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CHARACTERS

CONRAD " CONNI E* M DDLETON

70"s, British, though an Anmerican resident for al nost four
decades. A nythic poet, wi nner of every possible award for
poetry extant, including the Pulitzer, twice. British Poet
Laureate, known as the "Lion of the Haight", whose fiery
political voice awke a generation's sense of itself in the
Si xties, then touched and calned their hearts with stanzas
so personal and touching it is said the Queen has cried at
their reading. He's ill and weak, dependent upon oxygen and
nur si ng hel p.

DELI A SPENCER M DDLETON

Late 60's, British. Connie's wife of sonme 40+ years, but

al so has been responsible for marshalling the lifelong effort
to pronote Connie and his poetry. A strong woman, focused,
who knows what she wants. She has spent nost of her life

gui ding Connie's professional life, basking only in the
reflected light of his success. She carries her own denons,
inherited fromher father and grandfather's wunsuccessful
fight for acknow edgenent by Bucki ngham Pal ace.

CATHERI NE M DDLETON- NESTOR

Late 30's, Anerican. Connie and Delia's daughter. Soft-
spoken, but capable of her father's fire if called for. Had
nmol ded a successful career in public relations and arti st
representation, but has wwthdrawn fromit to try to help her
husband, Mark Nestor, an artist in New York, who's |ack of
success and slide into al coholismhas begun to pull down
their rel ationship.

ANDREW M DDLETON

Late 60's, British. Connie's brother. The
proprietor/bartender of a pub in London, and an everyman's
phi | osopher. Carries a dog-eared copy of Robert Burns poetry
wi th himeverywhere, which he seens to use as a guide to al
things inlife. Calmand focused, not phased by too nuch.

CLAI RE DUNSTON

40's, Irish. An LPN, hired to help with Connie's care. An
out spoken, rough-hewn woman with a decent sense of hunor.
Loves the bling of America, can't understand why anyone woul d
want to go back to Britain.

M CHAEL CHARLES, ESQ

60s. Attorney to Connie and Delia. A straightforward, by-
t he-book |lawer. Smart and can see all the angles of nost
any situation or opportunity, especially as to how it m ght
benefit him



ACT ONE, Scene 1

A nodest hone on the edge of the desert north of Phoeni x,
Arizona. Desert chic decor

On the SR wall, a picture wi ndow overl ooks the desert expanse.
It has a wi de wi ndowseat sill that houses a | ow bookshel f
under it. Upstage right, not quite to the back wall, a step
up fromstage level, is a small office al cove -- desk

bookshel ves, small cabinet. The shelves are tight with

awar ds, trophies, old nagazi ne covers of Connie, etc. A
hal | way to another part of the house is behind the US al cove
wal | .

Center stage is an easy chair, a small table next toit. A

smal | | oveseat/sofa sits facing the chair, slightly angled
CS to downstage left. A small coffee table sits in front of
it. Onthe SL wall is a floor-to-ceiling bar piece, stocked

with bottles and gl asses and kni ck-knacks.

A hal l way noves off upstage left, a credenza nearby. Slightly
of f Upstage Center is the front door to the house. A closet
door is SR of it.

As the curtain nusic slowy fades with the house and pre-set
lights, we hear the voice of Conrad M ddl eton:

CONNI E (V. Q)
"The paths we took
Were of no consequence.
That we arrived at all is all;
That we hear the sane song,
That we dance,
That we | ove.
We, who were children before,
Ascend this day;
We are change.
W are new.
We are the different path.”

LI GHTS UP

Late Afternoon.

CONRAD "CONNI E" M DDLETON sits in a wheelchair SL in front
of the picture window, a plastic cannula across his face, an
oxygen tank strapped to the back of the chair.

Connie wites on a yellow |l egal pad. He abruptly stops,
tears the page fromthe pad, wads it up, tosses it.

CONNI E
Shi t!



4.

Conni e stares out the window a few beats, then begins witing
again. After a nonent, the sane result.

CONNI E
Fucki ng rubbi sh!

Conni e tosses the page, then slings the tablet to the fl oor
i n obvious frustration.

CONNI E
Goddann it!

DELI A enters from SR hallway with a box of books, sees Connie
whip the tablet. She sets the box on the coffee table.

DELI A
(l'ight, anused)
The nuses absent this norning, are
t hey?

CONNI E
(m serabl e)
Deceased is nore like it.

As Delia noves to retrieve the tablet, Connie pulls a mashed
pack of cigarettes fromhis robe, tries to dig one out.

DELI A
Wel |, perhaps they want to be seduced
a bit before offering up their
pl easures. ..
(turns to Connie)
...you know, a little foreplay--
(seeing the cigarettes)

Conr ad!
(he conti nues)
Conni e!
CONNI E
VWhat ?
DELI A

You know very well what.

Delia reaches for the cigarettes, but Connie twists in his
chair, keeps them from her.

CONNI E
Leave ne be.
DELI A
| will not. Those things put you in

that chair.
( MORE)



DELI A ( CONT' D)

Besides, |light one up with that oxygen
around your face, and tonorrow s
news will have 'pyrrhic' and 'poet’
in the sane headli ne.

(setting tablet in

his | ap)
Here, you dropped this.

Delia hands Connie the tablet, but he immedi ately tosses it
onto the window seat. Delia picks it up, and slides it
between his leg and the chair.

DELI A
Keep it close, dear. The nuses may
reani mat e.

Delia kisses Connie on the forehead, noves to the office
desk, begins to arrange the books for signing while:

CONNI E
(staring at the desert)
| doubt it. I think they've finally
abandoned ne.

(beat)
My i magi nation's becone as barren as
t hat goddammed Ari zona | andscape.

DELI A
That desert air has kept you alive
these | ast 20 years.

CONNI E
Define "alive'.

DELI A
Don't be depressive. W're
celebrating forty-five years together
in two days and I'll not have you
throwi ng a wet bl anket on everything.
(beat)

| have sonme books for you to sign
We'll need them for Sunday's reading.

CONNI E
VWi ch one?

DELI A
The FireStage Synposium You're the
featured reader. M chael booked it
ages ago.

CONNI E
No. Which book?



DELI A
The Reckoni ng.
CONNI E
Why t hat one?
DELI A
| should say it's your finest work,
but personally, | agree with the

Pulitzer commttee that Wi spers
Anmong Lovers is...though | was never
confortable with the preposition.
Anyway, it's the only box of books
we had in the basenent.

Conni e wheels hinself to the desk.

CONNI E
FireStage. Wasn't | there years
ago? | vaguely renenber a fifth of

McCal | an and pissing in one of their
potted palns. Wiy in God's nane
woul d they have nme back?

DELI A
You're the Lion of the Haight, that's
why! The singul ar poetic voice of
your generation.

Conni e begins scribbling signatures across the book pages.

CONNI E
"Lion of the Haight'. Your fucking
nmoni ker, not mne. Marketing
foolishness. Wiich has no place in
the real mof verse, mnd you

Delia noves to the bar, pours white wine for herself while
Conni e signs the books.

DELI A
My 'foolishness', as you call it, is
why you're Conrad M ddleton, British
Poet Laureate, and not a footnote in
an obscure textbook. Wy your nane
is etched on the Thoreau and Twai n
Medal s, the Frost, the Wall ace
Stevens, the Ballymal oe, the Eliot,
the walt Whitnman, the Pulitzer --
twice on that |ast one, for God's
sake!

CONNI E
Didn't ask for any a' that.



DELI A
Wul d you rather 1'd have done
not hi ng? Wuld you have preferred
staying a m nor adjunct at goddammed
Leeds, lecturing on Creative Witing
and Modern Poetry six tinmes a week?

CONNI E
The witing doesn't need a shill. It
shoul d speak for itself.

Del i a packs up the signed books.

DELI A
Which it did, nmy darling. | just
ainmed the right ears at it.

(beat)
And | wasn't a goddammed shill

Connie smles up at her, sees her drink.

CONNI E
Got one a' those for ne?

Delia ignores him stands and shouts toward the SL hal | way.

DELI A
Caire!
(to Connie)
You need to straighten yourself up.
Cat herine's due any mnute, your
brother too. daire!

CLAIRE (O S.)
Com ng, M ssus!

DELI A
Wiy is she al ways sonewhere el se
when you need her? Good nurse, but...

CONNI E
(under his breath)
lrish Denon is what she is..

Claire enters from SL hal | way.

CLAI RE
Sorry, Mum WAs straightenin' the
guest roonms. Lookin' forward to
seein' your daughter again, | am
Lovely girl.

DELI A
Yes. Thank you.
( MORE)



DELI A ( CONT' D)
" m sure she and Andrew wi ||
appreci ate the clean roons. And |
woul d appreci ate your hel ping ny
husband make hi nsel f
nore...presentable...before they
arrive.

Claire imediately turns toward Conni e, crosses her arns.
CLAlI RE
Ch, yes, Mum W'Il|l get all tidied
up, won't we, M. M
Delia nmoves into SR hal | way.
Claire and Connie watch Delia disappear, then turn their

gazes at one another in a silent standoff for several beats.
Then Claire sniffs the air.

CLAI RE
Yer |eakin' again, aren't ya?
(beat)
| can snell it.
CONNI E
Bugger you.
CLAI RE

Betcha wish. Wy didn't you just
call me to get you to the WC? Save
us both a lot of grief.

Conni e begins coughing...it's obviously quite painful. daire
caringly hands hima tissue, which he accepts, then:

CONNI E
Wy didn't you just stay in Ireland?
|'"'msure there's plenty of souls to
torture there.

CLAlI RE
Sanme reason you cone here forty years
ago: the action.

CONNI E
(frustrated)
| didn't cone here for any "action"--

CLAI RE
Ch, sure ya did. Everybody does.
There's nore goin' on here than the
rest a° the world in one sack.
Especially out West here.

( MORE)



CLAI RE (CONT' D)

(pull's out a folded

magazi ne)
My new Vegas \Weekly.

(begi ns wheeling him

of f left)
Take a | ook what's happening there
next week! Cher's openin' her new
show, Bally's has a big new jackpot - -
tell nme that's not excitin'!

CONNI E
Ch, for God's sake!

And they're gone. A beat, maybe two, before:

The door opens and CATHERI NE enters, a rollaway suitcase
w th her.

CATHERI NE
Mon?? Dad? Hello? Anybody home?

Delia enters from SR hal | way.

DELI A
Catherine! Darling! | was beginning
to get worried!
(bi g hugs)
You shoul d have |l et us pick you up,
dear. Here, let ne take that.

Cat herine sheds her coat, Delia puts it in the closet as:

CATHERI NE
Wasn't sure when 1'd get in. The
taxi was fine. Loved the ride from
the airport -- the desert's beautiful
in the winter.

DELI A

Try telling that to your father.
CATHERI NE

Still conplaining, is he?

Delia guides Catherine into the room indicates the desert
t hrough the w ndow.

DELI A
You'd think a worl d-class poet could
find some beauty in that, wouldn't
you? Drink?

CATHERI NE
Absol utely. \Wiite w ne?
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DELI A
| think so, yes. How was the flight?

CATHERI NE
(sits in chair)
Long. And delayed. JFK is a ness.

DELI A
VWhen wasn't it? God, | nmss New
Yor k!

CATHERI NE

It's different these days, Mot her.
Colder. Dirtier.
(beat, with
under current)
Lonelier.

DELI A
Not to ne.

Delia brings two gl asses of wine and sits.

DELI A
Center of the literary universe.
Your father may have sparked his
fire in the Haight, but it was in
New York | was able to fan the fl anes.

CATHERI NE
You were there at the right tine.
DELI A
It was wonderful. We were out every
ni ght!
CATHERI NE
| kind of remenber.
DELI A
Vll, you were just a toddler then.

Readi ngs, synposia, up all night
around the kitchen table with the
nost tal ented people -- witers,
filmakers, playwights, artists...
ever tell you about the night with
War hol ?

CATHERI NE
A hundred tines.

A shared | augh



DELI A
God, it was fun! Al the right
parties...l could nake any connection
we needed.
CATHERI NE
You obvi ously did.
(beat)

| think it may have been easier then.
For the arts | nean. Tines have
changed.

DELI A
Times are what you make of them
CATHERI NE
Uh- huh.
(beat)

VWere is he...Dad?

Delia rises, goes to SL hallway.

DELI A
He needed a bit of sprucing up. You
know how. . .
(into the hallway)
Conni e! Catherine's here!
(back to Catherine)
...you know how he is.

CATHERI NE
Still have daire?

DELI A
(com ng back CS)
Ch, yes. Couldn't do w thout her.
Though she does tend to get under
your father's skin now and then.

CATHERI NE
She doesn't |let himignore her.

DELI A
| don't pay her to be ignored,
darl i ng.

CATHERI NE
No ignoring an "lrish Denon", huh?
(anot her shared | augh)
s Uncl e Andrew com ng this year?

DELI A
Yes. Later today, or tonorrow
nmorning. | forget.

( MORE)

11.
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DELI A (CONT' D)
| think your father could do well
with seeing him Been a little dark
| ately.

Beat .

CATHERI NE
How s he doi ng, Monf

Delia sits again, sips her w ne.

DELI A

Not well, sweetheart. The enphysema's
getting much worse. That and the
COPD's made it hard for him Coughing
spells that scare the hell out of
me. The oxygen hel ps, but he hates
to wear the...you know. ..

(1 ndi cates cannul a)

CATHERI NE
He witing at all?

DELI A
(brighter)
Seens to be. Has his tablet on his
| ap every mnute. Hasn't shown ne
any of the new pieces, but | think
we may be near another book soon,
and --

CONNIE (O S.)
Were's that gorgeous girl of mne?

Conni e enters from SL hal |l way, wal king slowy, but under his
own power. No oxygen tank or cannula. Claire is by his
side, tries to help him but he slaps her hand away.

CONNI E
Hell o, darlin'!

Cat herine goes to Connie.

CATHERI NE
H , Dad.
(bi g hugs)
|'ve m ssed you

CONNI E
Aw, not hing nmuch to m ss here.
(a sharp ook to Delia)
Just a couple of ancients lost in
t he desert.
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DELI A
(tgnoring his jibe)
You renenber C aire, dear.

CATHERI NE
O course.
(to Aaire)
Nice to see you again

CLAI RE
(to Catherine)
You too, Mssy. Pretty as always.

(to Delia)
We all right here, then, Munf |
have sone- -
DELI A

Yes, yes. Thank you, Claire.

Claire di sappears back into the hallway. Connie drops onto
t he couch, Catherine next to him

CONNI E
So hows nmy girl?
CATHERI NE
Good. |I'm .. good.
CONNI E
And Mar k?
Cat herine seens to pull in just the slightest bit, a forced
smle monentarily flashing on her face.
CATHERI NE
OCh, he's...he's fine.
CONNI E
He fly out with you?
CATHERI NE
(qui ckly)

No. No, he's at the loft in New
York. Working on his next show
Hopeful |y taking care of the cat.

CONNI E
Well, artists should paint, shouldn't
t hey?
(to Delia)

You have one of those for ne?
Preferably of an anber color and a
nmore mascul i ne bouquet ?



Cat herine quickly rises,

DELI A
Connie, |I'mnot so sure--
CONNI E
(struggling to rise)
Well, then I'll get it neself...

CATHERI NE
"Il get it, Dad. Your usual?
CONNI E
Yes, darlin'. The green bottle.
Two fingers, if you will.
DELI A
Conni e, you shouldn't--
CONNI E
(1 ooking right at

Del i a)
Make it three fingers.

Delia holds the |l ook a nonent, then turns away,

W ne.

She' s not happy.

CONNI E
(to Catherine)
How s that public relations..
(searches for the
wor d)
...thing...of yours doing?

DELI A
Conr ad. . .
CONNI E
What ?
CATHERI NE
That PR "thing" of mne is fine,
Dad. Billing over nine mllion this
year, thank you very much.
DELI A
Darling! That's wonderful!
CATHERI NE
Opening an office in London in the
spring. A-list clients. [It's going

wel | .

settl es Conni e back down.

si ps her

14.



Cat heri ne

CONNI E
Taking after your nother. Al ways
knew you coul d do what ever you put
your mnd to.

CATHERI NE
Well, it's not so nmuch ny doi ng at
this point. 1've got a good team
| ooki ng after things for ne.
(beat)
|'ve stepped back a bit.

delivers the scotch, sits again.

DELI A
Meani ng. .. ?
CATHERI NE
Meaning I'mlimting ny personal
client load is all. Focusing on one
client for a while.
CONNI E
And who woul d that be?
DELI A
(alittle dispargingly)
Not Mar K.
CATHERI NE

Yes, Mark. Thought he could use a
little personal attention.

DELI A
And why woul d that be?

CATHERI NE
Well, breaking himinto the right
gal l eries has been nore difficult
than I...we...expected.

CONNI E
Could" a told you that, darlin'. Bunch
of vipers in that world.

CATHERI NE
Dad. .

CONNI E
You need an instinct for the
jugul ar. ..

DELI A
He's suggesting you devel op a taste
for bl ood, you know.

15.



CONNI E
Wll, that's what it takes with those
peopl e. Renenber the stories Rothko
and Mappl et horpe used to tell wus...?

CATHERI NE
| can handle it, Dad.

DELI A
"' mnot sure | eaving your business
for Mark is--

CATHERI NE
He's not just ny husband, nother.
He's also a client. M reputation
is tied to his success, as it is to
any other person or firml represent.
You above all peopl e shoul d understand- -

The phone rings.

DELI A
Now, who woul d t hat be?

Delia rises, noves to the phone on the bar, answer
DELI A
This is Delia M ddl eton.
CONNI E
(to Catherine)
Well, long as you're happy.

Catherine smles, a bit weakly, nods.

DELI A
Oh, hello, Mchael...Yes, he is..

Delia turns to Connie, points to phone and nout hs
Conni e waves her off.

DELI A
(i nto phone)
What can we do for you?

CATHERI NE
(to Connie)
Wo is it?
CONNI E

(to Catherine)
Agent. And | awyer. Not sure which
is worse, but both in one skin..
(wavers his hand,
rolls his eyes)

16.

S it.

"M chael ".



17.
Thi s makes Cat herine | augh.

CATHERI NE
Mom says you' ve got a new book goi ng.

CONNI E
Your nother says a |ot of things.
Best to listen with a wary ear.

DELI A
(i nto phone)
My God! Seriously?

This brings Connie and Catherine's attention to Deli a.

DELI A
(i nto phone)
When?. .. Wiat do we have to do?... Yes,
all right. W'Ill be here. Cone
tonmorrow anytinme...Yes. And thank
you, M chael. Thank you very mnuch.

Delia hangs up the phone, and turns to Connie and Catheri ne,
a very bright smle on her face.

CONNI E
The FireStage people finally renmenber
their potted palns? W thdraw ng
their invitation, are they?

Delia comes to them sits, still beam ng
DELI A
No. They're going to want you nore
t han ever.
CONNI E
| doubt that.
DELI A

M chael received a call from

Washi ngton an hour ago. You, Conrad
M ddl eton, are about to be offered
the position of United States Poet

Laur eat e!
CATHERI NE
Ch, ny God!
DELI A
You'll be the first poet to have

hel d the Laureate position in both
the United States and Great Britain.
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CATHERI NE
Oh, dad, that's wonderful!

DELI A
Wi ch nmakes you the nost honored
poet in history, ny darling. Above
Warren, Frost, Dickey, WI bur,
Collins...all of them

CONNI E
['ll be dammed.
CATHERI NE
It's about tine.
DELI A
Yes, it is. W deserve it...worked

hard for it.

Conni e | ooks at her and smles perfunctorily, nods.

Cat herine raises her glass to Delia's. They wait for Connie --

CONNI E
Certainly took their tine, didn't
they? Another year, they m ght have
m ssed ne.

CATHERI NE
Don't even think that...

DELI A
Yes, not a tinme to be dark. You've
j ust been handed the |l ast key to the
ki ngdom A personal goal fulfilled.

CONNI E
| guess | have, haven't |? Haven't
VE. . .

DELI A
(she rai ses her glass)
To the Lion of the Haight!

CATHERI NE
To the next Anerican Poet Laureate!

DELI A
To all of us!

lost in a thought -- to raise his. After a nonent he does
so quickly and brings his glass swiftly to his nouth and
downs its contents in one gulp.

Bl ackout .

During the scene transition:
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CONNIE (V. Q)
BERKELEY 1967

"Hot steel.

Sun- heated barrels aloft in row upon
row,

Denyi ng, refuting, unyielding.
Apparitions.

Rational i zations clinging to netaphors
Wth no further purchase;

Synbol s of failure,

No direction, no reason, no vision.
Unawar e they are naked, invisible,
transparent.

Ghosts. "

ACT ONE, Scene 2
LI GATS UP
Very |l ate night.

Connie sits on the couch, tablet in hand. He's witing again,
an unlit cigarette in his hand. He coughs -- a deep, |ong
hack that doubles himover. He recovers, scans the page he
was wor ki ng on.

He suddenly rips the page fromthe tablet, wads it up and
angrily tosses it.

CONNI E
Damm it! Nothing but shit!

He drops his head into his hands.

CONNI E
(nore despair and
realization than
anger)
Jesus.

Bl ackout. During the scene transition:

CONNI E (V. Q)

"How dare you?

How dare you take our youth,

The stars of the new norning,

And throw themto the dogs

In the jungles, in the rice paddies,

The hell on earth you created

To worship avarice, power, ego?

How dare you tell us it's in our

best interests,

That there nust be a |ine,

That we are the guardi ans, the angels,
( MORE)
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CONNIE (V.Q.) (CONT' D)
The ri ght eous,
Wen to all else, we are the Horsenen,
We, the |ncubi,
We, the Slaughterers?
How dare you?"

ACT ONE, Scene 3

LI GATS UP
Next Morni ng.

Cat herine enters fromUS hall, a cell phone to her ear with
one hand, a tissue in the other. She's quite distraught.

CATHERI NE
...ho, I"'mnot...Mark, |I'mnot at
all! You can't tell a gallery owner
to go fuck hinself! That's a bridge
| can't unburn!...No, Mark. It's a
gane, can't you see that? They
control the board. You have to give

them..Wat!?. ..How can you say
that to ne?...after all [|'ve...

(she breaks down,

weepi ng)
| love you, | do, but you can't treat
me like this anynore...l'm
just...Please, Mark, don't. Mark
Mar K!

(throws phone on couch)
Goddamm it!

Cat heri ne breaks down crying into her hands. During the
| ast coupl e of phrases above, Delia enters from SL hal |l way,
calling back into the hallway. She holds glass of juice.

DELI A
Bring himout for breakfast when
you're finished, Claire. And don't
forget his nedications. 1've got
juice for himhere...
(seei ng Catherine)
Darling. What on earth is the matter?

Catherine tries to straighten up, dabs her eyes with the
tissue.

CATHERI NE
It's nothing.

DELI A
(sitting with her)
Hardly nothing. Wat is it?
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CATHERI NE
Really, mom it isn't anything you--

Claire wheels Connie into the room

CLAlI RE
There you are, Mster. |'Ill get
your neds.

CONNI E
Toss 'em

DELI A
Conni e, for CGod's sake..
(to Caire)
Thank you, Caire.

Claire exits into US hallway. Delia hands the glass of juice
to Conni e.

DELI A
Honestly, Connie, there's no need to
act the bull. She's only doi ng what
we pay her to do.

CONNI E
Money ill-spent, if you ask ne.
What are you two up to?

Conni e notices Catherine dab her eyes with a tissue.
CONNI E

(to Catherine)
What's all this, then?

DELI A

W were just getting to that...
CONNI E

Cat e?
CATHERI NE

Dad. .. Real ly, both of you...
Conni e reaches out for Catherine.

CONNI E
Darlin'..

Catherine goes to him sits.

CATHERI NE
Honestly, it's not sonmething we have
to tal k about now. We're cel ebrating,
( MORE)



Cat heri ne

Beat .
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CATHERI NE ( CONT' D)
right? Your anniversary...the
Laur eat eshi p. ..

DELI A
Those will wait. W' re your parents.
Now what's goi ng on?

hesi t at es.

CONNI E
Mark, is it?
(of f Catherine' s nod)
Thought it m ght be.

DELI A
Not agai n. VWhat is it this tine?
Drugs? A wonman?

CATHERI NE
No! Nothing like that.

DELI A
Wul dn't put it past him

CONNI E
Del i a.
(to Catherine)
The work not com ng?

CATHERI NE
Not for a while, no. Things just
haven't gone his way. The | ast

show...the reviews were... well, it
didn't sell. It was a disaster.
DELI A
And...?
CONNI E
He's drinking agai n?
DELI A
(of f Catherine's nod)
Lord. | told you this would happen,
didn'"t 1?7 1 told you after the |ast

epi sode that you couldn't--

CONNI E
Delia, you don't know -

DELI A
VWhat, Conrad? What don't | know?
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A long | ook between them then Connie turns back to Catherine.

CONNI E
| thought he was getting help with
t hat .

CATHERI NE
He was. But...

DELI A

What have you done about it?

CATHERI NE
What do you think | did, nother?
Everything |I could! But he won't
let me help him And he's

been...well...it doesn't matter.
CONNI E
He's not...hurting you...is he?
CATHERI NE
Not intentionally, no..
DELI A
What's that supposed to nean?!
CATHERI NE
It means we' ve had sonme pretty rough
argunents, that's all. W' ve both
gotten in our |icks.
DELI A
My God! Are you telling nme that--
CONNI E
Delia...
Delia and Catherine spit the next |lines at one anot her
si mul t aneously, frustration spilling over.
DELI A

| didn't raise ny daughter to be
sonmeone' s punchi ng bag!

CATHERI NE
You don't have to worry about ne,
mother! | can hold ny own! [|'m

your daughter, after all.

CONNI E
Delia, both of you, for God' s sake!



DELI A
(matter-of -factly)
You have to get out of there, that's
all there is toit.

CATHERI NE

| have. For the tine being.
DELI A

You' ve left hinP
CATHERI NE

(poi ntedly)

For the time being.
DELI A

When?
CATHERI NE

A coupl e of weeks.

DELI A
My God. Wien were you going to tel
us?

CONNI E
She's telling us now, Delia. Leave
her b--

DELI A
(tgnoring him
Way didn't you call?

CATHERI NE
| didn't need to bring you into it.

DELI A
That's ridicul ous. Were have you
been stayi ng?

CATHERI NE
A friend' s place on the East Side.

DELI A
Fool i shness. You coul d have cone
her e.
(she rises)
That son of a bitch. Doesn't he
realize how much you' ve done for
hi n?  How nmuch you can do for hinf

CONNI E
He's struggling, Delia. |t happens.



DELI A

(firmy, to Connie)
We all struggle.

(firmy, to Catherine)
You can't slide off the cliff with
him Catherine. You bring himback
to center if you can. If not, you
show hi m what backbone | ooks Iike.

CATHERI NE
" m building one of the top PR firns
in New York, nmother. | know what
backbone is.
(beat)

But I've put it all on the line for
him don't you understand? He goes
down, | go down. But nore than that,
he's ny husband. For better or worse,
right? So what do | do? Be a bad

w fe or a bad agent?

DELI A
VWll, if you don't wal k away, you'd
better be ready to get into the
trenches. | know what |'mtalking
about. Hell, I'mstill waging a
battl e your grandfather began--

CONNI E
(quickly interrupting)
Deely, I"'muh...I"ma bit chill.
Wuld you mnd terribly fetching ny
heavy sweater? | may have left it
in the back of the car.

DELI A
Claire can--

CONNI E
Oh, don't bother her. Be a dear,
wll you?

DELI A
Yes, alright...
(as she exits)
But we're a long way fromthe end of
this conversation

CONNI E
O course we are.

Conni e holds the juice glass out.

25.
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CONNI E
Wy don't you nmake us each a rea
drink, there, daughter. Just add a
couple fingers to this.

CATHERI NE
(taking his gl ass)
Shoul d you be drinking? Mm said--

CONNI E
Shoul dn't be doing a | ot of things,
now should 1? Never let that stop
ne.

Cat herine noves to the bar, Connie renoves his cannul a, noves
to the wi ndowseat. He pulls a pack of cigarettes fromhis
pocket, holds them up.

CONNI E
Darling?

CATHERI NE
God, | was hopi ng soneone around
here woul d have one of those. | was
thinking Claire mght, but--

CONNI E
VWll, best we not |et her know. She

and your nother seemto take a
particular joy in renoving ny greatest
pl easures from ne.

Catherine takes himhis drink, trades it for the cigarettes.
They each light up. Connie carefully renoves a pane of gl ass
fromthe wi ndow and blows his first puff out of the opening.

CATHERI NE
(referring to the
w ndow)
Didn't know the wi ndows did that.
CONNI E
Nei t her does your nother. Qur little

secret.
Cat heri ne exhal es out the w ndow and gi ggl es.

CATHERI NE
| feel w cked.

CONNI E
Wonderful feeling, isn't it?



Conni e wai

CATHERI NE
So Monmi's still wagi ng granddad' s war
wi t h Bucki ngham Pal ace?

CONNI E
God, yes. | fear she may be lost to
it, like he was. Fought it all his
life, now she's taken it up. It's a

damm fanilial curse--obsessed with
an act of birth that will never be
anmended.

CATHERI NE
You don't know that. Tinmes change.

CONNI E
Bucki ngham Pal ace never acknow edges
bastards, darlin', no matter the
bl ood. But she just can't |let go of
it.

CATHERI NE
| know how she feels.
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ts patiently. Catherine stares into her drink.

CATHERI NE
|"ve never loved a man like |I |ove
hi m
(hugs Conni e)
Except for you, of course.

CONNI E

Love is not always the bl essing people

think it to be, is it?

CATHERI NE
(straightforwardly)
Love is fine, Dad. |It's the sense
of being alone | can't deal wth.
Lately, I've felt invisible. W

sl eep on opposite sides of the bed,
turned away from each another, if he
conmes to bed at all. W used to
stay up all night tal king, |aughing.
After this last show failed, he's
barely said two words to ne.

CONNI E
Sorry, darlin'.

CATHERI NE
He never | eaves the | oft except to
go to the bar on the corner

( MORE)



CATHERI NE ( CONT' D)
Sone ni ghts he cones back, sonme he
doesn't.

(beat)
There's not hing worse than realizing
you're not even seen, |like you're

the smoke fromhis cigarette butt,
slowy lifting up into the
darkness...it's there, but you don't
really see it.

CONNI E
|"m sure | gave your nother a few of
t hose nonents.

CATHERI NE
But she hung in there, Dad. | don't
know i f | shoul d.

CONNI E
She did, didn't she? But | often
wonder if she ever got what she
needed.

CATHERI NE
Your |ight was bright enough to shine
on both of you.

CONNI E
But she didn't see it as her light,
did she? Just a reflection off ne.
But | do so wish she would just |et
it all go.

CATHERI NE
It's not that easy to do. To |let

go.

CONNI E
Not so sure about that. Lately |'ve
been thinking it may be. A
Ki er kegaardi an | eap, you know?
Renmenber that poem of m ne you |iked
when you were a little girl?
"To stand on the edge,
And open your hands,
To step onto air,
To | oosen the bands."

CATHERI NE AND CONNI E
"To trust in yourself,
To believe that you m ght
Be the bird of the norn,
O the star of the night."
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They | augh together.

CONNI E
You renenber.

CATHERI NE
You recited it to nme al nost every
night. Like a prayer.

CONNI E
Feels |li ke that now, doesn't it?

CATHERI NE
How do you nean?

CONNI E
A prayer. W use prayer to ask for
change nost tines, don't we? But
then we reject the change when it
conmes. |'m beginning to suspect
hol ding on to things too | ong nmakes
us irrational.

CATHERI NE
But how do you know when to let go,
Dad?

CONNI E
| think we probably know in here,
darlin'.

(touches his heart)
If we'd [isten. But we |live too
much in here, | suppose...

(touches her forehead)
...where fear nost tinmes drowns out
the truth.

CLAIRE (O S.)
Mster M |'ve got your neds! \ere
are ya?

CONNI E
Ch, shit!

Conni e and Cat herine junp up, |ook around for sonmewhere to
stash the butts. Catherine reaches toward the w ndow.

CONNI E
No. Not in your nother's garden.
She'll find 'em
(beat)
Her e.

Conni e picks up the juice glass. They both throw their butts
intoit. Connie replaces the pane.
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CLAIRE (O S.)
M ster?

They both wave at the air, stopping guiltily just as Claire
enters.

CLAlI RE
Ah, there ya are! Got your neds
here. And you've got your juice, |
see. Here you go.

She puts a small pill cup in Connie's free hand. In his
other, he holds the juice glass with the butts in it.

CLAlI RE
Bottons up
(off his blank stare)
Go ahead now. Don't want the m ssus
gettin' on either one of us about
it, do we?

Connie is paral yzed, |ooks over at Catherine, who's not sure
what to do.

CLAlI RE
Go on. Don't nmake ne | ook bad.
(as he hesitates)
G on now  Drink up!

Conni e | ooks to the ceiling, then slowy pops the pills
his nouth and very slowy brings the juice glass to his
and drinks. H's grimace says it all.

n
i ps

Claire begins to straighten up the room

CLAlI RE
Good man. Drink the rest of that
juice, now, too. Good for ya.

CONNI E
| certainly shall. In fact, m ght
have a bit nore..
(to Catherine)
Cate, would you m nd?

CLAI RE

(turning to him
reachi ng out)

"1l get it for you.

CONNI E
No! No, you're busy. Cate.

Cat herine takes the gl ass.
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CONNI E
(to Catherine)
And Cate -- less pulp this tine.
CATHERI NE
(barely containing
her | augh)

Be right back

Catherine exits to US hallway. Connie wataches Caire as
she continues strai ghtening up, near the w ndows now.

CLAI RE
| can snell it, you know.
CONNI E
(1 nnocent | y)

Smel | what ?

Claire waves her dust rag toward the w ndows.

CLAlI RE
Seriously?

CONNI E
|" m beginning to hate that nose of
yours.

CLAlI RE

My nose is not the source of the
trouble, is it?

(beat, cleaning up)
You witers are nore ness than ny
first husband, and he was a nechanic.

CONNI E
Witing' s not necessarily "neat".
Read G nsburg.

CLAI RE
He another big poemfella?
CONNI E
An arguabl e issue. Never read him

| take it.
Claire stops her work, smles at Connie.
CLAlI RE
No. Can't say it was on the top of
my readin' list.

CONNI E
You read poetry at all?
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CLAI RE
Don't really, no.

CONNI E
So...you' ve never read m ne, then?

CLAlI RE
(suddenly concer ned)
Wasn't aware it was a requirenent
for the job. | nmean, I will if--

CONNI E
Stop. Delia didn't hire you for
your literary background.

CLAI RE
(still a bit worried)
| nean, | don't read it, don't ya
know. But I, uh...l listen to it.
CONNI E

You listen to poetry?

Claire sits near Connie.

CLAlI RE
Well, sure. You ever hear Marty
Robbi ns?

CONNI E

Robbins. No. Haven't had the
opportunity. He British? Anerican?

CLAlI RE

Ch, he was as Anerican as they cone.
Good witer, too. Let ne see, uh..

(clears her throat,

t hen sings)
"Hands that are strong but wrinkl ed,
Doi ng work that never gets done,
Hair, that's |lost sonme of the beauty
By too many hours in the sun.

Eyes that show some di sappoi nt nent
And there's been quite a lot in her

life,
She's the foundation | | ean on..
My woman, ny wonan, mnmy wfe."
CONNI E
(flatly)

He's a singer.



CLAI RE
Vll, he was. Dead now. Big star
in Vegas at one tinme, though. Dreany
eyes.

CONNI E
O course.

CLAI RE
But he's a good poet, too. Ain't
song words poens?

CONNI E
(not sure how to answer)

CLAI RE
They rhyne and all.

CONNI E
Vell, yes, but--

CLAI RE
And don't they just make your heart
ache a little?
"She's the foundation |I |ean on,
My woman, ny wonan, ny wfe".
Lord, I'd"a died to hear Wllie say
t hat about ne.

CONNI E
WIllie?

CLAI RE
That deadbeat nechanic | was married
to.

CONNI E
Ch, vyes.

CLAI RE
But that's poetry, isn't it?

CONNI E
In sone renobte corner of the universe,
| suppose it m ght be considered
"poetry".

CLAI RE
Well, there you go. So | guess,
yeah, I'minto poetry.

CONNI E

(nowhere el se to go)
| guess you are.

33.
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Claire rises, noves toward SL hal | way.

CLAI RE
So you'll have to sing ne sone of
yours sonetine.
CONNI E
Sing...?!
CLAI RE
Sure. 1'd love to hear one. Didn't

the M ssus say you record your poens
sonet i mes?

CONNI E
| have, yes, but not...

CLAlI RE
Well, et me hear a few of "em And
if they're catchy, you know. .. maybe
you can send one or two of "emup to
Cher in Vegas.

CONNI E
Cher ?!
CLAI RE
Maybe she'll do one in her new show.

Never know, do ya?

CONNI E
My God. What am | doi ng?

Bl ackout. During the scene transition:

CONNI E (V. Q)
"I't was invisible, on the horizon,
Unnot i ced, uni magi ned.
Not even a spark of a thought,
A nuance, a nmaybe.
The energy of optim smdrove us on,
Blinding with searing belief,
Kept us from seeing the knife edge
Ahead, just beneath the surface,
Vi cious, razored, ugly."

ACT ONE, Scene 4

LI GHTS UP
That afternoon.

Delia sits in the chair, Catherine sits on the w ndow seat.
Connie sits in his wheelchair, a glass in his hands.
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On the couch is M CHAEL CHARLES, Connie's agent/|awyer.
Several files and papers cover the coffee table in front of
hi m

M CHAEL
Well, you certainly deserve it, and
| know you've wanted it.

CONNI E
It's been on ny m nd sonewhat, yes,
but. ..

DELI A
But nothing. |It's been a prize we've
had our eye on for years, and you
know it.

CONNI E
M ght have been nice to have had
years ago is all | neant.

M CHAEL
Well, it's yours now. And it's not
just the position itself that's so
intriguing. It's the opportunities
it affords.

CONNI E

(staring into his
gl ass)

Qpportunities?

M CHAEL
Wel |, besides the $35, 000 stipend
you'll receive for the year you'l
be Laureate--

DELI A
Seriously, Mchael?

M CHAEL
That's the going rate.

CATHERI NE
Ww. Maybe I'min the wong |ine of
wor K.

M CHAEL

That's a drop in the bucket when you
| ook at what else is possible.

CONNI E
(1 ooks up)
El se? What el se?



36.

M CHAEL
Well, the publishing, for one thing.
You'll definitely need to get that
new col | ection finished i medi ately.
It will no doubt be your biggest
seller ever. And you can update al
of your past titles with a few new
poens witten in the style of those
ol der books, you know? Sell the old
again as new? HUCE opportunity there.
Quite a bit of noney to be nmade from
this when you consider all the aspects--

CONNI E
Nice bit of comm ssion for you too,
| suspect.

M CHAEL
Vll, just the usual.

CONNI E

Uh- huh. Excuse ne. ..
Conni e hands his enpty glass to Catherine.

CONNI E
Wul d you m nd, dear?

Cat herine takes the glass and stands. -

CATHERI NE
Sure. Anyone el se?

Delia stops her with a hand to her arm

DELI A
Connie, | don't think..

Conni e renoves Delia's hand, waves Cat heri ne on.

CONNI E
(to M chael)
There's nore?
M CHAEL
Well, it's endless, really.
Audi obooks. Enornous market these
days. You'll read your own, of
course. |Inmagine, Delia -- The Lion

of the Haight in his own voi ce.

Priceless. W can find a studio

right here in Phoenix, |'msure.
( MORE)
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M CHAEL ( CONT' D)
Shoul dn't take nore than a coupl e,
three nonths to record all your
titles. But the real noney's in the
appearances. Speaking fees and such.
You'll be keeping ne busy!

CONNI E
St acki ng your silver already, eh?

CATHERI NE
You sure you should be taking this
on, Dad? Sounds exhausti ng.

Delia rises, noves to Mchael and sits near him all business.

DELI A
Well, we'll have to be selective
with what we do, of course. Only
the top venues and events for Conrad
M ddl et on.

(to Connie)

But it will be nice to get back on
the circuit, won't it? Do sone of
the new tal k shows, synposia? W
can get back to New York,
Conni e...reacquaint with the old
circles. My have to update ny
war dr obe, won't |?

Conni e is obviously becom ng agitated. He |ooks around for
Cat herine, who has taken the drink back to the bar.

CONNI E
Where's that glass, Catherine? You
distilling the damm grain yourself?

Catherine delivers the drink, despite Delia s disapproval.

CATHERI NE
Sorry. Here you are, Dad.

Conni e takes a long pull on the drink, then stares into the
gl ass for several beats. Then, |ike dropping a bonb...

CONNI E
Anybody ever turn this down, this
Laureate thing?

M CHAEL
Excuse ne?

DELI A
What ?



CONNI E
Si npl e question. Anybody ever say
no thank you, not interested?

DELI A
Don't be ridiculous. You don't say
no to the Laureate!

CONNI E
Wy not ?

M CHAEL
|'"'mnot sure |, uh..

CONNI E

(pressing M chael)
VWhat if | say no?

DELI A
Conr ad. . .
CONNI E
(to Delia)
Qui et.
(to M chael)
VWat if | say no?!
M CHAEL
Well...l suppose they'll nove on to

anot her. .. poet - -

CONNI E
Good. G ve someone el se a chance.

DELI A
Connie! What in God's nane are you
tal king about? You can't turn down
t he Laureate!

CONNI E
| can. Mchael just said--
M CHAEL
Now, | - -
CATHERI NE
Dad, do you really think--
DELI A
He's not thinking at all, obviously.
We're not going to discuss it. It's

|l udicrous to even think it.

CONNI E
Well, | have thought it.

38.
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DELI A
(poi ntedly)
Un-think it.

A sharp ook from Connie. M chael |ooks fromone to the
ot her, then:

M CHAEL
Look, um..Wwy don't | let you two
talk this over, you know, and I|'|
stop back tonmorrow. | can |eave

t hese docunents. ..

DELI A
(glad for the
di straction)
Yes, why don't you do that, M chael
Cat herine, be a dear and get M chael's
coat, will you?

Cat heri ne noves to the closet as M chael noves to the front
door . Cat heri ne hands himhis coat.

CATHERI NE
Nice to neet you

M CHAEL
You t oo.

DELI A
Thank you, M chael.

M CHAEL
Good to see you, Delia.

(to Connie)

Tal k to you tonorrow, Connie.

Conni e just raises one hand in farewell, then slugs back his
scotch with the other. M chael exits.

Conni e spins his wheel chair, holds up the gl ass.

CONNI E
Cat heri ne!
CATHERI NE
Yes, Dad...
Delia stops her.
DELI A

Darling, why don't you go see about
sone |unch for us.
( MORE)
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DELI A ( CONT' D)
There shoul d be sone chicken in the
fridge, sone salad things. 1'd |ike
totalk with your father a noment.

CATHERI NE
(i ndicating Connie's
dri nk)
"1l just get Dad's...

DELI A
(taking the gl ass)
"Il take care of that. You get the
l unch started, darling.

CATHERI NE
Al -1 ri-i-ght. Dining roon?

DELI A
Yes. That will be fine.

Catherine exits. Conni e renpbves his cannula, rises fromhis
chair, noves slowy toward the bar

CONNI E
M ght have |let her get ny drink first.

DELI A
You don't need anot her dri nk.

CONNI E
Don't tell me what | need!

DELI A
VWhat is your problem Conrad? You've
j ust been handed the Poet Laureateship
of the United States of Anerica.
You've run the table, man!

Conni e turns, |eans back on the bar, | ooks to Deli a.

CONNI E
Jesus, Delia! How nuch is enough?
What nore need | do until it's

considered a proper life's
achi evenent ? How nuch nore "til |
can stop?

DELI A
You never stop! Ever! \When you're
given a gift--as you have been--it's
your obligation to fulfill its
ultimate possibilities.
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CONNI E
You saying | haven't?

DELI A
|"'msaying it's what's right, and
you fight for what's right. M father
never gave up

CONNI E
Aw, not this again.

DELI A
He fought the Royals for recognition
all his life. Never rested, never
stopped. And neither wll 1.

CONNI E
Don't bring himinto this. Wat's
fighting for the recognition of the
bastard offspring of sonme Bucki nhgham
Pal ace Duke got to do with ne not
wanting to accept another accol ade
that will obligate ne--?

DELI A
It's the principle of the thing,
Conr ad!
CONNI E
Principle? | can't consider hanging
up my quill because |I'm supposed to

give a shit about sone distant spot
or two of supposed royal blood in
you and your father's veins?

DELI A
[t's not the anbunt that matters,
goddamm it! It's the presence! And

Il will continue to fight for his
recognition! As you should fight
for yours! For yourself! For us!

Connie sits, weary now.

CONNI E
Look, Delia, ny love, ny heart. It
isn't that difficult. I'm..enpty,

you see. The vessel is dry.

DELI A
Don't be ridiculous. You forget who
you are. You're Conrad M ddl eton.



CONNI E
Yes. And he's not a brilliant
scientist a couple of test tubes
short of a cure for cancer. He's
just a poet. An old, tired poet.

DELI A
THE poet! Not "a" poet. Jesus,
Connie! Wo are they going to
remenber as the voice of your
generation? MKuen? God, you could
get diabetes reading him Jenki ns?
G nsburg, for God' s sake?

Conni e picks up the yellow tablet.

Connie sits silent a nonent,

CONNI E
There is no nore, Delia. Watever
syllables |I could scratch on this
pad woul d only di shonor those 1'd
witten there before. Mere shadows.

DELI A
Even your weakest phrase is nore

powerful than any stanza | esser poets

could offer.

CONNI E
This is enpty for a reason, Delia!
| have nothing left to put on it!
Are you not hearing ne?

DELI A
O course | hear you. | just don't
accept what you're saying.

t he wheel chair.

Conni e stands, noves toward SL hallway, then stops and turns

to her.

CONNI E

(quietly)
You are so attached to it, Deely.
To controlling it all.

(beat)
You know, | haven't seen you take a
deep breath in years. Your hands
are never relaxed and open. Even in
sl eep your face is tense.
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his body seeming to shrink into



CONNI E
Is all this -- these...these
accol ades, this public spotlight --
is all that really worth it to you?

Del i a approaches him

DELI A
What | don't understand is why it's
not worth it to you.

CONNI E
It was. Once. | wanted it, yes.
Wanted it badly. But now...

DELI A
Now, what? How can you work for
sonmething for so long, and turn it
down the mnute it's handed you?

CONNI E
| sat here last night with shit
dribbling out of ny pen, Delia.
Wrthless drivel. And | realized --
| can't do it anynore. [It's gone.
| can't be sonething I no | onger am
It's tinme to let it go.

DELI A
| don't believe what |'m hearing.
CONNI E
| swear, | think you want this nore
than | do.
DELI A

What do you know about it? Tell ne.
Wen were you paying that nuch
attention that you can tell ne that
you know what | want?

CONNI E
| al ways thought we wanted the sane
t hi ngs.

DELI A

Wy? Because | married you? Because
| commtted ny life to nmaking yours
a success?

CONNI E
For which | will be forever grateful
but - -
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DELI A

(angry)
| had dreans too, you know. | had
opportunities. But | chose you.
And | stayed with you, despite the
wonen, the whiskey.

(beat, then quieter)
What you could do with a pen seened
God-like to ne, Connie. You were
changi ng hearts -- whole cultures --
with words, for God' s sake. Seeing
that bloomfull-fl ower was worthy of
alifelong commitnent. It still is.

CONNI E
But this isn't about the witing
anynore, Deely. It's about a
figurehead position. Which is no
nore inportant than that dammed roya
title you're futilely chasing for
your dead fat her

DELI A
Go to hell.

CONNI E
This is about the dammed spotli ght,
isn't it, Delia? | don't need that

light shining on nme anynore, but
maybe you do.

DELI A

(grow ng anger now)
All ny life | have watched the nen
around me struggling with thensel ves --
brilliant nen, talented beyond
rightful measure -- but constantly
in their owmn way. And who has al ways
been there, having their backs,
shoring it all up? M. M And
for what? To be ignored by one
obsessed with a status that wll
never be his because of his birth?
Then to be ignored because another's
talent is so incendiary it nearly
burns himup in unnecessary excesses?
It's so sinple, Connie. Maybe I
just want you to see ne. To
acknow edge that |'m standi ng next
to you, that I'mplaying a part. You
say, "It isn't that difficult."”
Well, no ny love, it isn't. Open
your fucking eyes."

And with that, Delia noves to the SR hall way.
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CONNI E
Del i a!

But she's gone.

Connie sits a nonent, deeply considering. He then noves to
t he wi ndow, picks up the phone, dials.

CONNI E
Andrew? It's your brother...Flight
all right?...Good. W'Ill see you
soon, then. Listen, you renenber
that time a couple of years back
when you needed ny hel p? Yes. Well,
|'"d like you to return the favor.
need you to do sonething for ne...

Bl ackout. During the scene transition:

CONNI E (V. Q)
"The dark unholy across the desert,
Unanused by our voi ces,
W t hout concern,
Unnoved by the spirit conjured out
of hope,
Conti nued on in uni npeded gait,
VWil e we stunbled by, believing in
our sel ves,
Commtting to each other,
Determ ning a destiny we thought
solid, inperneable,
Unwaveri ng.
We believed! W so very deeply
bel i eved!"

ACT 1, Scene 5

LI GATS UP
That eveni ng.
Cat herine sits gazing out the picture w ndow.

Delia enters, a calendar and conputer tablet in her hand,
nmoves to the desk

DELI A
Evening, Darling. Catching the
sunset ?

CATHERI NE
Yes. It was beautiful.
(beat, seeing the
cal endar)
Pl anni ng sonet hi ng?



Cat heri ne

DELI A
Looking at flights and such. W'l
have to be going to WAshington in
t he next couple of weeks, |'m sure.

CATHERI NE
Dad doesn't seemtoo excited about
it.

DELI A
He'll conme around.

CATHERI NE
(1 ooki ng out again)
It really is beautiful out here,
isn't it?

DELI A

" ve al ways thought so.
CATHERI NE

Dad considers it a prison, | think.
DELI A

He refuses to accept he'd have been
| ong since dead if we'd not noved
here. He's got no lungs left.

CATHERI NE
Not sure he cares anynore.

DELI A
Don't be silly. That's just a poet
bei ng maudlin. Speaking of maudlin,
have you heard from that Bohem an
bastard i n New York?

CATHERI NE
My husband's nane is Mark, nother.

And no, not since yesterday. There's

no answer at the loft. Don't know
if he's gone, or passed out, or just
not interested in talking to ne.

DELI A
You're better off without him if
you ask ne.

joins Delia.

CATHERI NE
Easy for you to say.

DELI A
Depends on what you want, darling.
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CATHERI NE
Meani ng?

DELI A
He doesn't deserve you is all I'm
sayi ng.

CATHERI NE

Excuse nme, but what do you know about
hi n?  When did you ever do anything
but | ook down your nose at hinf

DELI A
| did nothing of the sort.

CATHERI NE
You just called hima "Bohem an
bastard".

DELI A
If the shoe fits...

CATHERI NE
Goddamm it, nother!

DELI A
Goddam it, yourself! How aml
supposed to think of him after what
you've told us? If it were ne, 1'd
have left himlong ago.

CATHERI NE
It was you, wasn't it?

DELI A
That's different.

CATHERI NE
Howis it different, nother? Dad
was no wal k in the park. You hung
in there.

DELI A
That was ne. It's not you

CATHERI NE
You don't think | can handle it?
Trust ne. Mark is no worse than dad
was.

DELI A
That nakes no difference. You're
better than that. | don't want you

wasting your tine.
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CATHERI NE
Ch, soit's do as | say, not as |
do, is that it?

DELI A

For want of a better cliche.

CATHERI NE
And where does |love cone into it,
mot her? What do | do with this ache
in ny heart? Ignore it because you
say | shoul d?

DELI A
| just don't want that for you.

CATHERI NE
What about what | want? This is ny
life we're tal king about here.

DELI A
Yes, and | don't want you to squander
it on a man who di srespects you.

CATHERI NE
(with spleen)
It was good enough for you, wasn't

it?
Beat .
DELI A
It's what we did then, Catherine.
fought through it, sunk our teeth
i n deeper.

CATHERI NE
But there's got to be a point where
you have to consider that you' ve
| ost, and nove on, don't you think?

Delia | ooks at her daughter, thinking a beat.

DELI A
There was a time | thought about it.

Catherine sits near Deli a.

CATHERI NE
When?

DELI A
After the dem se of Hai ght-Ashbury.
Early 70s.

( MORE)

She sits.
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DELI A ( CONT' D)
There had been such energy there, so
free. 1t's where we made his nane --
The Lion of the Haight. But then it
was suddenly all gone.

CATHERI NE
VWhat happened?

DELI A
Ch, the coll apse of the dream the
Age of Aquarius in ruins. Vietnam
| nnocence suddenly had to grow up,
and hope sank into anger, then ennui,
then despair. That was the fue
t hat produced The Reckoni ng, you
know. His first Pulitzer. But

witing it...or, rather, living the
ride down with the hopes and
dreans...it cost him It was |like
his life was tracking the cultural
fall, each day darker, each night
| onger, each nonment angrier. It was
aterrible time. For both of us.

CATHERI NE
Why did you stay?

DELI A
| considered |leaving. Briefly. |
had sone opportunities. | could
have noved on

CATHERI NE
Way didn't you?

DELI A
VWll, there was you. You were just
starting to awaken to the world around
you. So happy. | didn't want to
di sturb that.

CATHERI NE
| woul d have survived.

DELI A
O course you would have. That's
not the point. | gave it a lot of

t hought. He was pretty far out on
t he edge around then. Living hard
and fast. Drinking every night.

O her wonen.

CATHERI NE
Ch, nmom..



DELI A
Oh, | knew they neant nothing. Young
t hi ngs, overcone by that "presence"
he had. They caught his fancy for a
ni ght, he never renenbered their
names in the norning. They were
only a synptom | knew that.

CATHERI NE
What did you do?

DELI A
| waited.

CATHERI NE
God, why? You're telling nme to | eave.
Way didn't you?

DELI A
| realized that by then his |life was
my life. 1'd nade an investnent.

In the both of us. And | decided I
wasn't willing to | ose everything
I'"d put intoit. |I decided that if
success were to remain in our grasp,
it would be nme that closed the grip
on it.

CATHERI NE
Did you ever just think, | need to
let himgo? | need to |look after
nysel f?

DELI A

That where you are?

CATHERI NE
(hesitantly)
Yes.

Delia touches her daughter's hand, smles sadly.

DELI A
If | did consider it, it wasn't for
long. He eventually canme out of it,
put it behind him

(beat)
They need us, Catherine, the creatives
do, like an engi ne needs a governor.

It's like they're flailing at the

uni verse, angry for the curse of
talent they' re burdened with. But
that's the nmechanismthat fuels their
art, you see. He needed ne. If |
left, we both | ost.
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CATHERI NE
And how is that different for ne--
DELI A
Mark is not your father, darling.
|"msorry, but he isn't. | don't
want to see his failures becone
yours. ..
CATHERI NE

Damm it, nother! G ve ne sone credit,
wll you--?

She's interrupted by the doorbell and a knock. Delia goes
to the door and opens it to reveal ANDREW M DDLETON. He
carries a satchel and a tattered copy of Robert Burns.

DELI A
Ah, Andrew! So glad to see you
Conme in, cone in.

ANDREW
Hell o, Delia. Lovely as ever, |
see.
(to Catherine)
And Cate! M CGod, nore beautiful

every tinme | lay eyes on yal!
CATHERI NE
(huggi ng him
H, Uncle Andy! Still carrying Robert

Burns | see.

ANDREW
Never go anywhere w thout ny "Robbie",
you know t hat.

Delia takes his arm ushers Andrew in.

DELI A
Cat heri ne, be a dear--unpack your
Uncl e Andrew s bag. .

ANDREW
That's all right, Cate. Wn't be
necessary.

DELI A
Not necessary? Wy not ?

ANDREW
(alittle unsure)
Vll, | guess, uh...l think
sonething's cone up? It appears
"1l not be staying.
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DELI A
Not staying? Don't be silly. It's
our anniversary. Lots of plans.

ANDREW
| know, but 1'll be headin' back to
Britain strai ghtaway, | understand.
DELI A
Why ?
CONNI E
He'l | be acconpanyi ng ne.

Conni e has appeared in the SL hallway entrance, unnoticed by
t hose at the door.

Del i a spins.

DELI A
What ?!

CONNI E
Hel | o, Andrew.

They hug.

ANDREW
Connie. You're |ooking well.

CONNI E
Didn't know you'd gone blind, brother.

ANDREW
Not blind. Just perfected ne lyin'.

They | augh. Delia does not.

DELI A
VWhat is this, Conrad?

An awkward silence, as Connie and Andrew gl ance at each ot her,
t hen:

CONNI E
"' m going home, Delia. Andrew s
going to take ne. Us, if you wll.

DELI A
You are hone! This is your hone!

CONNI E
My honme is in Otery St. Mary, the
| and of Coleridge. And |'ve been too
|l ong away fromit.



DELI A
Oh, for God's sake! At this point
you're nore Anerican than you are
British.

CONNI E
(to Andrew)
One m ght take that as an insult,
you know.

ANDREW
(sharing the joke)
Sit in ny pub a few weeks, we'll put
t he Uni on Jack back in ya.

DELI A
(not finding it funny)
For the I ove of God, you can't just
wake up one day and decide to | eave!

CONNI E
Been thi nkin' about it awhil e,
actually. Decided |ast night.

DELI A
What woul d ever make you deci de
sonet hing so ridicul ous?

CONNI E
Actually...l think it was that enpty
tablet | showed you. And...Cher..

DELI A AND CATHERI NE

Cher...?
CONNI E
Not hing. 1've made up ny mnd, that's
al | .
DELI A
Well, unmake it! W' re about to

ascend t he nountai ntop, Connie!
You' ve been named Aneri can Poet
Laureate! Do you realize what that
means for us?

CONNI E
| know what it neans to you. But |
won't be accepting that honor.

DELI A
You' re not serious!

ANDREW
| think he is, Deely.



Cat heri ne
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DELI A
And so am !

CATHERI NE
Mom maybe you and Dad shoul d tal k
about this lat--

DELI A
(to Connie, ignoring
Cat heri ne)
"1l not let you do this. [1'Il not

| et you throw away the capstone of
your career.

CONNI E
| was actually hoping you'd cone
wth ne.

DELI A

Really. And watch you slowy choke
to death? Gasping for every breath
in that sea of humdity they cal

air over there?

CONNI E
Much as | appreciate your concern,
have a feeling that's not the only
reason you want ne to stay.

DELI A
You'll die, Conrad! Don't you realize
t hat ?

sits near her father, takes his hand.

CATHERI NE
Dad, she's right. You shouldn't
| eave here. This is where you need
to be.

CONNI E
VWhat | "need" is a couple a' fingers
a' that whiskey over there. Get ne
a glass, will ya, sweetheart? And
one for Andrew as well?

DELI A
Oh, for the | ove of God!
ANDREW
Stay where ya are, darlin'. Let a

prof essional handle it.
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DELI A
This is the nost absurd thing |I've
ever heard..

CONNI E
More absurd than tilting at the
Bucki nghamwi ndm || for two
generations, is it?

DELI A
That has nothing to do--!

CONNI E

It has EVERYTHING to do with it!
It's the sane damm thing! There
conmes a poi nt where you've just got
tolet it all...!

(he cal ns hinself)
Delia, please. Sit with nme. Hear
me out.

(when she doesn't

nove)
Pl ease, ny | ove.

Delia stands with her back to hima few beats, then turns
and wal ks slowy to one of the chairs CS. As she does so..

DELI A
(to Andrew)
One of those for ne as well, Andrew
ANDREW

Com n' up.

Delia sits, her hands clasped in front of her. She's tight,
i ke she may i npl ode at any second.

CONNI E
Delia, | know you will find it hard
to accept -- that a man that has,

t hroughout his life...throughout our
lives...displayed such voracious
appetites, always sought the next

i ndul gence. .. That that man woul d
want nothing nore. But...the fact

is, it's over. |'mover. |'mso
tired. Al | want to do is |lie down
on ny own earth and be absorbed back
into it.

DELI A

You're commtting suicide. 'l
not sanction it.
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CATHERI NE
Dad, please. You need to think about
this. You can't--

CONNI E
| have thought about it, darlin'.
Long and hard.

ivers the drinks, stands near his brother.

CONNI E
Al ny life |I've been a vessel into
whi ch, by sone strange al cheny, was
poured the m nd of God. Now, each
afternoon, | sit in a puddle of ny
own urine, waiting for the inevitable
swabbi ng- down and scol di ng delivered
by a rough-handed hireling who has a
greater appreciation for ny diaper
rash than anything I may have witten.
| want to be done with it.

DELI A
You're just going to throwit al
away, then, are you? You'd rather
die alone in Britain than accept an
honor you deserve.

CONNI E
|'ve got nore honors than ten poets
conbined. | need no nore. | doubt
|'"d survive this | ast one anyway.
CATHERI NE
Don't talk |ike that, Dad. W need
you here. | need you. Look, 1"l
nove back here. W can let Caire
go. I1'll stay with you, help you.
CONNI E

(lovingly to Catherine)
You have your own life, sweetheart.
You can't be livin' mne.

CATHERI NE
That life is slipping away from nme
anyway. |'Ill let it go, and--
CONNI E
No. [|'Il not have you making a

decision |like that because of ne.
Daughter, the time has conme for ne
to open ny hands, to let it slide
t hrough ny fingers.

( MORE)
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CONNI E ( CONT' D)

You know. ..
"Be the bird of the norn,
The star of the night."
You need to let ne do it.

(to Delia, softly)
And | want you to go with ne, Deely.
| want you to conme home with ne.

Delia noves to the wi ndows, |ooks out, then turns to him

DELI A
| won't. | can't. To do so would
be an agreenent and | do not agree
with this. You want to give up--

CONNI E
(expl odi ng)
Goddamm it! | just want to....

He begins to cough, hard. He can't seemto catch his breath.

CATHERI NE
Dad!

The fit conti nues.

DELI A

Conr ad?!

(wal ks to SL hall)
He needs his oxygen!

(to the hallway)
Cl airel

(to Catherine)
Help himto his room

Cat heri ne wal ks a still-gaspi ng/ coughi ng Connie toward the
SL hal | way.

DELI A
C airel

Cl aire appears.

CLAI RE
Yes, mum ..
(seei ng)
Ch, Jaysus!

(to Catherine)
Hel p me get hi m back..

DELI A
Conni e! Br eat he, Connie! Goddamn
it!



But the coughi ng worsens.
Bl ackout

END ACT 1

| NTERM SSI ON

58.



59.

As the I NTERM SSI ON nusi c fades with the house and pre-set
lights, we hear the voice of Conrad M ddl eton:

CONNIE (V. Q)
"Ch, the wind it blows
Your hair in a dozen flow ng
circles in front of ny eyes..
and they're shining Iike the stars,
amllion |ost ancient arts
of beauty, all on your side.
and at your side,
by the norning |ight,
the blue of your eyes is ny sky.
you are ny life."

ACT 2 Scene 1

LI GATS UP

Andrew st ands at the bar,
strides purposely into the room confronts him

DELI A
You have anything to do with this
cockamanmy i dea?

ANDREW
No nore'n you al ready know.

DELI A
You agree with it?

ANDREW
Not ny decision, is it?

DELI A
That's not what | asked you.

ANDREW
Answer's the sane.

DELI A
It doesn't bother you that he'll die
i f he goes back?

ANDREW
O course | care if he dies, Delia.
He's nmy brother. But he's his own
man. Knows his own heart.

DELI A
Al ny life |I've supported him
t hrough the good and the bad..

pouring hinself a drink.

Delia
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ANDREW
You were good for him yes.

DELI A
...l opened the doors, nmade sure he
was heard. | nmade sure the spotlight

shone brightly. Now he wants to
throw it away?

ANDREW
That spotlight lit you up a bit too,
now didn't it?

DELI A

This has nothing to do with ne.
ANDREW

You sure?
DELI A

VWhat are you inplying, Andrew?
ANDREW

Nothin'. Look, the way |I see it,

people hold on to things. Longer'n
they should, nost tines. Maybe you're--

DELI A
And you don't? You've had that dog-
eared copy of Robert Burns sewn to
your hand since | net you.

ANDREW
That | have. For no reason, either.
Had it all up here for longer'n
remenber. But that doesn't really
have anythin' to do with Connie, now

does it?

DELI A
How can you condone his just wal king
away ?

ANDREW

| don't understand the attachnents
peopl e make to things, to places.
Never have. Couldn't care |ess
nmysel f. When you're takin' your |ast
breath, one place is as good as
another, is it not? But it natters
to him..to Connie, don't it? And
HE matters to ME. Sinple as that.

Andrew stands, wal ks to Delia, touches her gently.
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ANDREW
We'll be leavin' tonorrow. And he
wants you to go with us.

Delia | ooks hard at Andrew.

DELI A
(shaki ng her head)
No. No. | can't let him | won't

let him

Delia turns on her heel and strides back up the hallway to
t he bedr oons.

Andr ew wat ches her go, then shakes his head, sits on the
couch, pulls out his Robert Burns, begins reading.

Claire enters fromthe SL hallway, carrying a pile of Connie's
clothes toward the US hallway. Andrew | ooks up

ANDREW
He all right, is he?
CLAI RE
The Mster? He is. | upped his

oxygen a bit. That always hel ps.

ANDREW
That happen often? The coughi ng?

CLAlI RE
O'ten enough these days.

She sets the |inens down, noves to CS.

CLAI RE
He tells ne he's goin' back to
Britain.

ANDREW
That's his w sh.

CLAI RE
Qdd wi sh, you ask ne.

ANDREW
How so?

CLAI RE
VWll, aside fromthe obvious -- his
health and all -- why woul d you want
to | eave here? Anerica, | nean.

Li ke Il eavin' the anusenent park to
go to a convent.



ANDREW

(armused)
Never thought of it that way.

She sits down,

el |,
isn't

engaged now.

CLAI RE
| mean, it's just the attitude,
it? Not all caught up in the

proper and the stuffy. Here, they

let it all hang out, as they say.
ANDREW

Do t hey?
CLAI RE

You ever been to Las Vegas?
ANDREW

No.
CLAI RE

Ch, now, that's where you'll see

what |I'mtal kin' about. Bright and

flashy, with the lights, and the
bells ringin', all that bling. That's

Amrer i

You |

What '
possi
sitti

ca, NoOw...
ANDREW
ike it there, do ya?
CLAlI RE
s not to like? Anythin's
ble. Gve you an exanple: |I'm
n' at the slots, down the end

a' the row. And |'mpunpin' in

quart

ers, playin' the max, 'cause

you don't win shite playin' one or

t wo.
pul i

And |'"mputtin' "emin and
n' the arm and down sits this

wee bit of a grandnother at the

machi
quart

ne next to ne. She throws in a
er and pulls. Nothin', a

course, so she drops in another.

Not hi

n' again. So | figure I"ll

i nvest in sone karnma and | turns
to her and | says, "You want to win
the big noney, dearie, you got to

pl ay

the max". She giggles a wee

granny giggle and says, "Five?" And
| says, yes, and we both start punpin’

five,
t al ki

li ke we was twins or sonethin',
n' away while we're pullin'.
( MORE)
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CLAI RE (CONT' D)
Turns out she's just |ost her hubby,
poor dear, and is livin'" on the
wel fare and all...sad story. Anyway,
all of a sudden, all hell breaks
| oose, with bells and sirens and
blinkin' lights, and granny's cryin
“"What did | do? What did | do?"
' Course, what she did was hit the
fookin' jackpot...half a mllion
Anmerican dollars! On her, what,
first machine? Not that she couldn't
use it, but you see what | nean?
Anyt hi ng can happen. To anybody.
Gotta | ove Anerica!

ANDREW
Li ke Christmas nornin', eh?
CLAI RE
Wll, that's a Christmas nornin' |'d

sure |like to seel

ANDREW

Alittle magic everywhere there, is
it?

Claire rises, picks up the |inens.

CLAI RE
Oh, well, now, you want to tal k magi c!
Ran nyself into a magici an works
weekends at the Mrage last tine |
was up there. dder fella, fancy

clothes and all, knows how to treat
alady. Hit it off, we did. Wuldn't
mnd seein' himagain, I'lIl tell ya.

Tal ented hands, if you know what |
mean.

ANDREW
Well, maybe you'll get the chance
now.

CLAlI RE

Maybe. Be sorry to see the Mster
| eave, though. He and the M ssus

been good to ne. But if it's tinme
to go, it's tinme to go.

ANDREW
That it is.
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CLAI RE
(rising)

Yup. |If the machine ain't payin

off, better novin' to a new one'
what | al ways say.

(moves to hal | way,

st ops)
When will you be leavin', then?

ANDREW

S

Tonmorrow afternoon, if he's up to

it.
Catherine enters fromthe SL hal |l way.

CATHERI NE
(to Aaire)

There you are. M father was asking
for you. He wants to get dressed.

CLAI RE
Al right, Mssy.
(to Andrew)

Nice talkin' to you. See Vegas
you can, now. You never know...

Claire yanks her armlike she's pulling a
waves his hand, smling. Caire exits.

CATHERI NE

What was that? Vegas?
ANDREW

Not hin'. Christms and nagi c.

get a good rest, did he?

CATHERI NE
Yes. He's feeling better. Getti
dressed for dinner.

ANDREW
Mre likely he's comn' out for

i f

sl ot handl e.

Conni e

a

bit a' barleycorn before, if | know

my brot her.

CATHERI NE
(smling)
Probably. You want one?

ANDREW
['l]l wait for Connie.

Cat herine wal ks to the picture w ndow, |ooks out.
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CATHERI NE
Did you know? About his wanting to
| eave?

ANDREW
Not until he called. | was | ooking
forward to the party and a few days
off, tell you true.

CATHERI NE
How does he | ook to you?
ANDREW
(a sad smle)
Shall | lie to you, too?
CATHERI NE
No.
(beat)

| really don't see how he's going to
handl e novi ng back to Engl and.

ANDREW
Don't think he's plannin' on havin
to handle it |ong.

CATHERI NE
| don't |ike thinking about that.

ns Catherine at the w ndow.

ANDREW
H's decidin' to leave it all go
doesn't nean he has any |l ess |ove
for you, you know.

CATHERI NE
| know that, Andy, but | also know
that if he | eaves, he's not com ng
back. Wen | say goodbye to him
tonorrow, |I'm sayi ng goodbye, you
know? How do | do that?

ds up his Burns.

ANDREW
Li ke Robbi e says, "Each life's a
river." |t takes us when and where
it will. Your father's in the

current, Cate. You need to let him
go, if that's what he wants.
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CATHERI NE
(pointing at his book)

You' ve had that book all ny life.
remenber sitting on your |ap and you
reading it tone. | think I was

five or six.

ANDREW

Read Robbie to ya a lot. You renenber

your favorite?

CATHERI NE
| i ked npost of them

ANDREW
Yeah, but this one...

Andrew t hunbs t hrough the book, finds the page.

ANDREW
"I's there for honest poverty
That hings his head an'a'that?

The coward sl ave, we pass him by

We dare be poor for a'that.

Catherine is smling now She renenbers.

She joins in.

ANDREW AND CATHERI NE

For a'that an'a'that,
Their tinsel show an'a'that:

The honest nman, though e'er sae poor,

Is king o' nen, for a'that."
They end up | aughi ng toget her.
CATHERI NE

God, |I'd nmake you read that unti

you were sick of it.

ANDREW
That you did. And you | aughed
this every tine. N ce to hear
agai n.
(beat)
You know, he was |i ke your dad,

l'i ke
it

Robbi e

Burns was, in his time. A rock star.
The wonen | oved him D ed young,

t hough. Only thirty-seven. |

often

wonder what nore he'd'a witten if

he'd lived a bit |onger..
(realizing)
oowel L
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CATHERI NE
You think he's doing the right thing,
t hen?
ANDREW
He thinks it's right for him
CATHERI NE
But what about us? |[Is he thinking
about how we feel? He'll die there.
ANDREW

He's dyin' here, darlin', and he
knows it. So he's just choosin'’
where he goes, is all. dCdosin' the
books the way he wants.

CATHERI NE
There's so nmuch nore he can do, Andy.
As Poet Laureate, his work can
continue, he can influence a new
generation. Mm says--

ANDREW
Your nother's |ookin" through
different eyes, breathin' her own
air. She's grippin tight to
sonethin' she doesn't want to let go
of .

CATHERI NE
| know how she feels.

ANDREW
Conni e nentioned there was trouble
back hone.
(of f her nod)
You |l ove himstill?

CATHERI NE
| oved who he was...before...but
he's not the sane man | narri ed.

ANDREW
None of us is set in stone, Cate.
Neither is love. [It's got to nolt

and renew all the time, just |ike
everythin' el se.

CATHERI NE
| can deal with change. |I'msmart,
I|"mflexible. But there's nothing
com ng back anynore.
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ANDREW
Well, sonetinmes nen have to find
their owm way, darlin'. Nothin' you

can do but let 'em

CATHERI NE
(sits on couch)
It's just that | gave up so nmuch to
be with him Hol ding on, wal ki ng
away. ..l lose either way.

ANDREW
| had a dog once. A nmutt, but a
fine one. Loyal, close...the kind
of being you wsh all nmen would be
to ya. And one day, this dog saw a
rabbit sittin' in the mddle of the
field out back a' ny house, and bein’
the great hunter he thought hinself
to be, he took off after that rabbit,
chasin'" himall over, up and back,
until that bunny finally found a
hole in the ground to squeeze hinself
into. Now that dog, he just sat
there all day, waitin'. Not novin'
a nuscle, nose to the hole. 1 called
himin to supper at the end of the
day, but he didn't nove. Just rested
his head on his paws, nose to that
hole, waitin' for that rabbit to pop
his head out. The next nornin',

see himlayin' there still, rolled
over on his side. | wandered over
to where he was layin', still not

movin', despite ne callin' to him
And when | get there, | see he's not
breathin', and the nornin' frost is
silver on his fur. | bend down to
him-- upset, as you m ght inmagine --
and there's no mssin' the fact that
he's gone. It's then I notice his
nose -- swollen and discolored. And
in the grass, still covered in frost
like my mutt's coat, | see the curly-
cue trail of what was surely a rather
| ar ge snake, which, bein'" that they're
plentiful in those parts, and given
the condition nmy doggie was in, |'m
assum n' was an adder of sone sort.
Qui ck and deadly. There was no sign
a' that rabbit. Never saw hi m again.
The snake either.

( MORE)
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ANDREW ( CONT' D)
But 1'll tell ya this: if that dog
a' mne hadn't held on so hard to
the thought a' catchin' that rabbit,
he'd still be runnin' in that field.

Andr ew reaches out, touches Catherine's knee.

ANDREW
Sonetinmes, |ove, we have to put things
on the scal e, see where the bal ance
lies, and in seeing, we may find the
only course is to open our hands.
Li ke your father is.

CATHERI NE
| don't want to | ose ny dad.
ANDREW
You'll never |ose him dear.
(touches her heart)
You'll always have his | ove here.

(touches her head)
And here, in his poens. Sane as you
wll with that fella of yours, if it
don't work out. You keep the good,
let the rest of it go.

CATHERI NE
It's not the letting go, Andy. It's
the starting over that scares ne.

ANDREW
(hol ds up the book)
Just a new page, darlin'...a new

st anza.

Delia wheels Connie in fromthe SL hallway. He's back on
t he cannul a and oxygen.

DELI A
(with spleen)
What stanza woul d that be, Andrew?

Cat heri ne and Andrew st and.

ANDREW
(to Delia)
Just readin' some Robbie Burns to
your daughter is all.
(to Connie)
You're | ookin' better, brother.



CONNI E
Your lying's not getting any better,
Andrew. Wsh you'd all stop fawning
over ne. 'Less the fawning includes
joining me in a coupl'a fingers.

ANDREW
| think |I could manage that.

DELI A
Do you two ever stop?

CONNI E
That's what |'mtryin' to do, Delia.
St op.

ANDREW
Catherine? Delia?

CATHERI NE
Sur e.

Delia shakes her head with a snap.

DELI A
| don't want to hear this, Conrad.
' ve made nyself quite clear--

CONNI E
That you have, yes. Exceedingly.
You should listen with the sanme
clarity.

DELI A
Listen to what? To a man essentially
telling ne he wants to commt suicide?

CATHERI NE
Mom pl ease...not tonight.

DELI A

(to Catherine)
Wiy not tonight? |Is there a better
tinme?

(to Connie)
Honestly. What am | supposed to do?
Just say, oh, sure, pass up the
hi ghest honor offered a poet? Just
| eave it on the table and go suffocate
i n Devon?

CONNI E
You come with ne, Deely. W nake it
work, like we've done all our |ives.
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DELI A
And where will that |eave nme? A
wi dow i n goddammed Britain. At |east
here |I've got connecti ons,
possibilities.

CONNI E
| really don't want to go w thout
you. You're ny anchor.

DELI A
And | don't want you to go. W' ve
fought too hard, Connie. Ride out
the string, man.

CONNI E
|'ve already told you--

DELI A
And |'ve heard you. You want to
quit and you want nme to quit with

you.

(to Andrew)
On second thought, I'd better have
one of those.

(to Connie)
How can you do this to ne?

CONNI E

"' m not doing anything to you. |'m

trying to do sonething with you

DELI A
No. You want to give up and | don't
under st and why- -

CONNI E
VWhat's so hard to under st and?! It's
time.

DELI A

There's never a tinme to toss it all.
You hold on for all you're worth,
period. To do otherw se shows a
weakness that 1'Il not. ..

(catching herself)
| can't listen to any nore of this.
Cat herine, help ne get dinner on the
tabl e.

nmoves to her father, touches his arm
CATHERI NE

Yes, okay, |I'll be there in a m nute.
| want to stay with...
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Conni e pats her hand.

CONNI E
Go hel p your nother, Cate. W'l
have plenty of tinme |ater.

CATHERI NE
"1l hold you to that.

Cat heri ne ki sses Connie's head, and exits.

A few beats of silence, then Conni e shakes his head, downs
his drink, and holds the glass up to Andrew, who makes him
anot her.

CONNI E
| may not make it to tonorrow, Andy.
She may kill me in ny sleep tonight
just to make sure | don't |leave with
you in the nornin'.

ANDREW
She's filled herself with you al
her life, Connie...filled herself so
full that there's no space for
herself. And she'll not let go
because she's afraid that w thout
you, there's nothin' left to define

her .

CONNI E
That's ridiculous. She's stronger
t han that.

ANDREW

|s she? Her hands will be as enpty
as yours tonorrow if she don't | eave
wth us. You're lettin" go for both
of you, old son. You need to know

t hat .

CONNI E
Never understood why she held on so
tight. | certainly didn't deserve
it.

ANDREW

You didn't make it easy for her,
that's God's truth. Follow n' your
muse, you were

CONNI E

(a small [ augh)
There are no nuses, Andrew.

( MORE)



CONNI E ( CONT' D)
Just connections. The tendrils of
life, reaching in all directions,
attachi ng, detaching, |ike nerve
cells in our brain, making connections
that result in a thought, an insight,
an enotion, a hope, a dream a
masterpiece. |If we do not allow
t hose connections to be made, who
knows WHAT we will have | ost forever?

Andrew delivers Connie's drink, sits with his own.

ANDREW

(with a chuckl e)
That what you been doin' all these

years? Connectin'?

CONNI E
Maybe.
(beat, they drink)
The seem ng randommess of it all is

what astounds ne now...that | may
have nmet sonmeone by the nerest
chance...a left turn instead of a

ri ght one, and because of that, our
paths crossed. And what we did with
that unanticipated gift led us to

ot her turns, to other connections,

t hat woul d never have been made

Wi thout that first turn left. Every
connection we are gifted with is
pricel ess because within that solitary
nmonment are contai ned the seeds of
the next, and the next after that,
and the next after that. And it's

i npossi ble to judge the inportance
of that nonment in the instant it
occurs.

ANDREW
That it is.

CONNI E
So | took to honoring every connection
| made, because who is to say that
very connection wasn't the spark of
a new work, sonething unimagi ned.
Those connections were mnmy Mises,
Andy. Wthout them there would
have been no words. Not a single
one.



ANDREW
Those nuses took you sone tough
pl aces. Cost ya a | ot sonetines.

CONNI E
Gave ne a lot too. But it's time to
thank "emand let "emgo, |I'm

t hinking. Had to cone sonetine.
The trick is to know when.

ANDREW
You sure about this? Sure there
aren't any nore |left turns out there,
waitin' on ya?

CONNI E
The worl d's passed us by, Andrew.
W poets. Oh, occasionally a voice
w Il ascend -- an Angelou or a Collins --
but overall, we have di mred, hard to
hear anynore in a culture where a
Marty Robbins or the next big rapper
is considered a poet. No, there
wll be no nore Robert Burns's. No
nmore Conni e M ddl et ons.

ANDREW
More's the pity, my brother. 'Tis
the world' s | oss.

CONNI E
Ever think that maybe it's the world
letting us go, Andrew, instead of
t he ot her way around?

Bl ackout. During the scene transition:

CONNIE (V. Q)
"The qui et nunbs,
Pl unbs your soul,
Makes you renenber the unquiet tines
When all of life seened to be
scream ng
When even your own soul wailed |ike
a coyote in the canyons;
But now it's quiet.
And there's no quiet |like mddle of
t he ni ght quiet,
Wbnderi ng where you fit quiet,
Looki ng for where you stepped off
the track quiet,
Afraid you'll never get back quiet.
That's the quiet that nunbs.”

ACT 2, Scene 2




LI GATS UP

Next afternoon.

M chael si

Delia sm|l
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ts on the couch. Delia stands near the chair.

M CHAEL
It's his choice to accept or not.
It's not a binding appoi ntnent.
DELI A
Can he sinply accept the Laureate in
name only?

M CHAEL
Not really. There are obligations
that go with the designation. He
must, above all, wite, of course.
He'l | be expected to produce at | east
one new volune. There are readings,
sem nars, hosting of synposia in
Washi ngton for new poets. It's an
anbi ti ous schedul e.

DELI A
Yes. | thought it would be, but I
t hought perhaps we could nmassage it
a bit.

M CHAEL
Well, then there are the ancillary
contingenci es we've al ready spoken
of -- the publishing, recordings,

appear ances, and such.

es weakly, an acceptance of the reality.

DELI A
VWhat of that other matter | nentioned
to you on the phone this norning?

M chael pauses. Hi s tone beconmes nore hushed.

M CHAEL
That's a, uh...that's a, as you Brits
say, a "sticky wcket". It's not

i npossi bl e, under the circunstances,
but it will not be easy...and it
wi |l not be pleasant.
(beat)
You see, you'd have to go to court.

DELI A
| s that necessary?

Then. ..



Andrew enters from SL hal | way, overhears:

M CHAEL
|"mafraid so. You nust have him
decl ared i nconpetent, you see. It

woul d nost likely require a
prof essional's eval uati on of nental
i ncapacity. ..

Andrew cones to CS.

ANDREW
Whoa, now. What are you talkin
about here?

M CHAEL
...You would then need to petition
the court for guardianship..

ANDREW
Del i a?

M CHAEL
...and once that's granted -- not
easy, as | said, but doable -- you

woul d then have full discretionary
control of the estate..

ANDREW
(to M chael)
Hold on a mnute, there..
M CHAEL
...as well as stewardship of him
physical ly. ..
ANDREW
Hol d on!
M CHAEL
... meani ng, where he stays or goes..
ANDREW
(to M chael)
| SAID SHUT UP
M CHAEL
| beg your pardon?! | was speaking
to Delia--
ANDREW
(to M chael)

| know what you were doin'!
( MORE)



Cat heri ne

ANDREW ( CONT' D)

(to Delia)
VWhat are you thinkin',

Delial? You're

not serious here, are ya?

DELI A
This is not your concer

ANDREW

n, Andrew -

How is this not ny concern!'? He's

my brot her!
enters from SR hal | way.
CATHERI NE

Mon? |s everything all
i s everyone shouting?

DELI A
It's fine, we're just--
ANDREW
No, it's not. [t's not
obscene.
M CHAEL

Now, | woul dn't charact
obsce- -

right? Wy

fine. It's

erize this as

CATHERI NE
VWhat are you tal ki ng about ?
(to Delia)
Monf
ANDREW

Tell her, Delia. Tel

your daughter

what you're thinkin' of doin' to her

f at her.

CATHERI NE
Dad? What?

DELI A
" mjust exploring--

CATHERI NE
What ? Expl ori ng what ?

DELI A
W can't let himl eave,
You know t hat.

CATHERI NE
Expl ori ng what ?

Cat heri ne.

7.



M CHAEL
Your nother was inquiring about
guar di anshi p.

CATHERI NE
Meani ng. .. ?

ANDREW
Meani ng decl aring Connie nentally
i nconpet ent .

CATHERI NE
(stunned, to Delia)
You're not serious.

DELI A
He's not well, Catherine. You know
that. W need to protect--

ANDREW
VWhat ? Protect what, exactly?

M CHAEL
Well, the man, first. After that,
hi s | egacy.

ANDREW

How nmuch of that |egacy is your twenty

percent ?

M CHAEL
| resent that--!

ANDREW
Resent all you want! Add in ny
contenpt while you're at it.
(to Delia)
You can't do this, Delia.

DELI A
| can. He's ny husband. | wll do
what | think is best for him And
i f that neans--

ANDREW
You' ve been holdin'" on too tight,
Delia. Now you'll be squeezin' the
st one.

CATHERI NE
Mom Andy's right. Think what this
would do to Dad. |If he were

i ncapaci tated, or denented, maybe,
but he's as lucid as you or |
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DELI A
W need to protect--

CATHERI NE
This woul d destroy him nother, not
protect him He's already |osing
his body. This would kill his spirit.

DELI A
It would save his |lifel

CATHERI NE
For what?! To do what ?!

DELI A
To wite! To create! Despite what
he thinks about his talent, he's
still Conrad M ddl et on.

ANDREW
This is insane, Delia. You can't
force the man to witel

DELI A
| can provide the opportunity! Like
|"ve done for the past forty-five
years!

CATHERI NE
You can't do this. It will be a sad
footnote that colors every word he
ever wrote.

DELI A
You' re over-reacting.

CATHERI NE
AmI[? Trust ne...imge is ny
business. Even | couldn't spin this.

DELI A
He's not thinking straight, Catherine!

CATHERI NE
You sure it's hin? Jesus, nother!
| wouldn't even do this to Mark, and
he's. ..

Andrew stops her with a touch to the shoul der.

ANDREW
(tenderly)
You can't will things to be what
they aren't, Delia. Just |ike your
father couldn't.

79.



80.

This hits Delia hard. She begins to retort, but it catches
in her throat. She stares at Andrew several beats as tears
cone to her eyes, then her body seens to collapse into itself.
She sinks to the couch.

DELI A
Oh, God! What am | to do?!?

Beat .

CONNI E
You let go, ny darling. You take ny
hand. W go hone.

Everyone turns to see Connie, standing in the SL hallway.
Bl ackout. During the scene transition:

CONNIE (V.O)
"Your presence.
Li ke a whi sper.
Not there one nonent,
Then unm stakably in the room
Brushing the hairs on ny neck,
Ever so slightly touching ny shoul der,
As | caressed her nipple with ny
lips,
Ran ny hand across her tenptation,
Slid nyself into her Tire.
That whi sper of you,
Rem nding nme of ny sin."

ACT 2, Scene 3

LI GHTS UP

Late that night.

Connie sits on the wi ndow seat, |ooking out at the desert
night. He holds the yellow |l egal tablet and a pen on his
lap. A glass of whiskey and a pack of cigarettes sit next
to him

Delia enters fromthe SL hal | way.

DELI A
Conni e?

Conni e doesn't bother to hide the cigarette.

CONNI E
Over here.
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DELI A
| woke. You weren't there. | got
wor r i ed.

CONNI E
Couldn't sleep is all. Anticipation,
maybe.

They stare at each other a nonent.

DELI A
Your m nd's nmade up, then?

Conni e doesn't answer. He | ooks out at the noonlit desert.

CONNI E
| never nmuch liked this place. You
know that. | suppose | saw it as a

purgatory -- ny sins and bad habits

comn' home, demandin' retribution.
(1 ooks at her, smles)

Anot her Reckoni ng, maybe. But tonight

there's a clarity toit. Enpty,

endl ess, unconplicated. Life at its

nost basic -- scratching up fromthe

sand, touched for a bit by the sun

and the noon, then withering back to

dust, bl own sonewhere el se by the

w nd.

Conni e taps a cigarette out of a pack.

DELI A
You shoul dn't be doing that.
CONNI E
Does it really matter at this point,
| ove?
DELI A
It's all always mattered, Conrad.
(beat)
It still matters to ne.

Conni e puts the cigarette back in the pack

CONNI E
| know.

DELI A
Then, goddamm it, why doesn't it
matter to you? | thought we were in

this together.
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CONNI E
| did too.
DELI A
Then, why? Wiy just give up? It
scares nme, Connie. |'mfrightened.
Not of you dying -- | know that's
i nevi tabl e one of these days. But
|'"'mso afraid that 1'll hate you for
allowing it to cone to you so
wllingly.
Conni e takes her hand, smles lovingly at her.
CONNI E
| hope not.

(nods to desert)
| see the beauty in it all tonight.
The desert, life. Becom ng,
unbecom ng, becom ng again. | didn't
let nmyself really | ook before...
was too busy being the "Lion of the
Hai ght", | suppose.

Delia rises, noves to the couch.

DELI A

You ARE the Lion of the Haight.
CONNI E

No. I'mjust Connie Mddleton, from

Qtery St. Mary, Devon

DELI A
One and the sane.

Conni e takes a slug of whiskey, picks up the pad, and wal ks
to Delia, sits by her.

CONNI E
Maybe at one tinme, but no | onger.
See, Deely, | realized tonight that,
at sone point, we becone our own
hi story. W no |onger have a present,
and we are not allowed a future,
because when anyone | ooks at us,
they only see that history. Their
per spective cages us, denies us
what ever destiny we may have |eft.
And because we don't want to
di sappoi nt them we acqui esce. W
step into the cage willingly and
allowit to define us.

( MORE)
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CONNI E ( CONT' D)

The only way out of that cage is to
et the history go. Just open our
hands and release it. That's all
want to do, ny darling.

(he spreads his arns,

opens hi s hands)
| just want to open ny hands, that's
al | .

DELI A
But | can't! M hands are cl enched
tight. Frozen shut.

CONNI E
They don't have to be.

Conni e ki sses her hands, then turns her face to his, kisses
her tenderly. He puts his arm around her.

Cat heri ne energes fromthe SL hal lway, notices Conni e and
Delia on the couch. She smles at seeing themlike that, and
lingers, leaning partially into the shadow of the hallway,
unnoti ced.

Delia points to the yellow tablet |aying near Connie.

DELI A
VWhat's that?

CONNI E
One of nmy Muses canme calling tonight.
Sayi ng goodbye, |'m guessi ng.
Beat .

DELI A
Read it to me?

Conni e | ooks at her and sm | es.

CONNI E
Li ke the ol d days, eh?
DELI A
(smling)
Yes.
CONNI E
Al right.

Conni e puts his glasses on, clears his throat.
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CONNI E
"W are sonetines |overs,
Full-time partners in a schenme to
fool the world;
But no one ever seens to be listening --
You can't fool anyone who won't hear
your words.
But if blessings were in season,
|'d buy you a dozen,
And | eave them on your doorstep
So you'd stunble on them at dawn,
And wonder where |'ve been."

Conni e pauses.

DELI A
|s there nore?

CONNI E
Yes.
“"Now with aging soul in tatters
And remai ni ng days too few,
I"d like to take you further,
But you don't know if you want to,
Because you don't know where |'ve
been.

And where |'ve been,
s a season fromwhere | am

Conni e sets the tablet down, snmiles at Delia, recites the
rest from nmenory.

CONNI E
But our differences in living
Need not danp the fires of |oving;
And bei ng sonetinmes | overs
Need not find those fires cooling
If we don't know where we've been.

' Cause where we've been
|s a season fromwhere we are."

Long beat as Delia w pes her noist eyes.

DELI A
That's beautiful. Wat's it call ed?

Conni e hands the tablet to Delia. She squints at it, then
| ooks up at Conni e.

DELI A
"To Delia".
(beat)
Aw, Conni e.



She | ets her
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head fall to his chest. Cat heri ne turns and
di sappears up the hall.

After a nonment:

CONNI E

know you think holding on to

sonet hing no matter what you're faced

w th shows strength.
for whatever reason -- inplies failure

and weakness. But | woul d di sagree
with you, nmy darling. You see, |'ve
come to understand that hol ding on

so tightly is only the signature of
fear, that doing so beyond all reason
si nply makes the penmanshi p cl earer
and sharper. The only way to erase
that signature is to...just...let it
go. Blowits dust fromthe page and
let it turn.

Delia rises quickly, steps DSL, her back to Connie,

wr apped around hersel f.

DELI A
Oh, CGod, Connie. | can't |ose you.
Any of you. Daddy, Catherine, you..
can't. | sinply can't. If | let
you all go, | disappear.

Conni e ri ses, cones behi nd her.

CONNI E
think it's the opposite, ny |ove.
think that for the first tinme in

your life, YOUw || appear. When
you look in a mrror, you will not
see the ghost of your father or the
burden of nme. You wll see the
remar kabl e Iight we have all needed
to find OQUR ways. You wll see what
we have seen -- that the light is

That to let go --

pouring fromwthin you
reflecting off of us.

J ust

DELI A
That's not a vision | want to see,
light or no.

CONNI E
Wy not ?

Delia turns, |ooks up into Connie's face.

her arns
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DELI A
Because it will be a |l onely woman
"Il see staring back at nme. Al one.
You understand that? You letting go
forces me to, Connie. You may be
ready, but | am not.

Delia turns fromhim

DELI A
| amnot at all ready.

Bl ackout. During the scene transition:

CONNI E (V. Q)
"l 1 ooked to you,
And you did not back down.
You kept the light in your eye,
And replaced the shine in m ne.
You canme to ne with no shane
And reassured nmy own reachings.
You shared your soul
And in the passing,
Gave ne m ne again.
You held me warmnly,
And passed ne securely
On to the next day."

ACT 2, Scene 4

LI GATS UP
Next norni ng.

Andrew enters from SL hal | way, carrying his satchel. He
sets the bag near the front door, then exits to the SR
hal | way.

A nmonment |ater, he returns, carrying a pot of coffee. He
takes a nug fromthe bar, pours equal amounts of coffee and
whi skey, then stands at the bar and sips it as he reads his
Robert Burns.

A few beats later, Claire enters fromthe hallway, pulling a
carry-on. She sets it near the front door.

ANDREW
You | eavin' this paradise too, are
ya?

CLAI RE

Me? No. Well, yes, but that bag's
the Mssy's.



ANDREW
Cat heri ne?
CLAlI RE
Leavin' this nornin', she says.
ANDREW
| didn't know. You'll not be joinin
us yoursel f, then.
CLAlI RE
Ch, no. Wn't get ne goin' back
across that ocean. | told ya, |

can't see why anyone woul d | eave
here to go there. Not that | don't
have a soft spot for ny birthplace.
| just find life nore interestin
here is all.

ANDREW
Stayi ng in Phoenix, then?

CLAI RE
Lord, no. | didn't mean "here" here.
Not hin' for ne here now the Mster's
leavin'. | meant Anerica. Going to
Las Vegas, | am

ANDREW

Ah, yes. The lights and bells.
What did you call it? "Bling".

CLAI RE
(1 aughs)
Vell, sure, there's that. Kinda
partial to it. That and...
(a smle)
...other things.

ANDREW
The magi ci an.

CLAlI RE
Maybe. We |left things open.

ANDREW
Not hing wong with a little nagic.

CLAI RE
No, sir. Especially the way he does
it.

ANDREW
Mnhmm  Well, good luck with that.

87.
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CLAI RE
Thank you. Mght find that Christnas
mornin' | been | ookin' for, you know?

Claire and Andrew smle at each other a nonent.

CLAlI RE
|"d best get the Mster ready.

ANDREW
No hurry. We've got sone tine.

CLAI RE
Al the sane.

Claire stops at the hallway, turns.

CLAI RE
"1l mss him you know. Underneath
it all, he's a sweetheart, now, isn't

he?

She exits. Andrew smles, chuckles to hinself, then sips
his coffee, goes back to his Robert Burns.

A nmonment |ater, Catherine enters fromUS hallway, cell phone
wedged to her ear. She's digging through her purse as she
tal ks.

CATHERI NE
Yes...tonight...l don't know exactly.
111 1 et you know when | get the
ticket n1|eaV|ng for the airport

inafewmnutes . VWhat ?

She sees Andrew, holding his coffee. She points to it and
makes a begging notion. He takes a nug and pours. She goes
to the closet for her coat.

CATHERI NE
Yes, and | you, you know that...And
Mark...we're going to tal k about
sonme things if I'"mgoing to..

Andrew hol ds up the whi skey bottle. Catherine hesitates,
t hen opens her arns and nods. He pours.

CATHERI NE
We'll talk about it when | get hone...
(firmy)
No. We're going to talk, Mark...W'l|
work it out together...Yes...Yes.
Me too.
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She puts the phone in her purse, drops it and the coat across
her suitcase. She takes the nmug Andrew offers, sits on the

couch.

Cat heri ne

CATHERI NE
God, thank you. | need this.
ANDREW
Back to New York?
CATHERI NE
Yes.
ANDREW
Thi ngs worked out, then?
CATHERI NE
Not yet. They nmay not. | don't
know. But...|l need to go back.
ANDREW
You sure?
CATHERI NE

| can't let himgo. Not just yet,
anyway. Am | crazy?

ANDREW

Not hin' crazy about it. W do what
we feel we nust, don't we?

(beat)
A word of advice?

(of f her nod)
If in the end you're going to | eave,
don't hesitate. Walk away cl ean.
Don't worry about the m st you're
headi ng into or nourn the hours you're
| eavin' behind. Every nonent behind
you, and every second before you
will ultimtely have the sane
significance: they will be nonents
you sinply lived through, good or
bad, happy or sad. Let what's in
front of you be enough for now. And
if you feel it's tinme to let it al
go, open your hands fearlessly and
with great excitenment. For sonething
else will surely fall into them

hugs hi m
CATHERI NE

You shoul d have been a poet too,
Uncl e Andy.
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Conni e appears in the SL hallway, walking wwth a cane, a
smal | oxygen tank with cannula over his shoulder. He's
dressed for travel.

CONNI E
Just what the boozers need...a barnman
pourin' rhynmes instead of Black and
Tans.

ANDREW
(hol di ng up his book)
| read "ema bit of Robbie now and
again, Conrad. Don't hear any
conplaints. | even recite "ema few
of your stanzas.

CATHERI NE
You | ook terrific, Dad.

CONNI E
Never underestinate the power of
oxygen and codeine, darlin'. You

notice he didn't nmention "no
conpl aints" on ny verses.

ANDREW
You'll be readin' 'emyourself soon
enough. Take it up with the bellies
at the bar.
CONNI E
(to Andrew)
| shall. There wouldn't be a bit of

Irish in that cof fee, now would t here?

ANDREW
There coul d be.

CONNI E
Good man. Don't want to be flyin
conpl etely sober, now do we?
(sits wth Catherine)
The Irish denon said you were going
back to New York.

CATHERI NE
Be nice, Dad. You'll mss her and
you know it. No one to bitch at.

CONNI E
"1l have your uncle.

ANDREW
Ch, wll you now?
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CONNI E
(to Catherine)
Things work out up north, did they?

CATHERI NE
We'll see. | thought I mght try to
talk Mark into getting out of the
city for a while. Change of

envi ronment mght do him-- and us --
sone good.

CONNI E
Oh?

CATHERI NE
Yeah. |1'mthinking the English
countryside. Maybe sonewhere in
Devon?

CONNI E

Are you, now?

CATHERI NE
Mn hmm  Depends on if | can find a
pl ace for us to stay a while.

CONNI E
Vell, | mght know a place where you
can | ay your heads.
CATHERI NE
Thought you m ght.
(they hug)
Where's nonf
CONNI E
Settlin' up with Caire, | believe.
CATHERI NE

What's she going to do? Did you
convi nce her to--

CONNI E
Your nother's got her own m nd,
darlin'. 1'll not be convincin' her
of anyt hing.
ANDREW
Never been able to, if nmenory serves.
CONNI E
(to Andrew)
Amazed | was able to talk her into

marryin'.
( MORE)
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CONNI E ( CONT' D)
(to Catherine)

No, darlin'...she'll follow her own
m nd.
CATHERI NE
She's not said anyt hi ng?
CONNI E
Hasn't uttered a word to ne since
| ast ni ght.
CATHERI NE
So | guess we should take it that
she's not. ..

Delia strides into the room

DELI A
Not what ?

She's dressed quite stylishly. She | ooks through a couple
of credenza drawers SL.

DELI A
Conrad, have you seen the extra house
key? | need it.
CONNI E
| haven't. You m splace yours?
DELI A
No...mne's still hanging where it
always is. | want to | eave one for
M chael. He may need to get in for

somet hi ng.
Conni e, Catherine, and Andrew exchange gl ances.

CATHERI NE
Mom ..you' re going with Dad?!

DELI A
(smles a beat)
Do you think I'd I et those two roam
t he English countryside w thout
supervi si on?

CATHERI NE
But what about the Laureateship?
Never giving up? Holding on no matter
what ?

Conni e, Andrew, and Catherine |ook at Delia, who stares back
at them her hands in fists in front of her.
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Then she slowly opens her clenched hands and spreads her
arns wi de, holds the pose a beat or two, smles at Connie.
She need say nothing nore.

Then she points at Connie.

DELI A

But!...that doesn't mean Bucki ngham

Pal ace won't be hearing from ne.
CONNI E

Ch, Lord!
ANDREW

A bit of coffee before we go, Deely?
DELI A

Only if there's Irish init, Andrew.
CONNI E

(smling at her)
My God, | love you, you know that?

She joins Connie on the couch. They kiss. She reaches up
and touches his cheek, smles back. It's a nonentary | oving
but nel ancholy | ook, then it's gone and the control is back.

DELI A
Read us sone Robbie Burns, wll you,
Andrew? Sonet hi ng hopeful and
uplifting.

ANDREW
Wth pleasure.

Andrew t hunbs t hrough his book, finds a page, begins to read.

ANDREW

"There's nane that's bl est of human
ki nd,
But the cheerful and the gay, man!
Here's a bottle and an honest friend!
What wad ye wish for nmair, nan?
Wha kens, before his life may end,
What his share may be o' care, man.
Then catch the nonents as they fly,
And use them as ye ought, man.

(music up and over as

lights slowy fade)
Bel i eve nme, happiness is shy,
And cones not aye when sought, man."

Bl ackout .

END OF PLAY



