Scenes for Two Women

how. I don’t know why. But I did love you. I do love yo
sented your marriage; maybe because 1 wanted you; m
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wanted you all these years; I couldn’t call it by a name but by Sam Shepard
be it’s been there ever since I first knew you—

KAREN, tensely, grips arms of chair: It’s not the truth. :

word of it. We never thought of each other that way.

MARTHA, bitterly: No, of course you didn’t. But who

didn’t? I never felt that way about anybody but you. I've ACTI

loved a man— (Stops. Softly) 1 never knew why before.
it’s that.

KAREN, carefully: You are tired and sick.

MARTHA, as though talking to herself: It's funny. It}
mixed up. There’s something in you and you don't do nyl
about it because you don’t know it’s there. Suddenly a little
gets bored and tells a lie—and there, that night, you see |
the first time, and you say it yourself, did she see it, di
sense it—?

KAREN, turns to Martha. Desperately: What are you

tion of this 0dd but actually quite naturalistic play
“aln the kitchen of Ella and Weston and their 8021 and
hter, Wesley and Emma. The family owns a run 0;:!;
B In the western United States. Blla,'who mostly eats, i
s 10 sell the farm behind her husband’s back, and dreams S
the money to go off to Europe. Weston, who ;‘m
ks, tried to kill her the night before when she lock ?
of the house. He smashed in the front door, but left whi.:
sarted screaming for the police. Emma, dressedoic:l gg: v
You know it could have been any lie. She was looking for § green 4-H Club uniform, is having her first peri ) to loave
thing— (just minutes before the excerpt below begmsto 0
MARTHA: Yes, but why this one? She found the lie with s 0n a horse, intending to ride down ‘mgm‘:yh“ Cothar
ounce of truth. I guess they always do. I've ruined your Ii ¢ S She made this decision when she.leal;n today’s 4.H Club
I've ruined my own. I swear I didn’t know it, I swear I the chicken that she had been saving t?;i J"e e
mean it— (Rises, crosses upstage left. In a wail) Oh, I yonstration, and that her“brothcr urina ' OnF ing Chick-
Goddamned sick and dirty—1I can't stand it anymore. prepared for her talk (“How to Cut Up a Frymn
KAREN: All this isn’t true. We don’t have to remember
ever said. Tomorrow we'll pick ourselves up and— ’
MARTHA: I don’t want tomorrow. It’s a bad word. -
KAREN, who is crying: Go and lie down, Martha. And in !
minutes, I'll make some tea and bring it to you. You'll fe b
ter. 9
MARTHA, looks around room, slowly, carefully. She Iy
very quiet. Moves, turns, looks at Karen: Don’t bring me any
Thank you. Good night, darling.

IQ) y

i hing in the house
As the scene begins, Ella has eaten everyt a
pa.u staring into the empty refrigerator. Emma enters, cov

#al with mud. She is holding a horse’s rope halter.

BMMA: That bastard almost killed me.
Ella shuts refrigerator and turns toward Emma.

E?,A: What happened to you?

MA: He dragged me clear across the corral. 3

LA: I told you not to play around with that fool horse. He’s
lsane, that horse. ; o,
MA: How am I ever going to get out of here 4

m.A: You're not going to get out of here. You're too young.

Now go and change your clothes.
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EMMA: I'm not too young to have babies, right?
ELLA: What do you mean? o
fmor A: That's what bleeding is, right? That’s what bleedin
ELLA: Don't talk silly, and go change your uniform.
EMMA: This is the only one I've got.
ELLA: Well, change into something else then.
EMMAN I bc;g’t stay here forever.
ELLA: Nobody's sta here forever. We" i
orsin ying er. We're all leaving.
ELLA: Yes. We're going to Europe.
EMMA: Who is? i
ELLA: All of us.
EMMA: Pop too?
EMMAm Nﬁ. Probably not.
¢ Fow come? He’d like it in ’
ELLA: I don’t know. ooyl

: You mean just you, me, and Wes are goi Rurg
That sounds awful. ¥ A

tl;l'(l;nLA: Why? What’s so awful about that? It could bea

EI‘LA.EMMA.I;IIt’d be t‘?le same as it is here,
: No, it wouldn't! We’d be in Europe. A wh :
EMMA: But’we’d all be the same peoplge o
thawt? What’s the matter with you? Why do you say things
EMMAI Vdiell, we would be.
ELLA: do my best to try to make things right. To &
change things. To bring a little adventure ing omvel and
80 and reduce the whole thing to smithereens. .
EMMA: We don’t have any money to go to Europe an
ELLA: Go change your clothes!
EMMAI:fNo. Sl}e t;ma a;‘ table and sits stage right end.
ELLA: If your father was here ou’d go change oth
EMMA: He's not. % ik 4
ELLA: Why can’t you just cooperate?
: Because it’s deadly. It leads to dying.

ELLA: You're not old enough to talk like that.
EMA:; Il:vas down thefre in the mud being dragged along.

: It's your own fault. I told you not to g0 down there.
EMMA: Suddenly everything changed. I wasn’t the same
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son anymore. I was just a hunk of meat tied to a big animal. Be-
ing pulled.
ELLA: Maybe you'll understand the danger now.
KEMMA: I had the whole trip planned out in my head. I was go-
Ing to head for Baja California.
ELLA: Mexico?
KEMMA: I was going to work on fishing boats. Deep-sea fishing.
Helping businessmen haul in huge swordfish and barracuda. I
was going to work my way along the coast, stopping at all the
litle towns, speaking Spanish. I was going to learn to be a me-
shanic and work on four-wheel-drive vehicles that broke down.
I'ansmissions. I could’ve learned to fix anything. Then I'd
learn how to be a short-order cook and write novels on the side.
In the kitchen. Kitchen novels. Then I'd get published and dis-
.Jypcar into the heart of Mexico. Just like that guy.
LLA: What guy?
EMMA: That guy who wrote Treasure of Sierra Madre.
ELLA: When did you see that? \
EMMA: He had initials for a name. And he disappeared. No-
body knew where to send his royalties. He escaped.
ELLA: Snap out of it, Emma. You don’t have that kind of a
background to do jobs like that. That’s not for you, that stuff.
You can do beautiful embroidery; why do you want to be a me-
ghanic?
EMMA: I like cars. I like travel. I like the idea of people break-
g down and I'm the only one who can help them get on the
oad again. It would be like being a magician. Just open up the
hood and cast your magic spell.
ELLA: What are you dreaming for?
EMMA: I’'m not dreaming now. I was dreaming then. Right up
10 the point when I got the halter on. Then as soon as he took
off | stopped. I stopped dreaming and saw myself being dragged
through the mud.
ELLA: Go change your clothes.
EMMA: Stop saying that over and over as though by saying it
ou relieve yourself of responsibility.
LLA: I can’t even follow the way you talk to me anymore.
KEMMA: That’s good.
KLLA: Why is that good?
EMMA: Because if you could then that would mean that you
understood me.
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{’ause. Ella turns and opens the refrigerator again and stares it
it.

EMMA: Hungry?

ELLA: No.

EMMA: Just habit?

ELLA: What?

EMMA: Opening and closing?
ELLA, closes refrigerator and turns toward Emma: C)
Emma, what am 1 going to do with you?
EMMA: Let me go.

ELLA, after pause: You're too young. Ella exits.

MOONCHILDREN
by Michael Weller

ACT 1, SCENE 3

The play takes place in a student apartment in an Am

university town. In outline, it is the story of a senior g
year in the mid-sixties, and the time of the play runs from
through graduation. During the course of the play the ck
ters go through antiwar riots, love affairs, an expulsion ff
school, an attempted self-immolation, and the death of a pas
In this excerpt Ruth and Kathy are airing their f)
with their boyfriends.

Kathy is sitting at the table, staring blankly ahead. The
dqor opens. Ruth comes back, her clothes from the previous
slightly scuffed. Ruth sees that Kathy is upset.

RUTH: Hey, what’s wrong? Bob here?
KATHY: No.

RUTH: Want some coffee.

KATHY: Please.
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WUTH, takes off her coat and starts making coffee: 1 thought
w and Bob were coming. You were on the bus and everything.

rw lost when the cops charged. Man, they really got some of

those guys.

KATHY: When we got there he said he didn’t feel like march-

"

Irl'l'll: Why not?

KATHY: Oh, Ruthie, I don’t know. I don’t know anything any
more. You devote two years to a guy and what does he give

w? He didn’t even tell me about being drafted.

UTH: He’s not drafted. For chrissakes, Kathy, that letter’s
fr the physical, that’s all. All he has to do is act queer. They’re
#ot gonna take a queer musician.

KATHY: That’s what I told him on the bus. He wouldn’t even

laten to me until I called him Job. He said from now on he's

dend, Bob is dead and everybody has to call him Job.

MUTH: Oh, come on, Kathy, he’s just putting you on.

KATHY: That’s what I mean. Me. He’s even putting me on.

Ungrateful bastard. After-all the things I've done for him.

Mouse. Shit, I sound just like my mother. It’s just you get tired

ol glving all the time and nothing’s coming back. You know

what 1 told him? I said he was the first guy I ever had an or-

rm with. I mean, it really made him feel good. Now I gotta
ve with it.

MUTH: Hey, for real, is he really worried about that letter?

KATHY: He says he’s gonna try to pass.

HUTH: What!?

KATHY: He wants to join. That’s’'what he told me. He wants

W study engineering in the army and when he gets out he’s

gonna get some kind of plastic job and marry a nice little plastic

wife and live in a plastic house in some plastic suburb and have

1 7 plastic children.

NUTH: Bullshit.

KATHY: Ruthie, I'm telling you, he’s serious. You know what

e told me? He thinks the whole antiwar movement is a god-

damn farce. That's what he said. I mean, Jesus, I really thought

weo were relating on that one. It’s not like I'm asking the guy to

) burn himself or anything. It’s just, I mean, he knows how I
Ll about this war and he’s just doing it to be shitty. I know
what it is. He’s, like, reaching out, trying to relate to me on a
personal level by rejecting me but, like, I don’t know how to



