: BETWEEN DAﬂ_IG_HT AND éooﬁwug :

qu t her, an aura of calm. .. . She is six-and-a-

half "séveh;'munthsf':prégﬁant.” Carla looks up to Marlene

' as the Ynly person she knows who seems truly happy. Maf-
lene tellg her the secret of her marriage. :

one timé\ before the kids were boy
‘workin’ construg| ion before goin’ to wor, for the company.
‘And we were rer\ ." a little furnisheg/house. I worked all
day gettin’ the Thoygse all cleaned ug. Baked cookies. Did
: It was onX of those days
now. Anyway, I was beat. So, I sit
fod my feet up on the coffee
fagazines. Well, Big Jim comes
A1 at this young, cocky foreman
A it out on me. He had stopped
afd pidked up a six-pack on his way.
hats to know why I've got my
: »d chffee table. I told him not
 about it./It was rerited.\Mnd he said, “Don’t talk
yourffeet down off the table.” 1 said no. And
bejfer. And I said you ta e them down for me.
ike hell!” And he yanke that table out from
it to the front door 2

. jnd

had

as got up, grabbed his six-pack dpd walked over
d thrdw it right out in the front yard. Big\[im didn’t say
./ He walked over, unplugged the flogr lamp and
at. So 1 grabbed the two wedding Yictures off

threw them out. He threw out the'khair and
t all the toss pillows off the couch. We just kept

der We"gbt:- Finally, we got to the couch and it took both
of us to throw it out. By the. time' we emptied the living
room, we were both so tired we just stood there on the

, Big J‘im .was '

t d threw the coffee
ddle of the frdgt yard. I.didn't

. used to be all bones, ‘almost like one of them skeletons.

ol the Fi .’ ! be n b 3 Lo
i st o e el N iy eén puttin on some weight. (She pauses.) That's why, in

‘meal they let you have. My mother said to me, “Velma

* BIRDBATH -

ch tryin’ to catch our bre .
to ath. Then w '
;)n_e anothe aad I laughed. And he laughsd-We f:oth tZ;it'ag
. laughin’, said to with it, i

everything in the yard

and went up to bed. 's the secret.

[CarLA. :
Do T go to bed angry.

Birdbath
Leonard Melfi

g:tetrir:;a'rﬁ(;l’v?e‘?tri Gt.anesis, New York City, 1965
4 outsi;ie and'?'\:'angile?’/s: l?asn;iritm:n fesferiin e
; 4 ent apartment

;2 IS)irtil::-:g m;;htt Pefore Valentine’s Day. Frankie Basta, an
L Vgl ;a,‘ SIS the new cashier at the midtown cafeteria
attracted - Earx;i)lw works clearing off tables. They are
i andefc {))_l er and Velma comes over to talk. “A
et troubled young lady who is a rapid speaker
etimes trembles,” she tells Frankie she lives in the

g]r;n:hv;iltgnhzr }cll(jmine;ring mother. We will later find out
: ed he [ i i
sh;e e he: Ir;:zts :r tolda_.y"»vlth a kitchen knife that :

Well, T used to be real skinny, you know what I mean? I
But since I been workin’ here for Mr. Quincy, well, I've
a way, this job isn’t really that bad—because of the free

5;): tike advantage of that free meal. You eat as much as
an . . . when something’s free you make use of




| BRDBATH

Lt ey take as much as they let you have.” And so, T've
" been eating pretty good lately, and Mr: Quincy, he's a nice
' man, he never tells me that I'm eating too much. In fact,
~ 1think he’s a real nice man, because he hired me without
my having any experience at all. This is the first time Tve
ever had a job where 1 cleaned off the tables and everything
' when the people were through eating. Boy, at first 1 was
. real scared aborit this job. I didn’t think 1 was gonna be .
" able to do it right . . . you know? |
' [FRANKIE: You're doing okay . . . 15 »
. Although, you know what? (She starts to bite her finger-
[FBANKIE:.Whé.t’s that, Velma?]
. Well, sometimes Mr. Quincy says things to me . . . or he
: gi“ves—rrié;‘ceftaiﬂ kinds of looks . . . like for -instance . . .
(Embarrassed) 1 was his . . . girlfriend, maybe. (She looks
at._FBANKrE,zivait‘ing hopefully for him to agree with her.
“FRANKIE gives her a slight smile of comfort, but it is not a
smile of agreement.) I told my mother about the way Mr.
incy is to me sometimes, and right away she wanted to
.down and meet him. She asked me how old he was
d she wanted to know how he looked, and after I told
er everything she wanted to know, she said that some

d wait for me until T got off, and while she was

and begins to wipe the same table top over again.)
You know what she said to me, my mother? She said that
all up in my mind that Mr. Quincy might jist
terested . . . in me. She said that it wasn't true
1 should jist concentrate on my job and forget
all those pipe dreams, therwise I would be gettin’

he pauses.) Sometimes . . _ sometimes it's so hard
to figure my mother out. .. because right after-
1e that maybe I shouldn’t eat so much

be

7 ~night from the Bible,
night-she would get all dressed up and then come down e

ting I could introduce her to Mr. Quincy. (She walks

cause ﬁhéri;’l: would be goin’ from one extreme -
She said when I was real skinny I couldn't
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find a nice boy, and, well, if I kept on eatin . the way I

: L ; I'vi
blfen doing lately I'd get real fat, and so it %vould st)i’ll b:
the same old story for me. (She laughs a desperate, frantic
sort of laugh.) My mother . . . changes her mind ;0 much
sometimes . . . that it gives me'a headache. .

The Blood Knot
Athol Fugard

Premiere\The Rehearsal Room, Johannesburg, Soyth Africa

1961
Setting: OnXroom shack in th : i
_ the Non-whitef locati
~MKorsten(,i neX\r Port Elizabeth, South Afrigé =
orris and Zachariah are brothers, sons gt th ‘

1 ia : # the same Col-
ourgd mother and Nifferent fathers. Zachaylah is dark-skfnn:d
whlle Morris is lig % be able to “pass ;
Years before, MorrisNeft home andAvent out in the worid
eturned to keep house
baths and reading each

for Zachariah, preparing

5 1Mor;is is a planner. He 3¢ts through each day with the

e 51 0 a’n.alarm clock, whick he sets to go off for each
meal, activity, or bedtimé. He N\saving their money to buy
3 who woNs as a guard, is a man of

Friday nights dan, kith a neighbor named
; ury night talking: “A

:ﬁg{ii z;a; o alking. I'm sick
i fwvoman.” Morris
N, They choose

Elglel Lghge, frorq a newspaper ad (I am eXhteen years
old angfwell-develdped. . . . My interests are n\ture, rock-

brothers
¢ seems







