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PERSONS OF THE PLAY


	Ulrich Michaelis

	Matthew Beeler

	
Mary Beeler, his wife


	
Martha Beeler, his sister


	
Annie Beeler, his daughter


	
Rhoda Williams, Mrs. Beeler's niece


	Dr. George Littlefield

	Rev. John Culpepper

	
Uncle Abe, an old negro


	An Indian Boy

	A Young Mother with her Baby

	Various Sick People and Others Attendant upon Them





ACT I

A large old-fashioned room in Matthew Beeler's farm-house, near a small town in the Middle West. The room is used for dining and for general living purposes. It suggests, in architecture and furnishings, a past of considerable prosperity, which has now given place to more humble living. The house is, in fact, the ancestral home of Mr. Beeler's wife, Mary, born Beardsley, a family of the local farming aristocracy, now decayed. At the rear is a large double window, set in a broad alcove. To the right of the window is the entrance door, which opens upon the side yard, showing bushes, trees, and farm buildings.

In the right wall of the room a door and covered stairway lead to the upper story. Farther forward is a wall cupboard, and a door leading into the kitchen. Opposite this cupboard, in the left-hand wall of the room, is a mantelpiece and grate; farther back a double door, leading to a hall. Off the hall open two bedrooms (not seen), one belonging to Mr. and Mrs. Beeler, the other to Rhoda Williams, a niece of Mrs. Beeler, child of her dead sister.

The room contains, among other articles of furniture, a dining table (with detachable leaves to reduce its bulk when not in use for eating purposes), an invalid's wheel-chair, a low sofa of generous size, and a book-shelf, upon which are arranged the scientific books which Mr. Beeler takes a somewhat untutored but genuine delight in. Tacked upon the wall near by are portraits of scientific men, Darwin and Spencer conspicuous among them, cut from periodicals. Other pictures, including family daguerreotypes and photographs, are variously distributed about the walls. Over the mantel shelf hangs a large map of the United States and Mexico, faded and fly-specked.

As the curtain rises, the room is dark, except for a dull fire in the grate. The ticking of the clock is heard; it strikes six. Martha Beeler, a woman of forty-five, enters from the kitchen, carrying a lighted lamp. She wears a shawl over her shoulders, a print dress, and a kitchen apron. She places the lamp on the table, which is set for breakfast, and puts coal on the grate, which soon flames more brightly.

She goes into the hall and is heard knocking and calling.




Martha.

Rhody! Rhody!

Matthew Beeler, a man of fifty, enters. He is not quite dressed, but finishes as he comes in. Martha follows him.

Where's that niece of yours got to now?

Beeler.

She's helping Mary dress.

Martha.

What in time's Mary gettin' up for? She's only in the way till the work's done.

Beeler.

She's restless.

Martha.

Significantly.

I shouldn't wonder. Pause. I hope you know why Mary didn't sleep.

Beeler.

Evasively.

She's always been a light sleeper, since she got her stroke.

Martha.

Look here, Mat Beeler! I'm your born sister. Don't try to fool me! You know why your wife didn't sleep last night.

Beeler.

Maybe I do, Sis.

Points to the ceiling.

Is he up yet?

Martha.

Up! I don't believe he's been abed.

They listen, as to the tread of some one on the floor above.

Back and forth, like a tiger in a cage!

Beeler.

Shrugs.

Queer customer.

Martha.

Yes.

Imitates him.

"Queer customer," that's you. But come to doin' anything about it!

Beeler.

Give me time, Sis, give me time!

Martha.

How much time do you want? He's been in this house since Wednesday night, and this is Saturday morning.

Beeler.

Well, he's payin' his board, ain't he?

At window, rolls up curtain.

Goin' to have just such another day as yesterday. Never seen such a fog.

Martha.

Never seen such a fog, eh?

Comes nearer and speaks mysteriously.

Did you happen to notice how long that fog has been hangin' over this house?

Beeler.

How long? Why, since Thursday.

Martha.

No, sir, since Wednesday night.

Beeler.

Looking at her, astonished.

Martha Beeler! You don't mean to say—he brought the fog?

She flounces out without answering. He lights lantern, with dubious head-shaking, and holds it up before the print portraits.

Mornin', Mr. Darwin. Same to you, Mr. Spencer. Still keepin' things straight?

Grunts as he turns down his lantern, which is smoking.

I guess not very.

The hall door again opens, and Rhoda Williams, a girl of twenty, enters, with Annie Beeler, a child of ten. Rhoda is running, with Annie in laughing pursuit.

Rhoda.

Taking refuge behind the table.

King's X!

Annie.

Catching her.

You didn't have your fingers crossed.

Rhoda.

Turning Annie about, and beginning to button the child's long slip.

And you didn't have your dress buttoned.

Annie.

That doesn't count.

Rhoda.

Yes, it does, before breakfast!

Beeler.

At the outer door.

How does your aunt strike you this morning?

Rhoda.

Sobered.

She seems wonderfully better.

Beeler.

Better!

Rhoda.

I don't mean her poor body. She's got past caring for that.

Beeler.

With sarcasm.

You mean in her mind, eh?

Rhoda.

Yes, I mean better in her mind.

Beeler.

Because of what this fellow has been sayin' to her, I suppose.

Rhoda.

Yes, because of that.

Beeler.

As he puts on an old fur cap.

An out-and-out fakir!

Rhoda.

You don't know him.

Beeler.

I suppose you do, after forty-eight hours. What in the name of nonsense is he, anyway? And this deaf and dumb Indian boy he drags around with him. What's his part in the show?

Rhoda.

I know very little about either of them. But I know Mr. Michaelis is not—what you say.

Beeler.

Well, he's a crank at the best of it. He's worked your aunt up now so's she can't sleep. You brought him here, and you've got to get rid of him.

Exit by outer door, with inarticulate grumblings, among which can be distinguished.

Hump! Ulrich Michaelis! There's a name for you.

Annie.

What's a fakir?

Rhoda does not answer.

Cousin Rho, what's a fakir?

Rhoda.

Humoring her.

A man, way off on the other side of the world, in India, who does strange things.

Annie.

What kind of things?

Rhoda.

Well, for instance, he throws a rope up in the air, right up in the empty air, with nothing for it to catch on, and then—he—climbs—up—the—rope!

Annie.

Don't he fall?

Rhoda shakes her head in portentous negation.

Steps are heard descending the stairs. The child fidgets nervously.

Annie.

Listen! He's coming down!

Rhoda.

Yes, he's coming down, right out of the blue sky.

Annie.

In a panic.

Let me go.

She breaks away and retreats to the hall door, watching the stair door open, and Ulrich Michaelis enter. Thereupon, with a glance of frightened curiosity, she flees. Michaelis is a man of twenty-eight or thirty, and his dark, emaciated face, wrinkled by sun and wind, looks older. His abundant hair is worn longer than common. His frame, though slight, is powerful, and his way of handling himself has the freedom and largeness which come from much open-air life. There is nevertheless something nervous and restless in his movements. He has a trick of handling things, putting them down only to take them up again immediately, before renouncing them for good. His face shows the effect of sleeplessness, and his gray flannel shirt and dark, coarse clothing are rumpled and neglected.

Rhoda.

As he enters.

Good morning.

Michaelis.

Watching Annie's retreat.

Is—is that child afraid of me?

Rhoda.

As she adds the finishing touches to the breakfast table.

Oh, Annie's a queer little body. She has her mother's nerves. And then she sees no one, living here on the back road. If this dreadful fog ever lifts, you'll see that, though we're quite near town, it's almost as if we were in the wilderness.

The stair door opens, and an Indian boy, about sixteen years old, enters. He is dressed in ordinary clothes; his dark skin, longish hair, and the noiseless tread of his moccasined feet, are the only suggestions of his race. He bows to Rhoda, who returns his salutation; then, with a glance at Michaelis, he goes out doors.

Rhoda nods toward the closing door.

It's really him Annie's afraid of. He's like a creature from another world, to her.

Michaelis.

Looks at her in an odd, startled way.

Another world?

Rhoda.

Oh, you're used to his people. Your father was a missionary to the Indians, you told me.

Michaelis.

Yes.

Rhoda.

Where?

Michaelis.

At Acoma.

Rhoda.

Where is that?

Michaelis.

Standing near the wall map, touches it.

In New Mexico, by the map.

Rhoda.

Comes nearer.

What is it like?

Michaelis.

It's—as you say—another world.

Rhoda.

Describe it to me.

Michaelis.

I couldn't make you see it. It's—centuries and centuries from our time.—And since I came here, since I entered this house, it has seemed centuries away from my own life.

Rhoda.

My life has seemed far off, too—my old life—

Michaelis.

What do you mean by your old life?

Rhoda.

She breaks out impulsively.

I mean—I mean—. Three days ago I was like one dead! I walked and ate and did my daily tasks, but—I wondered sometimes why people didn't see that I was dead, and scream at me.

Michaelis.

It was three days ago that I first saw you.

Rhoda.

Yes.

Michaelis.

Three nights ago, out there in the moonlit country.

Rhoda.

Yes.

Michaelis.

You were unhappy, then?

Rhoda.

The dead are not unhappy, and I was as one dead.

Michaelis.

Why was that?

Rhoda.

I think we die more than once when things are too hard and too bitter.

Michaelis.

Have things here been hard and bitter?

Rhoda.

No. All that was before I came here! But it had left me feeling—. The other night, as I walked through the streets of the town, the people seemed like ghosts to me, and I myself like a ghost.

Michaelis.

I cannot think of you as anything but glad and free.

Rhoda.

When you met me on the road, and walked home with me, and said those few words, it was as if, all of a sudden, the dead dream was shattered, and I began once more to live.

Bell rings.

That is Aunt Mary's bell.

Rhoda goes out by the hall door, wheeling the invalid chair. Martha enters from the kitchen, carrying a steaming coffee-pot and a platter of smoking meat, which she places on the table. Michaelis bows to her.

Martha.

Snappishly.

Hope you slept well!

She goes to the outer door, rings the breakfast bell loudly, and exit to kitchen. Rhoda enters, wheeling Mrs. Beeler in an invalid chair. Mrs. Beeler is a woman of forty, slight of body, with hair just beginning to silver. Her face has the curious refinement which physical suffering sometimes brings. Annie lingers at the door, looking timidly at Michaelis, as he approaches Mrs. Beeler and takes her hand from the arm of the chair.

Michaelis.

You are better?

Mrs. Beeler.

Speaks with low intensity.

Much, much better.

He puts her hand gently back on the chair arm. Martha enters with other dishes. She pours out coffee, putting a cup at each plate. Mr. Beeler has entered from the kitchen, and the boy from outside. Beeler, with a glance of annoyance at his wife and Michaelis, sits down at the head of the table. Rhoda pushes Mrs. Beeler's chair to the foot of the table and stands feeding her, eating her own breakfast meanwhile.

OEBPS/text/00001.jpg
William Vaughn Moody

e atatess:

’Hte Faith'Heailwern





OEBPS/text/00002.png





