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~GMNGS:Wait tMnomenr. -
l"'\I~ Eli7.abeth, when the milk comes iu , can you feel any 
·..>/ love fo.- the c,hild? 

~ J.tiy nowo Lhir,1; ~ 
-Heftfri)euglas-. -

MllS. C!VL'ICS. Of eee!'Se:- Do you want more children, FJiz• 
abeth? That is a tactless question, you don't need to 
ans-...,er, forgive me, sometimes I say wbalever is in my 
head. I want more children and my husband dcsper• 
ately wants more children but I am afraid ofanother 
birth, aren't you? V>1hen I gave birth I remember so 
dearly, the moment her head was roming out of my 
body, l thought Why would any rational creature do 
this twice~ kno¼ring what I know now? And rhe.n she 
came out an d clambered right onto my breast and 
tried 10 eat me, she was so hung')', so ht1ngry i, cerri-­
fied me - ·her hunger. And I thought: is that the first 
(:motion? Hunge.r? And not hunger for food hut want­
ing to eat other fJl:t>P/,i! Sp<:cifically one's mother? And 
then 1 thought ~ isn't it strange, i.sn't it strange about 
Jesus? That is to say, about Jesus being a man? For it 
is woxnell who are eaten - \\'hO turn their bodies into 
food - 1 gave up my blood - there wasso much blood -
and I gave-up my body- but r couldn't foed her, could 
not turn my body into food, and she was so httngry. I 
suppose lhat makes me an inferior kind ofwoman and 
a very inferior kind ofJesus. , -<.,t)Q 

'E'l'A'. I mm. 
GMNGS. Oh, dear, the said you were very rcligi 

that must have sounded 
'£'llL I was very religious. 

MRS. J:\'JNCS. Oh - I'm sorry, I 
El.17..A.I\ . I. I thought ofJesus wh\e I was giving birth, like 

you But I wasn't thinking a ut why wa, He a man. 
I wa thinking, please save m Jesus. And lie did. 
Now, y Ile didn't save my He I don't know, so I 
stoppe believing in Him. • \ 
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,!_.I>(~ Dr. Gi<Jings lums to his wife. 

CS1/ DR. cIViNcs. Was your hand on his cheek? 
MRS. GIVINCS. It was. 

DR. CMNGS. I see. 
MRS. GIVINGS. And do you mind very much? 

A pause, he considers. 

DR. GIVINGS. It is odd - for some h usbands such things end 
in a screaming match or ~-en in death, one hand on 
a cheek. It bas come to mean an absoh>te thing: 1hc 
end ofa book, those dreadful Mrs. 'Bovary books - but 
how can it be absolute when the.re are so many shades 
and degrees of Jove? L~dy novelists like fo,· i1 to be a 
tragedy - because it me ans that the affair mattered, 
.mattered terribly - hue ir doesn't, it needn't, 

MRS. GJVJNGS. The writer o f Madarnc Bovary was uot a 
woman. 

DR. GIVJNGS. He was Fren(h, which is much rhe same thing. 
MRS. CIVINGS. You dare 10 make a joke abo\H the French -

at this moment? Mos, men would Ix, - pale with rage! 

DR. GIVJNGS. Pale with rage, exactly, in a sentimental novel. 
My point is: this is nm th<~ end of the book. You made 
a mistake, that is all. The treatment I ga,·e you made 
you e xcitable. lt is my fault. A hand on the check, 
these are musdcs~ skin, facts. It necdn 't mean tha1 one 
is prefen·ed absolutely. or that one isn' t loved. So why 
then.jealousy? My darling, I don 't mind 

MRS. GfVINGS. Oh. 
I bad hoped that you would mind. 

She sl<nnps out ofthe roo,n. 
Dr. (;;,rings is left there, aume. 

DR. GMNGS. Catherine? 

lle_fi,ll<,ws after her. 

MRS. GIVINGS. Don't talk to me tonight, clonlt talk to me 
to1)"'lOrrowl I will take breakfast in 1ny own room! 

.'!. dor>r slantming. ,,.~e 
.4. song"" tlit pia,w. 1/ 
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,t!),.6 ';5y DR. GIVJNGS. Do you think it·s escaped my notice that you 
haven't breakfasted with me for five days running? 

MRS. GIVINGS. Breakfast is not a very romantic meal. I 
decided to skip it. 

DR. GIVINGS, Is every meal supposed to be romantic? 
~ms. GIVINGS. I do not enjoy you silently reading your sci• 

entific journals while I eat my toast. 
DR, GIVINGS. You prefer grand passions over toast? My 

God, woman, we are married, a man needs to be quiet 
at least once a day. 

MRS, Gl\~NGS, So I'll be quiet then! HERE I AM! QUIET! 
QUIET AB A MOUSEi 

Mi: Da/dry entm tile livi11g ·mom. 

MR. DALDRV. Whal a beautiful winter garden - sorry, am T 
intern!pling? 

MRS, GJVINGS, No. We were just discussing breakfast. You 
know, in Italy they hardlj• eat breakfast, J ust a little bit 
ofsweet cracker to dip in very strong coiJee. They eat 
something light to recover from the great passions 
they spent during the night. Better to skip breakfast 
and n\O\'C onto lunch, a great big lunch, when the the 
silence isn't quite so loud, no the silence Is not quite 
so deafening at lunch. 

DR. GIVINGS. How do you know about bistotti? 
MRS. GMNGS. Mr. lnfog told me. 
DR. GMNGS. I see. 
MR. DALDRY. I know nothing about biscotti. I like ham 

and eggs for breakfast, sausage too. A big breakfast is 
lmpol'tant for one's energ~·, ti.{rs. Gi\1ngs. I have once 
heard it said that small women should eat large ani• 
mals. You ought to eat a bit of meat for b reakfast, 
som~ bacon, or some sausage. 

MRS. Cl\lJNGS. Oh, I hal'c plenty of energy, 1-.fr. Daldry. l 
don't need to borrow energy from a cow. 1 ha\·e so 
much energy I do not know what to do with it, you see. 

MR, DALDRY. Mmmm. 

IN THE NEXT ROO~t O M 'J'Hlt VIDRATON PLAY n 

Annie .sticks her littul in tilt living romn: 

ANNfE. ',~·c'ic ccudy for :ou, docw,. 
DR GIVINGS. Will you excuse me. 
MRS. GIVIN(~~ &, MR DAIJ)RV. (all approxi111ation of) 

Oh, yes, certainly. 

Dr. Giuhzgs enters the opemting tlteatcr. 

Ile puts the vibm,t/( on ,Hrs. Dal<fry's torso. 

MRS, DALDRY. Dr. Givi\i_gs? 
DR. GIVlNGS, Yes? 
MRS, DALDRY, Is sometba~g \>1·ong? 
OR. GMNGS. Oh - terribl)\son-y. I am diSll'acted, 

He ·11wvts the vibrato,: 
Meamohile, Mr. Dald,y a,~ Mrs. Giving, sil. 
I-Jc muuts towards he,: 

MR. DALDRY. Mrs. Giving~. I - don't always know how to 
converse - in a drawing room. I -

He t>ies to kiss her. 
She slaps Mm. 

MR.~. GIVJNCS. Mr. Daldry! 
Ill\, GIVINGS. Here? ls this better? 
MRS. GMNGS, \\~1at can you be thinking of? 
MR. DAI.DRY. You said abou t your ene,·gies. I lhought ­
MRS. GMNGS. You insult me. 
M«. DALDRY. Yon have no idea how I long for a woman of 

energy. My wife is su tired, she is so tired, all the 1;mc. 
~ms. GMNC.S. How dare you speak ill of your wife in my 

presence. Go. Please. 
MR., OALORV. Will you have the goodness to tell Mrs. Daldry 

to meet me at home, I ""II send a carriage for her. 

Mrs. Givings nods. S"\0s 
He/eaves. ./ 
ShegotJ lo the door ofthe operating theater and Jir,itales 
there, ,inkingdown, 11pset. 
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Mrs. Givings e., its. 
Annie helps MY$. Daltlry get dr;;sscd. ~i 

MRS. DALDRY. Well. ':5~
, 

ANNIE. Well, then. 
MRS. DAI.DRY. l Mlppose we could - con :!nue with mrCreck 

lesson. 
ANNm. Oh, yes. I belieYe we left offwith the early Creek 

philosophers. Thales thought the earth was sus­
pended on water, floated there, and he thought that 
all magnets had souls because they mo\'ed towards one 
another. 

MRS. DAI.DRY. I can well believe that magnets have souls. 
VVhen I look into dark eyes, like magncLS, I am mo\'ed, 
tmacconntably. You have very dark eyes, like magnets­
has any man ever told yon so? 

ANNHl. No man has told me much aside from: pass lhe 
clamp. 

MRS. DALDRY. They should Annie, they really should. What.­
ever happened to Thales? 

ANNIE. He never married. His mother told him he should 
marry and he said: It's too early. And when she pressed 
him again, ten years later, he said: It's too late. 

MRS. D,ILDRY. And you? \\~1y ha,•e yot1 never mal'!'ied? 
ANNIE. One day, I woke up, and itwas lOO late. 
MRS. DhLDRV, 1 see. Annie, J have been thinking. I wonder 

whether I could purchase one of these instruments for 
home use. The doctor is so busy, and I really feel I'm 
almost better. My color has returned, and I wake up 
in the morning and feel hopeful. I could use it only as 
requil'ed, when, for example, I ha,e tt'ouble skepii~g. 
as I often do, and I can't very well call on the doctor 
past midnight. 

ANNm. Well - itmight be dangerous fo1·home use, because 
of the potential for elect.rocution, bu t I will ask the 
doctor. You know he is very open t.o inventions. 

MRS. DALDRY. I would be too ~mbarassed to ask. 

ANNllt I wi ll ask for you. 
MRS. LlM,OllY. Good-bye then, Annie. 
ANNH!. Good-bye. 
MRS. DALDRY. Than k )'OU, Annie. 
ANNIF.. For what? 
MRS. DA.LllllY, For the Greek lesson. 

Annie washes ~rhands. 
She looks at the 'brato,; thinks of11sing it o~ hem//, 
thinks bell,,. ofi puts it nway. 
Mean.while, !H,~ Givfogs is lying 011 the s~a in the 

living room. 
MRS. OAJ,DRY. Arc )'01 qnite all l'ight. Mrs. Ci\)ngs? Your 

cotor looks oIT. 

MRS. CIVINGS. I am not nyscli'. 
MRS. DALORY. Is there an thing I can do? 
ms. G!VJNCS. No, thank ,'Oll. 

Mrs. Daldry, did you ·cam of lol'c from a youn 
. DAUlRY, Yes. 

~fil~. DALDRY, I thought it ll\Juld be - neYcr wa,ot!ng\for 
nything. Being surroun~lcd and lifted up. Like r\st­

i~g on ,vat~r, for eternity. 
MRS, ~VINGS. And is lhat what )~l ha\'C found in marriag¥ 

MRS. o \LORY. There ba\'e been nomcnts of J'est. Bm as i 
tu s out, the earth rests on ilj not on ,1,-·ater, and the' 
air C· n feel very- insubsmnti t- "-t times. Even though 
it is olding you up, invisibly. 

MRS. GIVJ cs. Yes. 
MRS, DAI.I) Y. Do you mind if I plan' 
MM, GIVIN s. Oh, please do. 

,\fa. Da ry pta.rs the piano. jiil/. oft<>i,ging. 
From ~fl s ge, tlie baby c,ies. 

MRS, GIVINGS. xcusc me. 
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MRS. ClVJNGS. I think I should die of sorcow, in your place. 
EUZAllf.'Tll. Die of sorrow? A mother of rwo c.annot die of 

sorrow. 
MRS. ClVINGS, But how do you go on, after? 
ELIZABl\TH. My mother told me to pl'ay each day since l 

was a little girl, to pray that you borrow everything, 
c,veryonc you l<>ve, from God. Tb.at way your h,~art 
doesn't break when you have to give your son, or your 
mother, or your husband, back r.o Goel I pray~"<I Jesus, 
let me be humh)e. I borrowed my child, l borrowed 
my husband, I borrowed my 0M1 life from you, God. 
But he felt like mine not. like God·s he felt like mine 
more mine than anything. 
C'.od must have 1rus huge horrible cabinet - all the 
babies wbo get ..erurned - and all those babies inside. 
they're all crying even with God Himself to rock them 
10skep, srill they want thdr mothers. So when I started 
to feel .omething for this baby, for· your baby, I thought 
no, take her back God. 
When I first met her all I could think was: she is alive 
and Hemy is not. I had all this milk - I wished it would 
dry up. Jusiget through the year, I thoughL Your milk 
will dry up and you will forget. The more healthy your 
baby go,, the more d,-,ad my baby became. I thought 
of her like a tic. I thought - fill her up and then pop! 
You will $eC the blood of my Henry underneath. Bnt 
she seemed so grateful for the milk. Sometimes I hated 
her for it. But she would look at me. shewould giv<: roe 
this look- I-do not know what to (-all it if it is not called 
love. I hope every day you keep he,· - you keep her 
dose to you - :;md you remember· the:: hlooct that her 
milk was made from. The blood ofmy son, my Henry. 
Good-bye, Mrx. Gi,,jngs. 

MltS. GMNGS. Good-bye, Elizabeth. S"°_t 
Eli::.abeth rwd.i. 1/ 
Mr.s. Giving, touduzs Eli.uzh,~I, :, e/buw. 

li1iulbah pulls ""'"'1 and exits, IIJ the """'''Y· 
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Mil~. (:IVIN(:S. Thank you. 

,, t:\·. ( ;1vi11~.,·, ({(One. 

Sh •tmm,•s tou;mrl J/Je operating 
'/111 /IHn·-b,,/l ,,ngs. 

)( MRS, C1V1NCS. You have made quite a mess of things for 
l·'.lizabcth. 

1,1,:0. I know. I'm sorry. l've come to say goocl-bye. ~ 
I'm moving to Pa,·is. 

Mll.5, GIVINGS. When? 

t .EO. Tornon-ow. 

MRS, CIVINGS. Take me w:th you. 

LEO. Are )'OU out ofyour mind? 
MRS. Cl\~NGS. You are surprised? lt '"'" you who secluced 

me! 

um. No - I am going alone. 
Don't you see? II is Elizabeth who I love. 

MRS. GIVINCS. Elizabeth? 

I.F.O, Yes. 
MRS. GIVINGS. Oh - I see nothing, I understand nothlng -

my God, Elizabeth. 
LEO. Yes. And she doesn't care for me, not at all, I told her 

ofmy affections on our w~lk and she slapped me. No­
l will go to Paris alone, I a,n married to my solitude, 

Ml\S, GlVINGS, I can be your solimde. I will be quiet as a 
mouse. I understand solitude, 1 am very lonely. 

LEO. I do not understand your loneliness, Mrs, Givings. 
You have a child, a husband - a home! 

MRS. GMNGS, Yes. 1am very ungrateful. I am sure that God 
will punish me. 

She tries lo embrace /iim. 
1£0, What? 
M\1S, GIVINGS, All ,hat talk ofwomen. two thil'cls done, that 

was me, rou were talking ofme. ,vcre you not? 
LEO. I was talking of paintings. I -
MRS. CJVJNCS. No one has ever spoken to me of those 

things before. Of beauty- of prostimtes, of - my God. 
ofltaly. How could I have misunder»tood your inten­
tions? I'm in love whh you. 

LEO, Oh, dear Catherine I am afraid I cannot love you. 
lf there is any type to whom I am attracted - it veers 
toward wornen wi;h doe eyes. And your eyes "l'e 
more - they arc more - thin - the light bounces off 
them raLher th;o) int.o thern. And I cannot see your 
soul hoveiing here. 1ihcre I would like w . Your soul is 
locked somewhere inside youl' bod)'. so Jcannot see it. 
Another man could perhaps b1ing your soul otl!sklc 
your eyes but it's 110 1 i,,e, I'm afn1icl. l do care for you 
tl,ough. 

~ms. GIVJNGS. Try. T1y 10 bring my soul out - to here. If 
you look into my ercs - see - 1will try. 
Ate you bringing another woman with you? 

l.80. No. You do not love me. You oi:ly think you do. You d)j, 
love your husband. He is a good man. Good-bye, now. 3/ 
He kisses her /ia11ds, 

;'1,1\S, GIVINGS, Eli,.abcth is 
good-bye to her. 
. l can't bear to see her. ]\tst give herthis, won't yoq? 

kisses J\,fo. Givings on 1\e chul,. 

palntings. 

I-le eaves. 
She oes info 1/ie optraring tluate,J 
Shep ugs in lht vibralor. 
Shep s it to lie't private parts but ' 
sJ,e is r sad for it to work. 
She c.,1,s "' it Jrnms along. 
Dr. Givin 

DR. GMNGS. ~ y clear, what on earth are 

MII.S, GMNGS. '(titling) I am alone. 




