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D WomAN, It's on the same rgaf we lived

on, hm-hm.
Ist Deap

(The Grour by tiNgrave sing foftly and slozcly one
d Be Jhe Tie That Binds.”)

lways liked that hymn, I
n. (Two beats after the
in her wedding dress
up C. from behind
to look at the
nderstanding;
v, stretches

28p DEAD WoMmAN,
was hopin’ they’d sing
first line of the hyyb, EmiL
without the veilg@merges SwfIN
the group; syfps after a few st¥
DEav, firsghlith surprise then with)
irvey the funeral group lovi
brward them, then slowiy walks M
‘acant for her, and sits facing out.
ns to the dead)
Emivy. (To all DEap, quietly) Hello!
MRs. SoaMEs. (Looking straight out)
Emily!

EmiLy. (Warmly) Hello, Mother Gibbs !
Mrs. Gises, Emily!

(A VoICE in the FuNERAL GROUP mumbles a
portion of the funeral service, but the words are

inaudible.)

EmiLy, Hello! (Faces front. Payse, she looks out
and up,—surprised) It's raining! (She looks at
funeral)

Mgrs. GiBes. (Facing front throughout) Yes—
They'll be gone soon, dear. Just rest yourself.
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~EmiLy, It seems thousands and thousands of vears
since I— (The prayer over, the FUNERAL Group
sings fecond verse of “Blessed Be The Tie That
Binds.”) (Pleased) Papa remembered that that was
my fa\:onte hymn. (Payse——tiyry; slowly R.) Oh, I
wish I'd been here 2 long time! I don't like bein

new herep. (Leans forward) Mrg

EMILY. (His tone confuses her g noment)
(Set.tlmg back for the first time, niore ap ease. En-

money you left ys,
irs. GBBs, I did?

(Sterting with thos, at L. the Fun
) . ERAL Grou
breaks up and exits slowly L. 4 Syary GROU:
only remains at grave,—MRr. and MRrs. Wegs
GEORGE, ang Dr. Gisss, who has no umbrella)'

MRgs. Gisss. Yes, yes, Emily.

driﬁl?iu‘y.f Well., there’s 2 pa-tent device on thig
L ng—doyntam so that it never overflows, Mother
};: s, and it never sinks below a certajn mark they
ave there. It’s fine, (Her voice trails off and her
yes return to the fumeral Sadly:) It won’t be the
same to George withoyt me, but it’s 3 lovely farm
(Lo'ok.r. front 8gain, sits forward, stryck by a new
realization) ive people don’t understand, do they?
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EMiLy. They're sort of shut up in little boxes,
aren’t they? I feel as tho I knew "em last a thousand
years ago— (Sits back, again at ease, easily) My
boy is spending the day at Mrs. Carter’s, (Turns to
1st DeaD MAN) (The CROWD is now off) Oh, Mr.
l(l:artex', my little boy is spending the day at your

ouse.

EMILY, Yes, he loves it there. Mother Gibbs, we
have a Ford, too. (MR. and Mrs. WeBs and
GEORGE slowly exeunt L.) Never gives any trouble.
I don’t drive, though. (Pause) (Pained,—sitting
forward) Mother Gibbs, when does this feeling go
away ?—Of being one of them? How long does it—

Mgs. Gress. Sh! dear. Just wait and be patient,

(Dr. G18Bs kneels to take flowers from grave, slowly
rises and crosses to face Mrs. Greas)

EMmiLy. (Looking off L., calmly) I know— Look,
they’re finished. They're going.

Mgs. Giess. Sh-h-h!

EwmiLy. (Lovingly) Look! Father Gibbs is bring-
ing some of my flowers to you. (As he passes, sur-
prised) He looks just like George, doesn’t he? (Dr.
GiBBs lays flowers at wife’s feet and stands, head
bowed and sighs) (All sympathy:) Oh, Mother
Gibbs, I never realized before how troubled and how
—how in the dark live persons are. Look at him. I
loved him so. (Long pause. Dr. Ginps exits slozly
L., gradually raising head. When he is two-thirds
off, and putting on his has ) From morning tili night,
that's all they are—troubled

it was.
IsT DEAD WoOMAN o Bl s cooled it off

a little. A
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EsiLy. (Sitting up abruptly, her L. hand hug-
ging her waist, both fists clenched) But Mother
Gibbs, one can go back; one can go back there again
—into living! I feel it! I know it! Why just then for
a moment I was thinking about—about the farm—
and for a minute I was there (Looking at her lap a
moment) and my baby was on my lap as plain as
day!

" Mgs. GiBss. Yes, of course you can.

EmiLy. (Excited) I can go back there and live all
those days over again—why not ?

Mgrs. GiBBs. All T can say is, Emily, don't. (STAGE
MANAGER enters down R. and stands hands behind
him, looking out.)

EMiLy. (To STAGE MANAGER, but only half fac-
ing him) But it’s true, isn't it? I can go and live—
back there—again.

SN AT T (O nirtip =i ~—ome=haove

Mgs. GiBss. (Gently) Don't do it, Emily.

at vou think it’d be.

LY. (Eagerly) But I won't live ovg®a sad

Boose a happy one— I'll chogg
¢ I loved George! (Lga

should that be paiffW:
STAGE MANAGER. T
watch yourself living it.
Exiuy. (Head up
STAGE MANAGER NW{ch it, you see
the thing that gfev—down there—ney now. You
sce the fugsfe. You know what’s going ™

LY. iSitting up) But is that—painful ?
RS, Gmns._ That's. not the only reason why
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