


shenever the mood strikes -—— and that, usually, Too Damned Often -- 42C
Richard Y. Bromn (36th Transion, APO 132, New York, New York) puts out an
issue of POOR RICIIARD'S ALMANAC. The aood is upon hin again, this is it
tcat you are holding in your hands, this is the 15th ghlorious issue, and
it goes through the 13rd mailing of the Fantasy Amateur Press Association.
In a way, bruce Pelz shares part of the blase; he's connected with getting
it froa steacil to minmeo bond. May God liave mercy upon him; it's certain,%
nobody else will. I1f there is a cover, it's by Bjo, unless it's by soneone
else, in which case your guess is as good as uine.
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Paul Stanbery: Only a few moments ago -—— Jjust before I sat
Genius On The ¥ringes uyself down to this typer to begin this little
by article/essay, —- I really had  everything

rich brown carefully worked out in :y mind., After two

months of much aental cogitation and occasion-
al note-scribblings dealing with all the connected experiences I inteanded
to write about, I was positive, when 1 sat down, that it vas only waiting
for my clever mind and deft fiagers to bring it all before you in living
black & white. 1 was the picture of confidence, even though I felt that
this article would have to be a work of art, a thing of beauty, a kalleido=
scope of words. Sonething -- excuse the cliché -~ Larger Thaa Life. Some-
thing, in other words, to match the person I intend to write about: Paul
Stanbezy .

But as 1 got wyself ready to throw uyself into that Great Something
and pull out of it the Deepest of True Meaning and Significance (for a
change in ay general run of fanwriting), the whole project seemed to fizzle
in front oi me. Christopher Moreley's coazient on Don Marquis in Letters Of
Askance seemed alsnost applicable to ayself, then: "There is always one more
bit of hackwork to be ground out before we can get at the aasterpiece. More
ironical still, when we deliberately sit down to tackle the annunciated
masterpiece, how often it goes wooden in our hands."

This article, when I first tried to write it, went wooden in my hands,
not because L had somne other bit of hackwork to do, but because I wanted to
distil Paul Stanbery's personality on paper. I wanted you to know why I
like Paul Stanbery, as a person, as a friend, as a writer, as a couposer —-
as, in fact, everything he has ever tried to be (read: been)., And, there-
fore, 1 would have had to do the inpossible. The masterpiece turned to
lead when I realized that even if I succeeded in doing this, 1 would ine



o

Paul Staabexy: Genius On Sne 'lé‘rin@es - ii

troduce you only to the Paul Stanbery I knew two yezrs 8£0, the Paul Stan-
bery about whoa one xu.ght say, - : :
"He had a .xotto once, you KNow =
'To suifer woes wnich Hope thinks infinite; .
To forgive wrongs darker than death or night;
To defy Power which seems oumipotent . . .

_",, Neither to change, nor falter, nor repent,

This . . + is to be
Good, great and joyous, beautiful and free;
This is alone- LJ.;Ee, Joy, Lmpire, and Victory.'"
— wh:.ch is, if I aa any: Judge, still true. But the Stanbery that I knew,
tne Stanbery of a few years ago, -about him one might also say,
"Ham, youw know, he's a poet
. But he don t lmow it,
'*Cause his work., don't show it.
he hasn't dcceatly fmlshed anything he ever started --
*‘hat a waste, what a waste . . . .
that a waste of money and tiae . . .! n
- and that, 1 sincerely believe, is no longer true. If Lne Last Nicht Of
Doubt (trom which I have been quasi-quoting, aad vhich appears in this is-
sue) is not enough proof of this, 641 pages of his recently completed novel
should be. 1 hope it finds a publisher. Knowing Paul, I think it will. -
My mistake, when I started this article, was that I would be telhng

you about Paul Stanbery 1959 and earlier -- and I doubt that there is much

resemblance between hia and Paul Staabery 1963, VWhat faults he wmay have

" had, he has overcose the greatest nuiber of them.

But, as you can plainly see, I am going on wvith it. There are three
reasons for this, aad only one (the first) is perhaps a wee bit too Gerber-
izing. These reasons are: 1) I have seen Staubery's name used by some of
fandon' 8 third-raters with all the scorn and derision one night expect (but
wiich I'did not), and I want to investigate the why of this — and, per-
haps, reaedy soue of it through this. 2) 1 want to offer,at the least,
a partial proof of what I intend to say by printing The Last Nisht Of
Doubt. 3) 1 want to do you a favor —- 1 want to. J.utroduce you to a frn.end
of min'e, the Paul Stanbery I knew, that you mwht ‘better know the Stanbery
who 13 now, and be avle to know the btanbery who will be.

*%

‘ You will excuse me, perhaps when 1 tell you that it is related, if I
mention Earl Kemp's second SaFari Annual. It was, I an sure you will all
resember without difficulty, a survey ey that atte: npted to answer the questlon
"why Is. A Fan?"

Barl hiaself said, in his mtroductlon, that he felt that the survey
was a fallure. 1t mnay have been -- but if it was, then it was the sane

- kind of failure that the first ' SaFari Annual was with -the -"vho K:l.lled

Science=~Fiction?" question, because neitl ne;_ther sucoee_ded in f:mdmg a Definate
Ansver to the questions posed. At least, there didn't seem to be much a=
grecuent in either case. C o ' -



paul btaabez'y'~ Gem.us On ‘I’he er(,es - iii
Ble questlon, : "’Jhy Is Al I‘an’? n hau alt.a./s seesled to be one of those
questions that defies a One True inswer -~ though God -knows cnough have
tried, with evegythiag fron the crackpot M"Fans are slans": to the psucdo-
intellectual ‘"gans are ‘in-g¢roup vword~-orientated’ ‘bypes who strive towards
‘pleasureable Qommum.cations." Both &1swers are, '.in my estimation, quite
excellent exam'les of how fans are nore . than willing to use 'senseless hook-
un just to delude themselves iato thJ. 1k1nfr txlat they are somet}‘lng tney are
not.

1 think m ansuer that is a little closer. to the Real Truth has been
stunbled upon by Ted uxu.te. The stunbling aay have been inadvertant,. with
the intent of: hwaor, but 1, haviag thought oa it for sone time, think it is
more Significant than many other things that have been off‘ered for serious
consideration. U1 an goiagl to change ny laag e," Ted wmte, -'No longer will
1 be iean & Ditching Old Ted dhite; I will beco"le a Sweetness & Lizht Young
Ted white.# Or sometning like that. por

My coatentlon is that a fai is-a fan’ becau.se fandom offers the opnor—
tunity to bu11d an un,)uutlfled self-lnak €. A fan is a fan Ybecause of Im-
ages

Let ae explam. , : ‘

' ~ bvery person, qundane or otherm se, has an Inage of hlS (or her) Self,
Or so psycholoblsts tell-us. But in most cases, I thlnk you' must agree,
they/we do ‘not live: up to ‘thex. Yet in. the -microcosm we know as fandom,
you can be seen only as you wish to be secn, ‘In ianaom, you can be recog-
nized as anything yoh want to be, reg ardless oi what you are: a pimp could.
become a BF and a nice respectable old lady could become a ferocious fugg-
head; all dcpending solely on the lnage tney put. i‘orth m the hurzlv—wordy

world you are a part of right now.,

A1l mLht then, If we are to at least te 1porar11y erant the assumt::.on
that $his is the conscious (and/or unconscious) mnotivation of fans, how
does fandom then see itself? The- ansver I have" found for this 1lies in the -
Inage it portrays in faaan-flctlon, ‘that would-be 'school of- 1n—g,roup Lit
=erature' vhich pmv1des and- pre.,ents the fanr:l.sh fantasy.

- Thé foruula for this sort of story,  a semi-serious tale which eibel-
/lz.shes and g,lonfles what it pretends. is the highest and lowest points of
fannish. ex:l.stance, probably does not’ vear repeatmg, for, if you've been in
fandom for more - than six months. (and:I think most of FAPA falls into that
catagory, the state of tue waltln -llst being what it is) you have probably

read it at least twenty tmes.
] But I m.ll repeat it, anyway. ' '

. The story ' involves. 1tself with telllng you vnat a Swell Fellow. the
protagonist is;' how he wrote such beautiful - fasan-fiction Right FromThe
Vexy{Bee,:.nnfn.:,. I{ tells about the Focal Pomt Fanzine , he published as a
neofan, about.all the brlll.l.ant one-shots he put out- about how his FAPA-
zine was in the Top . Ten, ‘and Number One for twenty years runaing; about the
club-neetings and conventions he attended and all the beautiful bon mot's
he dlsplayed there.,  And, 1f this is to ‘be one_of. those tales that are sup~
posed to beé ictually True ‘To Fannish Life, or one of tnose stories that is
trying t6 put the old g,entle quash on iyour heart-btrmg s, then there's
_sometning in t_ne:e about how the proj:abonlst is disillusioned in soue way,
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cut to the Very Quick as it were, and Forced Away from ‘that th:.ng whlch he L
holds most dear in life...fandom, vhat else? |

liell, that's the foraula, Larry Stark ‘started it, Terry Carr has used
it successfully, and several others (Lnyself included) have used 1t. Larry-
_ Stark, hovever, uxxfortmmately ca].led it a for 1u1a for 'realism' in fan-
nish writings.

- Now, 1 ask you' . . .

. ». s .o Realism? "

Or msa-fullfllnent? , ‘

v If it is reallsm, ally reallsm, suzely you could name e “three real
fans, out of fa.xdon s hundreds, who fit tlu.s descmptlon. So-name ne two.
Naae e one + . . :

_ For. fur‘ther prooi tndt this plot outline Lacks wlethlng in the way of
realism, let us take the average person who comes into fandom and see what
. happens to him. H:.s first effort will probably be 111ef,1b1e or unintelli-
~_gible or both; chances are, that he has never really tried to express hlm-‘
" gelf in black and wmte before. He may phrase like an llllterate, spell
like -a sxx-year-old~ w:c.thout a- doubt, tuo or three places in his first is-
sue or early correspondence he will entrench his foot firinly between his -
upper- and lower dentures. Stlll, he will nake a- fow’ friends; and he proba-- |
bly will not be of eaough concern td enough faas (unless his nade is George
Lullicks) +to warrent making enemies. His first (and poss1bly second,  third
and iourbh) convention he will be a nonentlty In th:Ls fannish day and age
“he will _probably never put’ out a one-shot; - if he does, it won't be very
good. and lastly, when he drops out of fandom, if he drops out, it will no:
~doubt be either because he lacks interest, his interests have been channel- -
‘ed elsewhere, or he suddenly discovers the obvious; that fandoia is foolish
-and ratiier bumblingly hke mundane, and wvhat the heck is the fuss all about -
anyway?

That is reallsm, actually; but, unfortunately, it would- make a poor
Hero Epic. It would also play hob with the Image most fans try.to live up
to, hold of fheaselves, and thus would like to hold up to others for their
'adniration,. lt's 10¢ fakery 'and two-for-a-nlckle phomness, but fans seen
to v:ant it that way. Rots of Ruck, people. - : ‘

All of this, if you m.ll, is mportant in computing the factors in the
reason vhy Paul Stanbery is only a 'genius on "the frmbes‘ and not a really
Big Nase in fandow; and why he never got. the respect he deserved.

The aost inportant thing to reallze is that he has never- g:l.ven any
real concern to his fannish Inage  =- Aad, probably, caring less; never
will. Paul could no more 1fit into this phony image than could anyother

- fan curxently in_ fandom' the only difference being that Paul realized this
.and didn't even try. Paul Stanbery aluays, and invariably, soazetimes paine- i
fully and sosetimes joyously, 1., Paul Stanbery. ~And that, if I may say 80,
-is a Very Wonderful Thing, no atter Uhat fandon may say or think.

. The beautiful (but disiliusioning, qiixotically) thing about fandom is
that it is. only half coaposed of reality; the other part lies in the beau=
-tiful but d:.senchantmg forests of non-cxistance. People in fandom live

more. on fakory and phonmess and self-deceit ‘than do their outs:.de mundane

. counter-perts — and then’ proceed to delude thenselves mto beln.enng; that

i~ | k N
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because of this (and not in spite of it) they are buperlor. (You vould be -
surprised -- or perhaps you wouldn't; 1 don't know =-- at how easily the
"Sans are slans" statenent is laughed at, yet how equally easily the con-
ceot is cheered and accepted.)

Differeatly than I, Paul may have secn thls fron the beginning; at
least, the echoes of his laugiiter at the ' 'fannish attitude' still rings
true to anyone willing to strain the slightest bit to read the pages of
Equatlon #2 == or the part of it that got out. .

Once it seened a great pity to me that the whole issue did not get
done. 1f Stanbery had wanted the esteem of fandoan, the complete publication
and mailing of that’ issue would have given it to him, (or so I would have
liked to think -- for surely, 1 told myself, fandoa would not (could not?)
renain unheeding of his talents forever.)

But Dave,ilcDaniel (who was then Ted Johnstone) and I are the only ones
- who realized that Paul could have redeemed himself fannishly if he had gone

ahead with it. 'This was th¢ neozine of the Fannish Epic: his editorial wvas
filled with the bite of satire and his introductions to various articles
(continued in the manner of Bquation #) -- fictional interludes in which
various thlnly-dlsgulsed fannish characters were sitting around talking to
each other at The Inn 0f The Prancing Pony —- I can only describe as being
truely, fabulously ifunny. Even some .of it was a lampoony sort of satire =
one masked fellow '(whom 1 was supposed ‘to identify, since I was a Soames
Operative) ran around weilding a sword-sized stylus, writing 'Quertyuiop’
on everything from desk-tops to people's foreheads, shouting, "From out of
the night, when the full moon is brlght, coues a .voice that says 'I'm Sor-
ry:'" Despite the fact that I eventually figured out (through a process of
llmlnatlon) that it was Walt |\ 11113, he vas always refered to as Mr, Sor-
Iy,

To coutlnue in that vein may have nade Stanbery a Burbee or Grennell
or Willis type. '

On the other’ hand, it mxvht not have.

Stanbery is always Stanbery. ‘

It really doesn't matter -- it no longer seens a pity to me that the
issue was not published. For, throubh the process of extrapolatlon (whlch
most fans, 1 believe, are faasiliar w1th) 1 could see that if Paul had stay-
ed to receive the respect due him, he might have remained in fandom. It
would have been a great gain, for fandom; but.a total loss for Paul Stanbery

-- and, uay I ever:'be so bold, for the world.

*¥%

You know, the mout astoundlng ‘thing about all of this conjecture is
that Paul has only written for the fannish press five or six tiumes., Yet,
for the scarcity of his waterial, he is, it seems, a legend in reverse., He
ig pictured, . mostly because of his coanection with Coventry, as some sort
of a wideMeyed fanatic who wanders around the streets of Pasadena (and/or
Seattle),, in full Coventrdnlan regallz,‘ ordering the comaon citizens be-
headed. Those who do not consider (or know of) the Coventranian side --
in whatever part of Borneo they mlght reszde -- remenber him only as the



Paul oStanbery: Genius On The fringes -- vi

editor of 1% crudzmes ==~ crudzines, not. necessarlly because they were all
crud (sonc of it was, but none of 1t was by Stanbexy) but because they were
poorly reproduced.

vith this in mind, 1 somehow have the feecling that some of you people
out- tkere are going to doubt my statement that Stanbery, g:wen the apprec:.-
ation, might have been ¥a Burbee or Grennell or Willis-type.& For proof of
this stateuwent, then, 1let me offer you the-following rather lengthy quota-
tions from Equation #2, writen by Stanbery. In these pages, Paul, then
aged 16, debunked, poked fun at, and satirized: fandom, fans, me, the mun-
dane world,vhls own projects, and himself -- and usually in reverse order..
. There was no coumparable writer, fanwise, at near the sase age. Tho the re-
production was far from perfect, it was readable; COmparable, I would say,
with the reproduction Max Keasler used to feature in Fan Varletz and Qpus.
Here,, let me quote you a few pages at random~ :

"What's on the other side of the record?" Richard asked.

"0h, you wouldn't like it," I said, putting the disk (which re-
ninds we- that Decca has started using a lousy wood basc filler for
thelrs which is. lousy) back into the plastic’ jacket and then skipping
it with one hand (of course, I never touch the ¢rooves wvhile handling
it) into the albua.

"ihat is it?" he asked again, his’ non-confomst—type curiousity -
-aroused by my denial oi his requc,st and my asswntlon that he wouldn'

- like it.
~* "Thomson's ACADIAN SONGS AND DANCES from 'The Louisian Story.
It's just folk music — that kind of thn.ng. Like 1.said, you wouldn't
like it." :

Richard was looking at me slyly. - "What makes you think I would-
n't like it? Ail fans are supposed to love folk music."

“This I knew. I had even got him to listen to Vaugn Williams''
SINFONIA ANTARTICA after 1 told him old V. W. had written folk songs.
He liked SINFONIA ANTARTICA —— but then, I had told him he would. Ken
Waddell even admitted it was 'pretty tough.'

‘"Okay, Richard," I said weakly. "If you want to hear it I'll put
it on. The first piece is kind of sad- -- in fact, it's called 'Sad-
ness.' Like all the others, it was taken from Louisiana folk songs.
I'm thinking of using it in my score for OUR TOWN." I put the record

. down on the irregularly revolving turntable on ay custon-bullt low-fi.
rig. 1 told Richard he wouldn't 1like-it, even though it was folk-tu-
sic, but I'd always had hopes that he might like it. Richard was al-
ways much more interested in music I told him he wouldn't like., But

- this time it tumed out, as usual, that I was right.

Or, 'for-another, better example:

A lot of reactions to the first Equation which you won't read a-
bout in the lettercol came from my non-fan fr:l.ends ("'he vorst type of'
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friend you can- have" is a fan, y‘ou knou. ‘They have shuty eyes.) or
© maybe victm/ f'rlends.' I started dlstrlbutmg the zine +the second day
of school, . long before 1° sent it out to any fans. - Sone of them were
fool enough to buy copies. As I had half expected, their reactions
weren't too enthusiastic. A, frleqd of mine last year who lives over
in La Canada said S. E. Morsy's. story was too fantastic and that he
, didn't understand ail these fannish things (I'd like to see him try to
decipher Hyphen).- another ﬁ#}éﬁéf friend who bought it from ne because
‘he liked the copy of Richard's Califan #1 I had shown him (?) thought
 he was gyped because _he couldn't read. ;t*. A g:.rl fro*n Pasadena was
- disappointed because.her story wasn't in it (after all I had told her

" . about me being a ‘big publlsaer and all) ‘Bill "Jlllxams, the infamous

art:.st, was one -of the most violent in his - react:.on to it. He was
fur:Lous that 1 had, thoubnt to print the illustrations he had done a=-
bout a year before for me. He did give we a few of his modern works
which are cons:.derably better, I have been printing them, and a few
of the old ones that are left, and will continue to do so, over his
violent ob,]ectlons and those of . nost of ' you readers, until I run out,
He thinks the illos of his that I used are. -“unrepresentatlve of his
present artistic: ‘ideals.¥’ Rlchard and Ken Waddell ‘agree vith hin,

- . James. Ganwer, another 'artJ.st, hasn't spoken to me since., 1
'succeeded in trackmg down Ian VWhiteside, an old 8th Grade friend who
-had been m.th me when I was caught - leaving the .school grounds without

a lunch pass (my. only -crime except for the time I robbeu a copy of The
gu_ppet Masters from the, hbrary - ny nother caught me and made me re-
turn  "that nasty book"). I gave Ian his copy but unfortunately he
dldn't rewember  drawing for me. '.Iherev were others vho got the zine .
- but the:.r comments were much the saine. Jim Ellingwood, who originally
‘was gomg to publish Equation on his ancient A, B. Dick mimeograph,
which wasn't in a.state of- repair, .and wvas my production manager,
‘ thought it was, hideous but offered to ditto it for me ii I bought a
ditto. My EnL11 sh class is tak::.ng up a oollectlon to send me to Mars.
The movement is very popular,
‘ About every year or so I geta, crush on a {'11‘1 1 know. Usually
they're the curt, mtellectual type who would ‘as soon spit in your
- face as smle, . the other half are the nice, hide-the-brains type who
are big in _society (sometlmes in other ways) -~ they'd spit if it was-
) n't unpollte, S0 they Just smile and tell you to go fly a kite. Any-
way, 1 never get anywhere mth elther type, because they always think '
I'm a 'slob. The latest one was no exceptlon. After she'd read the
flrnt issue for ‘about a week (L'd given it to her to impress her with
my g,reat ab:.llty as a. publlsher (I was losingmore money than anyone
- had ever done before . and I was- stlll 'ﬂomg to . put out a second issue
and lose more- ‘noney)) ‘she told me that she and everybody in her faaily '
~ thought it was a riot. I sm__lled zqodestly_but broadly and got all tin-

*Califan #1 was .ny Tirst fanz:.ne - 2pp, nmeographed 1lleg1b1y on slick
dittopaper. ——ruwb = ‘
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¢ly inside and then ran like»heck. 1 found out later that she stJ.ll
thought 1 was a slob. ,

About tae only ¢ood thing that caue of the’ vhole mess was the mo-
ney I wade from the sale of a few (it turned out I was losing 10¢ on
every one 1 sold) ‘and ay meeting with Lee Colins through Bill Will-
iaus "that scribbler." Lee saw Blllfs copy of [Liquation and he was
-mtereuted in meeting the publisher. 3ill gave him one of my business
~cards (that I printed up in the 9th grade class I had Bill in with me
and where 1 printed Bquation's first cover back in the Spring of 1957)
and Lee got in touch with me. He suu:,estod thet I get my art work and
‘such organized, and in this way he got to be ay new production manae
ger. (Shows what. you get for making suégeutlons to me...) Now I've
‘got somebody to do my dirty work again.. ‘(I never liked .Jim Elling-
vood, He alvays wanted to be PAID.) |

Even as little as Staabery has turned out, even though his productions
were so.aetimes hard to read, I could not help but wonder why fandom, the
microcosa where Talent was King and Talent Observation was Priace Consort,
refused to see Stanbery for what he. really was. Were the trees, by any
chance, obscured by the iorestry" What was the reason, if not?

Perhaps 1 will never know. '

Perhaps 1 .«rould.u't care too .much for fandom if I did. ’ b

Co%%

I was little more than five years old vwhen I first met Paul Edward
btanbery o i o \

. We were in mndergarten together. I seldon paid him any particular
heed; he was as small, tight-lipped and inconspicuous physically then, pro=-
portionately, as he is (in some few cases) today. Understand, please, that
by\'tlg,ht-hpped' 1 @mean to convey a -physical description of him only, and
to no way imply that he was the 5 Silent Type, for Silent is something that
Stanbery certainly is not. WNor was he then.

In fact, he shocked his way into my framne of rcierevwe when he started
talking to Linda Rumble. ((It's funny how names will come back to you,
just like that, when you haven't thouzht of thea or used them for years.))
Linda . Ruable was (as ‘everyone who could . toss a taunt knew) my ‘girl
friend., N

Actually,. Linda and I fOund‘ that wé, were Intellectually Compatable,
was all, We both shared the sane tastes in Literature -- including, among
sundry other things, the daring radio adventures of one Sgt Preston and his
"wonder-dog, " Yukon ng. S0 we often played toge.ther during recess. She
played Sgt Preston and I played Yokon King, (This karly Training had an
interesting outcome — she becane a Lesbian and I becase, a sonofabitch -
but that is neither here nor there.) |
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Paul was trylng to tell her that our eplsouee/adventures needed at
least one more choracter, and he would be hap y  to. fill that position him
self. Since it was a sort of wnuritten rule t at 1 could never talk during
these episodes <=~ I was a dog, you see, ‘and dogs (at least, Yukon: King-type
dogs) just didn't talk in those days -- I could not voice any objections I
might feel. But I' felt them, the flavor of Jealousy and dog-biscuit strong
in my mouth; 'with snarls and growls at him, furious no-type headshakings, "
and snapping at his legs, "I tried to get the idea across to Linda that I
didn't think Paul quite acceptable. Paul,, after calmly dlsengaglng his
trouserkleg from my vehenenant teeth, would turn back to turnlng his logic
on Linda. Finally 1 was (I felt) compelled to do a very undogkllke things
Paul had all but conv1nced her that ve needed another 'talklne character,
They’ were --ignoring'me coupletely. So 1 picked up a handy sandpail. (vhich
were alvays there 1n profuse profu31on) ‘and creamed hlm one up side the
head.

It wae,no”yonder, then, that 1t took another flve or six years for us
to become ‘good friends. TR RS

But good friends we became, S o |

It was . either 1952 or 1953, 1 don't rewember uhlch, now. 1 remember
looking back to see him at the top of Washlngton Junior High hill, at a
place where the parking lot-was being built (1t looked somevhat like a bat-
tlement), making promises, I have no doubt, to the world. \And 1, on my way
home- from school, continued on.: But eonethlng must  have delayed me, or
~ Paul .ust have been awfully fast, because just another block or so down I
looked across the street to sece hin . walking along with ‘the humptibump
stride that characterizes so many brief-case carrying people (he carried a

" breifcase even then), huming to hlmself and donducting an imaginary orche-
¢ stra with his “free hand, I ‘thought for a few seconds before crossing the
~street. Then, after looklng both ways, and w1th oy eyes w1de open, I walk-
ed across,
We becane . good frlends. Ican't remember, Just now, how- it mlght
‘have had something to do with science flctlon, though as I remenber it it
was some  time later that 1 dlscovered that Stanbery was also interested in
same. At any rate, day after day’ would see qe -walking up - to his house to
talk with him before we both made our way to school. Day after day would
see me walking home vith him, talklne ‘when 1 had the chance (usually, he
was walking :circles around me == quite literally — gesteculating wildly
and talking in such long and involved wild streams of conversation ( some-
‘times held by logic as - strong as iron, cord, sometimes on what seemed
to be flimsy spidery . webs but ' turned out to be refined as steel, equal-
1y strong) that his lips would chap and sonetines bleed). When I didn't, I
listened ~- which was, as 1 say, most of the tize. Yet, for all the kiddin
I've done about his talking (everyone kids him about it; it's The Thing To
Do), .1've never regreted, I can truthfully say, a second I've llstened- and
1 doubt that I will, ever. :
Before we were both barely in Junlor Plgh, we. were trying to sell pro=
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fess:Lonally. We "collaborated" .on many thmgs - and I put that in quotes v
for good reason. I would give Paul a two-page ' (i.e., page and a. quarter) -
'story' which was little :ore than a skeleton plot outline, : ‘and he would
transforu it into a 16 or 20 page piece of fiction, ‘They were not . master-
pieces; but they were better than a nunber of things that had appeared in
PLAMET STORIn.o, and Paul didn't have much to vork with, from my side of the
"collaboratioa." Soou o

Also, when we were in Junior nlt_,h ‘we started the Washington - Junior
High Science Fiction League. It died shortly after he left. But that was .
vhere we Tirst expressed our iunterests in communicating ou® avidness in sf, -
where we tested.its streagth and found it Good and Pure. It was there:that
we started the I@pex -Stan-Srown Science Fiction Productions. Lapex:was -
Stanvery's naae for a Dlsney-llke corporation that he intended to . :get
~ started. Hls ideas for the thing 1ncluded such things = as uaking good: sf .
iilas (at u.rst on an anateur basis - he actually made two) and starting a |
Disneyland=like park vwhere he would reap in the noney - to finance these::.
filas. The first idea was ridiculed at Stanbery's only (to my knowledge) P
attendance at the LASFS (Unicom Productioas, a.nyone?), aud he: cave upythe :
-second vhen Disney cashed in on his dreaas. Two filas and about sixteen .
radio-production-type tapes; that's all he produced. It .was 1. who added -
the '@' to the name in place of the 'a' because I thought it looked a heck
‘of a lot fancier that way, not realizing that it would change the pronoun-
ciation to Latpex. 1 also acted .in a few of the tapes. For that I got ny.
full last naie into the titles, Stanbery not only acted, ‘Jhe. directed, pro- - ‘
duced, n.lmed, did the screcn/racuo adaptlons from the: ;original stories
and/or wrote them himself, worked as sound engineer and scored the music —— -
for which he. got the flrst syllable of his last name in the titles. . Somg= ..
tiges I wonder if there's any real Justice left in the world. IR s

uhen we were in Junior:Iligh, we made plans for our first fanzine,.
Equation,. I veint. ahead and published. four or five, crudzines. while Paul .
- worked, as the mood hit h:un, on Equation, But Paul tells. it better (albeit
~ more lenéthzly, perhaps) than I could, so I'll stop resisting the tempta-
- tion and-give in to it; . 1'11 go ahead and quote from what he had to say a=-
‘bout it frozn the vantag,e po:.nt of it's second issues ;

'Ihere vere a good deal of thmgs wrong m.th the first 1ssue- not . f‘
the:least bemg my excesave blathennbs (whz.ch T snow no si ns of ,f_"
shor‘tenmg), “tho omnission’ of page 13, the addition of a second pa.,,e;_‘. :
51, and two thmgs vhlcn it SeC"led nobody J\issed? the lacking FUR TIIE
SaKE"OF HACKTION ‘lettercol which Richard published in FRAMISHED s pay”
and ‘the lack” of ‘the Sullivan reviews, whlch have been- replaced by our . '
‘ fnonds out there in“fanland, but vnich it secmed. nobody really liked
when' they appeared in ETEZRNLTY /;fl, bixt I liked -- and whlch are nov

: unobté.mable because Rich lost Mr. Sullivan's address. ; :
<P blg reactlon in fandon, though, : dJ.dn't seem to nent:.on that.

bveryoody was dstounded at the length and nobody could read it. Many
people thmk tlrus vas because of' the poor quallty of 407TZ!press repro-
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duction. ‘'This is not true -- the facts are that when I finished ty-
ping all the EQUATiOlN, Vol, II, No. 1* stencils in June 1958, Richard
was in a terrible fit of fannish. ~depression, At the time I believe he
vas about to ask that horrible, horrible questlon. "What The Hell Do
I Spend All Of This Money On Fandom For when I Bould Be In The Magne-
tic Golf Ball \lanufactunng Business?" I could tell he was getting
the fugg bug. He wasn't that bad all the time, Dut when he wasn't
writing letters he was just sitting around. He knew that if he wanted
to run any of his stuff he'd have to run aine off too, s0 he didn't
run off anything, except POOR RICHARD'S ALMANACK #2, a bit of FRAM #2,
and 10 pages of EQUATION, C

dhon I turned the steucils over to R:Lcnard, I'd expected him to
run them off within a few weeks. I found that this certainly was not
the case. For two months, 2Z0TZ!press was not doing anything, And
Rich had gotten me so I was running around in circles. After all, as
I said lastish, we started planning EQUATION in late 1956 — but we
had no amoney, no duplicator, and very little naterial — most of it by
ourselves, which would have been exnausted after the first issue. All
that came of our grand neofannish plans was ETERNITY #1, Rich's first
fanzine of any note. Like I said, nothing came of it and in late 1957
we started all over again. The main reasons for the re-birth were
that 1'd received material in the EQUATION fiction contest 1 feel I am
obligated to print, ETERNITY, the substltute for EQUATION was being
discontinued, and I just plain wanted to publish a fanzine. The rea-
son it didn't coze out in the Spring of '53 is because I didn't want
to enough. I got bogged down in school work and special reports and
Music To Live Every Note Of and girls and the like and traded all my
81.75 quires of stencils to \B:Lch for those fasous 1000 magazines,
vhich I still have (I never sell anything — it's too final), But as
well as never selling aaythmg, I never throw things away, "give up a
girl -for koeps, or give up an idea, positively. So, when Summer began
I was back at my hot, tired liti;le typer, bqvi.ng Stencils again, and
putting out EQUAT1ON,

You could see wvhy 1 was running around in c:.rcles -=- after all,
we'd already had six months of delays. Finally he'd gotten me so des-
perate to get EQUATION out that I was literally foaming at the mouth
with rage at his inactivity. But he Just: sat there, with the blithe,
stubborn, toubh-luck-but-l-don ! tevan t-to-fool-vith-that-cruddy-nineo-
graph smile on his obstinant J D-type face and that to-hell-withemun=-
dane-lifc glagzed look in his eyes. 1 5ave him up., With typical neo-
fannish zeal, I yelled, "Roscoe take youl" at the top of my voice(which
didn't disturb him one bit) and had an idea -- I decided to get back
the wmimeograph I'd sold my. brother, I asked him where it was and Jim
(that's my brother) told me I could buy it back for $16 —- $2.00 a
month in that cold, calculating Stanbery-type tone. He's younger,
richer, taller, fatter, and uglier than I an -~ and gets better

*The first 'volumc' of EQUATION was ETERNITY — all two issues of it.

given this designation since it had pr:mted some material intended for use in

EQUATION. —=rub

It was
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crades. . l hate his guts. ‘I‘hat's wny we're the best. of pals. He
pomted "out our large broken plcture mndow in the lJ.v:mrr room and
- told ame: it was across the strect in an’old . Victorian-type house where
the owners (or rather, the occupants =- you see, the bank is unlucky
enough to own the house) were using it to print up literature to cone
viace people to sign the petitions'they were circulating to throw out
four ueabers of the Pasadena Board of Directors. This had- something
to do with the fanous Pasadena "14 Fect". Campalgn whmh I won't go in-
to at th:Ls pomt -— aske me about it and I'11 7501l SOt (Ll):o they

——-—— — o ———— o — — o—— —-—-———.————————'

The people d:n.dn t have any more use for the rnueotraph~ they'd
gotten a multigraph (curses!) so I took ay little machine.home, and
began to sct up CROWN PRESS in the back yard. T flndlly doc1ded to
lick that’ fimeograph once and for all. T took a look at a Very neo=
fannish EQUATION ad Richard and I had run off. uhen I first got the
mimeo . . o it wasn't qu.lte as bad as I thought =='I hadn't typed the
stencil ri¢ht, I'd put it on backwards, - and there wasn't qulte enouf
~ ink, sure, but it certainly looked ‘as good as souc stuff Richard has
_ put, out and actually dared to mail == like ETERIITY #, for instance.
(I:could only rcad that because most ‘ of the ‘stuff in it was to have
been in & QUAxlOI\ and 1I'd memonzed it, ) 1 dec:.ded to be very patient
and not use auy nasty words or ureckmg tools and not carc one little
bit if all of BQUATION were destroyed” m ‘the process (1t wouldn't have
mattered-much to- the readers, anyway) == I ended up wrecking page 62
(wuch I replaced ‘b it was just oy ranblings, myway, so it didn't
really mattcr = tnere were far too many of those for ay taste) but,
emazingly enough, the other/page I tried caze out perfc,ctly “(unfortu~
nately, thosc copies of that page were aot the ones’ ‘I used in the fi-
nal assembly)., I ran down and showed it to Richard, who was coaing up
froa Ken Waddell's house to his pc.d, and he h.ked J.t. bo CROIJI» PRESS‘ '
and EQUATION were reborn, o
: Thosowere not the last of the Per:.ls of Paul deard, however. I
had the zine run off vithin'a wéek (or two at the outside) and’ then
found it was too thick’ to staple; I tried a few™ tmes to put it to=
“gether like Harlan Ellison with lots of staplesk’ 61 Lee Hoffman with
tape, but it looked cruddy. So I bought some brags’ fasteners over at
the 5 & dime., Thoy looked fairly good., I fastened all my stuff to
find that 1 had nothing to send them out in =~ I was afraid they'd
fall apart. S. B, iddoray was threatemng to mall "The Gorgcous Mole=-
cules" souewhere-else if ' ‘wé’dida't send him a copy, 80,. about the
middle of -October. =i-(we'd finished running the thing off “the aiddle
of September) -<! wo'sent him d4¢ == in-an ‘cnvelope I'd just run off
the week --before. "I mailed COplGS' out in. pJ.ddlmg anounts” (about 5
every two weeks) ever since then, Most of thed were out by the mid-

*He refers to Scicace-iantasy Bulletin; ny copﬁaes had been re-re-re-stapled
by mc; Paul obv:.ously thought they came that way. ==ryb
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dle of January. I 'd had a tuo yea de,lay in publlcatlon.
For those. of y___ who could got read the last issue: I don't
‘think it was the fault of fy minedsraph (.;lnch ren off most of it)..
Look on pages 39, 30, 56 & 57. iotice that they look aluost readable.
Now look on page 62. It IOOka absolutcly unreadable, but study it
closely -= it IS readable . < - aliaost., Now compzre the type styles
on those pages —- carefully. I asked Rich to do that, being as he is
 a Soanes Operative and:all, and he saids "Why, it's elementary, PESt,
- old man ., . . They're .. .’ They're , . ., They'rc .. ." That's
vhat he said. Uell, as you can see. : ‘ ‘
So obviously the real- trouble lay in the terrible typing. My old
- wachine, an L.C. SIITH Wthh vas about 20 years old, was falling to

pieces. The 'N" broke and the typl e vwas’ Lo ng all 0ver thé pl:atco
.so I got a new typer,
© Mirst I tried out my brothcr s on page 62 md some of the King
rev:Lews thish, but it didn't wozk very well, I gave up my brother's
‘typer and bow it one of my own, a ney HERIES 2000 portable (made by
Palllard, makers of the Bolex caneras), whlch was a touch like an of-
fice wachine —- that's good for me, because I pound heck out of a ty-
per. This has not eliminatcd the XX's, -but the purchabo of a bottle
of correction fluid helped that trouble. .

Farther proof that the unreadablhty and eyestrain  was not com=
pletely due to my wuiseo (uhlch is a IEYER 8% x 11 inch job vhich works
‘fast, but more a¢ssily than Richard's (about twice as fast)) was the
job 1 did on FRANISHED #2 (#4) and THE DISUNCHANTED DUPLICATOR, These
wvere both typed (like pages 29, 30, 56 & 57 lastish) on Richard's ty-

- per and amiueod on better paper. .Jell, anyway, we hope this is more
readable. You caa't say we dJ.dn t try (even if we didn't try anythmg
but your patlencc,)

That is tue. . Bquation story, or most of it. I qualify that statement
because it didn't tell about all of our wonderful plans (before either of
us had ever even seen a :tanzme) -~ of a circulation of a couple of thou-
sand, and stories . (buying 10th American Serial Rights —— there are no such
things) by people like Heinlein, van Vogt, and others. We eventually came

down out of the clouds,  yes; but the air was, “to use an old Esadaasword,
trufine, while it lasted. : R !

*%

1 took Stanbery as a friend, but I did it in bits and senatches. It
was a gradual thing. Through some niracle that is beyond my feeble povers
to explam, i got the Stanbe;‘y personality in just the right doses, and
never ran into any great, flooring surprises. There wvere surprises, of
course,  but. always (as it just turned out) never quite cnough to cause too
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muck crogelenent. - I'mean, so Paul didn't thiak anythiag of making a snack
of Justard‘and crackers -- 80?, And so Paul lived in the attic.and Lived
Bvery llote of classical music that he was forever playing (and wanted you
to live it too) and was always woving, moving; 'so he sometimes pulled up
- the zovable stairway so that he could be alone, and sometimes talked so
long that his lips would chap and/or'blecd, and talked about/had his mad,
srandlose, noble dreams and plans -- was anythlng surprising about that?

Wiell, frankly, yes.

But couaing in bits and snatches, as it did, nothing Stanbery ever did
floored me. OStaggered me, shook ue, surprlsed me, yes - but floored ue,
no, never, not quite. .

Dave licDaniel was the first fan who ever o*t»'h all of it in one quick
blast. Because of hls, and other, reactlons, it became a Thing anong local
fans to say things like, "After you've met Burbee you've got to see Stan-
bery.". Or: "0Old Padadena Joke =-= we almost introduce you to btanbery
Now, Dave is as fine a fannish character as there is, in my estluatlon -
a more-than-interesting conversatlonallst with catholic 1ﬂterests° but I
think he will adnit, as would aayone else in fandom, that to have a con-
versation with Stanbery is an Experience That Must Be Had If You Want To
Tell Your Grandchildren That You Have Really Lived., No one that I have
- net in fandom is a match for Stanbery, conversatlonaliy. RN

I remember very well that I had told Paul about him and told him about
Paul, and that a meeting had been arranbed. But, as Fate obviously meant
to have it, the day that the cevent was scheduled to come off 1 had just sot ‘
and read Cry Of The Nameless -~ aad in those days Cry was always read and
coazented upon in one day, the day it was received. So I gave Dave dlrec-
tions and told him I would be up "just as soon as I finish this letter."

. The letter went to gigantic proportions -- nearly eight pages.

Six hours later I arrived. Dave, though with disheaveled hair and wa=-
vering betueen crogglenent and wonder, had stood the experience ‘well con-
sidering that I had not given hin any real idea of vhat to expect ("You'll
like Stanbery -- he's weird.") and that he had gotten all of it.at... once
-- the music, the attic, the Stanbery monolog,. and the constant motions,

the orizinal wind-up toy: you wind it up, set 1t down, and. 1t doesn't stop

until & spring breaks or it loses its tensencss.
~Later, when we were going back to. uay house, Dave made an attempt to
describe the cxperience: .'"He's like an atomic bomb cxplosion —= all of the
energy, but so uuch of it wasted." : :
At the tiae, it was the most adept descrmptlon I had-ever heard of

Stanbery. But now that it's no, longer belng uasted a scarch for some-
thing, new seeas in order. S

© ¥Rk |

Paul Stanbery, in everything he does, -may be Talent Personlfled, but
he stands out in ay mind not as a Writer, Poet, Musician, Composer, Con-
ductor (several times, to my recollection, he conducted the high=school "
 orchestra in his own couspositions), though 1 certainly believe he should

N
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et all e recotp.u.twa in t.m,sc f.Le,ld ne de crve sy viaich is more bhen he

\

has ever received.
But Paul Stanbery staids out. in ay niné as an orator. Pa.ul can talk,
He is onc. of tie few” pconlu in the world who rcally can; conversationally
he is ‘cCc.llent, and with his'! monoleog - something that is citen belittled
aad wade fun o:t (u,lo. 1've done. 1t, U”‘li, out of s.avy) -~ he is perfec-
tion. o : o
1 reue. “bev- the Tth gre de mnd Wasting toa Juuor ku.t.- 111 (Uu.LCh aluay

meant a lot sore to Paul-thar even I, who kiow hila bost, in faadom, can

Clalu to underste: - thou Loy M. offer the congu,(.ture that 1t was a
sy.wool of acmeve -10111:' you had o be in’ Junior tigk to go on the Hilly so

" the Hill was 'ot the top' in aore ways tihan ose =- but ¢énough of this di-
 gressing) u.ﬂ.d how Stanbery uscd to pive mpromtu, off=-tho=cufi specches for

the kids “wno - were Uaitiuv ‘ihere for school %o open. There, on the

‘traspolenc of thougat, he! bounced froa the witty to the profound, de pro-

fundis ad adgtra, fron the stars to the staid microcoss of the school. Too,

-1 rescuber ota.nberJ, as a meaber of the utudent Body and as an elected of=-

ficial in the school governacnt, oratmf and, being 10215 the parlisentarian,

‘He: reva.uped the school .constitution == Lmd,, a few years later when he was

going to Jomn Muir High, he retum:.d, ‘oratory and all, to defend it from
the nower parlmentanans who: were: {ettlng ready to louse it all back wup

“anotier ‘cnmf‘ e 1L‘lpOI‘bd.ilt tha.ua — that I rc.ae:zbcr was: tnat, once,
the ‘schiool’ neusp...per dole-out comic-strip characters to fit the porsonali -
ties of Uell-known Washington students., For iastance, . one pair. (two zuys
that were tue best of fme.ms, rct,ular clowns, one tall and one short) were

galled Mutt o Jeif ;- one reasonably oodf-lookmg eirl  who was exceedingly

styl.Lsn wes called Katy Zeen; “and auch- cetra, The most appropr:.ate title

.. or character given, though, ' was the one they. gave Paul. . They dubbed him

"The Little Kiag." ‘That was Stanbery all over; and proof, if anyone wants
such, thet not all of his’ t.LtlLS Loventran.l.zm are sel;-procl'u.nea.

1
¥

Vi ' ' : R

So.iewitere in here (and it mizat as well be now) we're going to have to
¢o into the ;orﬁatlon of Coventry, what it is generally all about, since it

- has becr, uweationed here and -in other places 80 many times in conmnection

m.th Starbery. ; , . .

 Bob Lichtaan uade an attenpt , (in Bedt:.me ‘Story, a picce of fiction
he urotc that went tnroueh SAPS some tine ae,o), based partially on what he
kad heard, to plcture the very, bet;ummt, of Loveatry. It was a good (read:
enter'tammg) try, but it covered ~the ground iuch too fc.st. I think, in
all fairaess, that I should Sn.y that i'm pretty sure Bob redllzed that when
he wrote it.

Coventzy,w tucugh Aot Coveatry as we know it, dates back to the fourth
and fifth gradces, otanbery and I in each grade . respectlvely. At the tine,
I was leading a swall group of budding young ‘,)uv‘emle delinquiats-on daring
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. ’escgpadcs i'xto The Judior :.1~ i1 lllls (v'e WeTre all elener ‘tdry scnool (.hlld- -
rén), ‘The Blementary school stood at tie cres sty or Ilatened place, Just
before the Lill contiaved up to is's acmes. at the top. gt ithe. hlll proper
stood bhe Junior High, '
:J.phon..,o S1ias,. Danny Brol.umue (wha later. bec'a.ze the. thy Manager of
Lrl..xzon.dla) and ayself coruututea the reg uldv- portlon of this "szroup,",
 witn gecas ssional otaers: to aurment our strenstn, e wovld ret passes to ¢ o ‘
“to the bathroou (one had to have'a pags to leave the *)layuromd), “and et
ourselves out the back wiizcow of sawe, to shinny down a d"‘al\’l-plpc and -aalfc.:
" a wad dast across t wenty fect of -open space -before. we nere c.overedx by - the -
brusii and omer toilege offered Dy o:.‘e mll. pre Lo
Once tnc.re, we had our own acventum.:. “and, ‘once there, we could view,
t}e, onmre ela 1eu1.a1y school p].d,j. rouad fb\.low us Wi thout auch .chance ot be=.
m—r secn., e could a.lwa,,'s sce the pades the other child ren were playing. o
Oace gaie was an especial acd steady Iavo:i“'e‘lw particular. Absolute
| swany: 15 of kids c.ould be .seen, runaing in that partu.ular ¢alloping stride
‘that ‘children have to let you. kuow mmvt taey're on hors\,back. Cavelry,
they were. Oy a.c,tually, thaey werc 0 ceyulnes-:’ they would mect on the
1f.Le1d (rc,...a pl&,,,/g,mund) to do Lattlo.q And as dam ‘eyrous as’ tnls way have
sec: aed, or .uay sound now, I can reio uoex " only once tﬂut myoae ever got
hurt, eid even tiat sas nov from tie Jocxc-oattlca,, over-girthus :x.a,aul(,, per-
“haps, “about the gale, one kid LOI“ ot o uuck a8 he 1*&.1/10(1e under a- lOW‘
ciuinaing bar. - - ‘ , S N
A ali ays, .elways, - at “the héagi of one of "tifle'SQ‘éfjl’.’Ollps,— trode' The
L:Ltt.Le King,. "'he,; uere nis battles, carricd out vy nis strategics; it was
aace nlld it-is uox. narcto be iag W‘aen it is in Y,ouv #nd In The S_i‘tu—
atlow indecd, the. reverse is true. : . ‘
o+ That, ..;methk,r Paul vull adaib it or nct, was the ac.tual bekn.nmn of
-Lovcntr,y. S0 far .as 1 mxow, none asked i x.L-at he would call tne pase;
oi‘, if- they did, 1 feel certain that he would not have (&b \BobsLichtaan's,
otory SULY ests) called 1% (,ovex-.,ry. Af anjmxl.; 'y’ hc '..'oula imve pro,oaoly
call,ed in Cavelry. . = .- - Sy ,
© Froa thosé oe@.zmla‘,s (sa,y i) cate the vlarzposan Epire. Paul,‘ his
brotaer Jim,  Mike Tarpin and hiz brother Jerry, and a few' otiers started
© tuis litile oi-p#per mupire. with Pasauena/ ultamna borders. They had their -
llt'ble on=peper -hatiles (uhowh at the tiuze some of thea still weren't only '
on-pape.r), -constitutions, ua,c,larauo'xs; they h"d their mr—couno.lls, pacts,
treaties == .occassionally, <*1::ru‘lt ut. out of the nundade, they nad tm,l'v* lies
and deciets and treachervs - . they had their ranks and titles and tr;elr
glOI‘.LCu of Roue (z;ng soze of its fall).. Quite sone ul‘lle 1=z to;a,' Sruce sof ie-"
boGy. (fouander of l\ie‘w Scotland), I, Ken Waddell (I geve Ken Hongloidia, 1y’
‘houe* country, ~ and he sle.t 1t 1:1Lo Mon‘,loa.d*a-Konuonla) and a few aore
cale into it. B T
But it was still the allox'lposan nnupu'e. e . '
It remaincd the Mariposan dipire for 'a hiell of a long tize. = Cradual-
- Ly, later,” Utasbery and 1 began to work im our ‘science~Tictional ideas as
Lo well,, gncix %o the ranklemont of oi.h\,r .xedbor, vihio bacho. comple ’ceJ.y at the

i
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conc\.pt of superuweapona — ' vhick, - fxctua.uy,' in retrospect, was a Good
‘ Thiag, otherwise Cove: 1Lry would not be nearly as adventurous as it 15/ and
cal be. She spindizzy was.. the lirst idea ‘Lhat was actual}y incorporatced
without objection; it was not inconceivable thaut the saie type of action
that had alrcady taken place within the 4\1mposmx anpire could just as well
take plg.ce oan a spmdmzzy -< aad tnls is how the vlty Patrers wore found =
“ed, 1t was ‘_,lso how the 'Aamp’os an Zmpire  took on the fora of different

laad aasses, - taaa oi be.m‘, a bunCh of 1-1%;01\-00 mpctl-“' states that bor=
‘dered each otuu- : i
Theri Staibery read he:mleln 's Covc*xt_rx ’“?‘v'oa thea on, first Lis own

country, taen ' the entire S]_)lndlzay, ‘followed ihe covcnaat (over the wiolent
objections ox Jouaar Lynn); ® evenl.ually the spJ.nd:Lzzy took -on the naie of
Coventry. Lroa tuat peint on, - Coventry, went ;orwc.rd to'becoqe what it is
today — whatever tue hell thab is, , o —

: uove,lbr"; s su.ch, ha s no lai, ufke' ana otmber;y and 1 developed two
. pieces of eso temca tuat wigat not be unaer tood by outside fans, One was,
~ "Boyd Rapbura, To Jult.c, Q‘.‘LIH‘YUIOP'f'e.as.": btaabe ry's passion was classi-
cal m.u.;lc, and sine was fadou. (Lo the extent that I.; ot Paul 1ntere3tcd
in fandoil, ne: ‘,ot e mtefe teu :m ClaSch&l cusic. But it was a battle
there, rox a while, and there was al'.:;ys a bit of usundcrstaadlnu when he
started saying sone uL.m< like, "L waut you to listen to the counter-point
in the base-tcaor cleft of thc 0bog=="" assu.lug , as he did so, that I knew
uuat the hell he was talkmb avout, viereas I actually did-not. So, whenw
ever he rot too far into. clas: sical music for e to follou hin (even at a
creat ch..atancc) 1 would say, "Boyd Raeburri, Ted Wnite, QWSRTYUIOPress," to
let hin'kiow ke was getting too' esoteric i‘or e, Porhap ’J.t was not kind
of " 1ae, but Paul alwabs dLzughed, And thoupl u, aany. tines, - wien I ot carricd
avay tala n.  about uou\.ti_.l..w‘ farmish, he could nave said, "Shostakovitch
Bach, Bage-Teaor  cleft," he never did. "I’h::‘othcr bit, which is wused in
Coventraiian waterial, is “"Cleah Uvani," It was derived from Heinlein's
usc of "Clear Skies!" as a space: wn'ts ooa-uye. ~ 'Cleal:' being the Southern
pronounc:.atlon of 'clear' and 'Uvaai’ iaplyine the uaiverse, the skies. It
gy also be a grecting, ‘or.used kindly to expree-o well=~-vishes.,

|
) .

*% ' ' ' ' ‘0

1 do not deny, aﬂd I'a .zure thc..t Paul uou.la not, that Coveu,ry, our
Coventry, is b'l..:éd on tuings out of Childhocd, and tierefore very likely to
e’ Chilc;ish. e - ad,]cctlve, souehov, o.oosu't ssed to bother Cov entraniansg
aad 1 thiak 1 kaow the reason wiyy. it -is CnllQlSJ, 1 a1 childish, they are
ciildish, you are childish. Ch, Yes; tant's the reagon, 1 firaly believe
thet there is a child . . mthln aay rzeybeard that you nay ever neets a
child hidden in the uost matuxe of mdlva.dualb. Tre thing is not ‘to re-
press it, but to ad ut it; aad, occaselonally to let the ci:ild cotie out to
play. dnd dread, For drea’s are juch of what we Ve, e e

© Cnildish it is and was, wad childish it may ever be. It vt«:as‘,‘ _in any
event, © shaped aad solded " by a fiae nmind —- Paul utanoery s.  He drew the

.



LI N

~ Paul Stanbvery: Genius Oan Tice sringes — xviii

maps, drafied the accuients aad nistorios, gave it form, It was an act of

creation; thou b ne drew oa the established imaginations of others — from
Heinlein, bBlish, vaa Vo.t, aad’ later froz Tolkien and Lieber (und a few of
us are trylag to work in Three Hearts snd Three Lions, . sosewrere) -—- he
created sousething out of it all tvat had the es esaentxd. aark  of Peul Stane
bery, soaething tvhat aade it sore his than thoirs,

‘ $till, it was oaly one creation, and, ' though 10 less importunt bee
cause of when and where and under what cxrcumstmces it was forsed, it may
well be that it is oue of ais lesser works.

Coventry (to yet back to the point) is a congloseration, a uixture,
and a bleading of science fictional and fantasy backrounds. The idea of
the Covenlraaiaa stories is to it in with these backrouads; taat, pere
haps, with tihe concept of backround not being: a worry, a bit more tine can
be put iato mgkmo the other parts of tue stories vetter, I do not take it
on myself to say whether the Coventranians have succceded or failed (ir
agked » would say that, generally, thoy had succeeded = but toat's just ay
- personal opinion, and since 1'a a Covontraiian :yself I just wmizht be a
little prejudiced), but i would like %o take to takk the fans who cry
"hief! Stoall" at these '‘cribbed'! vackrounds. Let ue put it to you this
wvay: the best authors crib. Oh, 1 can see people rising up to object, but -
let ne explain [irst, Or, betier yet, 1let we ;ive you an cxample., The
lord Of The fiys by J.R.2s Tolicien is probably the finest piece of faatasy
of this ceatury - and aaybe, just maybe, the finest so for, or possibly

the finest ever. ihether it is or isa't is no concem of auine here; oaly

tunt, generaliy speaking, it is recoyaized as e truely fine piece, though
of course there are criticisas that can (and nrobably will) be wade. My
point in this instance is that it doesn't take a very-astute reader of fane
tasy to know that Tolkien cribbed. I Pilantier is actually Excalibur (or
" any nuaber of other mag:.cal/.aythical swords); the R:.ng,s coae from Hagner;
Gandalf is a one-up Herlin; and I loave it to others to trace the Dark Bi-
ders, arsgorn's trip through the narshes, etc. The important part i what
he did with it, not uhere he cribbed from, There's only one difforcnce with
Coventry — and that is that it's uore honest with you. It doesa't bother
- to .uake up new vitles for it's cribbings - it docsa't call a Spindizzy a
Transworeifier or a Multiple Phenode. But if you'll check back to the
Blish stories you'll find tuat the Coventranizn Spindizgy bears little re-
gemblaace to Bl;.sh's concept. The saue with most of the other eribbings.
Yet the criticisus against Coventranian fiction are almoszt vholey ‘based on
the fact that we're not afraid to cive credit where credit is due; not on
what the writer has done with the w=terial at hend. This scéms grossly une
fair, that fans should demand 102% originality (or at lecast a little de=
ce:.t) froa taose uno write about Coventry where they do not expect as much
froa the best sutiors in the sciencc fiction aad fantasy ficld, Actually,
if it veron't so pitiful, that fans (of all people!) should demand this, it
would be hmorous.

1t is, indexd, hard to be King, if it's in yow but not in the situa~
tion, : . ‘
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Well, Sta‘.foery 3 tougiie / He used to tell me that insults bounced off
him like water off a duck's back, but'l cu.dn't bolicve him, I wouldn't be-
licve hin now == he's capable of stoicisn in such aoaents, I kaow, but I
don't ‘tuink he's -incapable of fu,lmbs. The last ‘time I saw, hia he was
still a litile guy (thouch he's grown a bit ldtely), peraaps he's still not
very strong. But he ig tough. (Resul.mt u»ht be an even betier word.)

"To sufier woes which Hope thiuks 1nf1n1te./ To forgive wrongs darker than

death or night;/To defy Pover which sceus omipotent.../l\elther to change,
nor falter, nor repeat,/ Tuis...is to be/(xood sreat and joyous, beautiful
and free;/This is alone Life, Joy, Eupirc, and Victory," Trose are Pauls
words on tue subject. liow you mark iine: Stanbery's going to Make It and
. Make 1t Big. 4and he..tn'do it out tiere, in the real world, where it really
" cowlts, S - ‘

It's not vmrd to. be good  in fzwxon, they say; a third-rater among
fourth-raters vill naturally win estees. 3But, acain, I aust ask: UVhat ae
‘oout the first-rater amoung the tourth-reters? Those wno can sec among the
blind? Who would be King in that situation?.

I woncer...

X

1 puess that's avbout it, But gust one aore thing.
Stanbery, except. for bis increasingly dlsassocla.ted mterest in Cov-

entry, is no louper even sllkhtly active in fanzme fandonm as such, But as

The Last Nicnt Of Doubt will show, he has gone on to other and, I think,
far better t}\lﬂ.éB. - Jlth thls in mind, then, there's only onc thing I can
say to end this article, and that one thing is: ‘"Cleah Uvani."

S0, Cleah Uvani Paulus Edwardua Rox II of the line Quantas-Stanbourie,
Master of Buckland, Bishop in Bastilarthiag, Patron Cleric of the Realms of
Light and Dukness, L\iu ber One of‘ tre Upper Twelve and President of the
CIAWOT.

Too, Cleah Uvaai Paul, Stanberys dv'ltex, Poet, - Mus:xc:.an, Co*lposer, Con=
ductor, Orator, Truth-Seeker, ‘

Cleah Uvani, you clowi —- llve every qote of it.

Cleah Uvani, Little King.

0, Cleah-Uvani, old friend!

- ~=rich brown, 1963

LRk B



THE LAST NIGHT
OF DOUBI

A PLAY OF SELF-ACTUALIZED TRIUMPH IN THREE ACTS

by
Paul Stanbery

Act I, THE PARTY.....a chandelier and the look of a prison (p. 22)
Act II, THE WAR.....a tree instead of a chandelier (p. 33)
Act 111, THE WAKE.....a coffin instead of a tree (p. 49)

THE CAST
(in order of their appearances)
("....in the beginning was the Word....")

THE ABSOLUTISTS

The Man, a hero and an artist
Elizabeth Murray, the hostess
Gregory Murrey, the host and husband
Mark Halsey, a composer

THE RETLATIVISTS

Ralph 24C41+, the life ef the party, the leader and the high priest
Helena Crowne, Mr. Halsey's incipient wife

Sylvia, a woman

Samson, a trumpet player of a different color

The Play takes place tonight in the capitol of the
world, which is, of course, located in the city of
men, It concerns internal affairs in the territory
of the almost-living,

() 1962 by Paul Stanbery. All rights, including professional, amateur,
motion picture, recitation, lecturing, public reading, radio broadcasting,
television, and the rights of translation into foreign languages, are
strictly reserved, permission for which must be secured from the author.
A1l inquiries should be addressed to Paul Stanbery, 1317 N. Raymond, Pasa-
dena 3, California.



& motto on

INTRGRITY

Cold night winds sway
Through the trees.

No lizht shines out

To guide Wy way.

Where is hope?

Where is what could be?
The past has lied to me.

1 have life (lied),

1 have strength (lied),

But vhere an 1?7

Must 1 live to share my dreaus
With swaying trees?

iy dreaas lead e

Far away frou houme,

But gy dreans will

Light my path -- and my soul
Will find ae,

Find hope,

Guide me on 1y waye.

Cold wiads blow about e
No li¢zht ligats my darkness,
Save the one that's mnine,
Save the one tnat's aine.

~=Paul Edward Stanbery

- May 30, 1961, at the hoac of

Robert Cunnings and set to
his nusic, through nights of
doubt
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ACY' I == THE FARIY
a cuendelier and the look of a prison

((THE #All, bearded ard red-eyed, sits with hands chained together in a cor-

ner. He weeps. (To the left) ))

THE ¥MANs This'll end, too. I can stop. I won't be lost, no matter what
comes. They always used to tell me to be wary; 1 should never coae to a
place for what I need. 1 should never bez., But you get so hungry,
Therc's no way out if you can't eat == and 1 can't live in a world of
damn nirages. God, give e some reality! Mseke souething clear! Let ae
see what is, not just a blur . . .

"God of my fathers, bow thine ear to me, turn not away the light
of thy countenance...C, hear the vcice of uy couplaining!" 4 man doesn't
say things like that to something he doesu't know. I wish I could say it
but 1 can't be sure. Uho to? 1 don't kiow! Notuing is real -- not even
bread aud water lasts.

((The lights oo up benind him and we sec the chandelier. A party is in
progzress., LLIZABETH, a beautiful socialite, and GREGORY, her masked hus=-
band, daice.))

ELIZABETH: Ureg, caa'l you get hin to come out of it? He's being so aati-
social, brooding over there. He's ruining the whole party. And why
doesn't he shave?

GREG: He doesn't like us, that's why. I don't think he knows we exist,
THE MAH: My God, Sylvia, vhere are you?

GRuG: He's calling a nare,

BLIZABETH: She's in the bedroon.

((RALPH, a party-goer dressed in a loud suit with ridiculous tie, enters
with a challengingly impish look. (To the right) ))

RALPH: Sylvia is in the bedroom with the truapet playcr?
ELIZABBTYs What does it look like?

GREG:s 1've always wondered wiiat it looked like; a glistening white body
grasping a sweaty black one to it,.

RALPI: 1t's the most beautiful thing L've ever seen; it aekes ze want to
lau(_-;ho

ELIZABLTIl: You're always so witly, Ralph.
THE MAN: Sylvia, my God, doa't let her do it}
RALPH: The artist is meditating on inspiration.

ELIZABETH: My God, you're the funniest thing}
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((MaRK and IELEHA  dance slowly on stape. (7o the ricat) They stop to the
left of sLlZ-ukdi, GREGORY and RaLPH. (Others may be prescnt == RAIVH nmay
even nave a date.) ))

HELENA:  Vhat are theoy talking about?
MaRKs They're talkdin. abcut love.
HuLBlAs We'lce in love.

((Mme lignts o up behind a saria aig the acabers of the party step vack as
HELENA and MARK walk back to diflerent sices, then eater to .ect behind on
a highly spotligited bed. They enbrace.))

Midils The world revolves.

HilENA:  What's that?

lARK: 1 love you. 1t aszkes e guiver, iouv I love you!
Lelisias  Coue to me? You've got a weekend for it.

MARK: 1've pot wy life. I dea't teach wsic to those daan dusb kids this
swiner., Ll've got three .onths to coipose. Aid to uake love..,

ESLEva:  Three :outins 0 faste..

Makes wvery dnute is a lifetiiiCess

HELERA: Your music is 80 wearyifniSe..

MARK:  Your laughter fills the universe...
Eulidias  There are so #aay distractions...
MaRks  There is no one but youe..

((They kiss. The scene returns to the party.))

BLIZaBEPHs and ne was the iost exasperating wan 1 ever umet. sut money is
aoney. Dicn't Voltaire say that?

RilPH: Hinstein.
BLiZABETis You're so smart.
KalPHs  1It's not wy fault.

THE Mais God of ny fatiers! Leave e not lonely in wy miscery, O hear the
voice of 1y corplaining! The past proiuised so much, cai't ycu see? 1
had a destiny -- I know it! The child with quick undoubting nind becomes
only a snadow or a :an, ilow could 1 know everything then and know no-
thing now? Vhy am I lef't blind in this infernal pit?

Please! Light wy darkness as it was lit when I was young., Show ne
ae face of the universe., Lead ume back azain upon a world young and
bright. I could count the lcaves on the trees. 1 had a life. 1 could
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Tig #al (Cont.)s :
feel and see and smell, But then it was gone, whirled away, dead!
((Par‘t;y lighits go down.))
Deccit and treachery! They stole it froa we, don't you see? I wanted
their love but they refused it. God, take these chains froa ay aris!

((Ligts go down around THE {iAd and rise behind the skrim,))
MARK:s when did you {irst know ycu loved .c?

HeLiENgs 1 don't know.

MaRK: Dut did you know it?

HinLENAs 1 love you.

Harss  You kaew it, didn't you? Tell ae you knew it.
HELESA: Mark, you're hurting e,

MaRK: You won't tell me, Helena; they named you rigatly. Helen of Troy,
the iost falous of your breed, had a body but no brains., She loved no
man, but all uen. She loved her body more than all of them. Kobody
could hold a tuing acainst her., Menclaus, her deserted husband, took her
back and nade love to her every night as she crew old.

lienelaus of Greece launcied a thousand ships
To find out wnose bed she lay in —- '
They cut oif his part aud took her back
Leaving their dead bvenind taes.

LBLIZTA:  You nate ue, don't you, Mark?

MARK: 1 hate you, delena., Sitch,

EeLElAs  That aakes all the difference. Make love to ine. I know I love
you.

MAHC: 1 hate you, lielena, 1'11 burn ycu with iy hatred.

hisLENA:  I'd like that, Durn ze. Consune ne. [ want to be warm.

MARK: Damned Helenal

((Ligtits go down behind skrim, fade up agcain at the party.))

Ralpils This whole party is beginning to look like a comedy.

ELIZABETH: 1 always have such fine parties, don't I, darling?

GREG: You have tne finest partics., You always did well at that, Liz.

BL1ZASETd:  Thank you., Ralph, be funny.

Rivrds llere you see the outlay of the universe. The story of mankind,
Welcoie to the great confusion, party-goers. You're all trapped, any -
way. 4And 1 love captive audicnces,

You see, everybody's chained here. They wanted to come, They must
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RALPH (Cont.)s

have waated to, or they wouldn't figit so hard to stay. That's what it's
all about, you see. Life wants to keep going. But it dies -~ that's the
catch, the trick ending. The denounent., You sec, we die, so we think
it's a great tragedy. Of course. We can't see the whole picture. It's
no tragedy because we made mistakes along the way. (Or maybe we plamned
them,) And a few of them grow up to becoue men and wouen who'll grow up
to see our tragedies and uake their own uistakes, and life will keep on
living. And live; life wine.

Maybe it's all planned this way. Maybe we're supposed to be :iiscrable
and not exactly what Qur HMaker intended so we'll...

((Lights go up benind the skrim))

MARK: We neecd each other, Helena. We were incomplete; we were eupty lies
before. But we have each other now, so we're real, Ielena, There's no
Jjoke to it any iore,

HELENA: Life seeas sosething., e can have children,
MARK: Children?

HELENA: Ve will have children =-- 1 sensed it in church,
lARK: VUhat are you saying?

HELENA: 1In the church 1 sensed that we'd have children and they'd suile
and we'd be very happye.

MARK: Helena, you know I can't afford children on my salary. There's my
vork,

HELENA: There's always your work, work, work. Doesn't my happiness, our
happiness, mean anything to you?

MARK: But it's just that...I can't do what 1 want and give a fauily enough
to cat,

HELENA: ‘hat you want? 1It's more iaportant than me?

MARK: Can't you see? 1It's :ore important than ae.

IIELENA: Even you, huh?

1ARK: DMusic is life and love to me., It's all I know and all I don't know,
HELENA: 1'm jealous,

MARK: VWhat?

HELENA: Shut up and kiss ne.

((Lights go down, up at party.))

RALPH: ..sand so we sec that it's really not bad, after all, There's con=-
solation for the whole race as a group, if not for the individual who
gives up his dream.,
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ELIZABETH: That was the funniest thing I've heard you say, Ralph.

PP 5

THE MAN: God of my fathers! Please don't leave me - alone in the vacuum of
myself. I'm not big enough, can't you see, Big Man? You up there —

give me a sign. I need it. Where are you?

Are you talking to your Archangel wup there? Or are you off in the
golden brothel in the sky? Maybe you're on a journey. Or.perhaps you're

sleeping...only sleeping.

You must be there. There is more than myself. I can see it in the
stars, cry fotr it in my dreams... Do you know my dréams? I dream of
travelling, always travelling. Searching and talking, but never finding.

What is my part in your plan? Or is thére really a plan at all?
am I? Where is Sylvia tonight? In what part of hell is Sylvia?

((Lights up on skrim.))

MARK: 1 love you.

HELENA: I know that.

MARK: Is there a new way of showing it?

HELENA: Find one.

((Lights down, party lights go up.))

ELIZABETH: I want to hear some music,

GREG: Wéll, you hired the trumpet player. Find him,

RALPH: He's in bed with that bohemian girl that guy with the
brought.

THE MAN: Sylvial

Wnere

beard

RALPH: You know, I know why he grows that beard. It's to protect himself
from the world. He wants to build a barrier between what he is and what

he thinks he should be in other people's eyes. He's a prisoner of
moods., v

ELIZABETH: 1'll ring for the trumpet player.

((A gong sounds.))

RALPH: I thought that was rather ostentatious, Elizabeth,
ELIZABETH: ©Sin should always be displayed proudly.

GREG: The fruit of our deceit is sweet...

BLIZABETH: ...For betraying truth is the nearest welcan come to it.

((SYLVIA and the negro trumpet player, SAMSON, ente?. He leads her,
head bowed, from the room, from the right.)) )

SYLVIA: They didn't say it would be like that.

his
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SAMSON 2 They never tell you anything.
SYLVIA: I'm glad they didn't tell me.
ELIZABETH% Are you through now?
GREG;‘:Db&you_want.to.play for us?

SESON: Of course, I always want to play.

((SYLVIA bows her head and waits for him to take her hand. He will not,
but walks to the platform before the skrim to play his trumpet. He begins
to blow, and a trumpet joins the jazz combo in the pit. It does not matter
if he plays, only that the music sounds. SYLVIA walks to THE MAN and
stands over him, He cannot force himself +to look at her. SAMSON snaps
his fingers and takes down his horn, standing in a trance at the center of
the stage.))

SAMSON: I play out of need, man. Not out of want., There is no true want-
playing that can last. If you only want something, it's to get something
else that you need. You must need, man. Need. That's all there is. The
world turns to the pulse and the beat of naked need. It calls with the
throbbing sound of the heart. Lub-duh, man. That's the course of all
true swinging. I need, man, VWhenever I'm not playing, I think about
when 1 will be playing. BEverything throbs, and that's our music, manj;
naked need,

Now I wail, man. Because I desire. I desire and then I need. They
are tied., A man's dream is his need. Throb all through me, devour my-
self. Save me from myself,

THE MAN: How could you, Sylvia?
SYLVIA: We wanted each other. We needed each other.

THE MAN: You didn't ask, Sylvia. You didn't do it through me., You didn't
even give me that,

SYLVIA: I love you.
THE MAN: You can say that, after giving yourself to the world.

SYLVIA: I must give myself to everyone but you, Dbecause it's only you who
returns my love. And that makes my love for you real. But I am imper—
fect; only when I touch you can I tell the truth., But if I tell the
truth, I lose myself,

THE MAN: You love me or don't you?
RALPH: You know, this is all rather ridiculous. All this fuss about love.
ELIZABETH: But you said it was everything in a nutshell,

GREG: You said it was the keystone of 1life., That's life's trick, isn't
it? If we get to the bottem of this, we find out what life's really
like, don't we?
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ALl Don't you understand?  We can't really widerstand everytiiag., ou
cen only say "Yes." To what is.

ELIZABETH: ‘Ralph, you're an utter idiot,
THE MiN: Sylvia, why are you so darmably afraid of being faithful to me?

SYLViA: TYou think you're sc damned pure, don't you? You sit here with
your beard and your bloodshot eyes and tell me to' go to hell, What are
you afraid of? Don't you want me? Use me! I1'1} let you. I don't want
to hurt you. Why didn't vou held mo when 1 went to him? Why didn't you
tell me to stop?

THE MAN: It was your choide, can'ﬁ you see that? I can't make your choi-
ces for you. I can't tell you whére to make love, I love you. Can't you
see that if your will doesn't love me, you can't possibly? It must be
you that I love, not a certwin part that loves to do what I tell it.

SYLVIA: But I love you, too. I do.

THE MAN: How considerate. Lo yoﬁ really love me, or do you terribly need
what love L can give you?

SYLVIA: Do you love me?

SAMSON (suddenly spotted): Swinél Ch, Ged, everybody swing! Don't stop
to think, Don't 1let your lies catch wup with you! Don't let the sun
leave the sky. Don't stop. gwinging. Don't tense. Fear the infinite,
men. Just say "yes" to that necd. Lay "yes" and drown yourself.

MARK ye. ding): I love you, Helena!

HELENA: Do it again; you're hurting me!

SAMSON: Torget! Forget everything!  Forget your troubles, forget your
soul =-- leave it all behind with the garbage. Take what is yours and
swing with it, man. Relax. Take 1t all and wuse it, Need, man, Went
and need., No, just need.’ Need is all there is., Don't stop saying
"Wes, " ' !

MARK: Yes:

HELENA: Yes...

SAMSON: You see, it's ‘easy. I'm black and I hate it, but when I swing I
can't think to hate. 1 can't begin to fear. Man, when I swing I am not.
Man, let me laugh at myseyf. Oh, +to be in a place where I am master of
myself, where I cannot find a crutch to hate. Swing on! Say always
"ves." To what you hate éay "ves" or you will destroy yourself.

((spet.out.)) ; ;

RALPH: Ever read Mcby Dick?

'
!
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ELIZABETH: Don't be silly.
RALPH: I know Greg can't read, but I was just thinking...
ELIZABETH: You are just the funniest person I know.

THE MAN: No, I tell you. Get away from me, I can't lean on you and be
nyself. I love you but I find do many things about you I can't help but
hate. I hate my need for you so much. My need will betray ne.

SYLVIA: It has already betrayed ne,
THE MAN: I betrayed you?

SYLVIA: ~God of my fathers! You know your God better than you know ne,
You love him for the same neglecting that sends you running from me with
curses. You must trust him? Why can't you trust me?

THE MAN: Because you slept with a trumpet player...while 1 stdod and
watched you.

((Lights up behind skrin.))
MARK: ...made me want you so bad I couldn't sleep for thinking of you.
HELENA: Mark...

MARK: I'd toss and turn. Where is Helena? I knew you'd 'be here, so I
cane to take you. '

HELENA: You came, Mark...I'm here in your amms.

MARK: Yes... Why do you do this for ﬁe? This is what every man dreams ofj
a woman just for himself alone. You know that, don't you? And you gave
yourself to me. You desire, too... :

HELENA: ©Oh, Mark, you're so cute,.
MARK: I love yéu. (HELENA laughs.) Now what was that for?.
({Lights dim, up at party.))

SYLVIA: But darling, did I really sleep with him at all? Do you know?
Have you any proof? 1'm here with you. You don't see mne with him, How
do you know? Could it be a lie, a dream?

THE MAN: It was all a lie; it had to be. It won't happen again.

SYLVIA: It never happened at all. We're just as we were., We've forgot-
ten. :

RALPH: But there's some kind of falacy here. I'm sure of it. There must
be. You can't unmake anything. '

THE MAN: Why is that? How is that? What are-you saying? She loves me —-
I have her now. We're complete., How can there be any other completeness
than ours?
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SAMSON: “I love ny homrn, and 1y horn loves ne.
‘ 1 love my horn, and ny horn loves mej
When wg“re apart, we're as alone as can be,

RALPH: You're‘éaying everything is relative?

ELIZABETH: ©h, Ralph, you must mean that everything is related.
RALPH: Elizaﬁeth{f&ou're stupid.

ELIZABETH: Isn'tfhe funny?

THE MAN: I stiXl stand with my love. We are here and now united.
GREG: They aré here and now uniting.

ELIZABETH: Qﬁ, Greg, you're funny too.

THE MAN: W1l you all Dbe quiet? Will you all shut wp? This is my love,
don't you see? This is what I've fought for and I won't have any of you
 filthy blind monsters .chain it to convention. Let no man defile my love!l

SAMSON:/‘Except yourself, man, Play it cool,

THE MAX: The stage is mine, for tonight. The spotlight is mine. 1 can
drive any of you out of it, There is no reality wunless I say it is. I
make the world ipmy mind., I see what it is, but my eyes makes what it
sees, My ears‘mqke what can be heard. What I forget never existed., I
love. I see her'lcve nme, she nust love me. I don't know of unfaithful-
ness, there was’none.

ELIZABETH: I den't quite understand hinm,

GREG: I don't quite understand this whole conversation., How can he yell
and nunble at the saze time?

RALPH: Oh, Elizabeth, do you really ever understand anything?

MARK: I iove you. We shall always love.

HELENA: Love nmakes the world go 'round.

SAMSON: We swing!

THE MAN: I connot totally understand everything. How can I explain it?
SYLVIA: We say '"yes" to what is.

RALPH: If you don't understand, how can you comprehend?

THE MAN: I cannot.

-RALPH: If you cannot conprehend it, it rust not exist. That's logic. No-
thing exists without you.

THE MAN: TYes. I aa the hero.
RALPH: Find., Then I do no exist, I must be imaginary. Make me vanish,
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THE MAN: Very well. ((He turns around.))

RALPH: Aha! You no longer see ne, but you still hear nmy voice, don't you?
I should not exist. ((THE MAN covers his ears.)) But I still exist. I

simply yell and that yell will not let you forget your illusion. (Xells)
The Hero is living on a misconception!

THE MAN (tuming): Someday I will unmake everything., I'll be the master
of it all., I'll understand and ny mind will know no bonds of reality.

RALPH: OSomeday reality will free itself of you. Someday it will unmake
you. You know that.

THE MAN: 1 do no fear death.

RAIPH: It is well. You do not understand it. You were not neant to. You
are meant to live, Life is your medium. You are of the living, That
is all you are. Death is not a part of you.

THE MAN: What do you prove by all these riddles?

RALPH: I prove that what is, is., I prove that reality is your master and
you can't ever hope to understand it, much less control it. You live as
part cf the universe of real things. You depend on it for food, for help
to let you sleep, for the beginning of your life and your resting-place
when you stop. You depend on it for her (points to SYLVIA). Even though
you can control every action you nake, you cannot change it., You are its
slave. You cannot unnake what is. 7You cannot change reality.

SYLVIA (touching THE MAN's arn): I love you.

THE MAN (relaxing/wishing to relax): I am complete.

RATPH: Are you really? We mnust put that to a test. We nust see what
makes her all that it takes to complete you.

THE MAN: We are couplete, and the night blooms. An embrace, and a thousand
expleding fires as stars are in my grasp. With each searching kiss 1
find a new truth. Everything is in her. 1 understand everything: I know
nyself when she is in ny amms.

RALPH: Heaven, isn't it?

EL1ZABETH: Isn't that what it's like, Greg?
GREG: Of course, dear.

MARK: I'nm nothing.

HELENA: You are everything.

RALPH: But what about him? (points to SAMSON) He's as alive as he was before.
He still needs. She can still look upon him and enmbrace hin as she does
you. There's no nagic barrier, ©She is still herself, Convenience will
nake it easy to find her a way into his amms.
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THE MAN: I will chain her to me. (takes the manicle from his left arm and
tries to fasten it to SYLVIA's right.)

SYLVIA (drawing back): No!
THE MAN: You do not love me.
SYLVIA: We were to love without bonds.

RALPH: You're trying to chain her with the chains that bind you to your-
self. You'll only be weighing yourself down more. You poor fool.

THE MAN: There must be a way.
God of my fathers! Bow thine ear to me. Turn not away the light of
they countenance.
((The lights fade before the chain and rise behind the skrim.))
Thy rod and thy, staff; they comfort me MARK: I love you.
Thou hast made me to lie down in green

pastures. HELENA: I love you.
Thou leadest me beside the still waters,
Thou restoreth my soul. » MARK: We need each other.
Surely, goodness and mercy shall follow

me all the days of my life HELENA: We 1love, We need.
And I will dwell in the house of the What will come of it?

Lord, forever. MARK: Yes, how will it end?

HELENA: With an embrace and
an awful 1lot of nothing-
ness,
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ACT 11 —=—- THE WAR
a tree instead of a chandelier

((THE MAN, bare-headed and in uniform, stands left to the center of the
stage. His hand is gripped near his left shoulder and blood comes from his
chest. His gun lies thrown away from him., He tries to remain standing,
his teeth gritted in pain. He stumbles forward a bit, but his knees buckle
and he falls to +the ground. He braces his arm against the earth for sup-
port and cries out.))

THE MAN: I die. L've been shot! Good Lord, there's a bullet in me,
Can't somebody help me? Water. My God, give me water.

((GREG enters in uniform, He wears a gas mask and helmet and rushes cauti-
ously but compassionately to the side of THE MAN, He craddles THE MAN in
his arm.))

GREG: I heard your voice; sir. You're wounded,

THE MAN: Yes, damn it, can't you see? I'm bleeding., Take me to a doctor,
It doesn't hurt as much as I thought it would; only more so.

GREG: What did you say, sir?
THE MAN: I'm delirious. There's no pain., Only throbbing.
GREG: Of course, sir.

((Te 1lights go up behind the skrim as GREG helps THE MAN off left. They
enter left behind the skrim, which still bears the bed. ELIZABETH, in nur-
ses garb, stands over it.

GREG: Nurse, this man's wounded., Needs help badly,

ELIZABETH: Of course. Get him into bed. There.

((They help him under the covers. No one binds his wouhd., )}

THE MAN: How good it feels...

ELIZABETH: Sleep. Bverything will be all right in the morning,
THE MAN: But tomorrow...

ELIZABETH: Tomorrow there'll be a day after,

THE MAN: Oh, then it's all right,.

ELIZABETH: Of course it is.,

GREG: Just rest, sir; you'll be all right. Tomorrow will come regardless.
ELIZABETH: Even if you're not ready.

THE MAN: I must rest; that's right., I mustn't...

ELIZABETH: Think,
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THE MAN: Yes, that's it. I mustn't think at all.
ELIZABETH: The night nurse will be with you soon.,

((SYLVIA slowly enters right. GREG and ELIZABETH watch her and go off
left. She watches and mnves to sit down by THE MAN as the lights slowly
come up before the skrim and go down behind., HELENA and MARK enter right,
in front of skrim, hand in hand and as tourists, )}

HELENA: VWhat is this country?

MARK: They call it the Valley of Death on the road map.

HELEMA: Is there a beach anywhere? I1'd give anything for a good swim,
MARK: No beach for miles. There's a war on and no time for it,
HELENA: Oh.

MATX:; I should enlist.

FELENA: Way? 1t's none of your affair. You don't want to kill. You want
to walk with me,

MARX: Yes, but suppose they came to take you from me? They'll rape you
and burn my music,

HELENA: Vho told you?

MARK: The posters. All the newspapers. My friends talk about it all the
time,

FELENA: Friends? 1 thought you had no friends in this land but me?

MAPX: Oh, Helena. We can think we live independantly, but we can't walk
alone, Everybody has friends. I can't be totally yours. We live in the
vorid,

HELENA (going into his amms): But you don't love the world, You love me,
MAR{: Of course. I don't want anything but you. You're all I need.
HELENA: Your music?

MARK: Your breathing has always been my music.

HELENA: 1 love you.

((They kiss. HELENA breaks away.))

MARK: You're shaking, Helena., Why?

HELFNA: Do you hear it?

MARK: Eear what?

EFLENA: The shooting, Mark., I can't hear anything but the shocting,
MARK: 1 can't hear anything.
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HELENA: How many miles away are they, Mark?

MARK: I don't know. 1 can only see smoke, and further away from that...
fire .

HELENA: Will they get closer? Are they coming closer?
MARK: 1 don't see anyone., Yet.

HELENA: Feel my belly, Mark., Let me put your hand against it. Do you
feel that, Mark?

MARK: Yes. A kicking.

HELENA: It's ocurs, Mark. It came out of our completeness. If they come,
Mark, they'll kill you.

MARK: DNonsense. 1've done nothing against them,

HELENA: They'll want to kill it. The sign of our love. They'll rape me
and put a bayonet through its unborn body. They'll beat you and take

your sex away and never let you touch your music...Cur children will not
live,

MARK: You want me to kill?

HELENA: You love me?

MARK: Of course,

HELENA: I want us to live, God wants us to live,

MARK: They'll take my consolation and the dream I never had, then.
HBLENA: They want to enslave us and take our souls away.

MARK: Who told you this?

HELENA: Read that sign. Up ahead.

((She points to stage left and he looks after her.))

MARK: Oh, my God. Come on, Helena, let's get out of here,

(( ey hurry back to stage right, Behind the skrim, ELIZABETH and GREG en-
ter. SYLVIA now sits in a chaim to the right of THE MAN's bed. As HELENA
and MARK go, THE MAN awakens suddenly,))

THE MAN: But I'm not ready! You can't make me ga! I haven't done it; I
didn't have the time, don't you see? I had a family to support — all the
rest of it. :

SYLVIA: Don't shake sc.
THE MAN: Who are you?
SYLVIA: The night nurse.
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THE MAN: I can't quite see you, but your voice is beautiful.

SYLVIA: Of course, Lay back. Close your eyes. Sleep. You're so strong.
You'll hurt yourself.

THE MAN: But I can't let them find me here sleeping. I must be ready.
SYLVIA: 1'11 make you feel good. Dc you want that?

THE MAN: Can you really do that for me? Take the weight away? Make me
not afraid?

SYLVIA: Desire it.

THE MAN: Make me forget; don't make me have to do it. Don't say you'll
help me do it. I can't do it, don't you see?

SYLVIA: You don't need tec.

THE MAN: That's right; when you're with me I don't need to. Of course,
Help me to forget my task.

SYLVIA: As you will. Because you will. (thex kiss)

({The lights blare up, as they drop behind the skrim. A searchlight oc-
cassionally scans the stage. MARK enters from the right in uniferm, hold-
ing a gun and moving catlike.))

MARK: Come out! All right, come out, damn you! Nobody's going to take my
dream from me. ((SOUND OF LOUD AND DISTANT LAUGHTER)) They're laughing?
How can they do it, damn them? They're laughing about the destruction of
our world. Stop that noise! Be still., Stop laughing! Stop laughing...
They*'ve stopped. The ungddly noise; it's gone. It's quiet again., Hah!
Too quiet. Almost as though the sky had stopped thundering and is now
turning its eye on me.

It's a nightmare, A lousy nightmare, The whole war's like that, It's
what you feel when it's early morning and everything's quiet. You're
dreaming cf love and then suddenly you are hearing a noise that is just a
few feet away from you. It's as if a great gaunt souless could were
passing over you. You think of looking up to see, but then you're afraid
that unless you lie still without breathing it'll reach out and pull the
life from you. 7You lie still, trying to stop the shaking that takes hcld
and somehow your reasonable mind knows there's nothing there, but the ape
in you won't let you even move a muscle,

You know then that you wouldn't mind if it was only your life's work
they'd hack into little pieces with their smiling pudgy faces, but it's
You they want to shoot down with their rifles and raucous laughter. You
know there's no reason., No reason,

That's why there are wars. Somebody just wants to kill scmebody else.
That's all. The leaders Jjust give you excuses. Because somewhere there
are monsters that make wars, forging them in some hellish furnaces.
Where are they? Damned idiots! Come out of your sewers and deep wells!
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MARK (Cont.):
I must find them, if only to ask why. Don't you see? Because they're
the destroyers. I've gect to save at least my corner of the world from
them., Keep them out with justice and law.

1 hear thier voices all the time. From deep inside. Take, take, take
they whisper insideously. ((THE LAUGHTER IS HEARD AGAIN)) I can't stand
it! We can't take much more. Why do they insist on using us? We al-
ready live. Why isn't it enough? Why, why? Why can't there te a peace-
ful moment in cur lives for once? It's always one damned scrape after
another., The last one, they don't let us out on.

They're on all sides. They make us come out on the battlefield,us
decent folk, and then they pink us off, one by one. At all the windews
in the dark. Nobody's safe, no matter how righteous they are. There's
always somebody, don't you see, who want to take, Big men in funny 1it -
tle hats who run up en the front lawn and peek in, out of the night, be-
fore they break in te plunder,

SAMSON (in the audience): Hey, chicken, over here!
MARK: 1'1ll get you. Where are you? Come out and fight like a man!
SAMSON: Look at our sign.

MARK: Hiding behind that? It can't keep me from you. I'm coming for you.
Forward, yeo!l

((He charges off to the left. SAMSON runs from his positinn toward a left
exit. He 1leans out and shoots with a rifle at nothing. There is a long
scream. The lights go up again behind the skrim and THE MAN awakens, gasp—
ing.))

THE MAN (as if he himself is wounded): Sylvia! I heard a . shot,
SYLVIA: Please. Don't frighten yourself.

THE MAN: Where are you?

SYLVIA: I'm right beside you.

THE MAN: I can't see you. Why aren't you where 1 can see you?
SYLVIA: I'm the closest I can get.

THE MAN: I can feel you against my back. It should be enough for me. It
isn't, but I know it should be.

SYLVIA: I love you.

THE MAN: I heard a shot. That means they're coming for me. I expect
they'll be here soon. I must compose myself. There's no reason for them
coming now, Jjust the throbbing in my shoulder, but they'll take me just
the same. Even though I'm not ready. If only there were some way out of
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THE MAN (Cont.): this ness.

SYLVIA: What does it all mean? Why can't we just belong to each other and
be happy?

THE MAN: You think I know the answer to that? I'm lost here, Jjust like
you., This war wasn't any of my idea. Nothing ever is, not in this
world. We're trapped. All of us, like rats., Sinking rats.

SYLVIA: I don't like rats. I never thought of myself like that.
THE MAN: We'd raise little rats. Would you like that?
SYLVIA: 1 like you.

THE MAN: Thank you. That was altogether the nicest thing you've said to
me all evening.

SYLVIA: I know. I like to be nice.

THE MAN: You do, don't you? Yes, you like to be nice even more than you
like me. But no, don't answer. I'll tell you about rats.

Rats are humanity's constant and unseen companion. Somehow, though
despising humans, this paraside on the work of honest men, this destroyer
the rat, will make his home, his nest, in any corner of a place where men
live. He needs us, and wherever we travel he always finds a place to
stow away. A man can't escape his rat companion. There's as many of
them on the face of the earth as there are of us. Between men and rats
there exists a kind of melevolent companionship.

Rats live in our homes, yet they look at us with gleaming eyes of fear
because they know we seek to destroy them. And why not? You know, the
average rat destroys $1000 worth of grain a year -- 1 read that some-~
where. They carry plagues unknowing because they live in filth.

And they despise us just as much, I suspect, for the fact that, no
matter how much we fear them, nc matter how much we have made for our-
selves with intelligence and skill, no matter how often we proclaim man-
kind as master of the Earth, we still cannot defeat the wise will to sur-
vive of the common rat.

The rat sneers at man's minion, the cat, who can swallow mice whole
but cannot gulp down the fantastic bulk of a full-grown ZRattus Nervegi-
ous. The rat is waiting for the day when he will have the strength to
meet man on his own grounds, without such intermediary nonsense as erect
walking, traps, and pools of poison., Who would live to be master on that
day?

And so, 1little titterings can be heard echoing through the empty
houses of men's souls in the dark of night, pouring out of the lairs of
the fiends before they scamper off to gnaw at the fruits of civilization.

((The lights go up out front., ELIZABETH is seated right on an orange
crate. GREG paces back and forth to the left.))
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ELIZABETH: HoWfar away are they now?

GREG: Just across the river. In the night like this, the flashes of their
guns make angry sonnets in the dark. They'll be over here soon.

ELIZABETH: Can't we stop them?

GREG: '"hat do you mean, stop them? We can't, any more than we can curse
that filthy sign of theirs. 1t almost seems as though we want to lose,
Nobody wants to fight anymore. They want to walk home to lie with their
wives in the town until the enemy comes and shoots them in their beds.
It seems we can't go out and get men to kill for things they wouldn't die
for, at least not when they've already got enough to eat.

ELIZABETH: You're defeated?

GREG: You've heard the hero in there, mumbling to himself, and screaming
when he thinks about the pain. A4nd he's the greatest warrior on our side
-~ at least, 1 like to think he is. We must have somebody better than
me, Beeause I'm no warrior. At least, I don't think so.

ELIZABETH: Maybe you are.

GREG: Thank you, Liz. Very nice of you and all that, but I don't believe
it. Not really. You know that man in there? Even he hasn't done all he
should have done. Did you know he told me all about his plan a couple of
nights ago?

ELIZABETH: Plan?

GREG: Yeah. He was going to cross over the river and camp us in the shade
of those trees. And to do it he was going to build three massive bridges
—— imagine that! -- over the river. And send thirty crack divisions,
ones he'd trained himself, over to encircle the enemy. He showed me the
battle plan himself. He meant it.

ELIZABETH: Who could he get to serve in this little army of the just?

GREG: But then he got himself wounded and he can't do it now. They won't
let him, But he's here, you know, and I bet he could have done it alone.
Even alone. I don't know if he thought he could, but he acted like it,
Think of it: three massive bridges!

ELIZABETH (bursting into tears): Oh, Greg, why do we have to go through
all this? Victories, defeats, and for what? Some lousy playwright wants
to make his reputation off our pains. I didn't come here to be dragged
through a knct~hole. 1 came here to be entertained. I'm getting a ser-
mon. And if I wanted one of those I'd go to church., I'd get a better
one there, anyway. 1'd get one I couldn't quite understand and could ap-
ply to daily life. Greg, let's walk out, I mean it. Greg, are you lis-
tening to me?

GREG: That's always your answer, isn't it? Walk off when things get
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GREG (Cont.):
tough. Don't fight when you see something unpleasant. If you can't an-
swer the questions just give up and turn on the TV set and don't look it
upy ever. And then you sleep at night and you can't because you worry
about the kids or the car or the house payments or what you should have

been but aren't., Have you ever once wanted, Liz, to have a last night of
doubt? ‘

ELIZABETH: What do you mean?

GREG: Haven't you wanted tb find out the answer tc why you're here and why
you should do things so you can go out and do what you should without
questions and doubts and all the rest? You know damn well what I mean.

ELIZABETH: I.-¢an't staﬁd it, It hurts my ears to hear all this screaming,

GREG: Well; I won't desert, Liz. 1'11 stand by that hero to the end. I've
got a place in life, for once, and you can't make me leave it. Three
massive bridges!

ELIZABETH: Oh, Greg, why can't you take off that mask for once?

((There is a black-out and a jazz interlude is played, depicting The Arme-
gedden, the fight for honor against oneself. At the close of the interlude

a spotlight appears on the left, as THE MAN stumbles in from that direc-

tion.))' ;

THE MAN: Where do I wander now? In what wilderness of my soul is this
stinking country? Where's the enemy?

"God of my fathers, hear me, hear me. God of my fathers, let my
voice be heard." In the city of men I've seen people die in torment,
with terrors and doubts in their souls;: they die with the ultimate re-
gret. 1 see them dancing on the commons; sentenced to dance, forever led
by foolishness, for the fact that they cannot see that there is any truth
to set them in a new step.

The crowd stands in the square --

They dance and love and work furiously,
Achieving little and wasting meore,

The Man appears and with the voice of hope
Shouts angrily to move them from their apathy;
His voice is buried in their gleeful shouting.
He has a pole, but cannot raise it

For they always knock it down.

That is the ideal statement of the great plight in the city of men.

Even the man who speaks of hope cannot raise his pole —— and the lead-
er who can rally.the wcrld +to his side cannot control it for his very
life when he betrays its will.

That is life, and the spirit of life lies in contradictions and half-
truths, if any truth there be.
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THE MAN (Cont.):

So I stand here now, truth or none, on a high and windy hill
overlooking the shapes of buildings in the city of men.,

CGod, this is my home!

The land I have not seen for lo! these many years.

Why is it quiet? Why is all this here to be seen?

What is meant by this sudden meeting with my past?
THE VOICE (Ralph/Off): Where is Sylvia?

THE MAN: I wander here alone, lost in a maze of yesterpaths;

1 stand now on the hill of promises.

I was a youth —- in childhood, straight and tallj;

when the God's did fashion me they loaned to be a bedy perfected
in their sight.

From the chcosing-house of love they procured for me a heady
beauty.

From the always~burning fires of the traditions cf men they
brought me courage.

With all the skills of the world, they gave me wisdom

and enhanced my beauty so that the mirrors of society told me

it surpassed all others.

Two thirds I was made God and cne third animak: I stcod a man,

This hill stands near my home. My feet have trod this soil
I know not how often. From the days of my birth
I have come to this hill for strength. I have learned to climb
this hill and I have learned of beauty from the view.
This hill held what fame I strived tc eamn,
what things I built -- I sacrificed it to the public
here., Sometimes they laughed and sometimes
they sent cheers for me to echc in the stars -—-
but it was all here.
Years 1've spent away,
but 1 camne back to rub my wounds and bruises
in the hot coarse scil and to preoclaim
my victories on the lawns of shining grass; I did return.
This ways my place of triumph. Falcon on its perch,
sun riding in the sky, stars strewn coldly
through the heavens; 1 saw my triumphs here.
What is a man
if he seeks truth outside himself? I do n»t know.
I only seek, seek that which makes me have a right to be,
in lands I know are real. I grew here. And what I learned,
I learned in these surroundings. And everything I know to be
True and Beautiful rests upon that part of me which kncws
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THE MAN (Cont.):

this place, my place of birth, upon this hill, and that real
to be...

For if this place should perish, if my childhood should not
have been

then all I know to be real and binding should only fade

to be some misty concept foreign to my heart; but here

ig truth I know. Here no ideas reign.

This is the truth. I kneel and grasp it in my hands, I stretch
and pluck it from a tree. This is my reality. Truth as real
as 1 can ever be.

For this, this land of my ideas and motivating force, is what
made ne.

I came from this scil, I wallcwed in it, I hate its plants and
creatures and 1 grew to know the people who lived from it too.
It is my land.

As long as it remains, as long as 1 remain a part of it, my truth

remains as fact witnessed by the existance of me and it that
made me,

If this place and 1 ceased to exist, then the facts that built
my life

would shrink only to be memcries and not flesh, and what I
truely love,

my source, my being, and my truth,

would have to be only another pair of unclean footprints

upon a cosmic God-made ball of mud.

I stand on this hill, beside these darkened buildings of my life and
the trees and look out onto the city beneath me and the people. And 1
think,

I think about the world I see around me and the others sprinkled in
the blue-black sky above my head. Sometimes I think of music and love
and always I am sad, Sometimes, though, I make vows and announce vic-
tories to the towering edifaces of the land of the living (that is, me)
and to the arms and green trees and factcries and stars above and to the
supreme being (what I do not know) which put them there.

I make vows about what I intend to do, what I, the supreme being, and
the lands and peoples around me expect of me. And then I try (God knows
I try) to do it.

And here are my accomplishments.

Listen, ye people,

open ears, great insitutions of men,

1 speak to you of triumph, of achievement.

Here is the story of my life:

The story of what came of divine law as it is writen in the
spirit of my mind when it came into touch with this, my
treasonable world,
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THE MAN (Cont.):

I was a bright boy and mother loved me for it.
Child prodigy; loved to talk, bored with work.
Wrote plays at seven, drafted stories,
later began a score of novels; painted, composed music, danced.
Yet all this I did for recognition. It was that
I wanted to create, not that I needed creation.
Here was my logic; fancy thiss
No man, hcwe'er victoricus, is truly great unless
the men around him see his victory. I asked
that those around me see what I have built.
I plead with them
to let me carry on. To make me, if you will, for virtue
of their love. I saw it true
that no man can be great unless the populace will shoose to let
him serve.
I did not see that nc man can be great unto the populace
until he cheers himself, And no man can praise that in him
which is not there with honor. Honor is
the true measure of greatness, And 1 thought fame to be the
true measure
of honor. Hah. 1 came to the land to work
and found that I cannot.’
Where do I stand now? 1 cannot make myself.

Do you know what they called me? Pretty terrific. Born success
story. 1 thought they loved me., "The City's master creator," theysaid.

I was going to build a work that could stand as a great cathedral on
this hill; its spires stabbing skyward as a monument to my value, my
greatness; and my eternal soul finally realized by others as 1 could not
truthfully say that it was true and valid.

A cathedral to a lie...

You see, I knew I hadn't done all I should have done,

But Sylvia came, and I nc longer had to prove anything.,

Love struck me as a woman

slid bawdily into my world of torment,

1 saw her as a golden sumrise banishing for me the empty nights
of loneliness without reprieve.

But if she wilts

coyly with flirtacious skill from my léfes destined path

what then ensues? '

You see, 1 have something te prove.

I wanted to place my name beside those of famous men; I wanted to make
a monument cf my soul; sculpting new facets of truth in ways nc man had
ever sculpted them before., I wanted to build a beacon fire of magnifi-
cance, of greatness, of artistic genius, of fidelity t¢ truth., And 1
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THE MAN (Cont.):
wanted to possesc the love of men in their respect and my own respect I
wished to know what I deserved.

But alas, it was an impossible task 1 set for myself., 1 can't really
satisfy myself with my work; it all seems one game, a strange play of
hostility, almost a way of revenge against the world for some injustice
done me in the distant past.

Oh, God, if I wasn't meant to work to my fullest capacity, why ever
did you begin in me the ceaseless obsession to do it? I've come to the
end of my rope. There've been no rewards for my efforts, none that I can
feel. How can I succeed if I'm given nc sign of victory? If I die of
this hopelessness, what gain will it be to you? But if I am able to en-
joy the fruits of my achievements my works will multiply and luster then
selves into a great pyre to match your stars, a magnificent glorification
of your truth and right.

But ncw the winter has come

cold wind and slashing rain

and things that 1 had thought

do sacred and profane

have vanished now as Honor

has whirled away in wake of frigid winds.

1 stand ncw on a hill above the town

for here I forged a name, a monument to match

the sprawling cold white splendor of the stars,

a crown of hope and honor ringed above with love,

the jewel which represents the recognition

of the finest part in one

and revels in its tender viewing by another.

We thought that love could rise above our dormant souls
forever.

(The hollow wind floats back my cmpty words.)

Forever,

But now I trudge down silent war-torn paths

and journey down the chilly war-torn streets

to pass between the light-warm and still happy homes of men
who well could trade their honor for a love

that would to them sc much more faithful be

than that invaluable love they wish they'd had for self,
1 lean against a dark and naked tree

perhaps to wonder,

perhaps laugh

at what we thought must last so long

but now remains

as bits of shattered crystal in the snow.
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THE M (Cout.):

I had a uotto oice, you know:

"fo suffer woes which Hope thinks infinite;

to forgive wroiigs darker tharn dcath or nipat;
to defy power which seeis omnipotent...

neither to chaange, nor falter, unor recpent,

tiiis...is to be

good, great and joyous, beautiful and free;

this is aloue Life, Joy, iipire aad Victory."

Hi:, you know, 1'uz a poct

but 1 don't lmow 1t,

'cause ity vorks doa't show it,

I Laven't deceatly finisi.ed anything 1 ever started --

"lhat a waste, what a wastc...

what a wastc of voney and tineess"

((BLIZALATH suddenly appears, riglit.))
BLIZABETH: ‘fnat isn't original, is it, Gil?

THE Maks Shelley...a popular song..l dou't know. What are you doing here,
Elizabeth?

BLIZABLETIis Hello, dear., Glad you noticed we., I'a just fixing things for
a party toniglt,

((GRiG enters right, in a rush.))

GRiuG:s Helle, Gil. liz, (kisses ELIZABETE) You'rc beautiful., whut's
tiat stutf you're wearing?

EL1Z2:BETH: 425 a bottle.
GREG: Love it. low's the play, Gil?
THE Maivs Let's not be depressing.

GREG: Depressing doesn't have & thing to do with it; Jjust money. IHow's
the play?

THE MAN: Haven't done a daan thing on it since last week,
GREG: 1 thought you said you had the idea all boiled out?

THE MAN: Ok, I did. It's all supposcd to take place at this cocktail par-
ty in onc night ——

GREG: You told ue that last weck. JFor an hour.

ELIZAB®TH: Gil, that idea sounds awfully fauiliar., 1 acan, doesn't every
play take place in one nignt at a cocktail party?

TUE MAiis 1 think they call it teacup drana, Liz.

GREG: #hat happened to the great creative brain, Gil?
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THE MAl: My typewriter broke dowi.’
EL1Zagk'[l:  You ougiit to get a secretavy.
TiE Mads 1 ought to learn to type., Caa't dictate at all,

GREG: It's no wonder those typowritors break down, the way you lLacner a-
WaYy e
ELIZABETI: You punch holes through the paper every tiue you hit an "o."

TH: MAds Dbon't look so grim, all of you. You know how lousy I ai. Be-
sides, 1'u in love.

ELIZAZETH: Kot again,
GREG: Doa't tell aie about it.

TE dak: I've ftound a soul-uate., Just can't tell you how it wakes ne
fecl., She's couing tonight. Wonderful girl and brains. 1 told her it
would be hell here --

ELIZABETRs  Thanks,
THE Mails =-=but sue's coiidiy anyvay.

SLIZABETH: You never think of telling wac these things before, do you? It
scems witi: you taerc's always 5ot to be room (cReG Jjoins _i_l’_l_:) for one
oIS,

THE Mans 1 woulda't coue here if there wasn't.

((SA44S0E and RaLPH, boti: clad in leatiwer jackets and blue jeans, cnter left
as .wusicians.))

S&iSoNs This is tile scene?
THE MAY (to hinself): My God, no, I'm reacabering again,
ELIZABETH: They're going to play for our party tonight.

GREG: One of the hottest coubos on the coast. Threc stooses .inus one,.
RiglLt, boys?

RALPH: That's right, Mr, durray,
TIE MAiv: But you weren't his wanager, you were aw——gee—-—

RALPH: A social catalist., The life of every party.
1 aa the voice of your conplaining,
1 a1 a prodder now to act upon this scene as on tihe last,
and, while secking only to advaice nyself
will cause the surrounding characters to fight witiuin
witile handing out free advice and society's judgcuents,
with the author's leave.

SAMSOLs Out the static, .ian,
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RALPH: Just being friendly.
SAMSON: I can't foéus, man,
GREG: I'm sorry if I've--—

RALPH: Samson here is kindof nervous. He hasn't appeared between pillars,
~ you know, for some tinme.

ELIZABETH: Doesn't he talk to anyone?

SAM30N: 1 can talk, white lady. I just don't dig this chit-chat bit be-
fore I go on., I'm net trying to be impolite, Mrs. Murray, but a man must
think of what needs be played before he blows. You know?

GREG: I've been in show business long enough to understand.
SAMSON: Then that settles it. Now, where's the girl?

THE MAN: Girl? I think I—

GREG: We promised Samson a date for tonight.

RALPH: It's in the contract.

GREG: Between numbers. Liz?

ELIZABETH: She's ready.

((ELIZABETH gestures and a gong sounds. SYLVIA enters slowly right, look—
ing demurely at SAMSOK. ))

THE MAN: Sylvia. Good to see you here. I want you -- Liz, Greg.
ELIZABETH: We already know her kind.
THE MAN: I love you, Sylvia.

SYLVIA: Please, Gil, don't hurt yourself. Stop saying things like that.
You're embarassing me in front of him,

SAMSON: Passion fades, man, And what you thought was eternity for you was
only a sigh of the wind. There is nothing she can feel of you she cannot
feel of me. And I make love more gently. She wants me now. You dig?
It's nothing. You're throwing the whole gig over for one little bit and
it's the most unimportant part, man. You're a fool.

THE MAN: You mean 1'm supposed to sit here and admire you while you —-

SYLVIA: Copulate. You can go home, Gil. After all, we had what was ours.
Our relationship became what it became. We can still be friends. We
were such lovely friends. I want you for my friend and him for my lover,
that's all.

THE MAN: Even after you betray everything my love stood for.

SYLVIA: That was your conception. Why can't you grow into long pants,
Gil? Sex doesn't mean anything. I love you now as much as I ever did.
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THE MAN: What? You mean all along I... (givesvg long, loud and anguished

moan)

SYLVIA: I love you, Samson. I want you and you need me.

((SYLVIA slides seductively into SAMSON's arms.))

THE MAN: The pain...Ged, no, it's coming back again. I'm still a lie,
I'm guilty of treason. My bridges aren't built. Still. Where's the
doctor? 1I1'm wounded. God, where's the doctor?

THE VOICE (calmly): You have broken your promise...And now do you see what
are the wages of sin? Forgetfulness.

((The party falls back and exits.))

THE MAN: Lie! I hear a lie. Someone out there is lying to me. Come out,
wherever you are. Reveal yourself! You can't lie to me and get away
with it. Where are you, damned idiot?

MARK (from right section of the audience): Here! On your side.
HELENA (from left section of the audience): The world judges...
MABK: And it marks your gravestone as success or failure,
HELENA: No, behind the sign, Mark.

THE MAN: VWhat say you, angels of death?

MARK: You're a bum and a failure.

THE MAN: I'm the last mortal man, I tell youl

MARK: A bum, a failure. You call yourself an artist yet you've never done
a damn thing in your life. Lazy; never anything comes out that's worth a
damn. You don't know how to apply yourself., A hero?

HELENA: Yes, if you're such a hero, why don't you spend every hour working
instead of crying your heart out for some two-bit whore? You're no herc,
just a ham actor.

THE MAN: I'm a truth-secker,

MARK: Truth? 1It's a tom-foolery.

HELENA: Everything leads to contradictions.
MARK: Look at the sign! Look!

THE MAN (turns head towards left): The sign?
HELENA: Read it!

(( THE MAN shakes his head no.))

MARK: Read it! ((THE MAN closes his eyes in torment.)) Read it for all
the world tc hear!
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HELENA: Go shead, sucker,

THE MAN (slowly): There is no truth, The sign., Yes. I can read it.
There is no truth,

THE VOICE: There is no truth.
((THE LAUGHTER SOUNDS AGAIN.))

THE MAN: But that can't be. We must be here for some reason, to take
some acticn.,

HELENA: You're free...

THE MAN: We can't be unmade by contradiction., How dare you write such a
thing? Make it your motto? If somebody doesn't take 1life seriously,
what's ever going to be done? 1'm what the world needs, can't you see?
I'1ll give you all truth through my fighting. Can't you see?

THE VOICE: Can't you see?

THE MAN: Who asked that? (silence) Damn it all, who asked that question?
Where is he? The destroyers can hear my voice, I know that now. Their
message: ‘There is nc truth, Ha! Come out; let's have our battle, This
is war! Where is your champion? Send him out and we'll have done with
it.

((THE LEADER (RALPH, clad as before in this act, but with a black gauze

mask) walks in left.))

THE LEADER: Well, here I am, If you want it, we'll have our battle now,
You must remember, of course, I have my nc-truth all about me, I am a-
bounded in lies and retained by relitivism, Now, where is this truth of
yours?

THE MAN: My truth?

THE LEADER: At least your honesty.
THE MAN: I don't have it. I lost it?
THE LEADER: You lost it?

THE MAN: 1 can't find it. Somewhere along the way I must have lost it,
((THE LEADER laughs.)) So. You're laughing, too. All through my life,
that laughter's +the same laughter I've heard all along., And you're the
enemy. You're the laughing destroyer I've been trying so hard to free
the world of. You laugh at truth wherever you find it. You neglect a
man while he lives, laugh at him, and try to destroy his work because you
couldn't match it yourself, And it's your minions who do the dirty work
of destroying and rule the city of men. The almost-living. You're the
rats I've been trying to stamp out. I get it now. But good.

THE LEADER: Destroyers? We  only offer freedom from truth. O0f course,
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THE LEADER (Cont.):

you're forgetting something, aren't you? Don't be so high and mighty.
There's a destroyer in you. Haven't you seen him at work, gnawing away
at your version of truth? You. You sabotaged the truth you claimed you
were trying to defend. You're the traitor. You're your own worst enenmy,
fella. Now, you know you haven't done all you could do. Who can blame
the world for laughing, for wanting to kick your teeth in? You should
want to do it yourself.

You don't really want to do a damn thing with yourself. Admit it, you
idiot, The rat is inside you.

THE MAN: No...

THE LEADER: You scld your own soul and didn't even get a good price for
it. You didn't do what you thought you could; you couldn't do it for
yourself and so you offered to do it for Sylvia. You gave her your soul
and your life work. You could tell yourself you were an all-right guy.
But when the time came for your wages, she was in bed with somebody else,
You had no reward of yocur own and it proved what you knew all along. You
didn't deserve one.

Hah! ©Now you don't even have as much integrity as Mark and Helena out
there., You don't even possess as much as they do, children of men. You
didn't have the honor, and now you don't even have the love.

THE MAN: No! I won't have you saying such things without proof. I can't
let statements as daaning as those stand unquestioned. We'll have to put
this to some kind of a test. A trial by law, that's what we'll have.
Mark, you can act as recorder.

MARK: Right.

((MARK runs up to stage and draws up a chaim, He begins to take down what
is said in an examination blue book. HELENA slowly comes up on stage to
observe at his side.))

THE MAN: And you, Ralph, as society incarnate, can act as judge.

THE LEADER: Well, I must admit this is a novel way to handle our little
mix. A combat by trial,

Hear ye, hear ye! The superior court of the city of men, in and for
the land of the almost-living, is now in session, the State Leader presi-
ding. The case before us is that of The Rat (points to THE MAN) versus
The Spirit Of Man (knocks his own chest).

Will the accused stand? (Qg does) Rat, you are accused of high trea-
son against the conduct of human progress. The punishment in this dis-
trict for clogs in the wheels of civilized contribution is summary execu-—
tion. How do you plead?

THE MAN: I don't know. 1'l11l have to think it over.

THE LEADER: You may sit down. (gg does) We will now hear the case for
the prosecution.
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THE MAN (putting head in hands): Oh, Sylvia. Sylvia...

SYLVIA: What do I need to say? The case has already been summerized.
This play has presented all the evidence for those perceptive enough to
pick it out. This man is a failure, damned by his own set of values.
The play states the facts simply and directly. Our party has become the
judgement-place and our war representative of the battle of mankind a-
gainst his baser nature.

Here is a man whe has lost a war. Unable to do what he had been made
to want himself to do, but misteading himseif, through love, to think
that he has done it. He has condemned himself to loneliness.

THE MAN: Loneliness for me is death.

SYLVIA: From his own mouth comes the conviction. Be your own justice.
The prosecution rests.

THE LEADER: We will now hear the case for the defense.
THE MAN (goes to knees): God of my Fathers! Bow thine ear to me...

THE LEADER: Bow your own ear. In this court you must bear the responsi-

bility for your own guilt. I am asking you to be your own jury and let
your conscience act as judge.

THE MAN: You ask me to do that? You know I must admit my guilt if I do
that. I've got to pay the piper. L
Oh, where is absolution? God of my Fathers! Even you hear me not in
this forest of lies and doubting. Forgive me, can't you do that? Let me
start over. To do the same thing. Oh, I haven't done enough. I_haven't
done enough... Hcw do you learn to walk?

HELENA: You travel step by step.

THE MAN: But I've such a burden. Help, I'm wounded!

HELENA: Put up or shut up.

THE LEADER: You forget our mercy. You forget the great mercy of the

world. We offered you absolution, "There is no truth." You would not
accept that.

HELENA: Say Yes.

THE MAN: Don't you see, it wouldn't have mattered to me as a little man in
my living whether what I'd done was really true or false on a universal
scale? I'm not supposed to know truth. All that mattered was whether
I1'd lived close to what I'd thought 1life to be with all my might.

THE LEADER: Then admit your condition,
THE MAN: I've failed. May God have mercy on my miserable soul.

THE LEADER: Then the verdict of the court is your own. You have ne reason
to appeal, yet. You have not been cheated or restrained in any way save
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THE LEADER (Cont.):
by the forms of social courtesy. You can justly chain no handicap to
your innocence but yourself. And the handicap is your crime.

SYLVIA: Your honor, I recommend the death penalty, as this man has already
declared himself dead to society as a productive member in its organism.

THE LEADER: What do you say to that?
THE MAN: Guilty.
SYLVIA: He is the destroyer.

THE MAN: DNo. DNo, you are. I could have been greatness itself if only you
had used me and helped me.

SYLVIA: Objection!

THE LEADER: Objection sustained. The purpose of this trial is to deter-
mine the defendant's value or lack »f it. It has nothing to do with the
recognition of value.

THE MAN: Then I am the prosecutor.

THE LEADER: You might say that, yes.

MARK: I've run out of paper.

THE LEADER: Your time is up, Mr.-—Mr,, er...

THE MAN: Gilgamesh.

THE LEADER: Your time is up and the verdict will be delivered.
| THE MAN: Guilty.

THE LEADER: The defendant is guilty as charged. The accused will stand.
(he does) The punishment for the crime of non-contribution is abolition.
Sentence will be executed on the palace archery field at midnight. Both
you and your guilt will be reconciled there.

The condemned may now partake of his last meal.

((THE MAN and SYLVIA stand. She comes to him and they kiss.))

THE LEADER: Colonel Samson! Colonel Samson, ccme here. I want you.
((SAMSON runs in left, carrying a rifle.))

SAMSON: You wanted me, sir. 1 could hear you.

THE LEADER: Take care of him, He's a blot on the face of humanity.
SAMSON: Right, sir. Prisoner, attention!

((THE MAN puts SYLVIA aside and comes to attentien.))

THE LEADER: Do you have any last words to say for yourself?
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THE MAN: I meant well. I guess that's all...
Wait a minute Ilsee something. A blasted vision.

SYLVIA: The terror—dramatics of a dream.

THE MAN: I see a white cat on a leash, walking across the sky, Jjumping
from grey cloud to grey cloud toward the anaemic moon. Nobody's holding
the leash. 1 have.the strangest feeling I've seen it —

MARK: We haven't got all night.
THE MAN: I know where I've seen it.
SAMSON: Okay, thén, are you ready now?

THE MAN: I want to say something. I have some confessions to make. The
confessions prove my guilt.

THE LEADER: This might clarily the issue. Let him talk.

THE MAN: I'm never ready, don't you see? That's just the trouble, is all.

Oh, I hate everything in the world. That's because it all hates me.
A1l except that cat up there. He was the only friend I had, so long ago,
and I betrayed him. I'm a bum and a fool. That's a nice way to put it.
There are other words, I suppose, but I won't use them. Damn,.

You see, I'm a genius —- or I say 1 am, it's all the same, you know.
Well, really, 1'm not a genius and I know it. I can't even kid myself a-
bout it. It's nice to say you think you're a genius and all that rot,
but you really can't believe you are — at least, I can't.

Come here, cat. Oh, no. You won't, will you? You've got too good
sense. 1 always turn everything I love agairnst me, sooner or later. It
never lasts. 1t always turns away from me eventually.

Ha! 7You know, I've even tried playing at creating from time to time,
but it never turned out very well. 1 never really believed — 1 never
really wanted or needed to. I say I'm God and the Last Mortal Man, all
at the same time, but it's a lie. I'm really a fraud, and I know it. I
just hope 1'm interesting. I try to be.

Nobody respects me, everyone feels sorry, including me. We all gather
round and mope about what a wonderful failure I am. And we all agree
that it would be nice if somebody were willing to help, but ne one can,
including me again. No one really gives a damn,

I'm little and 1I'm ugly and everybody sneers at me behind my back. I
know it. I do too. What the hell. BEveryone knows I'm magnificent and
then I have to pull a silly trick and they all hate me for disillusioning
them., And I hate them for being disillusioned.

1 guess you czme to see the play about me, to see what a fool I am.
Well, the theatre doesn't loak very packed to me, in fact, I wouldn't be
surprised if you're the only one listening. It doesn't matter. It just
proves my point. Tou may be the only person left whose rat hasn't taken
tham over.
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THE MAN (Cont):
Hey, this is a heck of a way to d» a play. Some decent dialogue,
please. Director, get some kind ~f a plot geing. Put a character en the
stage, not a man. ‘No, dammit, I forgot the cue. I don't know the line.

THE LEADER: Well, ﬁe've had enough of your apelmgetics, anyway. Let's get
on with it. :

THE MAN (letting sut a wail of agony): There's nothing left ~f me!
((THE MAN sinks to his knees, scbbing.))

THE LEADER: Oh, keer still, yeu mama's boy. Don't you ever think of ap-
pearances? 7You're the herc,

THE MAN (lost in sobbing): There are no appearances. Only failure.
SYLVIA: You don't think of anyone but yourself.
THE MAN: Yes, yes.

THE LEADER: Yes. Genius? That you could sink to this! Worthless. Scum.
Rub him out, Colonel. The sight of him makes me ill.

SAMSON: He's an enemy of the people?
THE LEADER: Yes.

THE MAN: Nobody loves me, everybody hates me,
Think 1'11l go eat some ——

THE LEADER (turning away): — humble pie.

((SAMSON shoots THE MAN celdly. THE MAN falls ferward, face wn the ground,
his hands before it, legs apart.))

SAMSON: You're nothing to anybody. (spits on the body)
THE LEADER: Good job.
SAMSON:  Thank you, sir.

THE LEADER: I'll give you a week's leave. Go int. town and dance. Lay
that comely wench you've got eyes for.

SAMSON: Thank YQOU, sir.
((SYLVIA takes hold of SAMSON's arm.))

THE LEADER: Oh, before you go I'd like you to tell me something. Tell me,
Colonel, what hath God wrought?

SAMON: He built us a victory. Like, before we were unclean with our
dreams, but now, man, we bask in glory.

THE LEADER: My side did win. We did conquer after all. And the rats
shall inherit the earth. You came to me as little children and I gave
you love to love yourselves. What did I give you, Samson?
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SAMSON: The double deai.

THE LEADER: Right. Ah-hah! On one hand I grant you equal opportunity to
suffer in my name. Power as a result. And equal opportunity for guilt.
A1l the responsibilities belong to all the people.

At the same time you gave me your hands and I cleaned them. I gave
you love to love yourself. You need a figurehead +to blame when you fail
that responsibility of yours. . And a symbol of what you've won when you
battle. You cannot take the weight of defeats upon youself or you'd ad-
mit that you yourself should be destroyed. And so you 1ift me to power
and I inherit the tower of douvt that lays within yourself.

Laugh, if you will, because the people cannot see my face. I mask it
so that it can be their faces, too.

The armies I possessed have gained their power.
And so, I lead; I iule,

The people grant me power and I reflect their will.
I possess them; the& possess me.

And for this purpose did I change my face, so I
could that much more be part of them,

1 trade my face aﬁd will for power,

the fairest fruit of luck.

The people are mine. They are complete in me.
There is no more responsibility.

There is only me. My will is their will.
You want the answer? Your heart thirsts after truth? I1I'll give it to
you. Samson, what is our battle cry?

SAMSON: There is no truth.
((SAMSON smiles at SYLVIA, and they walk cff, arms around each other.))

THE LEADER: And now the hero goes to take his pleasure with a whore, as if
he'd felt he'd dreamed of it himself and earned it by his deed. The in-
tegrity of pleasure. As if any dream still exists, It's all philoso-
phy + « »

Ah, it's all philoscphy. And yet we still can't understand a thing.
We try to learn all about uwusic by listening to a piano fall downstairs
in the dark. There is no truth.

Don't you think I've searched for it? I've a position and a responsi-
bility to the city of men, now that I've freed them from truth, and I
must deal with things to the best interests of all involved. I must be
objective to be sure that everything I do is right. You can't go running
around making mistakes., You must sit back and study the Real Problem.
0f course, it's quite difficult to be objective when you are an object
yourself, you know. You so often get prejudiced by selfish considera-
tions. But I've found the only way to know truth is not to get involved.
- a S Y = *

L]
s -
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THE LEADER (Cont.):
It's really for the best in cases llke that, you know, to stop living al-
tcgether. Theh you can really be objective.

Look at that body. Ech! He was not objective. Look at him. He made
mistakes and wouldn't let himself live with them. He wanted comfort, as
my people find in me, without the benifit of lack of laws. TI» err is hu-
man, to forgive inhuman, you know. It's all so simple. Courtier:

((GREG enters in a black gauze mask, from the left.))
GREG: Sire?

MARK: When you get tweeked, you get all furry.
For protection, vote for Murray.

HELENA: For emperor.

THE LEADER: Have this body prepared for internment. I realize it's horri-
bly selfish of me, but the stench is beginning to tell...and, well, pub-
lic health, you know. I do wish he'd bathed more often; then, perhaps...
oooh. Well, there was something else. I had to say something else.

GREG: There is no truth?
THE LEADER: That's it. One little detail. There is no truth...
GREG: There is no truth.

THE LEADER: You know, to be totally honest with you, that isn't exactly
carrect. You see, really, objectively speaking, if two stories contra-
dict each other it may be that each is only a part of the real truth.
You're like the blind hindu's and the elephant. You have only to get
far enough back and you'll see how all the contradictions fit together
into the cosmic oneness of it all. Listen to this, it's a word of hape
for those who need it.

For example, it's a common misconception that if two facts contradict
each other, then neither can exist as true. But that's misleading. The
mere fact that a law isn't obeyed, for instance, may mean it isn't valid,
but it doesn't meant it isn't legal. Laws don't exist to order what is
— they exist to explain what we see of the order that exists.

GREG: There is no truth.

THE LEADER: You just can't say a. -thing like that and get away with it. If
there is no truth then it can't be trut that there is no truth. How's
that for a paradox? Hah.

GREG: There is nc truth.

THE LEADER: I've found, however, that there are a great many practical
reasons to make that assumtion, anyway, even if it isn't legically sane.
No matter what truth I try to follow, something seems to trip me up. I'm
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THE LEADER (Cont.):
always making mistakes. The trouble with people is they're too human,
that's the fact of the matter. And that character over there wouldn't
have killed himself if he hadn't expected himself to be perfect, totally
true to truth every thinking moment.

If he'd Just stepped back he would have seen that nothing he could
have done would 1last forever, so to be totally objective he would have
had to admit that any victories couldn't be won on proven ground, He
probably wouldn't have won any victories anyway, matter of fact, so why
try? Hmm?

Of course, we must consider the possibility that maybe people weren't
put here to win when they fight, just to fight. But that's ugly. You
can never really win anything, objectively speaking. Things just change
hands, 1 mean. ©So let's not frustrate ourselves by idle contemplation.
We won't get anything out of it.

Now, 1look here. Ncbody can know anything., I mean, really know it,
You can only define it, not explain it, Oh, you can pick up little
pieces of truth along the way. But you probably couldn't understand it
all if somebody told you. TYou keep asking the ever-present Why and all
you get out of it is a big, fat Because. Some people think that because
they don't kmow what Truth is, it isn't there —

GREG: There is no truth.

THE LEADER: And they use that as an excuse to keep from fighting. The
fifth freedom: Freedom from truth, boon of affluency. The only reason
people are enslaved is because they're lazy. If you start in, what
reason is there for them to want to get to the top, if nothing meant them
tc get to the top, I mean? They could get to the top, 1 mean, if they
really wanted to -~ maybe not by their own merits, but somebody could
put them there. Hell, I did.

GREG: There is no truth.

THE LEADER: Maybe all of life is luck. Nobody bothers +to take that into

. their ‘heories. You can say Yes to destiny 1like I did, He didn't. of
course. He wanted to take full responsibility for every action. Well,
look what happened to him. Never volunteer, I say.

Truth is, people are Jjust plain irresponsible. That's the original
sin. And sometimes they're selfish to the point of short-sightedness.
They keep so busy with their little concerns that they deafen themselves
to the rhythm of the cosmic oneness.

Well, I've got thiags to worry about now, like all of you, and so I'll
have to end this act. You see, ruling the world is not easy. Responsi-
bility is the prequisite to power. I've got it just like he did, now.
Of course, it isn't objective; what I do won't last, but I have to do
something or they'll throw me out. My people want me to serve them. And
though I'm not sure of truth, I don't want them to be rid of me. I have
to live within my own set of rules, an order for what I do (even if it's
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THE LEADER (Cont.):
not Universal), or nothing gets done. And I have to do something., I don't
know why I have to stay in power, except that the graft makes for rela-
tively high life,
1 have a new world to build.
GREG: There is no truth.

THE LEADER: Now I have +to be as hard on myself as he did. There's a to-
morrow to plan for. And we cannot fail tomorrow., I'm not ready, I know.
Oh, God, I'm as bad off as ne was. I'm in the same boat. And no bed-
warmer for consolation. Oh, that tomorrow would not have to dawn...

GREG: ©Sir, don't worry. It's perfectly all right. Or at least fairly
perfect. I'll stand by you t¢ the end. We have a new world to build.
Of course, it can wait. Tomorrow there'll be a day after.

THE LEADER (bitterly): And there is no truth.
GREG: That's it, sir. Onward and upward.

((MARK and HELENA applaud. There is a slow fade of lights until nothing.
The curtain is closed.))
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. ACT I1I — THE WAKE
a: coffin instead of a tree

((A coffin, 1it with candles, stands at the center of the stage. THE MAN
should be in the coffin, but he is not. We cannot tell this from the audi-
ence. RALPH, this time clad in the garb of a minister, stands at the head
of the coffin. head bowed in medisation., ELIZABETH and GREG (who is now
wearing his unsmiling mask) enter from right and pass by the coffin., They
look in for a while. GREG turns away and after a moment ELIZABETH joins
him, pulling out Wer handkerchief and rubbing away a tear.))

ELIZABETH: He was such an unhappy man.

GREG: Ngbédy’?isses him and you kiow it.

ELIZABETH: Eﬁt he suffered so much. And then he died so tragically. The
hunting agbident.

GREG: I dbh't think anybody wisses him,

ELIZABEIH? He left that girl...Sylvia. The one he loved so much.

GREG: That baggage? She's probably still loving it up with that trumpet
player. She Joesn't give a damn about anybody except herself, the tramp.
If she came, you know, it would be the most filthy thing that could
happen to his body. At least this should be a time without lies,

ELIZABETH: Greg, at times like this you can-— Honestly, you should be
acting bereaved, you know that. He deserved it, after all his suffer-
ing.

GRE(r: I expect he's glad he's out of it., So there. The prophet in his
own country. All that rot.

ELIZABETH: That's a cold~-blooded thing to say. How thoughtless. You
know, sometimes I think I don't know you at all.

GREG: How could you, Liz, with this mask I'm wearing?

ELIZABETH: Don't you have any feelings? Don't you really care about any-
thing? Why don't you show what you feel?

GREG: I'd shot it, if I was sure it was really mine, But this blasted
mask keeps getting in my way. I've worn it for so long, you know, that
it's beginning to get so 1 can't...

ELIZABETH: Well, then; why don't you take it off? Sometimes I don't think
it becomes you, anyway.

GREG: You wouldn't want to see my face. Don't kid yourself, It's like I
asked you to take off your make-up. Look here, I'll take off my mask if
you take off your make-up.
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ELIZABETH: Oh, grow up, Greg. Sometimes you are really ridiculous.
GREG: You don't want to take off that make-up, do you?

ELIZABETH: Greg, now, let's not be-— I mean, how would 1 look without my
make-up?

GREG: I don't know. That's just it. I don't think you do, either.
ELIZABETH: But, Greg, I can't take off-- I mean, really—-

GREG: I just wanted to make a pcint, Liz. That's all. We mustn't have a
scene, of course., Certainly nct here, anyway.

BLIZABETH: Yes. Yes. 1 was forgetting appearances. I1I'm sorry.
GREG: Naturally.

ELIZABETH: Greg, let's go outside for a little while. It's almost dawn,
you know, and the sunrise... I alsays feel so much closer to God and all
that.

GREG: Yes, let's go.

((They do not exit. They walk to the right and stand rigidly looking off.
MARK and HELENA sneak in left and sit on the coffin, holding hands.))

MARK: Act Three should take place in the audience, don't you think? That
is where we should be.

HELENA: I don't know. I like it here,

MARK: It doesn't hurt anybody up here. Nobody would think of looking
here.

HELENA: I love it here, don't you?

MARK: Let's go to bed.

HELENA: Here? Right here? 1In front of them?

MABK: Why not? They came to see a show, didn't they?
HELENA: Aren't we giving them enough by kissing?

MARK: They don't understand what we mean by doing it., They don't see
we're trying to get at the nature of truth; that you can't get at it ex-
cept by saying and doing all kinds of ridiculous things. Because truth

-and meaning is all that way. It doesn't make sense. It's all in riddles
because what is is all pretty ridiculous.

HELENA: You mean life?

MARK: That's right. You don't really see anything, except life., And it
all begins for no reason. It all stops with a click or something. It's
so damned funny. There's no way to tell about it or find out how to live
unless you tell funny stories in a crazy way; know what I mean?
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HELENA: Or just say yés to it. -
MARK: Of course. I ‘didn't think of that.

((SAMSON appears up left, a little drunk.))

SAMSON: It swings. Everybody swings.

HELENA: Whercfdid he come from?

MARK: From the earth, I guess. He looks so black.

HELENA: Maybe he's a clotted blcb of night. It's black, too.
((SAMSON walks up to the coffin and examines it.))

SAMSCN: Funny kind of bar you all've got here. Ha.

THE HIGH PRIEST (RALPH): You can't get drinks here. This is the house of
the dead.

SAMSON: Who said that? Sounded like a grey's voice. Who said that? So-
ciety? Hah! I can get drinks anyplace I like, see there. 1've got the
constitution behind me, see. I'm cool stuff on the coast, man. I'm
rich. You know, Rockerfeller-stuff.

THE HIGH'PPIESTy This is the house of the dead.
SAMSON: Like hell. I'll wake them up.

((HELEﬁA and MABK 1leave the casket as he zets out his horn and begins to
play. The jazz combo in the pit wails.))

SAMSON: Get the beat, man. Life beats to that pulse.l Lub-dub, man, Get

the beat, damn you. To what you hete say Yes. When you swing you are
not, s? swing boy.

Oh I love my hern MARK: He's beautiful, isn't he?
And my horn loves me;
I love my horn HEIENA:; With his trumpet and song.

And my horn loves me;
When we're not apart
We're as close as can bels..

Swing! The source of all true abolition. Swing! Man! Hey, swing...
HEY! ((The music stops as SAMSON breaks down in tears, falling to his

knees.))

I can't, I can't. It doesn't fog it enough. There's nothing that
fogs it away. Look at that hand. Black. Black as a tar baby. Damn,
God damn.

You know, I hate myself. The greys have been saying for years that I
should and I do. I really do. It works. I look. I really 1look at my

hghds when they play and they're different. Oh, God, why must I be dif-
ferent?
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HELENA: VWhy doesn't he just say Yes? .
MARK: And accept it? Why must he accept it? Why\ban't he try bbesach?

SAMSON (still on his knees, face in hands): You think it's fuiny. If only
it would work. ' g

HELENA: We are, Samson. We can question i¢, but it won't change things.

((A spot suddenly goes on behind the skrim,and SYLVIA is seen awakening
from the bed. She smooths her hair and begins humming = SAMSON's tune. She
walks around the skrim to enter left. She passes RALPH and looks in the
coffin.)) : g

SYLVIA: VWho is this?

¥

THE HIGH PRIEST: That is a man who loved you. He is dead, now.
SYLVIA: Are you sure? 1'd like to talk to him.s\,

THE HIGH PRIEST: Quite sure. He died for need ofiyou.

SYLVIA: He needed me? -

THE HIGH PRIEST: Incredibly. You were all he lived\for.

SYLVIA: I don't like people who need me. The time comes when they don't
need me any more,

((She walks away from the coffin, taking a flower out of her hair and put-
ting it on the casket. She comes up behind SAMSON, putting her hand on his
shoulder.))

SYLVIA: Are you sad?
SAMSON: I was supposed to exit, I haven't yet. They don't want me here,
SYLVIA: I want you. (help§.him to rise) You'll love me, won't you?

SAMSON: You have a beautiful body. (puts his arms around her)
SYLVIA: I know. I'll love you.

SAMSON: Oh, 1've seen you. You love everybody.
SYLVIA: 1I'11 love you if you want it.

HELENA: Say you despise her.

MARK: Yes...

SAMSON: I despise you. You want me, yet you spit in my face when 1 want
you to hear my playing. You don't know what it is +to be like me and I
hate you for being glad you aren't me.

SYLVIA: I love you even more., You make me need to prove myself, I must
now conquer you. I love men, you see, even if they hate me. Because
they hate me.
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SAMSON: And you hate them even if they love you. Shut up.
SYLVIA: 1I'11 push my body against you when I kiss you; will you like that?

((SAMSON kisses her with a iight—hearted smile, muttering between the pas-
sionate moments. He almost laughs and SYLVIA gets even more sexily des—
perate.)) v ‘

SAMSON: I didn't believe you would, I didn't believe you really would.

((RALPH now steps forward and the tableau begins to freeze. MARK and HEL-

ENA standing hand-in-hand 4t the left, SAMSON and SYLVIA embracing somewhat
right of center, ELIZABETH and GREG frozen side-by-side to the far right.

RALPH walks behind the coffin and leans over it.))

THE HIGH PRIEST: Silence, please. The time is now come for all of you to
take a quiet pose. :
Dearly beloved, we are gathered together in the sight of God to sum~—
merize, for each Qihers benifit, the meaning of a man. (vaults over the
coffin and continues, commanding the center of the stage)

This is not a subject to be glossed over,
or to be taken as a joke,
for life is much of what we have.

Here was a man. :

Here was the noblest Roman of them all.

He lived and died, but what was the purpose of this living and
-dying? '

Just exactly what did he prove

in his moment in the sun?

what was important to him?

Was he true to it? Did it betray him?

What is the value of the man?

I shall tell you.

Here was a man who lived in his love,

He was willing, willing to the point of eagerness,
to give every moment of his life

to the goal of achieving her,

of storming her soul

and placing his flag atop it.

Perhaps this was because he realized

his own soul was worthless to him

in his loneliness.

This love, which he placed above all things,

even his own life,

even this very love, betrayed him,

Even against the advice of the greatest sages of the world
he persued this hopeless love
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THE HIGH PRIEST (Cent.):

because he knew in perfect love

even only for a moment,

for that moment at least,

love could erase all his faults, give him value,
grant him oblivion.

Zbsolve him from his hopeless search for perfection.

We see before us a man who died

because he needed more than he desired,

and knew he desired more than he deserved.

So he took something that he needed

because it would have him

and he thought that

that which he wanted to him could never pussibly belong.
So chained to need and feeling he'd denied

his own desire, when his need rejected him,

as needs so often do,

he realized he was proven right,

his worthlessness was true,

and so, in truely noble fashion, he

allawed himself to be destroyed, knowing well

that others realized his worthlessness

and so he did a selfish thing for benifit of all mankind
not to say the least for his poor ruined heart.

Ah, do not judge this man a fool; I think that most of you,
given the chance, would have tried to hold to you
that thing which chance had thrown into his arms.

It is so easy for us, locked in an embrace,

to see the world as holding hope and truth.

Our search for values comes to a quick end,

we see ourselves; they see each other and they think
we think we've solved the challenge of our selves.
We do not see; we blind our minds

to that which lies so deep within,

For each man, victim to reality that he is,

is still a macrocosm

within himself,

We see each man a city in himself.

Here is the wall, the outer reach, the masquerade;
some do not have much city closed within,

others wall it off or plan

their alleys to lead quickly out again.
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THE HIGH PRIEST ((cnt.):

Within that wall lies the chasm of the body and sensation.

In those warmed darkened depths man feels himself

a cumning and sufficient animal,

a beast that loves the taste of passion —

any passion, all that can be had --

the love of it, the acceptance, the ever-present Yes.

And within that ring of flesh there lies

the region of the charted soul;

the part we're taught to know and to demand as ruler of our will,

but still within, shielded behind those

circles three of mask, desire, and law

does sleeping lie the castle

dangerous of something us.

This land is at the core. Oh, to posses it

and to know what makes us do the things we do

in moments dim. But we can no more kmow

this night-bound realm than cur angry struggling playwright
can reveal

the core of his small

incoherant play. This fortress towers

above our lives, dwarfinz our success

and plaguing thise moments few of peace we come to feel

with myriads of doubts and treacheries and fears.

A robber baron, that foul castle in ourselves.

Oh, to break down that fortress and set free

our captive realms without, is goal enough

to make the proud'st psychi'trist grieve for a rich

future in his chosen occupation. This fortress

is the unwilled ruling center of our lives.

Destroy the fortress and be free of need for self-acceptance,

destroy the fortress and be free of weighty guilt,

destroy the fortress and be free of fears of self.

Destroy the fortress and be free to do your will,

unweighted by the binding ties

of your oblivion-seeking flesh.,

But the tragedy, the real tragedy of life lies ——

the tragedy is that we cannot destroy the citidel of sin --
we can »nly surrender it.

Search for love, search for truth; talk it out.

Search for identity, search for sensation; sleep it off.
Ask for the Almighty, beg the Cosmic Dad, to enter us

and cleanse our hearts within;

or ask for love, tha* foul, deceitful thing

to suck us vortex-like into the womb
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of fair forgetfulness.

Be ye washed in the blood of the Lamb!
Chase your lady ,

'round the mulberry bush . .

As you have no doubt guessed this play's a joke,

a pretense thought up in the shadowy realm of doubt;
Three acts:

A party,

battle

and a wake.

A hope of truth and yet no more

of truth than you can glean from:life itself.

We have ne answers; we only éharé ways of talking
about darkness.

At a party he found loneliness, | -

and in war he saw how loneliness is gained.
And now he sees there is no oth?r thing.
The universe is built

on lonesome’ things thet stand glone.
Sometimes they stand alone together.

Remember what we have been saying through this play.
You're all you truely pOSBeSS':

there's nothing else

in this wide realm of vast and sprawling galactic dust.
It is a vast and cosmic sack of nothingness,

and we, the people, dropped from nowhere inte it,
seeking everything and finding nothing,

we wonder about on our forgntten stage and wait

until our time for leaving itfhas come. What hopes,
what living, or what love can’' mean

in this great pit, no man can tell.

There is nothing, save existance, can be proved,

and even that comes with a parlsr trick.

He even failed to fight for lack of cause.

There is no meaning in our living;

the meaning and tthe universe:are God's.

Glory be to the Father, and to His Love, ‘

and to the Spirit of Life. As it was in the beginning
it is now, and ever shall be. World withoutsend.
Amen.

THE PEOPLE: Amen.
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((The lights go up behind the skrim and we see THE MAN standing mawkishly
before the bed.))

THE MAN: Do they serve drinks here? Or do you have to have a Diner's Club
card or something? :

SYLVIA: Where did he come from?
THE HIGH PRIEST: What is it you want of us?

THE MAN: What the hell -- I want service! Just so long as it's wet. 1've
got things to do—

THE HIGH PRIEST: You can sit down, please.

THE MAN: I don't want to sit down. I've been sitting down long enough. I
Jjust want to stop along the way to get a drink, a bit in the way of en-
tertainment and fun; then 1'11l be on my way. 1've got a travelling show
to do. None of you run out on me, now; 1'll be right in.

THE HIGH PRIEST: We were not planning on leaving.

THE MAN: Damn nice of you. I1t's cramped in this climate. A man can't
breath with all this perfume on the wind.

((He goes around the skrim to enter right.))
HELENA: I thought he was dead.

MARK: You got me killed in the last act, remember? Or maybe it wasn't me.
Maybe it was just somebody who made you feel like I make you feel,

HELENA: It's a very silly thing to get people killed all the time in those
crazy wars. JYou could have stayed, really. 1 mean, you'd have had me
anyway, even if they did win. And that would have made up for losing
your music anyway, wouldn't it?

MARK: I think so. (looks at her) Yes, I know so. I can be more sure of
you than of my dream. You're really here, aren't you?

HELENA: OQur pleasure is real.
MARK: Our love is all we've got. I hope it lasts 'till the show is over.
THE MAN (entering): What is this? Some kind of a circus?

THE HIGH PRIEST: This is the land of the almost-living, if that's what you
mean.

ELIZABETH: We are in bereavement. Maybe you don't understand that.

THE MAN: I came in here to get a drink; I get some kind of pageant. (he
turns to SYLVIA) Hey, kid, you want to drink with me?

SYLVIA (moving toward him): I guess so.
THE MAN: What'll it be?
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GREG: 1've got some drinks in the cabinet.

((GREG moves toward underside of the coffin, where his liquor is stored.
From under it he brings a bar stool (or an orange crate) and a green bot-
tle, pours drinks, puts them on a tray, lays them on the coffin.))

ELIZABETH: Don't be & bartender, Greg!

GREG: Why not? I'm everything el?e.

THE MAN (going to-sit down with sYi,VIA): Hurry it up.
GREG: Will sea water do, sir? ;f

!
THE MAN: Just so long as it's wet. I don't mind salt. Do you like salt,
honey? :

SYLVIA: I don't mind it.

THE MAN: Then we'll have some. I've been through all hell out there., But
I'm still alive. Come here, you little tramp; I'lil tell you the story of
my life. '

((SYLVIA completes her Seperation and stands over THE MAN.))

THE MAN: Sit on my knee. I want some loving. (She does and they kiss as
GREG pours more drinks)

THE HIGH PRIEST: Oﬁ, please. Please. Can't you stop thinking of yourself
for just a moment? There is a time for embracing and a time to refrain
from embracing.’

THE MAN: You really 1like to hear yourself talk, don't you? This is my
business and I'll thank you to keep your nese out of it. I don't care
how objective you are, I'm subjective and I don't give a damn what time
it is. Now what are all you people doing standing around here still? Go
get lost. - If you aren't already. Just what is it all you people are do-
ing here, anyway?

HELENA: Isn't it you who should be answering the questions?

THE MAN: What do you mean? Why should I understand anything any more than
you do? What are you trying to prove, standing around my bar? What are
the tears for? Trying to please somebody?

GEREG: We're trying to give you a decent burial.
ELIZABETH: And we would, if you'd just keep quiet.

THE MAN: So that's it. Ashes to ashes, dust to dust, "that's all there
is..." Well, what do you want, a soliloquy?

THE HIGH PRIEST: Can't you show a little reverence for the dead? Vhere's
your fear of God, man?

THE MAN: Where's your love for life, sir? I see it all now. You just
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THE MAN (Cont.):
want to get me out of your lives, don't you? Say good-bye and shovel me
in and get me to play the nice quiet corpse bit. You didn't even think
about me being dead. You Jjust think how quiet it'll be when I don't
scream out my soul at parties.

ELIZABETH: That's not true.

THE MAN: And you, JSylvia — you'll miss me when Samson leaves you and you
need a little comforting.

GREG: We're just sorry we lost you, that's all.

THE MAN: Soiry you lost me? How nice of you. How damned nice of you. How
do you think I felt with a bullet in me?

THE HIGH PRIEST: If you'll Just keep quiet, we'll g¢c on with the cere-
mony.

THE MAN: I heard your speech out there, Ralph., Was that in blank verse?

THE HIGH PRIEST: Free verse. I tried to make it sound iambic, you no-
ticed, so that the savage rhythm which appeals 1o the soul of primitive
natural man could over-come the message of the lines, which might have
been slightly prejudiced.

THE MAN: It's that kind of think that makes me sick to death. You and
your stuff about real werlds and that rot. "The cosmic pit of nothing-
ness." We can't unmake anything, can we? BSure. Nobody can unmake no-
thing. Somebody unmade me in the last act. But I'm back again; I1I'm not
sure 1 know why.

MARK: Medicine is making phenomenal advances these days.

THE MAN: Tell that to Hippocrates., I'm sorry if that's an esoteric joke,
but I'm not feeling very delightful +tonight., I'm going to tell you all
off. I'm including the audience in this, too. I might as well.

I don't Iknow what the playwright is trying to do. He's trying to
prove something, I guess, 1like everybody else. So he can go home and
tell his wife or whatever else he's got that he's great. And somehow or
other he's gonna try and believe it. He thinks maybe the Answer To It
All's i -8 play and somehow or other, if he makes it obscure enough,
some poor feliow is gonna think he understands it. Well, he can't get
away with it. '

Audience, if you were coming fer a Message, go home! There isn't any
message. There rever is. The only message is beating right inside your
body. That's the only answer I know.

I don't think you came for a message, I think you came to be enter-
tained. In which case I think we're probably doing a mighty poor job of
it. I'm sorry, but that's the way it gces.

Well, you look very religious tonight, Ralph, Damn good of you.



THE LAST NIGHT OF DOUBT P 49

THE HIGH PRIEST: Thank you.

THE MAN: I don't need thanks from you or anybody else tonight, you know
that? Funny thing. I don't believe in courtesy any more. I never did,
But I always thought that somehow it would do me some good. There would
be some way td get in good with people. 4nd if I got in good with them,
don't you'see, they'd love me. That's all I wanted. Love. 4Ah, we're
all such babies.

We all delude ourselves.

THE HIGH PRIEST: Get control of yourself.
ELIZABETH: You're making a scene.

THE MAN: ﬁimerybody should be entitled +to make a scene once in their life.
You'd tﬁink if I'd died somebody would listen to me. I suppose that's
asking’ too much.

Oh, for God's sake listen to me, lovers of truth! I've had a voyage
in fhe land of darkmess (you know, the one from whose bcurne no traveler
refurns) and I've come back!

- A1l right, Elizabeth, fix your lipstick. Don't just fidget. And for
pnce, Sylvia, could you stop staring at Samson in the middle of my moi.o-

. logue? 1If you want +to go to bed with him, there's one right behind the
skrim like there's been all through the play.

SYLVIA: I'll be still,

THE MAN: Thank you, Sylvia., Now, is everybody listening? Ha! Every-
body's listening. You know, I feel so damn guilty when everybudy's lis-
tening to me., That's the trouble. I always feel so damn guilty. Well,
I'm sick of feeling guilty. I did in the last act, and that didn't do

anything. 1 don't feel any better. Things are a little more boring,
that's all.

You know, there are two things I believe in.

I believe in God and I believe in Me.

You're all about to start to laugh. Go ahead. That's just what you
always do. When you say to yourself I'm an all-right guy you just kind

of laugh it off because you don't really believe it. You can't, you lazy
bastards. You can't.

THE HIGH PRIEST: Mankind is basically sinful.

THE MAN: Mankind is basically stupid, that's all. You're all children,
all of you. What does mommy think of me? Do the boys at the office love
me? Do I make my husband happy in bed? Ahhh, kid stuff! Are you what
you think you should be? Or dc you just care what others think?

Oh, you're a success, uh-huh? You in the Dbaok row there. You're
glaring at me like I'm saying you're an egotistical failure. Oh, I'm not
saying that. You're not an egotistical anything. You're just a blob.
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THE MAN (Cont.):

Putty in the hands of anybody who tells you 1tn do something to be some-
body.

Don't you see? 1If you're a success, you have to be a success in the
eyes of somebody. And they're the ones who make you a success. You had
not a damn thing to do with it.

: I don't care who you are, you can't make a success in this world. Not
even I can succeed, Oh, luck can make a success of you, contacts can
make you. But you're not responsible. You're just the victim. What's
success? What does it mean? Not even happiness means anything.

I believe in Man and I believe in God.

I believe God made man in his own image, more or less. And I believe
man trics to force God into his own puny form half the time.

Ralph, a few minutes ago you were talking about the inner fortress of
each man. Their . little knot of terror that sometimes makes them into
monsters. You said that if it was destroyed, man would be free.

THE HIGH PRIEST: That is correct.

THE MAN: I'm afraid I can't agree with you. I'm telling you that if that
Gordian knot is untied, men are nothing. Tell me how 1 can be anything
in my own eyes if I'm denied control over them? They're mine, And I'm
me.

I've got a heart that throbs, and I've got muscles and sex organs and
hair and teeth and a brain. They're mine. God gave them to me. I'm
here, and that's proof of God.

Maybe God's an insane monster, sure. But he's still God. And I'm
still alive and I love life and I was meant to love life.

Itve got a mind and identity and I love it and 1'm sick of tying it
to other people., Which of you here loves your mind?

You don't, Elizabeth, that's evident. I can't see your face for all
that make-up. Yuu put it en and you liked the reflection so you could
fool yourself into thinking you like you.

Same with you, Greg boy. Mask. You even knnw it's there but you're
afraid to take it off. .

And you, Samson; you, the strong man always making excuses for your-
self because of your skin., It's a good excuse to explain your lousy sit-
uatien. It won't get you out of it.

And you, Sylvia, who are always so afraid of lusing yourself. You
surrender yourself to any man who'll look at you twice. You deny your
brain every time you throw yourself at a man. The only reason you don't
want to be pwssessed is so the man whn owned you wouldn't throw you a-
waye -

I don't understand you, BRalph. You lie teo much., You Jie so com—

pletely that you believe it. Be objective, you scream. Be insane. Ex-

plain every unfulfilled desire away. You can't.
A1l of you, monsters!
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THE MAN (Cent.):

I'm going eut to be slaughtered. I can't succeed. Bven if I did I
wouldn't be able to satisfy my thirst for justificatien, But I'll be me.
I won't lie. I'll know what I want and when I get a part ef it I'll en-
joy it and when I don't my stomach will growl like the devil and I'll
scream, But I'll live,

I believe in Ged and I believe in me.

You can chain yourself and you can free yourself. There's God in you
if you just listen te him. Ged didn't make you betause he wanted yeu de-
stroyed; he wanted you to try to live. And you yourself want to live.
Well, go eut there and enjoy. You can, you know.

Remember, nothing can hurt you beyond destroying you and you'll never
die over a woman or a job. Can't you see that? They can't unmake you.
You're still you. And God made you. Tear down the fortress, but don't
let anybody in; Jjust let your soul out. Do what you want. Only want,
And never fear anyone.

Never do anything for anybody's sake but your own. I stopped existing
in the last act because I sold out my dream and traded my will for love.
I lived in my love. Sylvia loved me and she made me complete; I thought
that since she saw me whole I was whele., I thought that only if I exis~-
ted in her sight would I really exist. Then she stopped thinking »f me
after a while and went to bed with Samsem there., She cried his name in
her sleep.

I was living for the sake of love alone, you see. The dream that made
the purpose for my soul...well, I gave it up to make itself, if anything,
merely a preduct of eur love. My dream became a love-ingpired servant of
our relationship. And valuable as sur leve-mate, soul-mate, help-mate
relationship was, it would nat rise to make itself master of a dream.
But, in spite ef facts in life, I existed for her.

SYLVIA: 4And if he was in my thoughts ne langer...And had ne dream to call
his soul...

THE MAN: Quite right. I was unmade, you see...and had to die 1like the
soul I gave her to crumple.

MARK: But you could come back?

THE MAN: As soon as I realized what I'd done. As svon as I discovered I
ceuld really exist only in my thoughts anyway. As soon as I came te know
that I was just as incomplete with her as without, As soon as I realized
wvhether I liked myself sr not I was still existing.

Sylvia, put down that handkerchief. You know, crying makes you look
absolutely insipid.

SYLVIA: I got carried away.

THE MAN: The hell you did. It just made you feel good. Go to bed with
Samsen er smmething. That'll make you feel better. Go en, naw. I ex-



THE LAST NIGHT OF DOUBT ~ pp52

THE MAN (Cont.):
pect he needs you.

SYLVIA: Don't say that.

THE MAN: After'all, we've done all we can for each other, really. Our
relationship was what it was and we enjoyed it, I loved you more, I
guess, than I could hate what you did.

SYLVIA: A1l right. I really want to go. I should shut the door, even
though I-- Remember, I loved you too. As much as I can let myself love
anyone. '

THE MAN: Sure, 1'll remember. Now go along.
((she goes; he gives her rear a pat to send her on.))

THE MAN: Go ahead, embrace him. You want it. That's right.-
It's funny, but love isn't everything, you know., And it can only hurt
just so much, this being without 1love. It really can't kill you, you
know, unless you're a great fool. ‘ ‘

THE HIGH PRIEST: You sit there and tell us you don't care if anyone loves
you, accepts you, values your greatness.. Yet, if no one sees your work,
recognizes your genius, craves your company, or can value it, how can you
possibly find motivatioen to do anything? You have just unmade your audi-

ence. And possibly your livelihood. You must have a reason, a motiva-
tion. : '

THE MAN: I didn't say I didn't care if I or my work wns accepted. I just
said that if it was not it could only hurt me just so much.

GREG: But what reason do you live for, if not for the recognition of and
the contribution to the progress of the race of man?

THE MAN: Honor.

ELIZABETH: That's a very childish word, you know. And very outdated. What
do you mean?

THE MAN: Self-actualization, I suppose. If I can really know -what that
means. Self-motivation, independance of environment.

THE HIGH PRIEST: All of that sounds very invifing, I admit., But why do
you bother to tell us, if you're so independant?. Why do we matter, if
you no longer need an audience?

THE MAN: Because you're all here together, apparently to learn something.
One big shared moment of truth, if you care to use that term. Because I
want to help you find it, for the shere egotistical pleasure that I get
from hearing myself talk, from being helped at times, from justifying my-
self and the universe through my art.
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ELIZABETH: You're the most egotistical men I've ever met. You need tn
grow up. You just can't see the whole picture. (She looks in her com-

gact)

THE MAN: Why should I? I'm in it.

HELENA: What do you want us to do? Please let him talk., Tell us, sir,
what's your advice? That's important.

THE MAN: I guess you'll think it's childish, Elizabeth, I want you all to
stcp lying.

ELIZABETH: Lying?

THE MAN: Listen. Listen to me very carefully.

There's a music of honesty in this universe .and I've never heard it
before. All my life I've been seeking it and now, aggrily living moment
after more frustrating moment a tragic night of doubt, I heart it. There
IS truth, Pecple of Rome} "

A music of truth sounding through life from the same UltImate Cause
that sends it pulsating through the vastness of the universe. Pretty
literary, huh? I'M getting carried away? Indded. I wish I could be
carried out of this swamp of exhausted desire and misplaced passion. Oh,
1 know. "We all come into the 1light sometime." The glare blinds us.
And you know the feeling as well as I do. We want to save ourselves; we
feel we can pull ourselves out of our slough by our bootstraps. And
then, we can explain it all away psychologically or in some other manner.
And the glory all runs down into despair. We can explain all of it away
except the fact that we did see something there, and we did come out
hoping.

Well, I'm sick of these ‘'mornings after.' I'm not going to wake un.
Nobody could make me want to.

You hate me for this -- this damed conceit of mine. I'm saying,
"I've got truth and you don't." Who cares? Who really gives a damn? I
have got truth, and it won't help you by itself. But just for fun, I'll
prove it to you logically.

Ralph, you can back me up with objectivity.

THE HIGH PRIEST: The High Priest to you now.

THE MAN: Oh, you're prejudiced. Losing objectivity there Jjust because I
don't buy your brand. Careful, you just might become human. Hmm,
Well, I don't really need him. He'd have made things easier for my
truth, but still he can't unmake me with even his twisted mind. Okay.
First of all, if everything is not relative, then there must be abso-
lute truth. And if there is absolute truth, then - . "2ve to agree with
it, or we're obsolved. But the assumtion of absolute truth is too easy
and pleagsant. You aren't complete children, after all; you've been
knocked around tco much to believe anything's as simple as that. Obey
your father and mother; thou shalt not commit adultry. Rules don't make
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THE MAN (Cont.):
themselves that easily in all cases; black and white are hard to find.

Okay. Here. BEverything's.relative, see? The world is formed only in
your minds. BEverything is what you think it is. You believe something
is valuable and True, then it is True.

I'm saying a man is valuable only in the sense that he serves that
which he believes has value. A man sets up laws and dreams to guide his
life and to make his way of living successful. Life is successful ac-
cording to the yardstick that makes it a result in living. (On an eter-
nal scale you can count your progeny as part of your life.)

Now, if you don't obey your rules of procedure for conducting your
life, can you count your life's conduct as successful? It's pretty hard,
unless you carry relativity to insanity. Even if there isn't any real
absclute law, you're still gonna be out on a limb if you haven't been
honest and fit in with what yru think the universe is. In other words,
by your owvn definition you aren't any more. You shouldn't exist. You
have sinned, if you'll pardon the expression. You've missed the mark,
You have unmade yourself. Your life is one big lie.

Mnd so I find dishonesty at the basis of what makes people unhappy. I
think basic honesty is, in fact, the prerequisite to existance.

MARK: Were you honest? You were dead, and now you live.

THE MAN: Good question. But I was dead in honesty even before they shot
my corpse. Even before Sylvia betrayed me and destroyed all that was in
the 1life I was seeking in her. I'd unmade myself by my own rules. The
universe is ruled by an insane monster, I screamed. Life is a big joke.
I am a joke. Nothing is worth anything. Nothing is anything., Nothing
is. 1 am not,.

He screamed, "There is no truth." I screamed, "There are only con-
tradictions. There are no absolutes. There is only being." But I knew,
deep inside, even though I couldn't prove it to anybody, much less my-
self, that there was more. .

I did dream, you see. Oh, I was unfaithful to my dreams. I betrayed .
the whole universe, just as Sylvia betrayed me. But I did dream,

Don't you see, a man is made in dreams. Oh, he lives, he walks, he
thinks, he loves. But if he does not dream, if he does not beg the in-
finite that dwells in him to surge outward in a burst of flame to match
the vniversal fires of all his macrocosm, if he does not see the thing
most desirable before him always, he is lost.

A man can becume lost and carnal. Without the love of beauty most
high, without the taste of victory in his mouth, he is nothing. He wan-
ders in nothing and wallows in deceit and treachery. He is without hope.

At night you can see what makes a man hepe and hear it on the still
night wind. You look up at the sky and see the blazing pinpoints of
white fire that are the stars, you feel the cold night wind and hear the
rustling of the trees, you stand above the noises of the city and the
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THE MAN (Cont): ,
foolish oblivion-seekers who huddie together in the night, and you can
see what is. You can sense beauty; you can feel the outlines of a
dream. ,

That is why our play began ut night. Night is the time for dreaming
and the time for making love. Dreaming and making love are not all of
life and there are those who like to tuink that they are not important
parts at all. Perhaps not. But it is a peculiar thing: those who dream
and make love would have nothing about them but those things of love and
dreams, and those who scoff and +turn away only do so because they can
nevar possess. -

Possession and lack will be as they will be; they come and go, with
luck. But we ourselves remain. The heroes in our little play.

Our drama began at night, at a party, and I suppose you can say it
ends with one. I've always thought that funerals were very like parties,
like going-away parties. We all wave good-bye to the coffin of the man
with tears in our eyes, and then we go off somewhere to have a drink af-
ter the farewell. Well, I have a little farewell speech to make before I
go off to move the heavens and the earth.

I am a dreamer, and 1 want to realize my dreams. And I haven't done
it yet. I've been hoping, I've been expecting to someday find the
strength to see it through (for I've begun the dream) and still, I have -
n't done it, yet.

But it's a funny thing. I know now the strength was in me, in me from
the Truth out there, all the time. All I had to do was to admit to my-
self the state of grace I vas living in.

All the - ¢ifts thet 1'd been given, Grd willed me nme. 1 am myself.
Nebody in all this wide world can unmake me. I don't have to please a
damr.ed soul.

You just have to wake up and realize where you stand and do something
to make your dreaming come to live in your life.

.Behold! I dream.

1 lied, we all do, and now I know what the lie was. I can't keep en
lying, not if I want to exist by definition. I know that; so 1I'm going
to" stop. Simple as that. I'm going to war with my past, do you hear?
I'm going te forget those chains I wore. (rubs wrist sores) I'm going
to forget it. All my life I've chained myself to things that didn't
really mean anything, old ways of life that never did me a damned bit of
good anyway, thinking somehow that those 0ld ways of life were more me
than I was. And when I ran out of eld ways I chained myself to the
chains themselves, Jjust to lMold on out of fear., Out of the fear that I
knew deep inside; the fear that I'd unmade myself. Well, I didn't suc~
ceed. I couldn't chain myself forever. 1've learmed and the learning
made me free.

It may hurt a little, it may hurt me more than anything I've ever done
before, but once you learn a thing has to be done the best thing you can
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do is forget about your self-denying doubts and do it. It's as simple as
that, Move on it. Just move.

What a pep-talk! (siggs} Ha! But it's +true. You see, you can
change your world in a moment of forgetting . . .

Wherever you go and whatever you do, don't forget you'll still be you.
There won't be any firey writing in the sky and no big signs. I know
that 1'11 have to do it all myself. Or let the best part of me do it. I
know what needs to be done and it will Dbe done. I will let myself do
it.

Don't be a foo}l and wait 'till morning to do it. Let the best out of
your little prison now.

The dawn begins tonight. Hn.

I'm the Last Mortal Man and I've got the fields toc plew before the
morning...before I stop...before I die.

So long, suckers!

((THE MAN walks off, down into the audience, and out of the theatre, as if
on parade.))

ELIZABETH: What are we supposed to say after an exit line like that?
GREG (calling after him): You forgot to pay for the drinks!

MARK: We're not supposed to say anything.

HELENA: We're . = supposed to change our lives.

THE HIGH PRIEST: Maybe we laugh, maybe we sigh. But we go on living just
the same, even if the playwright does want to make a 'self-actualized
triumph' play cut of the whoie thing. @

ELIZABETH: You're so wise, Ralph.
HELENA:; What do we do now?

THE HIGH PRIEST: Forget. Bveryone has moments of clarity and self-assur-
ance. It's a well-known psychological phenomenon. It passes just like
everything else. Ashes to ashes. Dust to dust. C'est la Vie, Que sera,
sera, Illigitium non Carborundom. Damn,

It'1l all pass. Already you're beginning to wonder what it was he
said that made you feel so wonderfully free. But you're not free.

Things are as they always were. The dawn begins tonight? Hah! Put
the dawn in its placs, in the morning., Perhaps we could change it, but
the chances are tomorrow will be just another day like yesterday and to-
day. Always tomorrow. Tomorrow never is. You are the moment in which
you live just as if you were a fish swimming only in time. Time is the
measurement. If you are then, you are today. Tomorrow you will still
be, and no differently. Accept; you really can't change. Accept.

HELENA: He sounded so convinced. Isn't there anything we can do? He
thought he was doing something.
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THE HIGH PRIEST:; There is nothing that has not already been done. That
is the riddle; but there are nothing but riddles.
The Lord bless you and keep you; the Lord make His face to shine upon
you, and be gracious unto you; the Lord 1lift up His countenance upon you
and give you peace.

SAMSON: Because i%'s a sure thing nobody else will.
SYLVIA: What did you say?
SAMSON: You can't trust anybody. They'll never let you keep anything.

THE HIGI PRIEST: May the grace that comes whrough selflessness, the love
of God the Creator, and comnunion in the Spirit of Man be and abide
with you this day and forever. BEven to the end of the world.

SYLVIA: I love you.

SAMSON: You love me now.

SYLVIA: Hold re close to you. Keep me warm.
((They do not kiss. A pause. SAMSON laughs.))
SYLVIA: VWhat are you thinking of?

SAMSON: What he said before he left. The dawn begins tonight. Hwm. My
skin is black, 1like the night. Dawn comes, but the blackness won't g»

away.
SYLVIA: I love your blackness.

SAMSON: No, you love me in cpite of my blackness. It is just part of me,
that's all. When day dawns and the music-playing stops 1'll see my hands
again and live to hate myself. Sometimes it pleasnres me to pollute
those who hate me, making them butn as you do with the thought of me.
But the pleasure does not last. I still hate myself. I cannot hate any-
one enough to stop the hating eof myself. Ycur friend there, the one who
walked off; he had justification. But I'm down the tubes from the word
go. My own skin imperfects me. I'm a big, black lie.

SYLVIA: Don't say things like that. They aren't your standards. They're
Jjust ours.

SAMSON: Hum. ©So you've brainwashed me. Do you think even without my co—
lor 1'd be free? 1'd still fall short, 1like your friend with the dream.
I guess 1'd rather play my horn than blow down the walls of the uriverse.
I can't prove nothing.

You know, chey set me free. I wanted to tell you that. The emancipa-
tion proclamation guarentees freedom, did you know that? Why don't they
write one for the whites, +too? Because you know what? Freedom, hah!
I'm just as enslaved as all the rest of you. (Qg'kisses_g peck on SYl~
VIA's nose) Geod-bye, honey. Take care.
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((He exits right into the audience and leaves the hall, snapping fingers.))

SYLVIA: Adieu. I will. Forever, I love you. I think. As you grow far—
ther away, I know it.

MARK: Why must there always be mornings?

HELENA: So there'll be other nights...with you.

MARK+ It's been some cliff-hanger of a play, hasn't it?
HELENA: Mark, let's go where we can be alone.

MARK: Now?

HELENA: Let's go away. Nobody'll miss us.

MARK: But che play's nst over yet.

HELENA: It's never over. Mark?

MARK: A1} right. I buy —— I buy! As they say in the land of the almost-~
living. wow... Let's go.

HELENA: f'm with you.
MARK: Off into the sunset...
((They exit to the lef* backstage.))

RALPH: And new there's rothing left but me and a coffin, and the last of
the guests. The party's over. And you'll all be going home soon. Home
to forget and get back to your lies and doubts. I suppose I should say
something especially significant right now. But I can't tell you any-
thing for certain. 1 wish 1 could, but I can't.

Md now I must thank the hust before I leave, That's conventiwn.

((ELIZABETH and GREG stand and RALPH goes to them and shakes hands in fare-
well.))

RALPH: FElizabeth, Gregory, it's been a wonderful time. I hope we get the
chance to get together some time again in the near future. It's shocking
we don't get tcgether more eften.

GRE}: It!'s been great having you.
ELIZABETH: We really would have it any other way.

RALPH: No, I'm quite sure it wouldn't have happened any other way, whether
you had anything to do with it or net. That's fate.

ELIZABETH: Oh, Ralph, you're just the funniest thing.

RALPH: It's not ry fault. (turns to SYLVIA) You're still here, aren't
you? Want a ride heme? Your date kindef walked out on you.

SYLVIA:; 1I'll love you.
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RALPH: Of course you will. I mean, fidelity isn't in your nature. Poor
thing. Nc matter how ~ften they infect you, you still need them much
more than you'll let yourself love any one of them.

ELIZABETH: What do you want for an exit, Ralph?
GREG: How about a fireworks display?
RALPH: I don'* know. Somehow that doesn't seem dramatic enough.

SYLVIA: I don’t like to leave parties. I always feel I might be missing
something.,

GREG: How about a tragic ending® ,
ELIZABETH: Yes, that way they wouldn't . say we were a farce.

RALPH: Yes, you could die and end it off with a poignant bang. Death is
always so final. And 1t's really in keeping with realism, because people
dc at the end, you know. We do want to satisfy our audience that the
play is realistic.

ELIZABETH: How about— Oh, 1 can just see the way it'll look. We'll go
back there to that bed and fall down, as if struck by lightning, in each
cthers arms.

GREG: That way we wouldn't have any distractions.

ELIZABETH: Amours venis vinceat, or however you say that in Latin.

GREG: Liz is really creative, isn't she? Genius.

RALPH: Sounds good, 1I'l1l admt, and very final., But are you sure it'll be
realistic? I mean, I never thought you twu were quite the Romeo and Ju-~
liet types. 1 mean, you were never ones to let love get in tue way of
realistic considerations.

GR®G: Oh, that's nothing. I mean, we wear masks anyway. All we have to
dc is change them, and then everything'll be just as realistic as it was
before. We'd be just as honest as we always are. Really, I mean. And
it would be so much more fun. After all, what we've shown of ourselves
in this play already has been just a pack of lies, the pack of lies that
makes us complete and one with society. We can complete ourselves an-
other way if we really want to. Just change masks. There are so mauny
different., ones to be worn, you can never get to know where the flaws lie,
We've been carrying the bamner of social stability --

ELIZABETH: And now we can carry the banner of Lave,

GREG: You see, we need our masks. Society can make us whole, by seeing us
as if we were whole. I mean, relatively speaking. For instance, her
mask makes her beautiful —-

ELIZABETH: And yours hides you from the goals you never reached.
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GREG: Of course. ©She loves her.
ELIZABETH: And he needs his.
GREG: Of course.

RALPH: But you people are living a lie. We can't leave the audience with
that to sleep on.

GREG: Oh, they have their own lies. If anything, they should worry about
thet. That isn't any of ocur doing, net directly. And so far as we're
ccnderned, we don't want to change things.

ELIZABETH: It would only change things for the worst. We're happy as we
are. Our masks love each other.

GREG: We couldn't face truth without some kind of a mask, could we?
ELIZABETH: Who wants honesty, anyway, if it's so ugly?

GREG: You see, it's all we can do to mold ourselves to the way of life we
picked out. We think it should be right, even if it isn't. Maybe we
were just born into it, but I like to think we chose it.

ELIZABETH: Yes, Ralph., After all, that makes them our masks. (takes
GREG's arm)

RALPH: All right, then. Go backstage and good luck with it.
BOTH: Thank you.
((They go backstage by diffevent sides.))

RALFPH: Let's wait until they're finished. ®Bverybody should have his mo-
ment of —— truth, you knew.

GREG (0ff): Hey, Ralph, are we going to have a happy ending after this?
ELIZABETH (Off): Yes. I always like a happy ending.
SYLVIA: I could kiss you.

RALPH: Ah, yes, you could. That would to it. (Eg the others:) Yes, ev-
erythirg's goiung to turn out right after all.

GREG (Off): Ah, that makes me feel better.
ELIZABETH (Off): Me too.

RALPH: Well, that's an improvement. That's almost perfect. All set back
there?

GREG: Okay. New masks and everything.

ELIZABETH: Yes, we are.

RALPH: All right. Lights, please.

((Lights coming up reveal ELIZABETH and GREG facing each other, both mask-
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ed, across the bed. GREG wears most of his uniform from ACT II, ~r at
least the trim.))

GREG: I have done the state some service and they know't —
No more of that. I pray you, in your letters
Speak of me as I am; nothing extenuate,
Nor aught set down in malices then must you speak
Of one that loved not wisely but too many.
Though Birnham wood be come ta Dunsfanne,
And thou nppos'd, being of no woman born,
Yet I will try the last., Before my body , , :
I throw my warlike shield. Be cozy now te men ef gresser bloed
And teach them now to war!
Had I but time — as this fell sergeant, death,
Is strict in his arrest — Oh, I could tell you —
But let it be. —Horatic, I am dead (dying of bitches);
Thou 1liv'st; report me and my cause aright
To be unsatisfied.

((He dies, falling en his back across the bed.))

ELIZABETH: Now cracks a noble heart. Good night, sweet prince,
And flights of angels sing thee to thy rest!
What's here? A cup, clos'd in my true love's hand?
Poison, I see, hath been his timeless end:—
0 churl! drink all, and leave no friendly drop
To help me after? —- I will kiss thy lips;
Haply some poison dcth yet hang on ther,
To mske me die with a restoractive. (kisses him)

Thy lips are warm!
SYLVIA: Oh, kiss me, Ralph. Please.

ELIZABETH: Yea, noise? — then I'll be brief — 0, happy dagger! (she
snatches a rubber knife from GREG's belt, of ACT II) This is thy sheath
(stabs herself); there rest and let me die.

((She falls on GREG's body and dies. The lights dim behind as GREG and

ELIZABETH arrange themselves to die in each others arms. SYLVIA and RALPH
are left in a pool ef light.))

BALFH: It's sver. It's all over.
SYLVIA: It's just beginning. The sun's coming up.

RALPH: Wasn't it perfect oblivion for them? They're complete now, in an
embrace. They need nothing save themselves. Hum. What is your name?

SYLVIA: Sylvia.
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RALPH: Sylvia. It appeals to me. You are different from me. Your body
is different. Kiss me; disn't that the appropriate thing we should do to
begin things?

SYLVIA: Oh yes. We should kiss. Then, later on...

RALPH; Life will find a way, won't it?

SYLVIA: We can't fight it. It's bigger than both of us.

RAIPH: But my dreams,

SYLVIA: Dream of me. It's easier.

RALPH: I should say yes, 1 suppose...

SYLVIA: It's the thing to do,

RALPH: it‘s funny. We search for the Answer, the ever-present Why.
SYLVIA: Yes, is the answer.

RALPH: I know. It is the only answer,

(they kiss, finishing an embrace)

((Blackcut. The curtain falls.))

finis



