CHARACTERS

ARDY FAFIRSIN, a wealthy landlord
" ALICE FAFIRSIN, his young wife
THOMAS MOSBY, her lover
CECILY MOSBY, his sister, maid 1o Alice
SHERIFF GODOLPHIN
CURATE PRUNE/A FERRYMAN '
SEXTON OcH.rmZ\memZm. a grocer
BLACK WILL, a fearsome murtherer
SHAKEBAG, his accomplice
MICHAEL, servant 1o Ard
MAG McREAD, tenant 1o Ard
SUE McREAD, her sister
SETTING
Mythological Tudor England. A ser of broken
Elizabethan architecture, Suggesting the

fragmenied insides and outsides of houses, town,
woods, fields and fences, a graveyard, rooms and

changes of any kind. Characters will often rermain
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8 ARDY FAFIRSIN

won't you be
me valentine

me valentine

me valentine
today for just
tnday my Jove -
today for just
loday.

{All the PEOPLE are in Place, her song ends, and Just the
scattered BIRDSONG.)

ARD. Bissong whence the birdsong what? Spring
again the birdies is ycomen in and I am oh so dead my
love yes I am rather dead,

ALICE. Sunday eve sain; valentine, spatier of blood jn
the parlor.

SHERIFF. Come we (o the inn they call the Bunch of
Grapes (o look for murtherers,

MAG. Foolscap,

SUE. Foolscap.

SEXTON. Post moriem—

CURATE. —and augmentations,

ALICE. Begin.

MOSBY. And end, my preity one,

ARD. And yet begin again,

BLACK WILL, Aw, whal is all this shiy?
SHAKEBAG. Be easy, Willy. Soon.

BLACK WILL. Poap faces. Dingle lickers.
SHAKEBAG. Easy, I say,

BLACK WILL. May the pig urinare in your Bosca,
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CURATE, All in good time
SUE. All jn,
MAG. Good lime .

ALICE aRp ; .
Saits, T OMMY MOSBY in bed unger g iy
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12 ARDY FAFIRSIN

ALICE. You wouldn’t need 8 job. | have my granny's
money yet untouched, il isn't much, but we could live on
it, and, anyway, when he is dead, he'll leave me all his
wealth, the man is rich. He's rich,

MOSBY. Alice, I can't. I simply can’t.

ALICE. You never loved me, did you?

MOSBY. Yes ! did. I do. I always loved you.

ALICE. Then kill my husband.

yourself, why don't you?

ALICE. T might I think I will.

MOSBY. The woman jokes. I hopes.

ALICE. You think | can’t.

MOSBY. I hope you won'L

SHERIFF. But Alice had some gumption in her pockel.

ALICE. I can feel the flames. Already I can feel the
flames upon me, Tommy. Oh. She must needs go the
Devil drives, is that not s0?

MOSBY. Come back to bed, my love,

ALICE. Tommy, don't you worry. Your little Alice
Ann will be just fine. She knows what she's about. Oh,«
yes she docs. For she's the smartest girl that ever was,

SHERIFF. Now in this husband-killing Mistress Ard
was something of a novice, she’d had no real experience in
murther previous (o this, but as a right industious and
clever woman, she did set out to do the matter properly,

ARDY FAFIRSIN 13

n

(As the SHERIFF gp o

i eaks we waich ALICE move into
Greene's shop—actually perhaps he has wheeled up or
merely opened the panels of a fnuitwagon thing—,)

mnm_.n 3

2 __ ..Wzﬂlr)or

nqnna.n.... shop. ALICE is ...._n_.:n:w. Other PLAYER
by in the sireet now and then,
.Bn scene goes along.)

i § pass
examine fruit perhaps, as
ALICE. Greene—
M"m.mm%muau. —she says, there in his shop—

. 1 want some red ripe cherries, please, and

passion fruit, and two firm mel
e s ons, and a peach, some

GREENE. Did you say poison?

Enm. And _._.UE. red strawberries, the kingd that one can
Eﬁgﬁu onmn_“_u. one's anm.s. You DO have poison? I heard

ve paison, Ceci i i i
P _HEE.I ecily, my maid, once said, 1 think
GREENE. What kind of poj
. Poison do you want?

ALICE. Rat poison. It’s for rats. ’
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-ALICE. It be sorry..

GREENE. You're not nervous, are you?
ALICE. No, I'm nat nervous, mo. (Starting our the

wrong way.) :
=ENE: ¢ cupboard,
"ALICE. T go cul the-door—~
ALICE. (Turning from the cupboard ) ¥es—-know.
Well, ¥es-Hello.
GREENE. Goodbye.

ALICE. Of course. It's just a rat. That's all it js. It's
just a little rat,

GREENE. Of course.
ALICE. Of course.
SHERIFF. So home she gocs all wroubledly but il

intent 10 do, alas, the bloody deed.

Scene 4

ALICE moves into her kitchen, Irying to keep her
instructions straight, distracied and terrified, bus

determined.

ALICE. Take the poison in the fruit, put the cupboard
in the milk, take the bowl in the Poison put the rat in the
porridge, take the—

ARD. (Entering, 10 kiss her.) Good moming, Alice.

ALICE. (Greatly siarfied, Jumping.)

AAAAAAAHHHHHHHY.

ARDY FAFIRSIN 17

ARD. I'm somry, dear, I've stanled 0
ALICE. WHAT DO You wangy ™
ARD. Un, well, I'd rather hoped for breakfast.

ARD. All righy,
ALICE, All right.
ARD. Al right,
Eﬁm. ?.«:Sor.:m 10 herself as SHE wanders back ang
Jorth in the kitchen ) Porridge numble mumple porridge
Mumble bow] in the mumple. .
ARD. | beg your pardon?
Enm” (Snapping ) WHAT?
>~..>wc_0. m z“ somy, dear, I didn* hear you,
- | said, WHATY | ; i ink
yorns going o Just said WHAT. | think
ARD, Am 17 Perhaps | am, Wh i
this fina morming, love? i B4 %0 cary
ALICE. I wep— o buy—a—1 wen( 10—buy a—cgy,_
ARD ATows—
ALICE, A 800se. To byy 5 goose,
ARD. To buy a goose?
ALICE, Yes, GOOSE. To by a
ARD:T see no goose, Y@ foose
ALICE, It isp' here. It flew g
ARD. It flew away? il
ALICE. It wasp" dead. Wej, | Presume it wasn®y geaq.
Ys excepling soy .
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20 ARDY FAFIRSIN

THIS-PORRIDGE—EATT, (SHE controls herself.

Sweetly.) I lost my head. Sorry. I am fine. How are you?
ARD. I'll eat the porridge gladly, love. You know I

love your porridge,

ALICE. I know you de. I know.

ARD. And I'd do anything to make you happy.

ALICE. I know you would.

ARD Y y

mind full of rents and laws and such, and see you sleepi
d up with shoulders bare and white, your anms

over your brezsis, you have such lovely breasts, I warff to
cry. I am so gratefula.common sort of man of
with wife so young and fair; :
God when I do look at you, m
against my ribs, :

ALICE, a shaky voice, barely getting the worg
out.).307you don’t like the porridge then?

EEEEF

(HE begins to eat, ALICE waliching, eyes big, hands
cluiching her dress.)

and feel you warm

SHERIFF. And Ard begins 10 cat. But she had put,
alas, the milk in bowl, and then (he poison, backwardslike,

ARD. (Aghast, choking, irying not to make faces.)
I's—quite unique. ] .

ALICE. I knew you wouldn't like it

ARD. 1 like it, oh, I like it, it's only that, um, don't
you think the color's odd?

ALICE. No, 1 dont think i1*s odd. What's odd about the
color? 4

ARD. Well, it's blue.

[
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-

ALICE. wy
blue,

ARD. Not in my porridge. And it lastes—
ALICE. Like what? 1 tastes Jike wha(?

ARD. Well, frankly, my swee, -
pig flop. Yy L 1t tasteth a bit Jike—

ALICE. You misii

: : isli @ lasle
5. = e—
ALICE. WELL, ALL RIGHT THEN, GO FIND

YOURSELF A BREAKFAST MAKE v
. OUR OWN
PORRIDGE, EAT A BEAVER; SEE [FIDO CARE—
SHERIFF, So Alice feigns g fi of peak and seizes she
the bowl of poisen muck ang pours the mess upon the

floor forthwith and splat—(SHE 4o
silent then was Ard in all amazement, " do- Splat)—and

al's wrong with blue? You fike the color

(THEY look at he mess on the floor,)

00d way, of course,
TOUT OF HERE.
"Il go, I've rents [ mys;
1o imprison, | hope you're

. .GET oc_._.. GE

ARD, Yes, dear, a) right, 1

8___8-. Persons o evigy, debiors
feeling bettar soan, |

ICE. i
a:b..—.. CE. I hope 50, 00, e:.. 0 be frank, | doubt it very

TR LI A
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‘s “‘-—-—Q

MICHAEL. Is it your breakfast, sir? Do it not sit ye
well? What did you have?

ARD. Blue porridge, Mike, was all I et, and now | can't
decide if I had rather poop or puke.

SHERIFF. And by and by poor Ardy Faf was fallen in
the most extremest purging, up and downwards both.

ARD. (Running back and forith holding first his
stomach, then his mouth, then his stomach.) Oh, my. Oh,
dear. Oh, no. Ygad.

MICHAEL. What is it, sir?

ARD. The Devil curses me in both directions, Michael,
oh, uh, oh, uh oh, uh ch—(HE disappears into the
wﬁﬁhv

CURATE. (Coming out to make a special note 10 the
audience.) Which is of course (o0 fulfill that which is writ
of old, which is, to wit, that the way up and the way down
are the same way, so, amen. Ten

SEXTON. Amen.

ARD. (From the bushes.) Amen. ~

SHERIFF. And so did Ard asrive at Canterbury town =@Pr|
sadder but a wiser man, undead becayse she had forgot 10 W
put the milk therein before the poisan so the taste was vilel

and Ardy had noi et enough to dic, but made him twelve

pounds lighter, §4§8
and-at-blue-foed—ATd Alice meanwhile back abed with

Mosby did lament her ill success,

=
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Scene ¢

ALICE in bed wih MOSBY.

ALICE. It did nox work,

e&%”_.mx:uw. Says Alice, once again Post-diddte, as
&wZomwﬁ 1 did the bes | could, love, I've hag 5 busy
ALICE. No, I don’ mean that. { did |
MOSBY. Did wha? o Tom.
ALICE. I poisoned him,
MOSBY. You're Jjoking,
ALICE, No, I gig.
MOSBY. Oh, no.

>_._m..m. He isn'; dead, though. @Sga.dupﬂau_

.. ie, Ard,
MOSBY. | hope you're sorry,

ALICE. Yes, T am, I'm ve sorry, 1
fret, we'l] e buggar nex; ::Q.o. 7y, love, but do ngg
MOsBY. Alice, NO,
ALICE. Now don’t go fish
kill this rat ang that is __mmr o me, Tommy. We ot
MOSBY, By should we? Cap it cri
? we? Is it cricker? wi
..__Q catch us? [s ghe Sheriff watching us? .E:Ea f___.
-doing-underifigs Yo
Emm.l.;aloozswjﬁz. urdoodIE o
~You-think?— _ J.oanooa & 1O What-de

]
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28 ARDY FAFIRSIN

ALICE. I have forgot. But I will give you nothing till
the creature turns up toes and croaks.

GREENE. It's not my fault he hasn't

ALICE. I don’t care. Now, lisien, Master Greene, 1 do
not like this poison, and I wonder if you might not find
some other means to squash this roach for me and gain
your just reward.

GREENE. Oh, Alice, Jet me touch you just this once
there once just once your lovely, lovely— e

ALICE. SIR. Your vegetable-pjcking fingers OFF wmy_
person-forthwith,

GREENE. I long 10 slip a carrot briefly in your basket.

ALICE. NO.

GREENE. Is this at least negotiable?

ALICE. Only if you assist in this endeavor.

GREENE. All right. I know a way. The vilest, lowest,
most depraved of butchers in all England is Black Will

5 g O

rat,_and-just-forme The Bonus Of your Persom, fegsamd

sueh—

ALICE. You can get this man right soon?

GREENE. I can. But please be sure it's what you want
He is a bloody, fearsome thing. There is no going back
once we have set this clockworks running, love.

ALICE. Get him. .

GREENE, We have a deal? And you are sure? -

ALICE. We do. I am.

GREENE. It's done. You won't be sofry.

ALICE. Yes I will.

GREENE. Just one small kiss to seal the bargain?

Mg ar) b

bt -y

T

TR
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ALICE. NO. NO KISSING, SIR. (SHE whacks him

s.&n_.zc. over the head with a two-hand cabbage shot.) Till
afier it is done. Good day,

mmmxbum >=..u Off to London gocth Greene 10 mexl Lthe
harrid, stinking, diabolic swine they called Black Will,

e oviest

wn\ 0.).& nlﬁn..;)
Scene 8 3 SN ol
O /./..rP .

Near London, the Rooky Wood. Birp . ol
BLACK wits Xe y W . .G_W:E. ominous. ‘5C o
§ eating chicken with his cohor; e

SHAKEBAG. It is 4 grea
. SY performance. GREENE -
Stands nervously o one side. Fu. .w
S

E..>ﬁ.um WILL. Something you want from me, best

ﬂ.___ﬁo it right o.wp Or go away. I ain’t got time 10 fan about
grocers. You co '

e . me here 1o the Rooky Wood, you'g

GREENE. I need somebody killed.

BLACK WILL. Um hmmmmmm,

GREENE. Right quickly,

BLACK WILL, Ummmmmm.

SHAKEBAG. What will ye pay?

GREENE. Six pounds.

BLACK WILL., Ten,

GREENE, Seven,

BLACK WILL. Ten,

GREENE. Nine,

BLACK wiLL. Eleven,

GREENE. Ten.

BLACK WILL. Fifieen
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SUE. Thc well doth smell, the water's foul, and the
cold air does blow upon my body when I bathe.
MICHAEL. But is that ofien enough to mauer?

: i T Mi Tyou y-
SHERIFF. So Mag and Suc sil down, and voice Ard
their complaints. And Black Will doth grow restless.

BLACK WILL. I'd do it now, and get it over quick.

GREENE. Not with the wenches there. Wait tll the

Ard goes off Lo pish.
BLACK WILL. I'd kill the wenches, too, and use ‘em

ragged.
GREENE. No, NO, just the Ard is all, the Ard.

BLACK WiLL-D6YOU TELL MEEEENUOO00U?

ill, he doesn™t mean Il

Me-sense—in—kitki we be paid for, it 1S
~eeonommcal.
SUE. And there be such vacuities within the walls that
there is cows a walkin® in the parlor, day and night.
ARD. I sent a man last year to fix the holes.

SUE. Yes, but he died.

ARD. He died?

SUE. Asittin’ in our kitchen. I thought he'd fell asleep
until the flies began to carry off large pieces of his nose.

MAG. He sat there sixteen days before we got the town
(o bury him. We used 10 hang our laundry on him.

SUE. And also we got Pappy. poor Pap’s been sick
almost to death for nineteen, twenty year now.

MICHAEL. He isn't sick, he's stupid.

MAG. He isn't stupid, it’s despair. You don't know
what it's like o live among the poor. A poor girl lives in
borrowed dirt and worships borrowed gods. It isn't fair.

ARD. [ will investigate what can be done.

-
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SUE. They're goin'
to thro i
ARD. Nonsense. Who is? Vs oul i

MW_W .J_ns that work for you.
o I gm_ see 50« don't, I promise you.
-, OU promise us, but all you do is take the rent

_ ic-thines:
BLACK W
ACK WILL. Why don’t the man Bel up to pish?

a _. ! r

BLACK WILL. I don't }i
- ( itin' ’ -
makes me melancholy. like waitin'. T don’t wait well, I

SHAKEBAG. He's i
X got o pish. God® 3
MICHAEL. Excuse me, _mwmnm onerees.

T » MUst excuse meself.

. 10, well, i

fﬂimg

(MICHAEL moves lowards
the murtherers lurk. )

the bushes where Greene and

.me.mZm. Mike comes
quiet now, and don*; forger:
BLACK WILL. ! know

=.=m way. I can't be seen. Be
kill no one else but Ard,

my job, you squamous cloL

| (GREENE creeps away,)

MICHAEL. Here be
ale .85 fill my fayce
audience and urinates D

a likely spot 10 pish. My lord, by
i E.H..Sm. turns his back 10 the
S_&.w.o:._.c\ and unawares upon the
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SHERIFF, And so the Party doth break up, and they
prepare (o go upon their ways, and | myself, out for a
stroll, then happen by.

ARD. Hello, Sheriff,

MAG and SUE. Hello, Sheriff, sir,

SHERIFF. Helto;my friends: If ye be walking home,
I'll walk along with you, Can't be 100 careful, nights,

ARD. Why, thank ye, Sheriff. But please wait a
moment, I've a private deed 1o do,

BLACK WILL. Here he comes at last. I'll kill him
now.

SHAKEBAG. No, no, he's got the Sheriff with him.

ARD. I'm just about to burst meself,

BLACK WILL. Oh, no.

(Here ARD goeth 1o the hoysenberry bushes and pisheth
prodigiously, with the violence of a firehose, upon
Black Will and Shakebag.)

ARD. What a relief. Though 1 am always happy for
your company, Sheriff, I do not think there be many
cutthroat persons in these parts, byt only good, clean,
honest folk,

SHERIFF. You may be right. So, let’s be off, and sing
50ngs on our way. Yo ho.

-
(THEY go. BLACK WILL and SHAKEBAG emerge from
the bushes, dripping wet. THEY stand there.)

BLACK WILL. Urrer eroomr oo
SHAKEBAG. Easy, Will.
BLACK WILL. URRRRRRRRR.

ARDY FAFIRSIN 37

.&nﬂwﬂ%_._»mr. Q...Q:;_.mm. i.m almosy Stumbles inp
» CXCuse me, sirg, | JUSt~Genting o Whiff of

hat, walks wide aroyny them,) 5._

__Ewn Pish, or whapy 1 8Uys been swimmin®
LACK wir (Goin _
y 8 afte .
%anooamzzﬁ_mnﬁ% * crazed gorilla,)

atka.wxﬁ Testrains him MICHAET runs off)
.m:b_nmwx.Q. Eagsy,

Willy, ) : :
SeVeral limes, iolf.:lmnrb._.E/




Ly

40 ARDY FAFIRSIN

MICHAEL. It hath a strong gale, sir.

GREENE. And who does keep the key that fits the
gate? ,
MICHAEL. I do, sir.

GREENE. And do you think you might forget to lock
the gate tonight?

MICHAEL. I'd never do that, sir.

GREENE. As a special favor (o me, might you forget?

MICHAEL. No, I could noL.

GREENE. As a special favor 10 Mrs. Fafirsin, then?

MICHAEL. No sir, and begging your pardon, sir, and
no disrespect intended, but why would anybody want the
gate unlocked at night, that was in their right mind, sir?

GREENE. We're planning a surprise for Ard, your

masler.
MICHAEL. Surprise? What kind of thing is this

surprise?

GREENE. I couldn't tell you, Michael, for then if Ard
did ask you, you'd be cbliged to tell him, and it would
spoil the fun of it. You see?

MICHAEL. I'm sorry sir, [ can’t

GREENE. Michael, do you s¢e yon big dark fellow
lurking there? (HE points out BLACK WILL, sneering
behind his cloak with SHAKEBAG.)

MICHAEL. The one that smells as if he swum in horse
pish? *

GREENE. That's the one. Now, Michael, would you do
it as a special favor to him?

MICHAEL. To him? I wouldn't cross the street for
him, except to get upwind.

GREENE. But you see, Michacel, my {riend, that good
fellow there is much desirous of surprising your master

ARDY FAFIRSIN. 41

Ard, and if you do not leave the ate unlocke i
fellow and his friend will be E.ma_ with u..o:..h _..._ﬂ” W_Mua.wwn
of temper now and then, and bites the heads off chickens
MICHAEL. He is a horse pish geek? .
{-GREENE. Also a bit unhinged about the brain area
though he means well 10 Ard, Now, leave the mm:n.
unlocked, and here is a gift from me to you for doing this
small service. (HE gives Michael money.)
MICHAEL. ._ wouldn’t want nothing huntful 1o happen
(0 my masler, sir. He's been so good to me.
nwm..m.zm. Hurtful? We? Do one hurtful thing 10 him?
God forbid. And even if some unforseen or violent end
should come 1o him, you would be free of blame, my son
And Ema. of course, you would become quite the WBEEEM
man with Mrs. Ard, I have no doubt,
MICHAEL. | would?
memZm.. I've heard her say myself she fancies you. A
young man like yourself might find himself guile easily
555.52 lady’s bed and safe between her legs if he did
play _E,. cards the proper way. He might wake up some
moming husband and heir o all the Fafr propenty, and

landlord of it all. She's quite a be i
. auleous
not? What do you think? woman. 15 she

(Pause.)

ro«Z~nz>mr. I think it might be possible I've fost the
GREENE. That would be most i i
thank you very mact. convenient, Michael,

SHERIFF. But when ni ht . _— .
misgivings. ght came, did Michael have




44 ARDY FAFIRSIN

MICHAEL. Excuse me, sir, but if it’s locked he must
be sleeping with the key, there's nothing funther I can do.

BLACK WILL. (Trying to reach Michael's neck
through the bars) ARRRRRRRRGGGHHH. | WAS
SPOSED TO BE TO SCARBOROUGH YESTERDAY
TO SEE ME MOTHER, WHQ'S GOT THE PRIVY

'ROT, -AND-NOW _THE-POOR-THINGPROBABLY
“WILLCRUAK WITROUT ME LET-ME-AT-HIS-NECK:

SHAKEBAG. Easy, Will. Therc'll be another time.

BLACK WILL. I don"t want 10 kill him another time, 1
wants 1o kill him CAST-WEEK.. wow
« SHAKEBAG. The Lord teacheth us patience.

BLACK WILL. THE HELL HE DO. THE LORD HAS
GOT NO PATIENCE WHATSOEVER. HE KILLS US
ANY TIME HE PLEASETH, SO WHY OH WHY CAN'T

1? ASK FOR MUCH?
JUSTFOR AN-UNLOCKED GATE 505 TMAY DO ME
-AHONEST_WORK—-800000, TT DOTH - MAKE-ME-

: H.

(HE lunges at Michael through the bars, gets his neck fora
moment, loses it, and MICHAEL crawls away.)

MICHAEL. I must say goodnight now, sir.
BLACK WILL. SLUG. REPTILE. SUCKER OF

CAMEL TONGUES. I'LL FEED YE TO DOGS! I'LL
MAKE SOUP OF YER BRAIN MATTER!

URRRGGGH!

(SHAKEBAG manages to get Will away.)

ARDY FAFIRSIN e

BLACK wiLL, and SHAKEBAG.

GREENE. If the boy jnsise i
. Y insis i
the gate, we might as we]| eo_m“h_aw_”.m his master focked

: iev.
GREENE. Listen. To
. . - fomorrow Ard must

Rainbow Down. we'y kill him there, Zoﬂomw_”ﬁ_oﬂmw

servany Cecily comes j
Michael worg ot in 10 buy her vegewables, I'[] send

) At Greene's. GREENE,
i

BLACK wiLL, 1 51
SLA . like
Pusillanimoyg milksoppy skunk. e

SHAKEBAG. T3, .
& many of her. € man has scrypjes, i all. Luckify,

this scrubgully
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(ALICE goes. CECILY sighs, looks back towards where
Michael has gone, then Jollows her }

SHERIFF. And so she wenl, as if to meet her doom,
and on the road 1o Eastern Rochester Black Will and
Shakebag ale their bread and sausage in the cold, awaiting
Ard 10 ambush him at Rainbow Down,

Scene 15

Rainbow Down. BLACK WILL and SHAKEBAG.
| |

BLACK WILL, They takes my dignity, you see? | gola
dignity they don’t suspect. They take it from me. Yoy take
away a person’s frickin’ dignity and what’s he got?

m:%w>o.§w Not much.

BLACK WILL. A man worketh hard at hig chosen
profession, he €xpect some respect from them about him,

5

ARDY FAFIRSIN

lmo@*riﬂggm YOu understand, Baggy?

_ ARD. I kpow you're sorry, Michael, ang ;
nght. Go back and find 3 Smithy,

MICHAEL Yes. If yoy jne;
along the war. You insist, By do

ARD, I'm always carefy),

~ MICHAEL, Yes, you're a wonderful masier,
5 talk 10 me like | wqs =a

Tou

be carefy| there

t's quite aj]
We can't abyse the

ke ot

Wre )
[ f s R AP
$
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CURATE. I must have been hallucinating once again.
The devil often sends me visions, mosudy naked women,
Howsoever that may be, if ye are goin' on to Fafirsin,
might I then join you, sir?

ARD. Of course you might.

(BLACK WILL and SHAKEBAG begin 1o creep up on
them with the awful knives.) -

CURATE. 1 find a travelling companion such a
. comfort, and invaluable, for example, in informing ene—

- wi ..anu—..
(The MURTHERERS are just about to strike when another
piercing SHOUT is heard.)

SEXTON. YO HO. I SAY. HELLO. WHAT? IS
THATYOU? :

CURATE. What? Do 1 hear the Sexton? Is he come
too? eﬁspm lark.

(BLACK WILL and SHAKEBAG once again wilt and
scuttle back.)

SEXTON. (Appearing.) Hello, Ard. Fancy meeting you
here. Hello, Curate. My, we three are well met upon 2
strange road, eh? Who was them other two I thought I saw
with you?

CURATE. It must have been the mrees,

SHAKEBAG. There be three of them now, Willy. Shall
we try again on Tuesday?
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: Pick up bodies, Y )
that does ga. Much stink and little joy. # 70U know how

Gon’istop me now,
Is that not Mag and Sue ,
o V€ ot the Sheriff with them,

MAG. Landiom Landlord!
SUE. Citizen's complaing! ]

BLACK wiLL, (Trying 10

Bot 10 kill SOMEBODY. | jus; Gy 12 ™ Shakebag )

SHAKEBAG We can't i
; . be kiil
messing about with Sheriffs, Come

ing crowds, Will, nor
on. Another time.
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ACT 1

*
5 Tommy? You'y) not
run out on me?

MOSBY. No. I will not.

ALICE, Not ever?

MOSBY. Never will I, No.

SHERIFF, §o they did vow 10 keep on, wheq they
might have stopped.

Scene 17

{The PEOPLE have begun 1o drift of, leaving MOSBY
and ALICE, CECILy humming her song. }

ALICE. Soon j will snow, Ttie Snow will come dowq
soon. All white, sg very white. And we will kill him dead,
my love. We'lf kil him very dead, and we'll be free, We

will. Be free, MAG. Foolscap, Tever more—
SUE. Foolscap, J
(ALICE and mospy alone among (he shards, LIGHTS SEXTON, Port monep, !

Sade, Cecily's song.)

END OF acT |
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ARD. Why would you run 10 deliver something you'd
lost along the way?

MICHAEL. Sir, I didn’t know it was lost until |
delivered it and it wasn’t there,

ARD. Would you like to go and lie down, Michael?

MICHAEL. Very much, sir. May | take Cecily?

ARD, Does she want to go and lie down?

MICHAEL. Yes, she does, sir, very much, oh, thank
you, sir, goodbye.

(HE grabs the bewildered CECILY and runs off, jerking her
behind him by the wrist.)

ARD. Alice, dear, I think that boy is ill.

ALICE. No doubt.

ARD. And now he's lost the letter from Lord Cheyney.

ALICE. Why don't you just ride up o Cheyney's house
and sce what he did have 0 say? You need 10 get out now

..and then, : :

ARD. But, love, I've just got IN.

ALICE. Go on, you need the exercise.

ARD. I am exhausted, Alice.

ALICE. It scems you always are.

ARD. All right, then. I will go. Alice, my love, you
are well, are you not?

ALICE. Of course I'm weli. Why shouldn’t I be weN?

ARD. You're sure that everything is fine?

ALICE. Of course, my love. .af_ﬂo«oroo:rrw?i.a:m

Al meT™
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R, It's difficult 1o say. It’s j 3 i

- 1U's Just that sometim.
I wonder perhaps there are things going
fathom all aroupg X I feel, well, som@y

uniil I knew yoy,
You've made me

ARD. That voulg be nice. It's been so long.

ALICE, Well, run along, and I will warm it up
. ARD. Alice, you love me, don’; you? .

ALICE, Yoy E_n.:_n 8 question like thar?

love, I')] kiss you now
] goodbye,
ALICE. No, N0, um, if you think | do not _N<o you,

53, not till you're syre,
ARD. Do yoy not like 1 touch me?

ARD. But I have nojiced
odious man 19 yoy? .’ -
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(CECILY is looking all about the room for Alice, and has
her back to the cupboard when ALICE speaks.)

ALICE. GO AWAY.
CECLLY. (Jumping, startled.) Wha?
ALICE. I SAID, GO AWAY.

CECILY. Is that you, mum?
ALICE. Yes, it’s me. Ithin

¥

il

CECILY. Are you in the cupboard, mum?

ALICE. YES, YOU MENTAL GIANT, I'M IN THE
BLOODY CUPBOARD, IS THAT ALL RIGHT WITH
YOU, CECILY?

CECILY. I suppose it is. Are you all right, mum?

ALICE. COULDN'T BE BETTER.

CECILY. But, mum, beggin' your pardan, if you're all
right, then why are you, um, you know, in the cupboard

with the door shu(?
ALICE. BECAUSE | LOVE THE SMELL WHEN

THE MICE FART.

(Pause.)

CECILY. Oh. T see. Very well, mum. Good aftemoon,
(Going out. Troubled.) 1t makes about as much sense as
msw:._:_m else, I guess. * R

(SHE is gone. Then ALICE comes out, discouraged.)
ALICE. It is no use. I cannot stop. I'm lost. I've gone

1o swim with scum and now | cannot get to shore. ['ve
always been. As a child | was the queen of spades, I loved
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Scene ig

A storage house near Presle
Yiown. GREENE,
BlLACK WILL, ang SHAKEBAG, AHICE.

M__.nmmzm S0 how's my love today, my Jove?
.>Qn WILL. (Eating "Voraciously gng making
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Scene 19

SHERIFF. So Ard and Mike set out all unsuspecting in
the morning while a fog rolls in 10 cover them,

ARD. Fog this moming, Michael. You seem troubled.
Are you?

MICHAEL. I think, sir, I've forgot me purse.

ARD. Purse? Your purse?

MICHAEL. I have. Forgot. Me purse.

ARD. You're having many difficuliies, these days, son.
HCHAEL. You oo ow-the-half-of-it-sir
ARD. NMiehael, there's something you're not

e
MICHAEL. I tell you evesything sir.

ARD. But you said Ldor"{ know

gm:}grfogé.‘ me
ARD. Are you in Someé—compromising situation?
MICHAEL. (Petrified and trembling, dropping his hat
repeatedly and trying without success to pick it up several
times.) Compromising? Situation? Me?

ARD. Michael, I've had suspicions.

MICHAEL. It isn't true, sir.

ARD. What isn"t?

MICHAEL. What you suspect.

ARD. | fear it is.

Kﬁz&mw. (On. his knees, hysterical.) It isn"t, sir, it
isn’t, oh, I'swear on me sister's lefi one il ain't,
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Ew_u. I think I know what is going on here, and why
iy wife has been 5o strange, and wanted me out of the
houss, and why you've been &CLNg 50 peculiar—.

ARD. The facy js
uam_as__r haven't yoy?
CHAEL. Pregnamt? Cr v i
ARD. That’s FN._H._N it? P18 Cessie peggens?
Z._Q;m_.: Uh, er, well YES sir, I'm afraid j is, but 1
promise you [ will marry the wench, msao&mﬁ_w. sir, just
let me go back now and feich me purse, all right? .
ARD. You're 3 Strange boy, Michael, and I wonder
Seriously what kind of father you wil) make,
- ooﬂ__unmmwwm_..wt.»: old one, sir, | hope. Thank you,
ye. 5 Ar, igeli j
Ao vov.m.m v Mp_n_“w. Tuns off. giggling and frantic )

» You've got poor liule Cecily

Scene 20

m:ﬁnmwer. 1 don't see g rabbit warrep, I
hard on Twobley, as he said, and it ajn" here.

L. And what's 3 headless greenwaort,

SHAKEBAG. pei
Twobley. ..>o _uo}mum Wwas Twombly ang riot
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ARDY FAFIRSIN

SHAKEBAG. Don't kill him, Will, now, listen, he's
ferried Ard across, he can femry us. It cannot have been long
ago. Now, let go, Willy.

BLACK WILL. (Letting go reluctanily of the terrified
and nearly dead FERRYMAN.) Okey dokey.

SHAKEBAG. Here, sir, now, ferry us across to where
you ferricd Ard, all right?

FERRYMAN. I can't, sir.

BLACK WILL. (Grabbing him again.) YOU SAY
YOU CAN'T?

FERRYMAN. Well, | mean, I COULD, sir, and I'd
like to, but I can't.

BLACK WILL, WHY CAN'T YE?

FERRYMAN. Because me brother’s got the boat on the
other side o the river, and he's stayin’ there till the fog do
lift. There be no way across till he come back.

BLACK WILL. (Shaking him back and forth.) NO
WAY? NO WAY ACROSS?

FERRYMAN. Unless perhaps you'd like me 1o swim
across and tow you with a rope in me teeth:HHtry-it-if-

» OiE, g o
be-lenesome-forseverat-days-ifyou killed me,

BLACK WILL. OHHHH, OHHHHH, OHHHHHH—

SHERIFF. And secing he’d been foiled again, Black
Will did swear a mighty, frightful oath—

BLACK WILL. OH, FIRK AND DOUBLE FIRK,
AND TRIPLE FIRK, QUADRUPLE FIRK, OH, FIRK,
FIRK, FIRK.

SHERIFF. Quoth he.

BLACK WILL. And also FRICK. FRACK. FRONK.
(All the while shaking the Ferryman.) WHY AIN'T IT
EASY, LORD? IT SHOULD BE EASY. IT'S ALWAYS

BLACK wiL
rump L. We shoulda brought me mother’s

SHERIFF, §o Black Will's fo; ;
lime of V alenting Fayr HI's foiled again. But now, as

. € approaches, is Ajj
Intent on geiting this deed M%:n. 8 Alce all the more

Scene 2]

ALICE ang MOSBY a; Ard's.

ALICE, Tommy, I am beside myself,

MOsBY. No, I'm beside You, love. You're beside ME,

ALICE. For all our toif we* i
MOSBY. o 10il we've failed to make him dead.

Lthi .
siop think, a sign from God thag we should
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ARD., | know You do. Everyone does. She is such a
sweel thing, it is impossible nat (g love her, she is so
good and kind. j in, .

me and have a drink, for | value your friendship beyond afl
Speaking, and so does Alice, | know,

(MOSBY looks ar him, looks a¢ Alice, sighs, sis down
and has a drink. )

SHERIFF, So Mosby could not rouse the wrath of Ard,
what could he do? And all the whije they drank as friends,
poor Alice sits by, drumming her fingers on the table,
homy as the night is long, while they two drink, angd each
man ia his own thoughts Privately is thinking of her tender

breasts and soft whie naked body,
gwnm.gfa those two
bobos drink together. I must kiij him. T must ki) him, |

cannot bear that he wif) live a day longer. Oh, how shall 1
get this doing done?

Scene 22

Ard’'s  hoyse. ALICE, MOSBY, BrLack WILL,
.wmi.ﬂm.mxﬁ. GREENE. MICHAEL and CECILY
huddle, frightened, in (he back.
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SHERIFF, Afier much consultation among munherers
it was decided .::a_.w that on the even of the fayre's end

way, and so they all agreed. .

MOSBY. Alice, 1 won't, I do not wany him deaq
enough. I'm taking Cecily and going home,

ALICE. Michae), Slop that man,

MICHAEL, Stop, sir, Please, and lisien,

MOSBY., Michael, do ¥Oou want your maste; killed?

MICHAEL, No, sir, I don" know, sir, but i’s gone sg
far I'm almost frightened noy 10,

MOSsBY, Why then are we doing this:-Beeause—we
started 7™

ALICE. For me, For love of me,

BLACK w1, Amateurs. They make me puke.

GREENE. He's coming soon. Make up your mind,
ALICE. I will not S10p until you promise me. Let-fon

of guts 5 » Oh, please,
oh, please,

CECILY. Tommy, we're not going 10 kijl him, are we?

“Notreatty—

ALICE, Cecily, be quiet, Tommy, yes or no?
MOSBY, we)i_

ALICE. Good, (SHE gets up,)

GREENE, Hurry up, ig's time, he comerh,

ALICE. Black wij and Shakebag, in (he cupboard,
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ARD. Do you know, sitting here in my house with my
wife, and my best friend Tom, gettin® warm from the cold,
and the bit of snow meltin’ on my coat by the door, I think
I am the happiest man on earth.

ALICE. Tell him what you say, Tom, when you have
won. S

MOSBY. You say, I've won.

ALICE. No, no, that isn't iL. Tell him what you say.
Tom. Tell him. Tell him, Tommy. Now may I take you—

MOSBY. Now may I take you, sir, if I will?

ARD. Take me? Which way take me? How?
Howtofore? Whence?

MOSBY. Now may I take you, sir, if I will.

ARD. Yes, but how?

MOSBY. Now may I take you, sir, if I will.

ARD. 1 heard that, Tommy, but what I want to know
is—

MOSBY. NOW MAY 1 TAKE YOU, SIR—

ALICE. THAT'S YOUR PASSWORD, YOU
BONEHEAD, GET OUT OF THERE,

ARD. I beg your pardon?
BLACK WILL. I CAN'T GET OUT, THE FRICKING
DOOR'’S STUCK.

(ALICE runs over 10 the cupboard and struggles to get it
open.) *

ARD. Alice, is someone in the cupboard?

ALICE. It's a surprise.

ARD. A surprise? What kind of surprise? Is this my
valentine?
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(The cupboard suddenly opens and BLACK WILL comes

roaring out with a terrible bellow of frenzied -
o f frenzied pent up

Sirangle him.) DIE DAMME YOU DIE, YOU DIRT
._ 2 » r <
Wm—u%z. YOU MF_CO. YOu —H—PNMWMICZQQ. NOw
ARD. ACH. ACH. ACH. (Afier s
is motionless. ) wAfer some struggle, ARD
BLACK WILL. (Relaxing ) It is done.
ARD. ACH. ACH. ACH.
BLACK WILL (Jumpin ] f
. & on him again.
>>>>>>WWW—~DODIII. >>>>>§WWOOOI~MI“. ’

(Pause. ARD s motionless. BLACK WILL is ]
:une...a_. ALICE and MOSBY look on, \Enmanﬂw_nnw
horrified, One by one, SHAKEBAG, MICHAEL and
CECILY come our Jrom the kitchen 10 look. GREENE
does not appear. THEY all look down at 1he body.)

MICHAEL. His roubles are over now.

ARD., (Sitting up abrupily) ACH. ACH ACH
ALICE. AAAAAAAHHHHHHHHY,

(THEY all jump and scatier, as ARD, towel over his heud
a grotesque, doll-like Frankensieinian fi :
blindly abou the room.} Jigure. stumbles

ARD. QUG QUG QUG QUG QUG QUG QUG—
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BLACK WILL, Can't be 100 soon. You folks shouid
scrub yer jakes once or twice in a leap year. Cripe.

SHAKEBAG. Goodbye, folk. God help you all,

BLACK WILL, Yes, and good riddance, (00. Have 3

nice day.

(BLACK WILL and SHAKEBAG 8o. ALICE, MOsBY,
MICHAEL and CECILY look at the body.)

CECILY. There he be,

ALICE. Poor baby,

MOSBY. Poor baby? What do you mean, poor baby?
ALICE. He looks so sad there, sitting all dead in the

Jjakes. T fee) sorry for him,
MOSBY. YOU FEgL SORRY FOR HiM? YOu

FEEL SORRY FOR HIM? FOR CHRIST SAKE,
WOMAN, YOU'VE JUST HAD US BLUDGEON ouT
HIS VERY BRAINS, AND NOW YOU FEEL SORRY
FOR HIM?

ALICE. I didn't do it. You did.

MOSBY. I DID? WHOSE IDEA WAS IT?

MICHAEL, For the love of Christ, be quiet, someone
might be. passin® by.

TO MURDER, NOw. YOU KNOW WHAT ITHINK? .
ARD. (Stirring.) Untrrg. Alice. Alice? (HE reaches ous
one hand blindly qng clutches firmly onto Alice's arm))
Alice?
ALICE, AAAAAAHHHHHHH, GET HIM OFF. GET
HIM OFF. GET HIM OFF ME. AHHHHHHH,

MOSBY. I'll get the bastard.

One side NGet ourg me way,
behaveq indiigual alive or dead that ever |

by the lowel,)
ALICE. Wha, are you dotng? P that, Sqop jy, STOP,
AEMWWU. Gakkkkkkkk, .., “ilence once again from

wr>0.—n WILL. ( Aping the blooy knife on Ard)
Now, _ will take the ngs from al| hjs fingdes, 10 make i
look _.._3 robbery, if You wants 1o make iNgok like
Somethin', guter than he fel] in the shithoyge and ™y his
throat, bt ir You ask me, | shoulda lefy him BE, 2
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Edytoren g

Lok hpegi,

y
l
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(CECILY lets them in.)

CURATE. Hello, hello,

. SEXTON. Odd’s groin, but it’s cold out. And about 10
“Show again as well, [ think. So. Where is the Ard tonight?

ALICE. He isn't here, .

CURATE, Perhaps then we should wail 10 eal.

MICHAEL. Your wai; might be extremely long,

CURATE. Well, in that case, perhaps we should go
right ahead and masticate the provender,

SEXTON. No, I think we should eat. What is for
supper?

ALICE. Supper?

CECILY. I've roasted a duck, mum.

CURATE. A, the duck, the duck, the body of the duck
reminds me always of the body of the human soul, about

1o be served to our Lord upon a platter, After-ath-we-da__

dev

hing: Mistress Alice, are you all right?

(ALICE has wandered away and now siands looking sadly
out the window.) _ -

CURATE,. | hope my duck simile has not depressed

you.
MOSBY. Alice. The Curate’s talking 10 you.
ALICE. It snows. It Snows upon him now. The poor

boy must be coid. The Snow is white. The snow will cover
everything, 5«
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c? ayed the worsg trick of a THe
5

?_ansga.n.an& pause. The OTHERS ayy Stand looking a;
her.) :

CURATE. | say, excusc me, folk, but before we eay, |
think [ mys; trip. out (o the Jakes a momeny. | won’'t be
long. (HE moves foward the back door., )

ALICE, (Suddenly- Jolied oug of her revery by the
mention of the jakes. Imperial?) STOP RIGHT THERE!

CURATE, (Jumping, immensely Starded.) I beg your
Pardon? What's the maler? Have | stepped in something?

MOSBY. Uh, you can’y £0 out there, sir.

CURATE. I can'p? Why can't 12

MOSBY, The, uh, well, uh, uh, the, yh—

ALICE. The rose bysh, The current dry spell. The rose
bush doth neeg walering, so,we ask all our guests, the male

CURATE. Ay right. Beside the house, then, Sexion,
come,

SEXTON. 1 don’, think nature caljs Me now at presen
thank you, .

CURATE, Come, Sexton, and keep me Company, |
say.

T e
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ALICE. Oh, look.

SHERIFF. Says she.

ALICE. The snow begins again to fall, to fall. How
pretty is the snow. It's like confectionary sugar in the
night. I'm young again, a child almost, to look up in the
snow, so much white from so much darkness, so much
cold up in the darker spaces where God lives. Tommy, you
may kiss me now,

MOSBY. I do not feel like kissing you.

ALICE. I want a kiss. Just one.

MOSBY. Alice, the man is dead. I do not care 1o stand
here in the snow and kiss his wife before him.

ALICE. He cannot see you, Tommy.

MOSBY. That's exactly what I mean.

ALICE. He is dead. He's dead. He's very dead, you
know, exceeding dead. Ard? Are you dead? Ardy?

MOSBY. Are your wits turned, woman? Do ye talk
with the corpse alter ye've killed it?

ALICE. He's my husband. I'll talk to him if I wish.
. Oh, he must be cold there, lyin® in the snow, a fallen
snowman, he,

MOSBY, He’s cold, but he's not feeling it.

ALICE. How can you be sure?

MOSBY. I'm sure.

ALICE. That's cruel of you. It's very cruel. I'm cold.

SHERIFF. And far apart there in the snow with Ardy's-
corpse between them stand the lovers, silently and cold, till
Michael does retum with key, and so they drag the body
through the gate into the churchyard.

MOSBY. They’ll think that robbers murthered him as
he did make his way amongst the churchyard dark to get
home by the garden, love.
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ALICE. Yes, I suppose they will. They're awfully
stupid. .

MOSBY. Come on, we must get back.

ALICE. Oh, must we leave him all alone?

MOSBY. We cannot stay and wait with him, twould be
a shade suspicious, don't yoy think?

ALICE. But with the snow upon him there he looks so

very lonely, Tom. Poor Ardy Faf. Poor liule dead man
Ard, my love, :

MOSBY. Come with us now. Come on.

(MOSBY and MICHAEL take her genily back with them,
ALICE looking ‘back all the while at the corpse. SHE
waves at it a little secret wave with Just her fingers.)

o
SHERIFF. And back they go to the house o wait, for
what, they do not know.

Scene 26

Back at the house. ALICE, MOSBY and CECILY.
MICHAEL has slipped quielty away.

ALICE. The saow was oh so lovely, wasn't it, when
we did drag him through the tombsiones, Tom. _

MOSBY. Yes, my love, it was.

ALICE. And bii by bit it covered up the body, the
white did cover up the red, oh, he was dead, but clean and
pure and sleeping peaceful in among the graveyard there. 4~

-
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lakes a deep breath, then opens the door, for the moment
the picture of composure and sweetness.) Hel-lo.

(1t is the SHERIFF, with the CURATE and the SEXTON
behind him.)

SHERIFF. Hello, Mistress Alice, I am sorry 1o disturb
you, but I've heard your husband's missing, is that true?

ALICE. I'd ask him, but he isn't here. I'll ask him if
you like when he comes back.

SHERIFF. Where is he, then?

ALICE. He isn’t here.

SHERIFF. I see. Uh, might I use your jakes while I am
waiting?

ALICE. You could, but we don’t have one.

SHERIFF. You do not have a Jjakes?

ALICE. Well, we had one, but we gave it up (or Lent.

(The SEXTON slips out quietly to the back and goes
towards the jakes.) _

SHERIFF. You've given up the jakes for Lent? | seem
to remember there's a nice one right out back.

ALICE. No, it's out front.

SHERITFF. You have your jakes out front? .

ALICE. We like to show it off. Also 10 look at the road
whilst we do sit and muse, Wave to our passing fricnds,
That sort of thing.

SHERIFF. I see. Yes, yes. I understand,

SEXTON. (Returning.) There is much biood in the
jakes, sir. .

ALICE. It’s mine. I cut myself while shaving.

Mo

ARDY FAFIRSIN 97

SHERIFF. Look You, there’s a path here 10 the garden
where the snow’s discolored red. Let's go out through the
garden gate. You'd best come with us, mum,

ALICE. Oh, it's so Pretty out. Look at the preuty snow.
Look at the snow.

Scene 27

SHERIFF. So followed us the little drag-masks in the
Snow, and came thereby unto the churchyard gate.
CURATE. And here is the churchyard,
SEXTON. And the gale.
CURATE. And there is Ard,
SEXTON. The man is dead.
. mﬁm”:ﬂ Look-at the footprints in the snow, they go
4ck 1o the house. And here, jn Ardy’s shoe, a h
> oy " y a houserush
 ALICE. It must have beea vandals. Robbers, That bay
-._a oer the head angd strangled him with the iron-and cut
his throat. Or perhaps he fell and cuy his throat on a
tombstone,
SHERIFF., [ think YOu must come with me, mum.
ALICE. Come wiih you (o where?
SHERIFF. Mistress Ard, I am forced to arrest you.

ALICE. But should we not try t im?
e 0t try to wake him? He must

e s e s

o S

- -



.’

100 ARDY FAFIRSIN

him, rocking him, comforting, humming her song.
KNOCKING at ihe door. SHE ignores i1. The
SHERIFF bursts into the room.)

SHERIFF., Tommy Mosby? Is that you in the gloom
there? What, do ye frok and poaly in the bed with your
own sistern? For shame on ye, Tommy, do ye?

MOSBY. Only when I can' help it.

SHERIFF. Your clothing’s bloody, son. Do you
confess the death of Ard? Speak up. Do you confess?

CECILY. No.

MOSBY. Yes.

SHERIFF. Do you? What's that ye answer?

CECLLY. Yes.

MOSBY. No.

SHERIFF. I think you'd both best come along with
me,

CECILY. Come along, Tommy, we 8ot 10 go to jail
now. Come on. Come on, sweet, (SHE gets him up.) My
brother's very delicate, you see. He needs a tender hand,

SHERIFF. (As CECILY iakes TOMMY along 10 Jail))
And in the prison sits the Alice Ard, lamenting in the dark
alone, and speaking to herself, so sad, so beautiful and lost
she is. So lost.

Scene 29

'ALICE in prison, with the shadows of bars across her, sits
quietly. Unseen by her, as SHE speaks, the ghost of
ARD enters behind her, listening,

i
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ALICE. The Ard is dead. The worms do feast on him,
He is retuming 10 the filth and muck. God musl stir up his
cess pool soup continually, I see God in my dreams,

ARD. Be ye now such a sad gird, Alice, my love?

ALICE. I'm sad because you're dead,

ARD. But you're the one that killed me, dear,

ALICE. It's true, | did, but I have changed my mind, {
think,

ARD. There's many that change their minds in jail,

ALICE, Yes.

ARD. Do not trouble yourself about it, love, it isn't
E.o:__ the tears. Listen. They're about 19 read my will,

SHERIFF. This be the will of Fafirsin the Ardyo. (HE
PUuls on spectacles and reads.) The land and money goes, he
Says, to Mag and her body, and Sue angd her body,
whichever cometh first, or most, and equal, my tenants,
and such of the othey local tenants and Poor as they do
need, and a thousang pounds to Alfred the woodman's cat,
for he was always glad (0 sce me, and 1o the cow Belinda,
as long as she shall Jive and moo, because she was a
goadly cow, and gave Sweet milk, and had sag eyes.

CURATE. Amen,

SEXTON. Amen,

BELINDA THE Cow. Zooooooooooooooo.
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~the—mark_of_our jatent—wroie 3 in a play, but it's

ALICE. (As CECILY hums hor song and the PEOPLE

sit quierly like tombstones.) And I am with my love. h—
§

r love is a
remembering, and death’s the only proof. What cannot be
remiembered, love, cannot be lefi behind. What cannot be
remembered, love-——what cannot be—what cannot——what—

(SHE stares our, silent, with the OTHERS, and CECILY
sings quietly, herself a tombsione, 100, as the LIGHTS
Jade slowly.)

CECILY.
For God so loved the world
for God so loved
the warld my love
at his request
I filled my breasts
with poison wine
the soses twine
in the graveyard, oh

won't you be
me valentine
me valentine

bem T it oy

ARDY FAFIRSIN

me valentine
loday for jusi
loday my love
today for jus(
today.,

(Sound of BIRDS singing sofily. DARKNESS.)
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