LOSS OF ROSES
by William Inge
LILA

Helen, I can’t really tell you what my marriage to Ed Comiskey was like. You’ve never known people like those Comiskey brothers. They’re just out of another world entirely. You wouldn’t believe the things I told you. Ed was very sweet to me. But he was weak. You see, the other Comiskey, Vincent, was not Ed’s real brother.  No. They called their show the Comiskey Brothers Comedians, but Vincent wasn’t Ed’s brother at all.  Vincent was Ed’s father.  But I didn’t  know it for quite a while after we were married.  Then I found out that old Vincent Comiskey dyed his hair to keep the gray from showing.  He wanted to stay young and keep on playing the leading man. Vincent was the real boss of the show.  And a few months after we were married, he started sending Ed out on booking trips . . . Ed wasn’t a very good actor.  And then, when Ed was gone, old Vincent started coming to my room, trying to force himself on me.  I told you you’d never heard of people like them.  Oh, he was a horrible old man.  I just couldn’t stand him.  He tried to force me to make love to him . . . in all sorts of ways that . . . that just made me sick, Helen.  Oh, Mrs. Comiskey knew all about him.  She din care what he did.  She was in love with another man, a man who played the xylophone between the acts, and he had a wife, too, and two little kids.  And the xylophone player’s wife was in love with the crew boss, the man who had charge of putting up the tent and taking it down.  I told you you  wouldn’t believe me. But we were in a new town every week, Helen, and I never knew anyone.  But old Vincent knew everyone in every town we went to. And people just loved him, too.  I couldn’t have gone to the police and told them to arrest Vincent Comiskey.  The police would have arrested me for being a trouble-maker.  I tried to tell Ed after he got back from his first booking trip, but he wouldn’t believe me.  He didn’t wanta believe me. He was scared of his father, and he wouldn’t have known how to protect me.   It . . . almost made me sorry for Ed.  It’s not your fault I married him.  You couldn’t have known all that would happen. Living back there in that little Oklahoma town where everybody was so honest and friendly, we never guessed there were people like Vincent Comiskey in the world!  Sometimes I get the feeling all men are like that.  Finally, I just ran away one day.  I hardly knew what I was doing, I was so fearful and anxious; but I managed to get on a train somehow, and ended up in Bismarck, North Dakota, in the middle of winter. I just locked myself up in a hotel room and din see anyone, I felt so terrible.  Then . . . some people found me.  Well, I . . . I guess I’d tried to kill myself, Helen.  Oh now, don’t sound so horrified, Helen.  I din really mean it.  It was just a half-hearted attempt I made, with some sleeping medicine a doctor gave me.  It’s never gonna happen again.  I’ve learned a lot since then.  They took me to a big hospital, a . . . a mental institution.  Oh, it scared me to go to such a place, but after I’d been there awhile, I began to feel a lot different.  They kept me there for three months, seeing a doctor, and making pottery and sewing.  I learned a lot from that doctor.  Men don’t scare me any more, like they did then.  I was just too goody-good in lotsa ways, Helen.  I didn’t tell Mama, Helen!  Imagine Mama getting a postcard saying, "Dear Mama, I*m in the loony bin. Love, Lila." Why, they’da had to take her to one, too.  No.  I just wrote Mama that I was visiting a friend up in North Dakota.  She musta wondered where I ever met anyone in North Dakota, but I guess Mama wondered about a lotta things in my life.  I*m kinda relieved she’s dead now.  I don’t feel I have to account to anyone any more.  I’m never gonna do anything silly again with that darn sleeping medicine.  This doctor, he made me see things a lot differently.  He said that immature people expect the whole world to be rosy, and when they have to face reality, it looks hard and ugly.  So, I just don’t expect so much a life any more, Helen.  And I been getting’ along just fine.  I don’t fight things like I used to.  I’ve learned to take things as they come and make the best of them.  We just gotta make the best of it.

