 
(CRISTINE puts her hands on YSLAN. 
She begins rotating them about as 
she judges YSLAN's allowances.) 

I want you to come back not as a paid secretary, but as . . . as 
something more than that. I want you to live with me. I want you 
back. 

(CRISTINE slowly lowers to kiss 
her. YSLAN bounds up away from 
her.) 

YSLAN 
Stop it! I can guess why you're here. You don't fool me for a 
second. 

CRISTINE 
Yslan. 

YSLAN 
You didn't send Sean away—he dumped you. 

CRISTINE 
No. 

YSLAN 
He dumped you for Cassie. 

CRISTINE 
No, it was my choice. E realized it was you I wanted. 

YSLAN 
Liar! 

CRISTINE 
Please, don't do this to me—I need you. 

YSLAN 
Look around in here, Cristine. What do you see? 

CRISTINE 

I don't know what you mean. 

YSLAN 

What do you see in here? 

CRISTINE 
(Hesitantly.) 

An apartment. 
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YSLAN 
An apartment with mirrors—mirrors—Cristine. In here we hold the 
truth up to nature. 

CRISTINE 
(Defensive.) 

What does that mean? 

YSLAN 
You don't want me. 

CRISTINE 
Yes, I do. 

YSLAN 
You may need me, but you don't want me. You're just a very lonely 
woman who can't face up to what she really is. 

CRISTINE 
Don't say that. You don't mean it. I'll give you another chance. 
What will you do without me? 

(A young woman enters carrying a 
sack.) 

WEENA 
Yslan, I'm home. 

(Sees CRISTINE.) 
Oh! Oh, I didn't know you had a guest. 

YSLAN 
Weena, this is Cristine Matin. 

CRISTINE 
(To YSLAN.) 

You didn't waste any time. Did you? 

YSLAN 

I wasted years. 

CRISTINE 
Is this one of your zero's? 

WEENA 
Are you Cristine Matin, the writer? Yslan, you didn't tell me you 

knew Cristine Matin. 
(WEENA exits with sack.) 
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CRISTINE 
(To YSLAN.) 

I came here. I poured myself to you. I humbled myself before you. 
I did what I thought you always wanted. And when I'm most vulner
able, you strike me down. Well, I'm learning. I don't need you. I 
don't need him, I don't need anyone. You'll see. You will all see. 

(She exits.) 

WEENA 
(Enters.) 

What was the matter with her? 

YSLAN 
She's a lonely woman, Weena, who can't figure out if she wants to 
live her life, or a character from one of her books. 
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Scene 19 

(TERRE HORTON's office. 

TERRE is sitting motionless— 
staring. WALTER BASS enters. She 
does not respond to him.) 

BASS 
I told you to lay off Cristine Matin—I warned you. Now it's too 
late; the publisher is on my back—it's either you or me. Which 
would you choose? 

(RAYNA enters. She speaks only to 
TERRE; she ignores BASS. TERRE 
does not respond to her.) 

RAYNA 
Why did you never choose to have children, Terre? 

BASS 
Cristine Matin has powerful friends. 

RAYNA 
I'll have two children, and I'm younger than you. 

BASS 
Cristine Matin knows the owner personally. 

RAYNA 
Having children is the most wonderful thing that can happen to a 
woman. 

BASS 

You're fired. 

RAYNA 
Childbirth can only happen to a woman. 

BASS 

You're fired. 

TERRE 

"Within were two lovers." 
(A young CRISTINE and TYRONE appear 
before her.) 
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I'm having labor pains. 

I'm having gas pains. 

RAYNA 

(RAYNA grabs her stomach and 
retreats.) 

BASS 

(BASS grabs his stomach and 
retreats.) 

TERRE 
"As their biological fingers neared, one to the other, there were 
sparks and an audible crackling . . . 

(CRISTINE and TYRONE'S hands touch 
at the fingers.) 

"The process repeated each time as biological noses came together, 
(CRISTINE and TYRONE touch ever so 

then biological bodies— 

then mouths." 

lightly.) 

(TYRONE pulls CRISTINE to him.) 

(They kiss. SEAN appears. 
CRISTINE goes to him. CRISTINE and 
SEAN kiss. As they exit, three 
readers with newspapers and three 
mothers enter. TERRE produces a 
pistol. She methodically loads the 
weapon, rhythmically, without 
change of tempo. Each time she 
inserts a bullet, one of the PUBLIC 
speaks.) 

PUBLIC 
Critic. A woman that gives birth is immortal. Creates nothing. No 
children. The work of others. No children. 

(When one of the PUBLIC speaks his 
or her line, the others echo it by 
progressive diminuendo until the 
next line is spoken. After the 
final "no children," they crescendo 
until TERRE makes a sudden violent 
leap from her chair to her feet.) 
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Scene 20 

(CRISTINE'S classroom. 

Night. The room is strangely lit, 
though dark. It is filled with the 
spectres of CRISTINE's students.) 

CRISTINE 
(Piano.) 

(Forte.) 
My mind is heavy with the world. 

Damn them. 

(Piano.) 
Oh, this deepest of dark phantasms. 

(Forte.) 
I, Cristine Matin, will throw the weight of obsession into my pursuit 
of atrophy. 

(Piano.) 
It is just such a dangerous depression that will make this nocturnal 
murmur too agauian . . . 

STUDENT SPECTRES 
(Whisper rapidly.) 

Cristine 
Cristine 

Cristine 
Cristine 

Cristine 
Cristine 

Cristine 
Cristine 

CRISTINE 
(Startled.) 

What's that? Is anyone here? 
(Pause.) 

The narcissism of my melancholy is narcotic to my reason, like the 
starry-eyed actor seduced by the opiate of the stage. 

(Forte.) 
Why, can I not afford common countenance? 

(Piano.) 
Am I too piteous for fleshly custody? 
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My pure, 
my sweet, 

my only 
love. 

STUDENT SPECTRES 
(Whisper rapidly.) 

Sean Sean. 

My pure, 

my sweet, 
my only love. 

Love. 

CRISTINE 

Aunt C r i s t i n e . 

CASSIE 
(Offstage.) 

Yslan. 

CRISTINE 
(Recoiling from CASSIE, she t r i e s 
aga in . ) 

Are you Cristine Matin? 

WEENA 
The writer? 

I mean yes. I'm Cristine Matin. 

WEENA 
(Offstage.) 

* CRISTINE 
* No—go away. 

CRISTINE 
I am Cristine Matin. 

STUDENT SPECTRES 
(p cresc./accel. f.) 

Cristine Matin, writer 
Cristine Matin, writer 

Cristine Matin, writer 
Cristine Matin, writer 

Cristine Matin, writer 
Cristine Matin, writer 

Cristine Matin, writer 
Cristine Matin, writer 

CRISTINE 
WORDS! What good are words? Can you hold them? Can you touch them? 
Can you draw them near? Are they warm? WILL THEY LOVE YOU? Or do 
they mock? Do they cut like a thousand invisible knives? "It was at 
least . . . interesting, Cristine." "I didn't understand it. Miss 
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CRISTINE (Cont.) 
Matin." "Cristine Matin's books are blurry to the point of requiring 
spectacles. ' Words, all words, are MEANINGLESS. 

I am good I am bad I am pretty I am not I am bright I am dull 
I am cold I am hot I am caring I am selfish I am narrative 
I am plot I am loving I am hating I am traitor I ani patriot 
words can build words can ruin— 

(The music for the dance begins 
with the tune of "We didn't take 
the time" as its theme.) 

Words can destroy. I know words. I have some here in my hand. I 
have—detach. I have—unfix. I have—sever. I have dissolve; I 
have shatter; I have annihilate, decimate, wrack. Wrack! WRACK! 
Wrack with words; words of WRACK! WRACK! For all those that have 
wronged and beguiled me, I will wage a war of words. My diction will 
strike with such a sting of poisonous thwack that the grossest 
profanity will seem domestic. My whacking locution will rise up and 
feast on the innards of those . . . 

(CRISTINE takes note that the 
spectres have begun to move with 
the music.) 

What is this will-of-the-wisp that threatens my senses? 

STUDENT SPECTRES 
CRISssssssssssTINEnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnCRISTINE 
CRISssssssssssssTINEnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnCRISssssTINE 

CRISssssssssssssssTINEnnnnnnnnnCRISssssssssTINE 
CRISssssssssssssssssTINECRISsssssssssssssTINE 

CRISssssssssssssssCRISssssTINEnnnnnnnnnTINE 
CRISssssssssCRISssssssssssssTINEnnnnnTINE 

CRISssCRISsssssssssssssssssssssCRISTINE 
CRISsssssssssssssssssssssssssssssTINE 

(The SPECTRE'S become ever more 
animated as CRISTINE gets caught up 
in the counterpoint of their 
movement. When it has reached a 
fever pitch, SEAN enters and dances 
with CRISTINE. Then, suddenly, the 
music goes awry. The tune of "My 
Pure, My Sweet," is juxtaposed over 
"We Didn't Take the Time." Where
upon CASSIE enters. SEAN's 
attention is drawn to CASSIE. 
CRISTINE tries to keep him, but 
after several vain attempts, looses 
to CASSIE. SEAN and CASSIE dance 
surrounded by the other dancers 
which now include CHARLIE, and 
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Orion! Orion—it is you. 

STUDENT SPECTRES (Cont.) 
YSLAN and WEENA. The dancers seem 
to be pantomimically assaulting 
CRISTINE. This, too, reaches a 
climax when, at that moment, 
leaping onto the stage is ORION 
from With No Shadows to music using 
the tune from "An Unknown Star.") 

CRISTINE 
I never dreamed that you really existed. 

(ORION rescues and defends CRISTINE 
somewhat in the manner SEAN did in 
a former scene. TERRE enters. She 
draws ORION to her, away from 
CRISTINE. They dance. Then the 
other dancers surround and close in 
on him. ORION is dragged to the 
floor as CRISTINE watches in 
horror. They tear away his 
clothing. As they move away, he is 
revealed as the young soldier, 
TYRONE. CRISTINE recognizes him.) 

Tyrone. 

Cristine, my love. 

Tyrone, can it really be you? 

I am here. Come to me. 

CRISTINE 

TYRONE 

CRISTINE 

TYRONE 

(TYRONE and CRISTINE dance 
tenderly. The other dancers, lead 
by TERRE, seize TYRONE, tear out 
his eyes, then drag him off, 
leaving CRISTINE calling his name.) 

CRISTINE 
Tyrone. Tyrone. Tyrone Kirk. Don't leave me. Don't leave . . . 

(Suddenly, the lights are up full.) 

BARTOK 

I was told I might find you here. 
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CRISTINE 
(After a moment.) 

I come here when my writing cannot comfort me; and when the human 
creature has failed. 

BARTOK 
It will not fail you this night. 

CRISTINE 
Who are you? 

BARTOK 
You are Cristine Matin? 

CRISTINE 
Yes. 

BARTOK 
Miss Matin, my name is Jason Bartok. I've come to ask you to accept 
the West Coast Literary Critics Award for best novel of 1983. 

(CRISTINE is wide-eyed and soberly 
motionless.) 

Miss Matin . . . do you accept? Miss Matin— 

CRISTINE 
(With a tear in her eye.) 

I am a fool. 

BARTOK 
Miss Matin, that's hardly the reply we expected. 

CRISTINE 
(Almost laughs.) 

Do you give the award to fools? 

BARTOK 
(Considering.) 

Well, we always give it to a writer. 

CRISTINE 
Mr. Bartok, do you have any idea how your . . . words feel to me? 

BARTOK 

I can well imagine. 

CRISTINE 

Yes, Mr. Bartok. I do accept. 
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BARTOK 
Excellent! Then we shall expect you as guest of honor at the awards 
ceremony on the twenty-fourth. 

I will be there. 
CRISTINE 

Then, I take my leave. 
BARTOK 

(He shakes her hand and exits, 
next scene begins.) 

The 

CRISTINE 
I will be fool no more. I will use my . . . words, yes my glorious, 
magnificent words to bring light to each darkness I find in the 
world. I will fill this imperfect planet with the stuff of thought— 
the stuff of dreams—the stuff of ideas—words. 
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Scene 21 

Hey, Boss, have— 

What'cha need, sonny? 

Miss Horton here? 

Nope. 

Damn! 

(The office of TERRE HORTON. 

OLD MIKE, the clean-up man, is 
sneakily going through the paper 
basket and desk. As CHARLIE 
enters, he quickly resumes his 
clean-up duties.) 

CHARLIE 

OLD MIKE 

CHARLIE 

OLD MIKE 

CHARLIE 

OLD MIKE 
What's so importan'? A big story? 

CHARLIE 
I promised Rayna—Rayna Newman—I would tell Miss Horton that she had 
gone to the hospital to have her baby. 

Well, she's gone. 

Gone, huh? What time is it? 

Think she'll be back tonight? 

Nope. 

What makes you think so? 

OLD MIKE 

CHARLIE 

(Looks at his watch.) 

OLD MIKE 

CHARLIE 
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OLD MIKE 
I know pretty much everythin' that goes on around here. They call me 
Old Mike. 

CHARLIE 
Yeah, seen you around. You remind me of a character I saw in . . . 

OLD MIKE 
Second Assistant to the Head Janitor. But I'm due for a promotion 
soon. 

CHARLIE 
Sure. Think Miss Horton would mind if I looked in her desk for Betty 
and Will's phone numbers? 

OLD MIKE 
Yelp, I'm gonna get that promotion. Huh, oh, naw, she ain't gone 
min'. 'Specially since today was her last day with the paper. 

CHARLIE 
Last day? Why? 

OLD MIKE 
Cause she's fired, that's why. I'll never get fired 'cause I love my 
work. 

CHARLIE 
Why? 

OLD MIKE 
It's amportan'. Somebody has to do it. Now you take my wife, 
Alleen, she's got a pretty good job, you know. 

CHARLIE 

Why was she fired? 

OLD MIKE 
She wudn't fired. Runs a supermarket. Makes more dough than me. 

CHARLIE 

No, why was Terre Horton fired? 

OLD MIKE 
You should know that better 'an me. Jus' the other day she said that 
janitorin' was a dyin' profession. 

CHARLIE 

Horton said that? 
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OLD MIKE 
"Pretty soon," she said, "the only way you can make a livin' as a 
janitorial worker is with a grant from the government," you know? 
Well, I might just take her up on that one because I believe that 
receedin' generations of Americans should be exposed to professional 
janitorial specialists. 

CHARLIE 
Look, I'm gonna try to find those numbers in the desk, okay? 

(CHARLIE begins searching through 
the desk.) 

OLD MIKE 
You know, nobody ever reads the newspaper anymore; they just cut out 
the free Q-pons. 

CHARLIE 
What's this? 

OLD MIKE 
Looks like a box of ammanition. Twenty-five calibre, I'd say. I was 
in the war you know—W.W.II—I was second assistant to the . . . 

CHARLIE 
Yeah, yeah, I saw the movie. You ever seen this here before? 

OLD MIKE 
Now how should I know? 

CHARLIE 
Come on, I saw you going through the desk. Come on! 

OLD MIKE 
I ain't never seen them before. 

CHARLIE 
My god! What's she gonna do? I'll call her home. 

OLD MIKE 

Ain't there. 

CHARLIE 

How do you know? 

OLD MIKE 
'Cause she went to the award for that writer-lady you and her got in 
trouble about. 
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CHARLIE 
What? How do you know that? 

OLD MIKE 
I tol' ya, I know everthang that goes on aroun' here. 

CHARLIE 
Why didn't you tell me that before? 

OLD MIKE 
'Cause ya didn't ass me, blame it! 

CHARLIE 
I'm going over there. Maybe there is a big story. 

(CHARLIE rushes out. The next 
scene begins: we hear the 
announcer's voice.) 

OLD MIKE 
(Yelling after CHARLIE.) 

Is it amportan'? 
(To himself.) 

People always runnin' aroun'. Not me. If they'd slow down like I 
do, they'd know more. 
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Scene 22 

(A waiting chamber at the awards 
banquet. 

Nearby we can hear an announcer 
speaking to a large group, inter
spersed with applause.) 

BARTOK 
Here we are. Miss Matin, this will serve as a waiting chamber until 
you are called, as you requested. 

CRISTINE 
Thank you, Mr. Bartok. 

BARTOK 
There's coffee over there if you wish. 

CRISTINE 
Thank you. 

BARTOK 
I will come for you when it is time. Oh, I almost forgot, I was 
asked to give you this. 

(He hands her an envelope.) 

CRISTINE 

What is it? 

BARTOK 
I don't know. It was given me by a charming young couple that—if I 
may say so . . . 

CRISTINE 

Sean Kirkpatrick and my niece. 

BARTOK 
Sean Kirkpatrick? The young man you spoke to me about? 

CRISTINE 

Yes, Mr. Bartok. 

BARTOK 
Then I leave you to his words. I'll return for you in a moment. 

^ (He exits. CRISTINE reads the 
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BARTOK (Cont.) 
letter. A smile grows across her 
face.) 

CRISTINE 
No, my kind kin, it is you who should forgive me. I am satisfied 
that the two of you are together. 

So. 

What do you want here? 

Tyrone Kirk. 

What about Tyrone Kirk? 

You took him away from me. 

Tyrone? 

TERRE 

(Enters looking for CRISTINE.) 

CRISTINE 

TERRE 

CRISTINE 

TERRE 

CRISTINE 

TERRE 
I would have given him a son that was tall and thin and hard as a 
rock. 

CRISTINE 
What? He died in the war. 

TERRE 
He was engaged to me. But before he left he broke it off. He said 
he had spent the night with you. Is that right? 

Yes. 

He said he was in love with you. 

CRISTINE 

TERRE 

CRISTINE 
After all these years—after all these years, he loved me—he loved 
me. I never knew. 
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TERRE 
Bitch! He was infatuated with what you gave him. He was never in 
love with you. 

(TERRE produces a small pistol from 
her purse.) 

What are you going to do? 
CRISTINE 

Exorcise a demon. 
TERRE 

You can't hurt me. 

CRISTINE 
(To hide her fear, CRISTINE turns 
away to make herself a cup of 
coffee.) 

TERRE 
You're wrong. 

I've learned 
relationship 
to another. 

I've learned 
give equally 
important to 
learned that 
to both. 

CRISTINE 
something in the last few days. I've learned that a 
cannot be built on things—on what one person can give 

(She moves toward TERRE.) 
that love is a delicate balance where both parts must 
and take equally. I've learned that it is more 
know yourself than to have any other knowledge. I've 
a relationship not founded on self-knowledge is a burden 

TERRE 
I don't know what you're talking about. 

That's why you lost Tyrone. 

You dirty— 

Oh, shit! 

CRISTINE 

TERRE 

CHARLIE 

(CHARLIE bursts in out of breath. 
Startled, TERRE points the gun at 
him.) 

(His reaction is a clumsy fall. 
With TERRE's attention momentarily 
diverted, CRISTINE throws the cup 
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CHARLIE (Cont.) 
of coffee in her face. TERRE 
reacts with near defeat. She is 
desperate. TERRE cocks the pistol. 
CRISTINE slaps her face.) 

CRISTINE 
Even if I did take Tyrone away from you, he died, 
difference. He was killed in the war. He died, 
difference. No Difference. 

It made no 
It made no 

What's today's date? 

The twenty-fourth. 

I wanted children too, you know. 

I'm shot. Oh, oh Jesus! 

TERRE 
TERRE breaks down; she cries. 
After a moment, she stops. She 
speaks to CRISTINE.) 

CHARLIE 
(Nervously.) 

TERRE 
(To CRISTINE.) 

(CRISTINE lowers her head. TERRE 
walks slowly away. As she passes 
near CHARLIE, she unconsciously 
drops the pistol. He sticks it in 
his clothing. CRISTINE, having 
watched them, after a moment holds 
out the cup and saucer and drops 
them to the floor over the spill. 
As they break, CHARLIE jumps.) 

CHARLIE 

Miss Matin, what's going on here? 

Just leaving. 

BARTOK 
(Enters.) 

(He looks at CHARLIE.) 

CHARLIE 

(CHARLIE scrambles away.) 

CRISTINE 

I spilled my coffee. 



178 

Yes, quite a mess we have here. 

But easily taken care of. 

I'11 send someone later. 

BARTOK 

CRISTINE 

BARTOK 

CRISTINE 
Mr. Bartok, if you don't mind, I'd like to do it myself. 

(She takes a cloth from the table 
with the coffee.) 

BARTOK 
Miss Matin, they're waiting to give you an award for literature, and 
you're becoming a janitor. 

CRISTINE 
Mr. Bartok, anyone worthy of such an award should be able to clean up 
their own spills. Don't you think? 

BARTOK 
Yes, Miss Matin, but . . . 

CRISTINE 
One moment could not make that much difference. 

(Not knowing what else to do, he 
nods for her to go ahead. CRISTINE 
gets down on her hands and knees to 
pick up the broken pieces and wipe 
away the spill.) 

BARTOK 
Is this something personal with you? 

CRISTINE 
Yes, Mr. Bartok, it is. "It was his power that was being tested, his 
forgiveness that was on trial. With this passage he was now truly 
triumphant over his greatest foe: himself. He no longer needed 
Knowledge or Understanding; he had transmuted the divine with 
Forgiveness." Have you read With No Shadows, Mr. Bartok? 

BARTOK 

Of course. 

CRISTINE 

I haven't. 
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BARTOK 
I don't understand. 

CRISTINE 
It is only now that I myself begin to. 

BARTOK 
Miss Matin, you are a most remarkable woman. 

CRISTINE 
Will you call me Cristine? 

(She takes his arm as they walk 
away.) 

BARTOK 
Did I tell you—Cristine—that I've been an admirer of yours for a 
long time? 

(The play closes with music using 
the theme of the song "An Unknown 
Star.") 

END OF PLAY 




