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        Premiere Production
      

         

         Straight Line Crazy premiered at the Bridge Theatre, London, on 23 March 2022. The cast was as follows:

         
             

         

         Robert Moses  Ralph Fiennes

         Jane Jacobs  Helen Schlesinger

         Henry Vanderbilt  Guy Paul

         Stamford Fergus  David Bromley

         Finnuala Connell  Siobhán Cullen

         Ariel Porter  Samuel Barnett

         Governor Al Smith  Danny Webb

         Mariah Heller  Alisha Bailey

         Shirley Hayes  Alana Maria

         Sandy McQuade  Al Coppola

         Lewis Mason  Ian Kirkby

         Carol Amis  Dani Moseley

         Nicole Savage  Mary Stillwaggon Stewart

         
             

         

         
      All other parts played by members of the company
    

         
             

         

         Director  Nicholas Hytner

         Designer  Bob Crowley

         Lighting Designer  Jessica Hung Han Yun

         Sound Designer  George Dennis

         Composer  George Fenton
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        New York State, 1926–1955
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            ‘The American people never carry an umbrella.

They prepare to walk in eternal sunshine.’

            Al Smith

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Note

         

         
            Some of the characters in this play – including Robert Moses, Jane Jacobs, Al Smith and Shirley Hayes – lived and breathed. The actions and biographies I attribute to them are broadly accurate, and sourced from the many books, articles and films which address the transformation of New York State in the mid-twentieth century. Some of the other characters are invented.

            Moses’ life is so prodigious and his reach so great that I have chosen to concentrate on just two decisive moments in his extraordinary career.

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               Act One

            

         

         
            
               ONE

            

         

          Music, deep, romantic. Robert Moses appears on the southern Long Island shore, the sand below, the rollers and sky behind. He’s thirty-eight, powerful, imposing, dressed in a frayed shirt and old corduroys, as if his clothes never came off.

         
            Moses   It doesn’t take long to reach the depths. It doesn’t take long to reach the silence. And from there you can look back at the land. You can study the coast.

            It’s an error to believe that swimming is a matter of strength. It isn’t. It’s a matter of rhythm. It’s not clever to splash around, to spend a huge amount of effort and not move.

            I see people do that. I’m not impressed.

            The further I swim the happier I am. At night, best of all. So how do I feel when people say ‘We were worried. You were gone so long. We called the coastguard.’ How do I feel? I tell them ‘Why did you panic? Nothing’s going to happen to me.’

         

         
            
               TWO

            

         

         The music swells and the image changes. At the other side stands Jane Jacobs. She’s an apparently unassuming woman in her forties, sandalled, straight grey hair, wearing a shapeless sack dress. She’s surrounded by banners reading ‘save washington square’. 

         
            Jacobs   Human beings don’t leave very much behind. When we’re gone, what will be left of us? By my reckoning, two things only. Cities and songs. Almost everything that’s any good is what nobody saw coming.

            I don’t mind the villains. Villains are villains. They hate spontaneity and they hate life. They know who they are.

            The people I despise are the victims. I’d rather be anything than a victim. If you’re educated, if you’re able-bodied, if you’re born to decent folk, and you live in a warm house, it’s wrong to be a victim.

            I’ll go further. It’s wicked to be a victim. That’s what I think.

         

         
            
               THREE

            

         

          At once, with the speed of a film cut, Stamford Fergus, sixties, a butler, is approaching Henry Vanderbilt, an assured tycoon, reading in an armchair. Both are archaically dressed. The surroundings are palatial. It’s 1926.

         
            Fergus   Sir, I’m sorry to tell you this, but there’s somebody at the door.

            Vanderbilt   At the door?

            Fergus   Yes, sir.

            Vanderbilt   What do you mean at the door? You mean at the door of our house?

            Fergus   Yes, sir.

            Vanderbilt   How is that possible?

            Fergus   Sorry, sir, but he walked up the drive.

            Vanderbilt   Uninvited?

            
               Fergus lets the question hang.

            

            And the gentleman’s name?

            Fergus   His name is Mr Moses.

            Vanderbilt   A visit from the Old Testament. How bracing. Show him in.

            
               Fergus goes, and returns with Moses, holding his hat in his hands. His boots are wet, and sand is clinging to them. Vanderbilt stands.

            

            Moses   Robert Moses.

            Vanderbilt   My friends say that you’re an impossible man to meet, and yet here you are.

            Moses   Then I don’t need to introduce myself.

            Vanderbilt   Fergus has announced you.

            Moses   Thank you, Fergus.

            Vanderbilt   Your reputation precedes you.

            Moses   I thought I had no reputation. I’m in public service. I’m not out to make a name for myself.

            Vanderbilt   Then you’ve failed already. Do you need refreshment?

            Moses   Not urgently.

            Vanderbilt   Then we can release Fergus. Thank you.

            Fergus   Sir.

            
               Fergus goes.

            

            Vanderbilt   They tell me you’re a Yale man.

            Moses   Yes, sir, I am. Class of ’09. I was admitted early.

            Vanderbilt   Why was that?

            Moses   My examination results were outstanding.

            Vanderbilt   Unfortunately, a Yale education is no longer a guarantee of anything.

            Moses   I believe you’re a Yale man yourself.

            Vanderbilt   You make my point for me.

            
               Moses smiles politely at Vanderbilt’s joke.

            

            Moses   It’s not the only thing we have in common.

            Vanderbilt   Namely?

            Moses   A shared love of the exceptional quiet and beauty of Long Island.

            Vanderbilt   You will need to prove that if I am to be convinced.

            Moses   I swim down on the South Shore on a beach five miles long.

            Vanderbilt   I know that. You’ve been seen.

            Moses   The best swimming of my life. ‘Come away, O human child, to the waters and the wild.’ That stretch of beach brings Yeats to mind every time I visit.

            
               Vanderbilt looks at him mistrustfully.

            

            Vanderbilt   And when you swim, are you troubled by other swimmers?

            Moses   Never.

            Vanderbilt   Then there you are.

            Moses   I have a five-mile sand spit all to myself.

            Vanderbilt   And do you play golf?

            Moses   I do not, sir.

            Vanderbilt   I’m not surprised. Timber Point has just one hundred members. When I tee off on a Saturday morning, perhaps I see one or two other players, amid the red deer and the pheasant.

            Moses   It must be enjoyable.

            Vanderbilt   My point: Long Island depends for its exceptional quiet and beauty on its isolation. Seek to share that beauty and the beauty is gone.

            Moses   I would agree with you, sir, but.

            Vanderbilt   But what?

            
               Moses shrugs.

            

            Moses   You must face the facts.

            Vanderbilt   I don’t expect such a common cliché from a Yale man.

            Moses   Nevertheless. Where are we? Not so many miles from what was once a small trading post. A hundred and fifty years on, the city of New York is the capital of the world. Its population has grown by seven million in little over a hundred years.

            Vanderbilt   So?

            Moses   Your friend Henry Ford has instituted the practice of giving his employees an annual holiday.

            Vanderbilt   I warned him against it.

            Moses   The working week has been reduced from seventy hours to a mere forty-five.

            Vanderbilt   That’s also Henry’s doing.

            Moses   Mr Vanderbilt, the people have discovered a new occupation. It’s called leisure. And one day it will be as popular as work.

            Vanderbilt   I hope not.

            Moses   The people will spill out of city in the suffocating summer heat, just as water spills from an overfilled jug. They will discover this little paradise which is Nassau County. Is it better they come here like indigents, trampling down the dunes and throwing off their clothes all over the strand? Littering and polluting? Or is it better we build facilities, well-thought-out, well-organised, clean, inspiring?

            Vanderbilt   Why do they have to come here at all?

            Moses   Why did you come here?

            Vanderbilt   It’s hardly the same question.

            Moses   Isn’t it?

            Vanderbilt   No.

            Moses   Why not?

            Vanderbilt   Because the Vanderbilts bought property here.

            Moses   Ah.

            Vanderbilt   It’s ours. It belongs to us. Our family has owned it for many years.

            Moses   I am told a hundred.

            Vanderbilt   And if you trouble yourself to read the Constitution –

            Moses   I know long passages by heart –

            Vanderbilt   You will find the right to own property is sacred. Landowners have rights which other citizens do not enjoy.

            
               Moses shrugs slightly.

            

            Moses   I have no problem with that. Access is what we’re talking about, not ownership. Access, Mr Vanderbilt. You know what our Governor Al Smith has said? ‘Between the few and the many, I cast my lot with the many.’

            Vanderbilt   You talk like a revolutionary.

            Moses   To the contrary. The very opposite. My aim is to forestall revolution, not to incite it.

            Vanderbilt   How?

            Moses   The people will get to the beach, one way or another. Let’s work together to prevent them doing so by violence.

            
               Vanderbilt shakes his head.

            

            This is a new age. People are waking up and looking around. They want to swim and play tennis, and lay out baseball diamonds, and – yes – even play golf. They want exercise.

            Vanderbilt   If that’s what they want, let them have it. There’s plenty of space. All they have to do is make for the setting sun. The American injunction is ‘Go West’. Going East is un-American.

            Moses   It’s only for a season.

            
               Vanderbilt looks hard at him.

            

            Vanderbilt   Moses, you crawl into my living room like Vladimir Lenin, your clothes tatterdemalion, clutching your hat in your hand and spouting Irish doggerel. Bringing with you, it seems, a good part of Jones Beach.

            
               He nods at Moses’ shoes. Moses lifts a heel to look.

            

            Moses   I apologise.

            Vanderbilt   And you dare to tell me we must bow to the mob.

            Moses   I have not said that.

            Vanderbilt   I was not sent the memorandum which said that the people are now in charge.

            Moses   Surely you don’t doubt that people have rights?

            Vanderbilt   Certain rights.

            Moses   Good.

            Vanderbilt   But no rights which overrule the rights of property.

            Moses   Another thing Al Smith taught me: the cure for the evils of democracy is more democracy.

            Vanderbilt   If you believe that, then you’re stupider than you look.

            Moses   That’s always possible.

            
               Moses, charming, smiles at his own concession.

            

            Vanderbilt   You say the people will spill out of the city.

            Moses   Assuredly.

            Vanderbilt   With their picnic baskets and their songs and their filthy children.

            Moses   Indeed.

            Vanderbilt   Why do they have to come here?

            Moses   Jones Beach is a mere twenty-five miles from Times Square. Why are they not free to enjoy it?

            Vanderbilt   Because they have Coney Island. They have Brighton Beach.

            Moses   These places are open sewers, as well you know, presided over by lox and bagel merchants. Awash with tawdry advertisements and so-called amusements, which amuse no one. If there’s one thing I despise, it’s a boardwalk.

            Vanderbilt   And now Jones Beach, you say, is to be a sewer too –

            Moses   Not at all. I’m planning something much more elevating –

            Vanderbilt   Why do you arrive at something perfect and immediately set out to defile it?

            Moses   Its beauty will remain unspoiled, I promise. But only if you consent to my arrangements.

            
               Now it is Moses who is digging in.

            

            I am proposing two highways.

            Vanderbilt   I have heard.

            Moses   The Southern State Parkway and the Northern State Parkway.

            Vanderbilt   Is that what you call them?

            Moses   New roads, free of traffic lights. Sculpted among gorgeous woods and parks.

            Vanderbilt   Across gorgeous woods and parks, Mr Moses. Not among.

            Moses   The great scandal of Long Island has always been the desperate state of its roads, kept, clearly, in deliberate disrepair.

            Vanderbilt   Deliberate?

            Moses   Of course.

            Vanderbilt   What proof do you have?

            Moses   It’s a strategy by landowners to frustrate travel.

            Vanderbilt   Are you accusing us of running them down?

            Moses   I am.

            Vanderbilt   With what evidence?

            Moses   Every summer those few adventurous souls who dare to head this way are brought to a halt, as their overheated engines expire on badly maintained tracks. Everything possible is done to discourage them. Well, no longer. My new parkways will make travelling as attractive as arriving.

            
               Vanderbilt shakes his head.

            

            Vanderbilt   We have already met to discuss these roads.

            Moses   Who has met?

            Vanderbilt   The interested parties.

            Moses   Was this a public meeting?

            Vanderbilt   Don’t be ridiculous. You would know the names of the families who were there.

            Moses   I can guess at them.

            Vanderbilt   Go ahead.

            
               Vanderbilt waits a moment.

            

            No, really.

            Moses   I would hazard the Morgans.

            Vanderbilt   Certainly. The J. P. Morgans were present.

            Moses   The Harknesses?

            Vanderbilt   Yes.

            Moses   The Fricks?

            Vanderbilt   Yes.

            Moses   The Winthrops?

            Vanderbilt   Yes.

            Moses   The Whitneys? The Mackays? The Phipps? The Spreckels?

            Vanderbilt   You are correct. You are dangerously well informed.

            Moses   In fact, all the great landowning families of the North Shore.

            Vanderbilt   Oh, not just the North, sir. The South Shore also.

            Moses   And what was decided at the meeting?

            Vanderbilt   What you must expect.

            Moses   Which is?

            Vanderbilt   Impassioned and intransigent opposition to all your plans.

            Moses   I see.

            Vanderbilt   Unified, organised, and unyielding. At the meeting, your methods of seizing land were compared to those of Napoleon.

            Moses   Crikey.

            
               Moses smiles, as though his business were done.

            

            Thank you.

            
               He turns to go.

            

            Vanderbilt   Are you leaving?

            Moses   Yes. Why not?

            Vanderbilt   We’ve scarcely begun to talk.

            Moses   So?

            Vanderbilt   I had imagined we would engage.

            Moses   I came here to listen. I’ve listened.

            Vanderbilt   You’re done?

            Moses   It’s part of the planning process. Henceforth when I’m asked ‘Did you meet with the critics of the scheme?’ I will be able to say ‘I met with them.’ We call it consultation.

            Vanderbilt   You’ve been here hardly ten minutes.

            Moses   Do I need more?

            
               Moses makes for the door, but Vanderbilt calls out in some irritation.

            

            Vanderbilt   Are you not able to defend your own proposals?

            
               Moses turns, emotion breaking through for the first time.

            

            Moses   Able? I am able, yes. Not to brag, but I was president of the Oxford Union.

            Vanderbilt   Indeed?

            Moses   I may add, the first American to be so honoured. I excel at debate. The question is not whether I am able, it’s whether I am willing, given that the door is shut against me.

            Vanderbilt   Try.

            
               Moses pauses a moment.

            

            Moses   Very well. You seek to tell me what it is to be an American. But may I remind you of the other principle of Americanism?

            Vanderbilt   And what is that?

            Moses   How has our country managed to advance so fast? How have we overtaken every other economy in the world?

            Vanderbilt   Tell me.

            Moses   The dynamo of capitalism is restlessness. Nothing is ever enough. For us, nothing is ever settled. We are always on the move.

            Vanderbilt   I agree.

            Moses   You know Yosemite? You know Yellowstone? Those are national parks, and very fine they are too. But I have a new idea. I’ll create state parks – huge swathes of untamed countryside, crossed with trails where you can hike all day, fill your lungs and go on down to the water. How do you think it’s going to look?

            
               He points towards New York City.

            

            How will it appear – to the broiling masses out there – if I go back to the city and say that the plans I have for a beachside paradise, a place of vigour and health and relaxation, are being stymied at the will of a few old men?

            Vanderbilt   Is that how you would describe us?

            Moses   Is it not accurate?

            
               Moses stops, smiling.

            

            Remember, sir, you made your millions out of the despised kikes and wops, living in the tenements you own. Now you wish me to go back and tell the workers that you intend to deny them a day out in the country.

            Vanderbilt   In our part of the country.

            Moses   If you continue to shut them out, you may find you have a fight on your hands.

            Vanderbilt   We welcome the fight.

            Moses   Good. I too am ready for it.

            Vanderbilt   Once the landowners of Long Island realise that they cannot go to bed at night for fear they wake up to find that their property’s been appropriated, then we shall we welcoming anarchy.

            Moses   No. Democracy.

            Vanderbilt   Fergus!

            
               With no warning, Vanderbilt has shouted.

            

            Whatever. The matter will be settled by law.

            
               Fergus reappears.

            

            Fergus, Mr Moses is finished here. Leave him at the end of the drive.

         

         
            
               FOUR

            

         

         Finnuala Connell appears before us. She’s neat in a simple skirt, hair tied back, orderly, in her mid-twenties.

         
            Finnuala   ‘He’s a hard man to work for. He has high standards.’

            That’s what someone told me on the first day. And then they added, ‘And if you think he’s hard on you, let me assure you, he’s so much harder on himself.’

            They always say that, don’t they?

            ‘He’s so much harder on himself.’

            As if that meant anything at all. Because it’s easy, it’s easy to be hard on yourself. I am. I should think you are too. Because it’s your own choice. But when someone else comes down on you, that’s different. Because there is no choice. You either accept it or you step out the way.

         

         
            
               FIVE

            

         

         The dining room at Belmont House. 1926. A wood-panelled Long Island mansion converted into Moses HQ. At its centre, a massive table, loaded with documents and a twenty-foot representation of Long Island, and the proposed route of the two parkways across it. Finnuala turns to find Moses storming in, in his shirtsleeves. Around him are his whip-thin young draughtsmen and -women, all frightened, all harried. His principal assistant is a gentle, dark-haired young man, Ariel Porter, currently under extreme pressure.

         
            Moses   This is not what I wanted. This is not what I asked for. The route has been changed.

            Porter   I promise you, sir, nothing has been changed.

            Moses   Porter, Porter –

            Porter   Yes, sir?

            Moses   Please. Porter. I’m closing my eyes, can you see? I’m closing my eyes.

            
               Moses has closed his eyes.

            

            Do you see?

            Porter   Yes.

            Moses   Do you see my eyes closed?

            Porter   Yes.

            Moses   Now observe my arm.

            
               Moses moves his arm to delineate a shape in the air.

            

            What is that?

            Porter   I have no idea.

            Moses   What shape am I making? With my arm?

            
               Porter is looking for help to the others.

            

            In the air, I am delineating. Tell me what you see.

            Porter   I just see your arm moving.

            Moses   I shall move it again.

            
               Moses does so.

            

            Well?

            Porter   Is it a machine?

            Moses   No.

            Porter   Is it some sort of animal?

            Moses   All right, enough stupidity, Miss Connell will tell us.

            Finnuala   It’s an outline of Long Island.

            Moses   Correct. Correct! Miss Connell knows. Why don’t you?

            
               He opens his eyes and jabs at various points in the air.

            

            Montauk. Stony Brook. Babylon. Amityville. I carry it here. In my head. It’s here. In my waking hours and in my sleep. As it should be in yours.

            Porter   Yes, sir.

            Moses   How can we call ourselves planners unless we know what we’re planning? The artist knows the canvas. The sculptor knows the stone.

            
               He moves closer to Porter, who is terrified.

            

            And the route of the planned Southern State Parkway? As follows: say after me: Hempstead.

            Porter   Hempstead.

            Moses   Oyster Bay.

            Porter   Oyster Bay.

            Moses   Babylon.

            Porter   Babylon.

            Moses   Brookhaven.

            Porter   Brookhaven.

            
               Moses is jabbing at each point on an imaginary map.

            

            Moses   You think you can mislead me?

            Porter   No.

            Moses   You think you can deceive me? You traced this map?

            Porter   Yes.

            Moses   Personally?

            Porter   Yes.

            Moses   You drew it? With your own hand? You copied it from my own projections. And? And?

            
               Moses waits.

            

            Porter   I was asked to make one small change.

            Moses   You were asked? Asked by whom?

            Porter   As I say –

            Moses   Not by me!

            Porter   As I say, when I was tracing, it was put to me that the Whitneys were not happy.

            Moses   The Whitneys? Unhappy? Who heard of such a thing?

            Porter   We should not go through their orchard. By taking the natural bend at the southern perimeter of their property, by going with the camber, it was possible to skirt the trees and to preserve the integrity of their estate.

            Moses   Indeed?

            Porter   By the smallest possible diversion.

            
               He stares a moment at Moses.

            

            You probably don’t know this about me, but I’m a country boy myself.

            Moses   I didn’t know that, no.

            Porter   Born and raised in Oklahoma.

            Moses   Really?

            Porter   I have rural origins.

            Moses   You have my sympathy.

            Porter   And my father taught me that it’s a crime to kill a tree.

            Moses   He taught you that?

            Porter   Be clear, I’m not dogmatic –

            Moses   Thank God for that –

            Porter   I’m not doctrinaire.

            Moses   Well, that’s a relief. Because I was myself doctrinaire for many years, and a fat lot of good it did me. Ten years I slaved in the civil service, an idealist, a reformer. And I achieved precisely nothing.

            Porter   I’m sure that’s not true.

            Moses   It’s true.

            Porter   By all accounts, I’ve been told your work at the Municipal Civil Service Commission was much admired.

            
               Moses stares hard at him.

            

            Moses   Porter, are you pulling my leg?

            Porter   I wouldn’t dare.

            Moses   Whatever the quality of my work, the Bureau of Standards and the Board of Estimates destroyed it. Entirely and completely.

            Porter   I’m sorry.

            Moses   I set out sweeping reforms for the New York civil service. My intention was to restructure local government. Every man would be re-graded and every man would be assessed. Every aspect of his performance would be judged, not annually but monthly. Monthly, Porter. Imagine that.

            Porter   I’m trying.

            Moses   Idlers would be rooted out, and backsliders identified.

            Porter   How wonderful.

            Moses   There would be real efficiency, evidentially based.

            Porter   That’s marvellous.

            Moses   And at the end of my labours, what? I left the civil service exactly as I found it. In every detail.

            Porter   I didn’t know that.

            Moses   A prototype of incompetence and mediocrity.

            Porter   That bad?

            Moses   I had wasted my time completely.

            Porter   I didn’t know that either.

            Moses   There have been many years, Porter, when I might as well not have lived.

            
               Moses nods, more vigorous, more focused.

            

            And shall I tell you the reason? Do you know why I failed?

            Porter   I don’t.

            Moses   Because I made the mistake of thinking that if I proposed something which was logical, reasonable and effective, people would at once see its merits and fall in behind it.

            Porter   And they didn’t?

            Moses   They blocked it at every turn.

            Porter   Why?

            Moses   Because they always do! That’s what they do!

            
               Moses moves away, going over it in his head.

            

            Looking back, I would say my preparations were poor. I was insufficiently thorough. My education had left me ignorant of human psychology, human fear. I was not prepared for their behaviour.

            Porter   How they behave?

            Moses   What human beings do. What they do when presented with the unarguable.

            Porter   What do they do?

            Moses   They panic. They panic, Porter. I learned some painful lessons in those years. Lessons neither Yale nor Oxford ever taught me.

            Porter   Lessons about people, you mean?

            Moses   About un-reason. Un-reason is wired into the human brain.

            Porter   Really?

            Moses   So, I tell you, Porter, at the end of all this, if I happen to be planning the optimum route for a highway and I have to chop down a tree, I will chop down a tree.

            
               He laughs, amused at the idea.

            

            Porter   Yes, sir.

            Moses   And if it means that somewhere in the godforsaken state of Oklahoma, your father drops dead in mourning for the living twig, that is a loss I shall bear with fortitude.

            
               He turns and stabs a finger at the map.

            

            Now. Why did you change the direction of the route? Why?

            Porter   It’s barely changed.

            Moses   I saw the change. I noticed it at once.

            Porter   It’s been changed by a matter of yards.

            Moses   Give me the reason.

            
               Porter looks down.

            

            Porter   The Governor mentioned to me that if we compromised, we would have a better chance of realising our plans.

            Moses   The Governor said that?

            Porter   Yes.

            Moses   You spoke to the Governor?

            Porter   Yes.

            Moses   In person? Do you talk to him often?

            Porter   He came by the office.

            Finnuala   He came casually.

            Moses   Thank you, Miss Connell.

            Finnuala   He dropped by.

            Moses   This happens a lot?

            Porter   We’re not saying a lot.

            Finnuala   Once or twice.

            Moses   And he engages you both in conversation?

            
               Porter looks nervously to Finnuala.

            

            Porter   Well, you know how it is, sir. Quite often, you’re out walking the shore.

            Moses   Oh, am I?

            Porter   You’re absent from the office because you also like to take that little boat –

            Moses   Ah yes –

            Porter   And examine the shoreline from the perspective of the sea.

            Moses   You’re right. I do like that. I like to see how nature has sculpted the land. It educates me. We’re not at war with nature, Porter –

            Porter   I agree –

            Moses   We’re going with the grain, Porter, not against it.

            Finnuala   Sometimes your wife calls on the telephone because you’re out so late and the dark has come down.

            
               Moses looks at her sharply.

            

            Moses   I don’t know why you bring Mary into this. Mary is not your concern.

            Finnuala   Just saying: Mrs Moses calls us here occasionally because she’s anxious, sir. She’s always very warm and polite.

            Moses   Mary is an outstanding woman. A woman of outstanding character. She is the rock on which I build my life.

            Finnuala   I have no doubt of it.

            Moses   I walk through that door at eight a.m. and who I go home to is my own affair.

            
               Moses is firm. Porter is nervous.

            

            Porter   Anyway, as I was saying, occasionally, when you’re out, the Governor calls by to see how we’re doing –

            Moses   He appraises the work?

            Porter   Not ‘appraises’, no. More, shoots the breeze.

            Moses   Informally?

            Porter   And also – not to be indiscreet – he seems specially to enjoy Miss Connell’s company –

            Moses   Is that so?

            Porter   He enjoys banter with her.

            Moses   Is that right, Miss Connell?

            Finnuala   Al Smith is a very charming man.

            Moses   He is indeed.

            Finnuala   As my mother would say, charm is his long suit. There are good reasons he’s such a popular governor. It’s a special gift, I think, to be able to talk naturally to people.

            Moses   I think so too.

            Finnuala   To put them at their ease.

            Moses   He does that, yes.

            Finnuala   And he does it wonderfully. I think if you run for elected office, you have to have that quality, don’t you?

            Moses   Maybe.

            Finnuala   You have to make people melt a little. ‘I’ll do this for Al,’ people say, ‘because I really like him.’

            Moses   They say that, do they?

            Finnuala   Even when it’s something which in their heart they don’t want to do. He charms them into it. You know the trick of it?

            Moses   I don’t.

            Finnuala   He treats them as equals. When he’s around, everyone’s relaxed.

            Moses   Are they so?

            
               Moses looks at her, thoughtful.

            

            And when he’s here, he tears himself away, does he, the Governor, from bantering with Miss Connell to take a look at the plans?

            Porter   From time to time.

            Moses   Does he comment on them?

            Finnuala   Rarely.

            Moses   And when he does?

            Porter   He makes some very reasonable points.

            Moses   In your version, as you had it, he used the word ‘compromise’. I’m wondering, did he use that actual word?

            Porter   ‘Compromise’?

            Moses   Yes.

            Porter   Well –

            Moses   Or did you put it in his mouth?

            
               Porter turns, unhappy.

            

            Porter   Finnuala, do you recall?

            Finnuala   His exact wording?

            Porter   Yes.

            Finnuala   Ariel, I’m sorry. I don’t.

            
               Moses nods, vindicated.

            

            It doesn’t matter, does it? What’s clear is, the Governor believes there’s no point in making enemies when you don’t need to.

            Moses   Does he? Does he, by God?

            Finnuala   As a general rule. Why offend people when it’s not necessary?

            Moses   Perhaps you don’t realise: I called around on the Vanderbilts.

            Porter   You went to see them? Personally?

            Moses   Certainly did.

            Porter   Wow!

            Finnuala   How was that?

            Moses   I met the Fricks. I met the J. P. Morgans.

            Porter   I bet they were pleased to see you.

            Moses   Oh yes, I’ve been on a tour of the great families of Long Island. They told me their concerns.

            Porter   And what were those?

            Moses   They were concerned that my sandy shoes might spoil their Persian rugs.

            
               They all laugh.

            

            I’ve seen some beautiful furniture. Chandeliers.

            Finnuala   I’m sure.

            Moses   Come along, Porter, if you meet these people, you will know they are intransigent.

            Porter   That was your conclusion?

            Moses   It was unmistakeable. They want no roads. They are against new roads on principle.

            Porter   Yes, but what the Governor’s asking is something different.

            Moses   And what is that?

            Porter   His point is this: if by taking a road just a few hundred yards out of the way, you can win their trust, why not do it? Make a small concession. What do you lose?

            
               Moses looks at him a moment.

            

            Moses   What you lose is your reputation for being strong. What else does an urban planner have?

            
               There is a silence. No one wants to answer.

            

            Once you have a reputation for getting things done, then you can get things done. Simple. Please take away the plans and restore the original route –

            Porter   Where?

            Moses   Through the orchard, Porter. Through the orchard of your beloved Whitneys.

            
               Porter looks hesitant.

            

            Take them out of my sight while you do it. All of you. Miss Connell, stay.

            
               The planners all start to leave, taking the plans with them, when Moses suddenly shouts at Porter’s departing figure.
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