NOTES ON STAGING

The playing space is divided into two areas by a more
or less diagonal line, which runs from downstage
right to upstage left.

The area behind this diagonal is on platforms and repre-
sents the Keller house; inside we see, down right,
a family room, and up center, elevated, a bedroom.
On stage level near center, outside a porch, there
is a water pump.

The other area, in front of the diagonal, is meutral
ground; it accommodates various places as desig-
nated at various times—the yard before the Keller
home, the Perkins Institution for the Blind, the
garden house, and so forth.

The convention of the staging is one of cutting through
time and place, and its essential qualities are
fluidity and spatial counterpoint. To this end, the
less set there is, the better; in a literal set, the
fluidity will seem merely episodic. The stage there-
fore should be free, airy, unencumbered by walls.
Apart from certain practical items—such as the
pump, a window to climb out of, doors to be locked
—locales should be only skeletal suggestions, and
the ‘movement from ome to another should be ac-
complishable by little more than lights.

Note: Following instructions from the author, this play may be
released only to amateur groups at which the audience is
non-segregated.

Video

# The Plantation
The 1\5 Worker
ipening Announce

ACT ONE

It is night over the KELLER homestead. Inside, three
adults in the bedroom are grouped around a crib, in
lamplight. They have been through a long vigil, and
it shows in their tired bearing and disarranged
clothing. One is a young gentlewoman with a sweet
girlish face, KATE KELLER; the second is an elderly
DocTor, stethoscope at neck, thermometer in fin-
gers; the third is a hearty gentleman in his forties
with chin whiskers, CAPTAIN ARTHUR KELLER,

Doctor. She’ll live.
KATE, Thank God.

(The DocTor leaves them together over the crib, packs
his bag.)

Doctor. You’re a pair of lucky parents. I can tell you
now, I thought she wouldn’t.

KeLLER. Nonsense, the child’s a Keller, she has the
constitution of a goat. She’ll outlive us all,

Doctor. (Amiably.) Yes, especially if some of you
Kellers don’t get a night’s sleep. I mean you, Mrs.
Keller.

KELLER. You hear, Katie?

KATE. I hear,

KELLER. (Indulgent) T've brought up two of th
but this is my wife’s first, she isn’t battle-scarred ye

Kate. Doctor, don’t be merely considerate,
girl be all nght?

DocTtor. Oh, by morning she’ll be knockin
tain Keller’s fences again.

KATE. And isn’t there anything we sho
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KeLLER. (Jovial.) Put up stronger fencing, ha?

DocToRr. Just let her get well, she knows how to do it
better than we do. (He is packed, ready to leave.) Main

’ thing is the fever’s gone, these things come and go in

infants, never know why. Call it acute congestion of the
stomach and brain,

KEeLLER. I’ll see you to your buggy, Doctor.

Doctor. I've never seen a baby, more vitality, that’s
the truth,

‘ (He beams a good night at the baby and KATE, and
KELLER leads him downstairs with a lamp. They go

': down the porch steps, and across the yard, where

| 7- Baby Cry the Doctor goes off Left; KELLER stands with the

1 lamp aloft. KATE meanwhile is bent lovingly over
the crib, which emits a bleat; her finger is playful
with the baby’s face.)

1.1 Helen Alone (Moyi
KA'ron’t you Ccry now, yOu(’veot}::lee trouble
enough. “Cattit acute congestion, indeed, I don’t see
what’s so cute about a congestion, just because it’s yours?
We’'ll have your father run an editorial in his paper, the

/.5- Fade wonders of modern medicine, they don’t know what

LBaby they’re curing even when they cure it. Men, men and
their battle scars, we women will have to— (But she
Cry breaks off, puzzled, moves her finger before the baby’s

eyes.) Will have to—Helen? (Now she moves her hand
quickly.) Helen. (She snaps her fingers at the baby’s
eyes twice, and her hand falters; after a moment she
calls out loudly.) Captain. Captain, will you come—
(But she stares at the baby, and her next call is directly
at her ears.) Captain!

(And now, still staring, KATE screams. KELLER in the
yard hears it, and runs with the lamp back to the
house. KATE screams again, her look intent on the
baby and terrible. KELLER hurries in and up.)

KeLLER. Katie? What’s wrong?

KATE. Look. (Ske makes a pass with her hand in the
! criby #t 7he baby’s eyes.)

‘ 6

KeLLeEr. What, Katiei She’s well, she needs only tine
to—

KATE. She can’t see Look at her eyes. (She takes the
lamp from him, moves it before the child’s face.) She
can’t see/

KeLLER. (Hoarsely.) Helen.

KATE. Or hear. When I screamed she didn’t blink. Not
an eyelash—

KEeLLER, Helen. Helen!

KATE. She can’t kear you!

Kevier. Helend_ Boj] Tolling (6X)

(His face has something like fury in it, crying the child’s
name; KATE almost faniting presses her knuckles to
her mouth, to stop her own cry. The room DIMS
OUT quickly.)

(Time, in the form of a slow tune of distant belfry
CHIMES which approaches in a crescendo and then
fades, passes; the LIGHT comes up again on a day
five years later, on three kneeling children and an
old dog outside around the pump. The dog is a
setter named BELLE, and she is sleeping. Two of
the children are Negroes, MARTHA and PERCY. The
third child is HELEN, six and a half years old, quite
unkempt, in body a vivacious little person with a
fine head, attractive, but noticeably blind, one eye
larger and protruding; her gestures are abrupt, in-
sistent, lacking in human restraint, and her face
never smiles. She is flanked by the other two, in a
litter of paper-doll cutouts, and while they speak
HELEN'’S hands thrust at their faces in turn, feeling
baflledly at the movements of their lips.)

MARTHA. (Snipping.) First I’'m gonna cut off this doc
tor’s legs, one, two, now then—
Percy. Why you cuttin’ off that doctor’s legs? .
MARrTHA. I'm gonna give him a operation. )
gonna cut off his arms, one, two. Now I'm gon
(Ske pushes HELEN's hand away from her
stop that. {
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Pexcy. Cut off his stomach, that’s a good operation.

MazTEA. No, I'm gonna cut off his head first, he got
a bad cold,

Percy. Ain’t gonna be much of that doctor left to fix
up, time you finish all them opera—

(But HELEN is poking her fingers inside his mouth,
20 feel his tongue; he bites at them, anmoyed, and
she jerks them away. HELEN now fingers her oun
lips, moving them in imitation, but soundlessly.)

MarTHA. What you do, bite her hand?

Percy. That’s how I do, she keep pokin’ her fingers
in my mouth, I just bite ’em off.

MARTHA. What she tryin’ do now?

Percy. She tryin’ talk. She gonna get mad. Looka her
tryin’ talk.

(HELEN is scowling, the lips under her fingertips mov-
ing in ghostly silence, growing more and more
frantic, until in a bizarre rage she bites at her own
fingers. This sends PERCY off into laughter, but
alarms MARTHA.)

MarTHA. Hey, you stop now. (She pulls HELEN’s
kand down.) You just sit quiet and—

(But at once HELEN topples MARTHA on her back,
knees pinning her shoulders down, and grabs the
scissors. MARTHA screams. PERCY darts to the bell
string on the porch, yanks it, and the bell rings.
Inside, the LIGHTS have been gradually coming up
on the main room, where we see the family in-
formally gathered, talking, but in pantomime: KATE
sits darning socks near a cradle, occasionally rock-
ing it; CAPTAIN KELLER in spectacles is working over
newspaper pages at a table; a benign visitor in a
kat, AUNT Ev, is sharing the sewing basket, putting
the finishing touches on a big shapeless doll made
out of towels; an indolent young man, JAMES
KELLER, is at the window watching the chsldren.
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With the ring of the bell, KATE is instantly on her
feet and out the door onto the porch, to take in the
scenc; now we see what these five years have done
to her, the girlish playfulness is gone, she is a woman
steeled in grief.)

Kate. (For the thousandth time.) Helen. (She is
down the steps at once to them, seizing HELEN’S wrists
and lifting her off MARTHA; MARTHA runs off in tears
and screams for momma, with PERCY after her.) Let me
have those scissors.

(M eanwhile the family inside is alerted, Aunt Ev join-
ing JAMES at the window; CAPTAIN KELLER 7e-
sumes work.)

JamEes. (Blandly.) She only dug Martha’s eyes out.
Almost dug. It’s always almost, no point worrying till it
happens, is there?

(They gaze out, while RATE reaches for the scissors
in HELEN’S hand. But HELEN pulls the scissors back,
they struggle for them a moment, then KATE gives
up, lets HELEN keep them. She tries to draw HELEN
into the house. HELEN jerks away. KATE next goes
down on her knees, takes HELEN’S hands gently,
and using the scissors like a doll, makes HELEN
caress and cradle them,; she points HELEN'S finger
housewards. HELEN’S whole body now becomes
eager; she surrenders the scissors, KATE turns her
toward the door and gives her a little push. HELEN
scrambles up and toward the house, and KATE, ris-
ing, follows her.)

AUNT Ev. How does she stand it? Why haven’t you
seen this Baltimore man? It’s not a thing you can let
go on and on, like the weather.

James. The weather here doesn’t ask permission of me,
Aunt Ev. Speak to my father.

AuNT Ev. Arthur. Something ought to be done for that
child.
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KELLER. A refreshing suggestion. What?

(KATE, entering, turns HELEN to AUNT Ev, who gives
her the towel doll.) - - ’

Aunt Ev. Why, this very famous oculist in Baltimore
I wrote you about, what was his name?

Kate. Dr, Chisholm. ¢

AUNT Ev. Yes, I heard lots of cases of blindness people
thought couldn’t be cured he’s cured, he just does
wonders. Why don’t y(iju gvxljte'to him? i

KELLER. I've sto elieving in wonders.

KATE. (Rocks thpepecradle.) I think the Captain will
write to him soon. Won’t you, Captain?

£LLER, No.

}iuns. (Lightly.) Good money after bad, or bad after
good. Or bad after bad— (

Aunt Ev. Well, if it’s just a question of money, Arthur,
now you're marshal you have this Yankee money. Might
l i - .

a Klen].u:n. Not money. The child’s been to specialists all
over Alabama and Tennessee, if I Lhought it would do
good I'd have her to every fool doctor in the country.
KATE. I think the Captain will write to him soon.
Kerier. Katie, How many times can you let them
break your heart? :
KATE. Any number of times.

(HELEN meanwhile sits on the floor to explore the dolf
with her fingers, and her hand pauses over the face:
this is no face, blank area of towel, and it troubles
her. Her hand searches for features, and taps ques-
tioningly for eyes, but no one notices. She then
yanks at her AUNT’s dress, and taps again vigor-

ously for eyes.)
Aunt Ev. What, child?

(Obviously mnot hearing, HELEN commences to go
around, from person to person, tapping for eyes, but
no one attends or understands.)
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KATE. (No break.) As long as there’s the least chance,
For her to see. Or hear, or—

KeLLER. There isn’t. Now I must finish here.

Karte. I think, with your permission, Captain, I'd like
to write.

KELLER. I said no, Katie.

Aunt Ev. Why, writing does no harm, Arthur, only a
little bitty letter. To see if he can help her.

KELLER. He can’t.

KaTte. We won’t know that to be a fact, Captain, until
after you write.

KELLER. (Rising, emphatic.) Katie, he can’t. (He col-
lects his papers.)

JamEs. (Facetiously.) Father stands up, that makes it
a fact.

KeLLER. You be quiet! I’'m badgered enough here by
females without your impudence. (JAMES shuts up,
makes himself scarce. HELEN now is groping among things
on KELLER’S desk, and paws his papers to the floor.
KELLER is exasperated.) Katie. (KATE quickly turns
HELEN away, and retrieves the papers.) 1 might as well
try to work in a henyard as in this house—

James, (Placating.) You really ought to put her away,
Father.

KartEe. (Staring up.) What?

JamEes. Some asylum. It’s the kindest thing.

: AuNt Ev. Why, she’s your sister, James, not a no-
ody—

JamEs, Half sister, and half—mentally defective, she
can’t even keep herself clean. It’s not pleasant to see her
about all the time,

Kate. Do you dare? Complain of what you can see?

KELLER. (Very annoyed.) This discussion is at an end!
T'll thank you not to broach it again, Ev. (Silence de-
scends at once. HELEN gropes her tway with the doll, and
KELLER turns back for a final word, explosive.) I've
done as much as I can bear, I can’t give my whole life
to it! The house is at sixes and sevens from morning till
night over the child, it’s time some attention was paid to
Mildred here instead!

KATE. (Gently dry.) You’ll wake her up, Captain.

11
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KeLLER, I want some peace in the house, I don’t care
how, but one way we won’t have it is by rushing up and
down the country every time someone hears of a new
quack. I'm as sensible to this affliction as anyone else,
it hurts me to look at the girl.

Kate. It was not our affliction I meant you to write

about, Captain.

(HeLEN is back at AUNT Ev, fingering her dress, and
yanks two buttons from it.)

AuUNT Ev. Helen! My buttons.

(HELEN pushes the buttons into the doll’s face. KATE
now sees, comes swiftly to kneel, lifts HELEN's hand

to her own eyes in question.)

Rate. Eyes? (HELEN nods energetically.) She wants
the doll to have eyes.

(Another kind of silence now, while KATE takes pins
and buttons from the sewing basket and attaches
them to the doll as eyes. KELLER stands, caught,
and watches morosely. AUNT Ev blinks, and con-
ceals her emotion by inspecting her dress.)

Aunt Ev. My goodness me, I'm not decent.

KatE. She doesn’t know better, Aunt Ev. I'll sew them
on again.

James. Never learn with everyone letting her do any-
thing she takes it into her mind to—

KeLLER, You be quiet!

James, What did I say now?

KeLLER. You talk too much.

James. I was agreeing with you!

KELLER. Whatever it was. Deprived child, the least she
can have are the little things she wants.

(James, very wounded, stalks out of the room onto the
porch; he remains here, sulking.)
12

Aunt Ev. (Indulgently.) It’s worth a couple of but-
tons, Kate, look. (HELEN now has the doll with eyes,
and cannot contain herself for joy; she rocks the doll
pats it vigorously, kisses it.) This child has more sense
than all these men Kellers, if there’s ever any way to
reach that mind of hers.

(But HELEN suddenly has come upon the cradle, and
unhesitatingly overturns it; the swaddled baby
tumbles out, and CapTAIN KELLER barely manages
to dive and catch it in time.)

KeLrer, Helen! 3 Baby Crying

(All are in commotion, thee BABY screams, but HELEN
unperturbed is laying her doll in its place. KATE on
her knees pulls her hands off the cradle, wringing
shem; HELEN is bewildered.)

KATE. Helen, Helen, you’re not to do such things, how
can I make you understand—

KELLER. (Hoarsely.) Katie,

Kate. How can I get it into your head, my darling,
my poor—

KEeLLER. Katie, some way of teaching her an iota of
discipline has to be—

KATE. (Flaring.) How can you discipline an afflicted
child? Is it her fault? : 3

(HEL.EN’S fingers have fluttered to her MOTHER’s lips,
vainly trying to comprehend their movements.)

KreLLer. I didn’t say it was her fault.
KAaTE. Then whose? I don’t know what to do! How
can I teach her, beat her—until she’s black and blue?
KeLLER. It’s not safe to let her run around loos:.
Now there must be a way of confining her, somehow, so
she can’t— j
KATE. Where, in a cage? She’s a i i
bhas to use her limbs! g el e
13



KrriER. Answer me one thing, is it fair to Mildred

here? 33 :
Kate. (Inexorably.) Are you willing to put her away

Now HELEN’s face darkens in the same rage as ,at her-

( self earlier, and her hand strikes at KATE'S lips.
KATE catches her hand again, and HELEN begins to
kick, struggle, twist.)

KeLLER, Now what? 3

Kate. She wants to talk, like—be like you and me.
(She holds HELEN struggling until we hear from the
child her first sound so far, an inarticulate zpezrd noise
in her throat such as an animal in a trap might make;
and KATE releases her. The second she is free HELEN
blunders away, collides violently with a chair, falls, and
sits weeping. KATE comes to her, embraces, caresses,
soothes her, and buries her own face in her hair, until
she can control her voice.) Every day she slips further
away. And I don’t know how to call her back, !

Aunt Ev. Oh, I’'ve a mind to take her up to Balt,l-
more myself. If that doctor can’t help her, maybe he’ll
know who can. ;

KEeLLER, (Presently, heavily.) Tll write the man, Katu’e.
(He stands with the baby in his clasp, staring at HELEN’S

head, hanging down on KATE’s arm.) 3.1 To Teach

(The LIGHTS dim out, except the ome on KATE and
HeLeN. In the twilight, JamEes, AUNT Ev, and
KELLER move off slowly, formally, in separate direc-
tions; KATE with HELEN in her arms remains,
motionless, in an image which overlaps into the next
scene and fades only when it is well under way.
Without pause, from the dark Down Left we hear
a man’s voice with a Greek accent speaking:)

ANAGNOS. —who could do nothing for the girl, of
course. It was Dr. Bell who thought she might some-
how be taught. I have written the family only that a
suitable governess, Miss Annie Sulhvan,.ha.s been found
here in Boston— (The LIGHTS begin to come up,
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Down Left, on a long table and chair. The table con-
tains equipment for teaching the blind by touch—a small
replica of the human skeleton, stuffed animals, models of
flowers and plants, piles of books. The chair contains a
girl of 20, ANNIE SULLIVAN, with a face which in re-
pose is grave and rather obstinate, and when active is
impudent, combative, twinkling with all the life that is
lacking in HELEN’s, and handsome; there is a crude
vitality to her. Her suitcase is at her knee. ANAGNOS, a
stocky bearded man, comes into the light only towards
the end of his speech.) —and will come. It will no doubt
be difficult for you there, Annie. But it has been difficult
for you at our school too, hm? Gratifying, yes, when
you came to us and could not spell your name, to ac-
complish so much here in a few years, but always an
Irish battle. For independence. (He studies ANNIE,
humorously; she does not open her eyes.) This is my
last time to counsel you, Annie, and you do lack some—
by some I mean a/l—what, tact or talent to bend. To
others. And what has saved you on more than one occa-
sion here at Perkins is that there was nowhere to expel
you to, Your eyes hurt?

ANNIE. My ears, Mr. Anagnos. (4And now she has
opened her eyes; they are inflamed, wague, slightly
crossed, clouded by the granular growth of trachoma, and
she often keeps them closed to shut out the pain of light.)

ANAGNOS. (Severely.) Nowhere but back to Tewks-
bury, where children learn to be saucy. Annie, I know
how dreadful it was there, but that battle is dead and
done with, why not let it stay buried?

ANNIE. (Cheerily.) 1 think God must owe me a resur-
rection,

ANAGNoOs. (A bit shocked.) What?

ANNIE. (Taps her brow.) Well, He keeps digging up
that battle!

AnacNos. That is not a proper thing to say, Annie. It
is what I mean.

ANNIE. (Meekly.) Yes. But I know what I'm like,
what’s this child like?

ANaGNos, Like?

ANNIE, Well— Bright or dull, to start off.
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AxacNos. No one knows. And if she is dull, you have
no patience with this?

AxNiIE. Oh, in grownups you have to, Mr. Anagnos. I
mean in children it just seems a little—precocious, can
I use that word?l : Ty

ANAacNoOs. Only if you can spell it. -

ANNIE. Prerna%,turg So I hgge at least she’s a bright
one. 5%

ANAGNOs. Deaf, blind, mute—who knows? She is like
a little safe, locked, that no one can open. Perhaps there
is a treasure inside.

ANNIE. Maybe it’s empty, too? )

ANAGNOS. Possible. I should warn you, she is much

iven to tantrums. :
% ANNIE. Means something is inside, Well, so am I, if I
believe all I hear. Maybe you should warn tkem.

ANAGNOS. (Frowns.) Annie. I wrote them no word of
your history. You will find yourself among strangers now,
who know nothing of it.

AnNIE. Well, welll keep them in a state of blessed
ignorance. ;

AnAcNos. Perhaps you should tell it? :

ANNIE. (Bristling.) Why? I have enough trouble with
people who don’t know.

AnAcNos. So they will understand. When you have
trouble. ; :

ANNIE. The only time I have trouble is when I'm
right. (But she is amused at herself, as is ANAGNOs.) Is
it my fault it’s so often? I won'’t give them trouble, Mr.
Anagnos, I'll be so ladylike they won’t notice I've come.

ANAGNOS. Annie, be—humble. It is not as if you have
so many offers to pick and choose. You will need their
affection, working with this child. i)

ANNIE. (Humorously.) 1 hope I won’t qeed their pity.

AnacNos. Oh, we can all use some pity. (Qrzsply.)
So. You are no longer our pupil, we throw you into the
world, a teacher. /f the child can be taught. No one ex-
pects you to work miracles, even for twenty-five dollars
a month. Now, in this envelope a loan, for the railroad,
which you will repay me when you have a bank account.
But in this box, a gift. With our love. (ANNIE opens the
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small box he extends, and sees a garnet ring. She looks
up, blinking, and down.) 1 think other friends are ready
to say goodbye. ({ie moves as though to open doors.)
ANNIE, Mr. Anagnos. (Her voice is trembling.) Dear
Mr. Anagnos, I— (But she swallows over getting the
ring on her finger, and cannot continue until she finds ¢
woebzgone joke.) Well, what should I say, I’'m an ignorant
opinionated girl, and everything I am I owe to you?
ANAGNOs (S#iles.) That is only half true, Annie.
ANNIE. Which half? I crawled in here like a drowned
rat, I thought I died when Jimmie died, that I’d never
again—come alive. Well, you say with love so easy, and
I haven’t loved a soul since and I never will, I suppose,
but this place gave me more than my eyes back. Or taught
me how to spell, which Ill never learn anyway, but with
all the fights and the trouble I've been here it taught me
what help is, and how to live again, and I don’t want to
say goodbye. Don’t open the door, I'm crying.
ANAGNOs. (Gently.) They will not see.

(He moves again as though opening doors, and in comes
a group of GIRLS, 8-year-olds to 17-year-olds; as
they walk we see they are blind. ANAGNOS shepherds
them in with a hand.)

A CHirp. Annie?
ANNIE. (Her voice cheerful.) Here, Beatrice.

(As soon as they locate her voice they throng joyfully to
her, speaking all at once; ANNIE is down on her
knecs to the smallest, and the following are the
more intelligible fragments in the general hubbub.)

CaILDREN. There’s a present. We bought you a going-
away present, Annie!

ANNIE, Oh, now you shouldn’t have—

CuiLpren. We did, we did, where’s the present?

Smarrest Cuwbp. (Mowurnfully.) Don’t go, Annie,
away.

CHILDREN, Alice has it. Alice! Where's Alice? Here I
am! Where? Here!
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(An arm is aloft out of the group, waving a present;
ANNIE reaches for it.)

Annie. T have it. I have it, everybody, should I open
it?

CrirpreN. Open it! Everyone be quiet! Do, Annie!
She’s opening it. Ssh! (4 settling of silence while ANNIE
unwraps it. The present is a pair of smoked glasses, and
she stands still.) Is it open, Annie?

ANNIE, It’s open.

CuiLDREN. It’s for your eyes, Annie. Put them on,
Annie! ’Cause Mrs, Hopkins said your eyes hurt since
the operation. And she said you’re going where the sun
is fierce.

ANNIE. I’'m putting them on now.

SMALLEST CHILD, (Mournfully.) Don’t go, Annie,
where the sun is fierce.

CuILpreN, Do they fit all right?

ANNIE, Oh, they fit just fine.

CrirpreN. Did you put them on? Are they pretty,
Annie?

ANNIE. Oh, my eyes feel hundreds of per cent better
already, and pretty, why, do you know how I look in
them? Splendiloquent. Like a race horse!

CuiLpreN. (Delignted.) There’s another present! Bea-
trice! We have a present for Helen, too! Give it to her,
Beatrice. Here, Annie! (This present is an elegant doll,
with movable eyelids and a momma sound.) It’s for
Helen. And we took up a collection to buy it. And Laura
dressed it.

ANNIE, It’s beautiful!

CHILDREN. So don’t forget, you be sure to give it to
Helen from us, Annie!

An~NiE. I promise it will be the first thing I give her.
If T don’t keep it for myself, that is, you know I can’t be
trusted with dolls!

SmaLLEST CHiLp, (Mournfully.) Don’t go, Annie, to
her.

ANNIE. (Her arm around her.) Sarah, dear. I don’t
want to go.

SmALLEST CHILD, Then why are you going?
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_ANNIE. (Gently.) Because I'm a big girl now, and big
girls have to earn a living. It’s the only way I can. But
if you don’t smile for me first, what I'll just have to do
is— (She pauses, inviting it.)

IS\MALLEST CHiLp. What?
NNIE, Put yox in my suitcase, instead of this doll.
And take you to Helen in Alabama! ’

(This strikes the CHILDREN as very funny, and they be-
gin to laugh and tease the SMALLEST CHILD, who
after @ moment does smile for ANNIE.)

ANAGNOs. (Then.) Come, children. We must get the
trunk into the carriage and Annie into her train, or no
one will go to Alabama. Come, come.

(He shepherds them out and ANNIE is left alone on her
knees with the doll in her lap. She reaches for her
suitcase, and by a subtle change in the COLOR of
the LIGHT, we go with her thoughts into another
time. We hear a BOY’'S VOICE whispering; we see
shadowy intimations of these speakers in the back-
ground, here and in all the “voices” scenes.)

REVERB Boy & Men -
Bov's Vorcn 3.5 09An
ANNIE. (In dread:)yJimmie:

Inner Voi
Bov’s Voice, Where we goin’? -

ANNIE, I said—I’m takin’ care of you—

Boy’s Voice. Forever and ever?

_Man’s VoICE. (Impersonal.) Annie Sullivan, aged nine,
virtually blind, James Sullivan, aged seven— What’s the
matter with your leg, Sonny?

ANNIE, Forever and ever.

Man’s Voice. Can’t he walk without that crutch?
(ANNIE shakes her head, and does not stop shaking it.)
Glg goes Vto the (v;omen’s ward. Boy to the men’s.

ov’s VOICE. (In terror.) Annie! Annie, don’
take me—Annie! ) o i
ANAGNOS. (Offstage.) Annie! Annie?

(But this voice is real, in the present, and ANNIE comes
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up out of her horror, clearing her head with a final
shake; the LIGHTS begin to pick out KATE in the
KELLER house, as ANNIE in a hright tone calls
back.)

ANNiz. Coming! (This word caiches KATE, wko stands
half turned and attentive to it, almost as though
hearing it. Meanwhile ANNIE turns and hurries out,
lugging the suitcase.) : .

—4-Fratn-Runniirg—
(The room DIMS OUT; the—sound—of—RAILROAD
~WHEEESbegins from OfF Left, and riaintains itself
in @ constant rhythm underncath the following scene;
the remaining LIGHTS have core up on the KELLER
homestead. JAMES is lounging on the porch, waiting.
In the upper bedroom which is to he ANNIE'S,
HEeLEN is alone, puzzledly exploring, fingering and
smelling things, the curtains, empty drawers in the
burcau, water in the pitcher by the washbasin, fresh
towels on the bedstead. Downstairs in the family
room KATE turning to a mirror hastily adjusts her
bonnet, watched by a Negro servant in an apron,
VINEY.)

Vixey. Let Mr. Jimmie go by hisself, vou been pokin’
that garden all day, you ought to rest your feet.

Kare. I can’t wait to see her, Vincy.

VINEY. Maybe she ain’t gone be on this train neither.

KaTE, Maybe she is.

VINEY. And maybe she ain’t.

KaTe. And maybe she is. Where's Helen?

ViNey. She upstairs, smellin’ around. She know some-
thin’ funny’s goin’ on.

KATE. Let her have her supper as soon as Mildred’s
in bed, and tell Captain Keller when he comes that we’ll
be delayed tonight.

VINEY. Again,

Kate. I don’t think we need say again. Simply delayed
will do.
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(She runs upstairs to ANNIE’S room, VINEY speaking
after her.)

VINEY. I mean that’s what he gone say. “What, again?”

(VINEY works at setting the table. Upstairs KATE stands
in the doorway, watching HELEN’S groping explora-
tions.)

KATE. Yes, we're expecting someone, Someone for my
Helen. (HELEN happens upon her skirt, clutches her leg;
KATE in a tired dismay kneels to tidy her hair and soiled
pinafore.) Oh, dear, this was clean not an hour ago.
(HELEN feels her bonnet, shakes her head darkly, and
tugs to get it off. KATE retains it with one hand, diverts
HELEN by opening her other hand under her nose.) Here.
For while I'm gone. (HELEN sniffs, reaches, and pops
something into her mouth, while KATE speaks a bit
guiltily). 1 don’t think one peppermint drop will spoil
your supper.

(Ske gives HELEN a quick kiss, evades her hands, and
hurries downstairs again, Meanwhile CAPTAIN KEL-
LER has entered the yard from around the rear of the
house, newspaper under arm, cleaning off and munch-
ing on some radishes; he sees JAMES lounging at the
porch post.)

KELLER. Jimmie?

JamEs, (Unmoving.) Sir?

KELLER. (Eyes him.) You don’t look dressed for any-
thing useful, boy.

JamEes. I'm not, It’s for Miss Sullivan.

KELLER. Needn't kacp holding up that porch, we have
wooden posts for that. I asked you to see that those
strawberry plants were moved this evening.

James. I'm moving your—Mrs. Keller, instead. To the
station.

KELLER. (Heavily.) Mrs, Keller. Must you always
speak of her as though you haven’t met the lady?
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(KATE comes out on the porch, and JAMEs inclines his
head.)

James. (Ironic.) Mother. (He starts off the porch, but
sidesteps KELLER'S glare like a blow.) 1 said mother!

Kartk, Captain.

KEeLLER. Evening, my dear. A ;

KATE. We're off to meet the train, Captain. Supper will
be a trifle delayed tonight.

KeLLEr. What, again? g .

KATE. (Backing out.) With your permission, Captain?

(And they are gome. KELLER watches them offstage,
morosely. Upstairs HELEN meanwhile has groped for
her mother, touched her cheek in a .meanmgful ges-
ture, waited, touched her cheek, waited, then found
the open door, and made her way down. Now she
comes into the family room, touches her cheek again;
VINEY regards her.)

Viney. What you want, honey, your momma? (HELEN
touches her cheek again. VINEY goes to the sideboard, gets
a tea-cake, gives it into HELEN’s hand; HELEN pops it
into her mouth.) Guess one little tea-cake ain’t gone ruin
your appetite.

(She turns HELEN toward the door. HELEN wanders out
onto the porch, as KELLER comes up the steps. Her
hands encounter him, and she touches her cheek
again, waits.)

KELLER. She’s gone. (He is awkward with her; when he
puts his hand on her head, she pulls away. KELLER stand’s
regarding her, heavily.) She’s gone, my son and I don’t
get along, you don’t know I'm your father, no one likes
me, and supper’s delayed. (HELEN touches her cheek,
waits. KELLER fishes in his pocket.) Here. I brought you
some stick candy, one nibble of sweets can’t do any harm.
(He gives her a large stick candy; HELEN falls to it.
VINEY peers out the window.) ]

VinEY. (Reproachfully.) Cap’n Keller, now how'm I
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02 Annie Meetsypi
The Kellers

gone get her to eat her supper you fill her up with that
trash?

KELLER. (Roars.) Tend to your work!

(VINEY beats a rapid retreat. KELLER thinks better of it,
and tries to get the candy away from HELEN, but
HELEN hangs on to it; and when KELLER pulls, she
gives his leg a kick. KELLER hops about, HELEN takes
refuge with the candy down behind the pump, and
KELLER then irately flings his newspaper on the
porch floor, stamps into the house past VINEY and
disappears.)

5 Train Arrives (FADE PRETTY QUICKLY)

(The LIGHTS half dim on the homesteed; where VINEY
and HELEN, going about business, soon find
their way off. Meanwhile, the RAILROAD SOUNDS
Off Left ha ounted in a crescendo to a climax

a depot at arrival time, the LIGHTS come
on Stage Left, and we see a suggestion of a
station. Here ANNIE, in her smoked glasses and
disarrayed by travel, is waiting with her suitcase,
while JAMES walks to meet her; she has a battered
paper-bound book, which is a Perkins report, under
her arm.)

James. (Coolly.) Miss Sullivan?

ANNIE. (Cheerily.) Here! At last, I've been on trains
so many days I thought they must be backing up every
time I dozed off—

James. I'm James Keller.

ANNIE. James? (The name stops her.) I had a brother
Jimmie. Are you Helen’s?

James. I'm only half a brother. You’re to be her
governess?

ANNIE, (Lightly.) Well. Try!

James. (Eying her.) You look like half a governess.
(KATE enters. ANNIE stands moveless, while JAMES takes
her suitcase. KATE’s gaze on her is doubtful, troubled.)
Mrs. Keller, Miss Sullivan. (KATE takes her hand.)

KATE. (Simply.) We've met every train for two days.

ANNIE. (She looks at KATE’s face, and her good humor
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comes back.) 1 changed trains every time they stopped,
the man who sold me that ticket ought to be tied to the
tracks— ;

Jawmes. You have a trunk, Miss Sullivan?

ANNIE. Yes. (She passes JAMES a claim check, and he
bears the suitcase out behind them. ANNIE holds the bat-
tered book. KATE is studying her face, and ANNIE returns
the gaze; this is a mutual appraisal, southern gentle-
woman and working-class Irish girl, and ANNIE is not
quite comfortable under it.) You didn’t bring Helen, I
was hoping you would.

KATE. No, she’s home.

(A pause. ANNIE tries to make ladylike small talk, though
her energy now and then erupts; she catches herself
up whenever she hears it.)

ANNIE. You—live far from town, Mrs. Keller?

KATE. Only a mile.

ANNIE. Well. I suppose I can wait one more mile. But
don’t be surprised if I get out to push the horse!

Kate. Helen’s waiting for you, too. There’s been such
a bustle in the house, she expects something, heaven
knows what. (Now she voices part of her doubt, not as
such, but ANNIE understands it.) I expected—a desiccated
spinster. You’re very young.

ANNIE. (Resolutely.) Oh, you should have seen me
when I left Boston. I got much older on this trip.

KATE. I mean, to teach anyone as difficult as Helen.

ANNIE. ] mean to try. They can’t put you in jail for
trying!

KATE. Is it possible, even? To teach a deaf-blind child
half of what an ordinary child learns—has that ever been
done?

ANNIE. Half?

KATE. A tenth.

ANNIE, (Reluctantly.) No. (KATE's face loses its re-
maining hope, still appraising her youth.) Dr. Howe did
wonders, but—an ordinary child? No, never. But then I
thought when I was going over his reports— (Ske indi-
cates the one in her hand.) —he never treated them like
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ordinary children. More like—e i
e ggs everyone was afraid

KATE. (4 pause.) May I ask how old you are?

ANNIE. Well, ’'m not in my teens, you know! I’m

wenty.

KATE. All of twenty.

ANNIE. (She takes the bull by the horns, valiantly.)
Mrs. Keller, don’t lose heart just because I’m not on my
last legs. I have three big advantages over Dr. Howe that
money couldn’t buy for you. One is his work behind me,
I’'ve read every word he wrote about it and he wasn’t
exactly what you’d call a man of few words. Another is to
be young, why, I've got energy to do anything. The third
3”,. I)ve been blind. (But it costs her something to say

i€,

KATE. (Quietly.) Advantages.

ANNIE. (Wry.) Well, some have the luck of the Irish,
sonlxii do n((:gt}.z o

TE. e smiles; she likes her.) Wh i
t&ﬁlﬂl}xer Sk ) at will you try to
Ie. First, last, and—in between, language.
AK;:TE. La.ngu’age. ¢ £
NIE, Language is to the mind more than light i
the eye. Dr. Howegsaid that. gt and

KartE, Language. (Ske shakes her head.) We can’t get
through to teach her to sit still. You are young, despite
your years, to have such—confidence. Do you, inside?

ANNIE. (She studies her face; she likes her, too.) No,
to tell you the truth I'm as shaky inside as a baby’s rattle!

(They smile at each other, and KATE pats her hand.)

KATE. Don’t be. (JAMES returns to usher them off.)
We’ll do all we can to help, and to make you feel at home.
Don’t think of us as strangers, Miss Annie.

ANNIE. (Cheerily.) Oh, strangers aren’t so strange to
me. I've known them all my life!

(KATE smiles again, ANNIE smiles back, and they precede
James Offstage. The LIGHTS dim on them, having
swmultancously risen FULL on the house; VINEY has
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: ter
dready entered the family room, taken a wa
pitcheg, and come out and down to the pump. She

he
mps real water. As she looks Offstage, we hear t
pdizpj:)f hoofs, a carriage stopping, and voices.)

¢ in’l (Ske
Viney. Cap’n Keller! Cap’n Keller, they com
goes back in?o the house, as KELLE:R comes out on the
2e.) She sure 'nuff came, Cap'n. o
pothxz‘)Egc'z (H) e descends, and crosses toward the carriage;
this conversation begins Offstage qnd moves On.taL’er)tr
courtly.) Welcome to Ivy Green, Miss Sullivan. I take i
are Miss Sullivan— : .
youKATE. My husband, Miss Annie, Captain Keller.
ANNIE. (Her best behavior.) Captain, how do you d(l)]. i
KELLER. A pleasure to see you, at last. I trust you ha

ble journey? \ :
an:;%l:f; Olf, I ha)cll several! When did this country get

so});i?Es Where would you like the trunk, Fa:ther:r‘ .
KeLLEr. Where Miss Sullivan can get at it, I imagine
ANNIE. Yes, please. Where"s Helen?

KELLER. In the hall, Jimmie— " i
Kate. We've put you in the upstairs corner room, l?lb]
Annie, if there’s any breeze at all this summer, you

feel it—

house the setter, BELLE, flees itxto the family

62 iﬁﬁm, pursued by HELEN with groping hands; the
dog doubles back out the same door, and HELI;IN.
still groping for her makes her way out to the porch,

she is messy, her hair tu.mbled, her pinafore nolw
ripped, her shoelaces untied. KELLER acquires tzZ
suitcase, and ANNIE gets her hands on it t0o, tlz_oug

still endeavoring to live up to the general air of

propertied manners.)

KELLER. And the suitcase— ‘
ANNIE. (Pleasantly.) I'll take the suitcase, thanks.

KELLER. Not at all, I have it, Miss Sullivan.

ANNIE, I'd like it.
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KELLER. (Gallantly.) 1 couldn’t think of it, Miss Sul-
Jivan. You’ll find in the south we—

ANNTIE. Let me.

KELLER. —view women as the flowers of civiliza—

ANNIE mpaticntly.) I've got something in it for
Helen! (She tugs it freey KELLER stares.) Thank you.
When do I see her? 6.5—03 Annie

s leleny Meets Helen

(ANNIE turns, and sees HELEN on the porck. A moment
of silence. Then ANNIE begins across the yard to her,
lugging her suitcase.)

KELLER. (Sotto voce.) Katie—

(KATE silences him with a hand on his arm. When ANNIE
finally reaches the porch steps she stops, contem-
plating HELEN for a last moment before entering her
world. T'hen she drops the suitcase on the porch with
intentional heaviness, HELEN starts with the jar, and
comes to grope over it. ANNIE puts forth her hand,
and touches HELEN’S. HELEN af once grasps it, and
commences to explore it, like reading a face. She
moves her hand on to ANNIE'S forearm, and dress;
and ANNIE brings her face within reach of HELEN’S
fingers, which travel over it, quite without timidity,
until they encounter and push aside the smoked
glasses. ANNIE’S gaze is grave, unpitying, very at-
tentive. She puts her hands on HELEN’S arms, but
HELEN at once pulls away, and they confront each
other with a distance between. Then HELEN returns
to the suitcase, tries to open it, cannot.” ANNIE points
HELEN’s hand overkead. HELEN pulls away, tries to
open the suitcase again, ANNIE points her hand over-
head again. HELEN points overhead, a question, and
ANNIE, drawing HELEN’s hand to her own face, nods.
HELEN now begins tugging the suitcase toward the
door; when ANNIE tries to take it from her, she fights
her off and backs through the doorway with it.
ANNIE stands a moment, then follows her in, and
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together they get the suitcase up the steps into
ANNIE’S room.)

Kate. Well? .

KELLER. She’s veléy rough, Katie.

Kare. I like her, Captain. ;

KELLER. Certaixily rear a peculiar kind of young woman
in the north. How old is she? ;

KatE. (Vaguely.) Ohh— Well, she’s not in her teens,

ou know. 4m
B }IQ-:LLER. She’s only a child. What’s her family like,
shipping her off alone this far?

Eﬁmg. I couldn’t learn. She’s very closemouthed about
sonllﬁiLﬂIl.gle.s.Why does she wear those glasses? I like to see
a person’s eyes when I talk to—

Karte. For the sun. She was blind.

KELLER, Blind. { %

KATE. She’s had nine operations on her eyes. One just
before she left. .

KEeLLER. Blind, good heavens, do they expect one blind
child to teach another? Has she experience at least, how
long did she teach there'i

Kate. She was a pupll. g ok '

KeLLEr. (Heavily.) Katie, Katie. This is her first posi-
tion? ; A

KATE. (Bright voice.) She was valedlctona.n’— ;

KrrLer. Here’s a houseful of grownups can't cope with
the child, how can an inexperienced half-blind Yankee

schoolgirl manage her?

(James moves in with the trunk on his shoulder.)

James. (Easily.) Great improvement. Now we have two

of them to look after.
KeLLEr. You look after those strawberry plants!

(JAMES stops with the trunk. KELLER turns from him
without another word, and marches off.)

Jarzs. Nothing I say is right.
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Kate. Why say anything? (Ske calls.) Don’t be long,
Captain, we’ll have supper right away—

(She goes into the house, and through the rear door of
the family room. JAMES trudges in with the trunk,
takes it up the steps to ANNIE'S room, and sets it
down outside the door. The LIGHTS elsewhere dim
somewhat.)

(Meanwhile, inside, ANNIE has givem HELEN a key;
while ANNIE removes her bonnet, HELEN wunlocks
and opens the suitcase. The first thing she pulls out
is @ voluminous shawl. She fingers it until she per-
ceives what it is; then she wraps it around her, and
acquiring ANNIE’s bonnet and smoked glasses as well,
dons the lot: the shawl swamps her, and the bonnet
settles down upon the glasses, but she stands before
a mirror cocking her head to one side, then to the
other, in a mockery of adult action. ANNIE is
amused, and talks to her as one might to a kitten,
with no trace of company manners.)

ANNIE. All the trouble I went to and that’s how I
look? (HELEN then comes back to the suitcase, gropes
for more, lifts out a pair of female drawers.) Oh, no. Not
the drawers! (But HELEN, discarding them, comes to the
elegant doll. Her fingers explore its features, and when
she raises it and finds its eyes open and close, she is at
first startled, then delighted. She picks it up, taps its head
vigorously, taps her own chest, and nods questioningly.
ANNIE takes her finger, points it to the doll, points it to
HELEN, and touching it to her own face, also nods. HELEN
sits back on her heels, clasps the doll to herself, and
rocks it. ANNIE studies her, still in bonnet and smoked
glasses like a caricature of herself, and addresses her
huwmorously.) All right, Miss O’Sullivan. Let’s begin with
doll. (Ske takes HELEN’S hand; in her palm ANNIE’s
forefinger points, thumb holding her other fingers
clenched.) D. (Her thumb next holds all her fingers
clenched, touching HELEN’s palm.) O. (Her thumb and
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forefinger extend.) L. (Same contact repeated.) L. (She
puts HELEN’S hand to the doll.) Doll.

James. You spell pretty well. (ANNIE in one hurried
move gets the drawers swiftly back into the suitcase, the
lid banged shut, and her head turned, to see JAMES lean-
ing in the doorway.) Finding out if she’s ticklish? She is.
(ANNIE regards him stonily, but HELEN after a scowling
moment tugs at her hand again, imperious. ANNIE re-
peats the letters, and HELEN interrupts her fingers in the
middle, feeling each of them, puzzled. ANNIE touches
HeLeN's hand to the doll, and begins spelling into it
again.) What is it, a game?

ANNIE. (Curtly.) An alphabet.

James. Alphabet?
Annie. For the deaf. (HELEN now repeats the finger

movements in air, exactly, her head cocked to her own
hand, and ANNIE’'S eyes suddenly gleam.) Ho. How

bright she is!
James, You think she knows what she’s doing? (He

takes HELEN’s hand, to throw a meaningless gesture into
it; she repeats this one t00.) She imitates everything,

she’s a monkey.
AnntE. (Very pleased.) Yes, she’s a bright little

monkey, all right.

(Skw takes the doil from HELEN, and reaches for her
hand; HELEN instantly grabs the doll back. ANNIE
takes it again, and HELEN’S hand next, but HELEN
is incensed now; when ANNIE draws her hand to her
face to shake her head no, then tries to spell to her,
HELEN slaps at ANNIE'S face. ANNIE grasps HELEN
by both arms, and swings her into a chair, holding
her pinned there, kicking, while glasses, doll, bonnet
fly in various directions. JAMES laughs.)

Jaumes. She wants her doll back
ANNIE. When she spells it.
James. Spell, she doesn’t know the thing has a name,

even.
A~NIE. Of course not, who expects her to, now? All I
want is her fingers to learn the letters.
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Jares. Won’t mean anythin 3 i
! g to her. (ANNIE gives him
;z look. She then tries to form HELEN’S ﬁngersginto the
{:tte'rs, but HELEN swings a hoymaker insteed, which
i) x:?m’tblqgly th(;ucfls, at once pinning her down again.)
sn’t 1i t abet, Mi v i i
o phabet, Miss Sullivan. You invent it

(HELEN is now in a rage, fightin ]
g tooth and nail to get
out of the chair, and ANNIE answers whil ;
and dodging her kicks.) ol >

ANNIE. Spanish monks under a—vow of silence. Which
I wish yow'd take! (And suddenly releasing HELEN’S
hand, she comes and shuts the door in JAMES’ face.
HELEN drops to the floor, groping around for the doll.
ANNIE looks argm_zd desperately, sees her purse on the
bed, rummages in it, and comes up with a battered piece
of cake wrapped in newspaper; with her foot she moves
the doll deftly out of the way of HELEN’S groping, and
going on her knee she lets HELEN smell the cake. When
HE_LEN grabs for it, ANNIE removes the cake and spells
quickly into the reaching hand.) Cake. From Washington
up north, it’s the best I can do. (HELEN’s kand waits
baffled. Annie repeats it.) C, a, k, e. Do what my ﬁngers’
do, never mind what it means. (Ske touches the cake
briefly to HELEN’s nose, pats her hand, presents her own
hand. HELEN sp.ells the letters rapidly back. ANNIE pats
her hand enthusiastically, and gives her the cake; HELEN
crams it into her mouth with both hands. ANNIE watches
her, with humor.) Get it down fast, maybe Il steal that
back t’oo. Now, (She takes the doll, touches it to
HELEN’s nose, and spells again into her hand.) D, o, 1, 1.
Think it over. (HELEN thinks it over, while ANNIE p;e—
sents her own hand. Then HELEN spells three letters.
ANNIE waits a second, then completes the word for
HELEN in her palm.) L. (She hands over the doll, and
HELEN gets a good grip on its leg.) Imitate now, under-
stand later. End of the first les— (Ske never finishes
bgcause HELEN swings the doll with a furious energy, it’
hits ANNIE squarely in the face, and she falls back with
a cry of pain, her knuckles up to her mouth, HELEN
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its. tensed for further combat. When ANNIE lowers
ﬁtz’nuckles s{ze looks at blood on them; she w};)rk.; hf]:
lips, gets to her feet, finds the mirror, and bar:eil er etech
at herself. Now she is furious herselj.’) You little wrii £ A
no one’s taught you any manners? I'll— (But rour(zl thg
from the mirror she sees the door sl_am, H;LEN ar;c 4
doll are on the outside, and HELEN 15 turning flzeh eg o
the lock. ANNIE darts over, to pull the Izznobi t (i t(:n g
is locked fast. She yanks it again.) Helen! Helen, le
out of —

vow at the folly of speaking, but JAMES,
(Shenlzg:d,;ez;ngtairs, hears jher argd turns to see HELI'ZN
with the key and doll groping her way dowr; the
steps; JAMES takes in the whole situation, ma e‘:zd a
move to intercept HELEN, but then changes his mtth :
lets her pass, and amusedly follows her out Zntz be
porch. Upstairs ANNIE meanwhile rattles t e;l nob,
kneels, peers through the keyhole, gets up. She g:;:
to the window, looks down, frowns. JAMES from

yard sings gaily up to her:)

Bufjalo girl, are you coming out tonight,
Coming out tonight,
Coming out—

3 ck into the house. ANNIE takes a handker-

e gl:é;,s ::rses her mouth, stands in the middle ofdthe

room, staring at door anc@ window in turn, anh sz

catches sight of herself in the marror, her ¢ ;lzg

scratched, her hair dishevellet_l, her handkerc atzf

bloody, her face disgusted with herself. She ad-
dresses the mirror, with some irony.)

lost.
. Don’t worry. They’ll find you, you’re not It

On?; 1;:1: of place. (rgtt she coughs, spits something m}tto
her palm, and stares at it, outraged.) And toothless, (Ske

winces.) Qoblthutts, 7 5 (04 Annie Ponders

(Ske pours some water into the basin, dips the handker-
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chief, and presses it to her mouth. Standing there,
bent over the basin in pain—with the rest of the
set dim and unreal, and the lights upon her taking
on the subtle color of the past—she hears again, as
do we, the faraway voices, and slowly she lifts her
head to them; the BOY’S VOICE is the same, the
OTHERS are cracked old crones in a nightmare, and

erhaps we see their shadows.)
é 0OY.Dr. less

s Voick. It hurts. Annie, it hurts’
FIRS : rat shut up, can’t

you, girlie, how’s a body to get any sleep in this damn
ward?

Bov’s Voice. It hurts. It hurts.

Seconp CroNE’s Voice, Shut up, you!

Boy’s VoicE. Annie, when are we goin’ home? You
promised!

ANNIE. Jimmie—

Boy’s Voice. Forever and ever, you said forever—
(ANNIE drops the handkerchief, averts to the window,
and is arrested there by the next cry.) Annie? Annie, you
there? Annie! It Aurts/

TaIRD CRONE’S VOICE. Grab him, he’s fallin’!

BovY’s VoICE. Annie! Fade 7.5 Annie Ponders

Docror’s VOICE. (4 pause, slowly.) Little girl. Little
girl, I must tell you your brother will be going on a—
(But ANNIE claps her hands to her ears, to shut this out;
there is instant silence.)

(As the LIGHTS bring the other areas in again, JAMES
goes to the steps to listen for any sound from up-
stairs. KELLER, re-entering from Left, crosses toward
the house; he passes HELEN en route to her retreat
under the pump. KATE re-enters the rear door of the
family room, with flowers for the table.)

KaTe. Supper is ready, Jimmie, will you call your
father?

James. Certainly. (But he calls up the stairs, for
ANNIE’s benefit:) Father! Supper!
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KeLLER. (At the door.) No need to shout, I've been
cooling my heels for an hour. Sit down.

James, Certainly.

KELLER. Viney!

(VINEY backs in with a roast, while they get settled
around the table.)

Viney. Yes, Cap’n, right here.

KaTE. Mildred went directly to sleep, Viney?

Vingy. Oh yes, that babe’s a angel.

KatE. And Helen had a good supper?

Viney. (Vaguely.) 1 dunno, Miss Kate, somehow she
didn’t have much of a appetite tonight—

KATE. (A bit guilty.) Oh. Dear.

KeLLEr. (Hastily.) Well, now. Couldn’t say the same
for my part, I'm famished. Katie, your plate.

Kate. (Looking.) But where is Miss Annie?

(A silence.)

James. (Pleasantly.) In her room.

KeLLer. In her room? Doesn't she know hot food
must be eaten hot? Go bring her down at once, Jimmie.

James. (Rises.) Certainly. I’ll get a ladder.

KELLER, (Stairs.) What?

James. I'll need a ladder. Shouldn’t take me long.

KATE. (Stares.) What shouldn’t take you—

KrLLER. Jimmie, do as I say! Go upstairs at once and
tell Miss Sullivan supper is getting cold—

James. She’s locked in her room.

KeLLER, Locked in her—

Kate, What on earth are you— -
James. Helen locked her in and made off with the key.

Kate. (Rising.) And you sit here and say nothing?
James. Well, everyone’s been telling me not to say
anything.

(He goes serenely out and across the yard, whistling.
KELLER thrusting up from his chair makes for the
stas.)
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KAtE, Viney, look out in back for i
A key.ey, Helen, See if she

Viney. Yes, Miss Kate. (Ske goes out the rear door.)

KeLLER. (Calling down.) She’s out by the pump!
(KATE goes out on the porch after HELEN, while KELLER
kno_cks on ANNIE’S door, then rattles the knob, im-
periously.) Miss Sullivan! Are you in there?

ANNIE, Oh, I’m in here, all right.

KELLER, Is there no key on your side?
_ AnNIE. (With some asperity.) Well, if there was a key
m_here, I wouldn’t be in here. Helen took it, the only
thing on my side is me.
. KEeLLEr. Miss Sullivan. I— (He tries, but cannot hold
it back.) Not in the house ten minutes, I don’t see zow
you managed it! (He stomps downstairs again, while
ANNIE mutters to herself.)

ANNIE. And even I’m not on my side.

KELLER. (Roaring.) Viney!

VINEY, (Reappearing.) Yes, Cap'n?

KEeLLER. Put that meat back in the oven!

(VINEY bears the roast off again, while KELLER strides
out onto the porch. KATE is with HELEN at the pump,
opening her hands.)

EAIE. She has no key.
ELLER. Nonsense, she must have the key. H
searched in her pockets? P A 8
KaTE. Yes, She doesn’t have it.
Ilg:LLERWK:lge, she must have the key.
TE. Wo ou prefer t
i you prefer to search her yourself, Cap-
KrLLEr. No, I would not prefer to search her! She
almost took my kneecap off this evening, when I tried
x:ﬁr:l)lgngz:—- (James ;’eapj;lears carrying a long ladder,
Y running after him to be i ;
e ey e g o be in on things.) Take
Jamgs, Certainly. (He turns around with it. MARTHA
comes skipping around the Upstage corner of the house to
be in on things, accompanied by the setter, BELLE.)
KartE, She could have hidden the key.
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. Where?
%:;;?RAnywﬁI;e. Under a stone. In the flower beds. In

th?i{mm. Well, I can’t plow up the entire grounds to

find a missing key! Jimmie!
James. Sir?
Krrrer. Bring me a ladder!
James. Certainly.

(VINEY comes around the Downstage side of the house to

i ings; over her showlder,
7 Baby Crying ge in on things; she has MILDRED 0V

i LLER places the ladder against ANNIE’S
unl'e:ég:f'a% momft:. ANNIE meanwhile $s Tunming
about making herself presentable, washing the blood
off her mouth, straightening her clothes, tidying her
hair. Another NEGRO SERVANT enters to gaze in
wonder, increasing the gathering ring of spectators.)

Kate. (Sharply.) What is Mildred doing up? :
VINEY.(Cap’n woke her, ma’am, all that hollerin’.
KerLEr. Miss Sullivan!

i i h air of gra-
ANNIE comes to the window, with as muc ;
( cious normality as she can manage; KELLER is af the

window.)

ANNIE. (Brightly.) Yes, Captain Keller?

KerLer. Come out! G

ANNIE. I don’t see how I can. There isn't room.

KerLer, I intend to carry you. Climb onto my shoulder
and hold tight. ; i

ANNIE. Oh, no. It’s—very chivalrous of you, bu

1ly prefer to— b { ’
reaI(gLII).ER. Miss Sullivan, follow instructions! I will not
have you also tumbling out of our windows. (ANNIE
obeys, with some misgivings.) I hope this is not a sz}mpll_e
of what we may expect from 3;;):1 In the way of simpli-

ing the work of looking after Helen.
fymgANNLEe. Captain Keilégr, I’'m perfectly able to go down a

under my own— :

ladlggrLLER. I do}:.xbt it, Miss Sullivan. Simply hold onto my
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neck. (He begins down with her, while the SPECTATORS
stand in a wide and somewhat awe-stricken circle, watch-
ing. KELLER half-misses a rung, and ANNIE grabs at his
whiskers.) My neck, Miss Sullivan!

ANNIE. I’'m sorry to inconvenience you this way—

KeLLer. No inconvenience, other than having that door
lt{a.ken down and the lock replaced, if we fail to find that

ey.

ANNIE. Oh, I’ll look everywhere for it.

KEeLLER, Thank you. Do not look in any rooms that
can be locked. There. (He stands her on the ground.
JaMEs applauds.)

ANNIE. Thank you very much.

(She smooths her skirt, looking as composed and ladylike
as possible. KELLER stares around at the spectators.)

KEeLLer. Go, go, back to your work. What are you
looking at here? There’s nothing here to look at. (Tkey
break up, move off.) Now would it be possible for us to
have supper, like other people? (He marches into the
house.)

KartE. Viney, serve supper. I'll put Mildred to sleep.

(They ALL go in. JAMES is the last to leave, murmuring
to ANNIE with a gesture.)

James. Might as well leave the ], a, d, d, e, r, hm?

(ANNIE ignores him, looking at HELEN; JAMES goes in
too. Imperceptibly the LIGHTS commence to narrow
down: ELEN-ere.20w alone in the yard,
HELEN seated at the pump, where she has been
gblivious to it all, a battered little savage, playing
wi re~dot-tn=a—pictA?e of innocent contentment.
ANNIE comes near, leans against the house, and tak-
ing off her smoked glasses, studies her, not without
awe. Presently HELEN rises, gropes around to see if
anyone is present; ANNIE evades her hand, and when
HELEN is satisfied she is alone, the key suddenly
protrudes out of her mouth. She takes it in her
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inki lifts a

ngers, stands thinking, gropes to the pump,
zwie board, drops the key into the well, and hugs
herself gleefully. ANNIE stares. But after a moment
she shakes her head to herself, she carnot keep the

smile from her lips.)

AxNIE. You devil. (Her tone ts one of great refpect,
humor, and acceptance of challenge.) You think I'm so
easily gotten rid of? You have a thing or two to lear?,
first. 1 have nothing else to do. (She goes up the steps to
the porch, but turns for a final word, almost of warning.)

And nowhere to go.

i hers

esently she moves into the house to the others,
(Andasprthe LIyGHTS dim down and out, except for {h;
small circle upon HELEN, solitary at the pump, whic

ends the Act.)

06 Locked Doors and Missing Keys

ACT TWO

It is evening. The only room visible in the KELLER kouse
is Annie’s, where by lamplight ANNIE, in a shawl, is
at a desk writing a letter; at her bureau HELEN, in
her customary unkempt state, is tucking her doll in
the bottom drawer as a cradle, the contents of which
she has dumped out, creating as usual a fine disorder,
ANNIE mutters each word as she writes her letter,
slowly, her eyes close to and almost touching the
page, to follow with difficulty her penwork.

ANNIE, “. . . and, nobody, here, has, attempted, to,
control, her. The, greatest, problem, I, have, is, how, to,
discipline, her, without, breaking, her, spirit.” (Resolute
voice.) “But, I, shall, insist, on, reasonable, obedience,
from, the, stait—" (At which point HELEN, groping about
on the desk, knocks over the inkwell., ANNIE jumps up,
rescues her letter, rights the inkwell, grabs a towel to stem
the spillage, and then wipes at HELEN’s hands; HELEN as
always pulls free, but not until ANNIE first gets three
letters into her palm.) Ink. (HELEN is enough interested
in and puzzled by this spelling that she profiers her hand
again; so ANNIE spells and impassively dunks it back in
the spillage.) Ink. It has a name. (She wipes the hand
clean, and leads HELEN to her bureau, where she looks
for something to engage her. She finds a sewing card, with
needle and threcd, and going to her knees, shows HELEN’S
hand how to connect one row of holes.) Down. Under. Up.
And be careful of the needle— (HELEN gets it, and
ANNIE rises.) Fine. You keep out of the ink and perhaps
I can keep out of—the soup. (Ske returns to the desk,
tidies it, and resumes writing her letter, bent close to the
page.) “These, blots, are, her, handiwork. I—" (Ske is
interrupted by a gasp: HELEN has stuck her finger, and
sits sucking at it, darkly. Then with vengeful resolve she
seizes her doll, and is about to dash its brains out on the
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floor when ANNIE, diving, catches it in_one hand, which
she at once shakes with hopping pain but otherwise
ignores, patiently.) All right, let’s try temperance. (Tak-
ing the doll, she kneels, goes through the motion of knock-
ing its head on the floor, spells into HELEN’S hand:)
Bad, girl. (Ske lets HELEN feel the grieved expression on
her face. HELEN imitates it. Next she makes HELEN caress
the doll and kiss the hurt spot and hold it gently in her
arms, then spells into her hand:) Good, girl. (Ske lets
HELEN feel the smile on her face. HELEN sits with a scowl,
which suddenly clears; she pats the doll, kisses it,
wreathes her face in a large artificial smile, and bears the
doll to the washstand, where she carefully sits it. ANNIE
watches, pleased.) Very good girl— (Whereupon HELEN
elevates the pitcher and dashes it on the floor instead.
ANNIE leaps to her feet, and stands inarticulate; HELEN
calmly gropes back to sit to the sewing card and needle.
ANNIE manages to achieve self-control. She picks up ¢
fragment or two of the pitcher, sees HELEN is puzzling
over the card, and resolutely kneels to demonstrate it
again. She spells into HEeLEN'S hand.)

(KATE meanwhile coming around the corner with folded
sheets on her arm, halts at the doorway and watches
them for a moment in silence; she is moved, but

level.)

Kate. (Presently.) What are you saying to her?

ANNIE. (Glancing up, she is a bit embarrassed, and
vises from the spelling, to find her company manners.)
Oh, I was just making conversation. Saying it was a
sewing card.

KATE. But does that— (Ske imitates with her fingers.)
—mean that to her?

Annie. No. No, she won’t know what spelling is till
she knows what a word is.

KaTe. Yet you keep spelling to her. Why?

ANNIE. (Cheerily.) 1 like to hear myself talk!

Kate. The Captain says it's like spelling to the fence

post.
ANNIE. (A pause.) Does he, now?
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KatE. Is it?

:%I:?gs.h i\iTl(()i’r:aS? how I watch you talk to Mildred.
téa(.)lri};:lgée;%z ?ée?ﬁle?1?3522T5§Q°3‘§‘e_"5v‘255b§’f§s to st
Pty gin to. If they hear it, I'm letting Helen

Kate. Other children are not—i i
wo?]?legﬁé E(x)n’_otlhsirti:p?Othingmim;:ﬁ:ér?i. that head, it
wo%;EMigf'Xﬁisié), o o ey

ANNIE. I guess no mother’ i
oy g other’s ever minded enough to

S y aga
) > )

Kate. (Too quickly.) What did sh
: 11?

ANNIE. I spelt card. She s cake '
; ; 2 pelt cake! (She tak
Kﬁlm-: s quickness, and shakes her head, gefztlye.) gIcfsit‘";
only a ﬁnger-game to her, Mrs. Keller. What she has to

learn first is that things have names.
ﬁmz. Alr\lf wll;en will she learn?
NNIE. Maybe after a million and one words, (T
holIg each other’s gaze; KATE then speaks quietlly.() 7
AATE. I should like to learn those letters, Miss Annie.
NNIE. (Pleased.) T'll teach you tomorrow morning
Thlzt ma.k??r any half a million each! j
ATE. en.) It’s her bedtime. (ANNIE reach
g;e sewing cgrd, HELEN objects, [(\NNH". i;ﬁﬁft;esa/:g
BLEN gels rid of ANNIE'S hand by jabbing it with the
Zee e. ANNIE gasps, and moves to grip HELEN'S wrist;
dut KATE intervenes with a profiered sweet, and HELE};
rops the card, crams the sweet into her mouth, and
:Ac;%zé)les up tho searczd her mother's hands for more
nurses her wound, stari 'm
sony, Mo ring after the sweet.) I'm
NNIE. (Indignantly.) Wh
g y.) y does she get a reward?
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—_ (Then, tiredly.) We catch our flies with
hoi;fzi’geyfraié. We haven’t the heart for rr;ﬁclé else,
and so many times she simply cannot be compelled. e

Awsuz, (Ominous) Ves, T O 500 00, Comer
iles, and leads HELE a ; ;
f&%ﬁi le";ne in her room picks up things and ml tl:g "cch
of removing HEeLEN’s doll Sg}z’z'vesdwag t?t u;z'r‘m;::rrzefb z»d ; ’fd
jon: it. She drops d,
igctzﬂs' ;::dg'li:zogt.t l?hen she turns b_ack, sits d(gz.fwfly,
and writes again, as the LIGHTS dim on her. nmth);t)
“The, more, I, think, the, more, certain, L k:n’led e’
obedience, is, the, gateway, thro’x’zgh, which, knowledge,
enters, the, mind, of, the, child—

(On the word “obedience” a sha!t of SUI\ZLIG{IT e’::(;fv
the water pump outside, while ANNIE’S 1}({7:552 ol
in the dark, followed by a distant COC th’e
DAYLIGHT comes up over another corner of
sky, with VINEY'S voice heard at once.)

VINEY. Breakfast ready! 8 ROOSTER

s down into the sunlight beam, and pumps
(VIN:Ypftoc'Zeerful of water. W]zile the pitcher tsk bﬂ";:;
ming we hear conversation from thehdar o i
LIGHT grows to the family room of the ousezz \
all are either entering o1 already seated at b’eg-l ff;,.;
with KELLER and n{im;s tarbglumt% il;e; l;vr‘;r.theEcon-
is wandering around the table the
‘tsen‘l;)s of thg other plates. When ANNIE 1§ ”tts it;:
chair, she watches HELEN. VINEY re-enters, sé ey
pitcher on the table; KATE lifts the almost ; :y
biscuit plate with an inquiring look, YINEY ntq s ot
bears it off back, neither of .them interrup zr;ghi”
men. ANNIE meanwhile ”;zs gnt};l,(‘zzk ;zggz, ZJ:' cha "g
HeLEN, who at her mother’s e M
among some scramblgd eggs. KATE ca 3
smiles with a wry gesture. :.HEPEN mo
ge.:oovjzﬁ;,’s plate, the male talk continuing, JaMEs
deferential and KELLER overriding.)
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JamEes. —no, but shouldn’t we give the devil his due,
Father? The fact is we lost the South two years earlier
when he outthought us behind Vicksburg.

KeLLEr. Outthought is a peculiar word for a butcher.

James. Harness maker, wasn’t he?

KELLER. I said butcher, his only virtue as a soldier was
numbers and he led them to slaughter with no more re-
gard than for so many sheep.

James. But even if in that sense he was a butcher, the
fact is he—

KEeLLER. And a drunken one, half the war.

James. Agreed, Father. If his own people said he was
I can’t argue he—

KeLLEr. Well, what is it you find to admire in such a
man, Jimmie, the butchery or the drunkenness?

James. Neither, Father, only the fact that he beat us.

KEeLLER. He didn’t.

James. Is it your contention we won the war, sir?

KerLer, He didn’t beat us at Vicksburg. We lost
Vicksburg because Pemberton gave Bragg five thousand
of his cavalry and Loring, whom I knew personally for
a nincompoop before you were born, marched away from
Champion’s Hill with enough men to have held them, we
lost Vicksburg by stupidity verging on treason.

James. I would have said we lost Vicksburg because
Grant was one thing no Yankee general was before him—

KEeLLER. Drunk? I doubt it.

James. Obstinate.

KELLER. Obstinate. Could any of them compare even
in that with old Stonewall? If he’d been there we would
still have Vicksburg.

JamEes. Well, the butcher simply wouldn’t give up, he
tried four ways of getting around Vicksburg and on the
fifth try he got around. Anyone else would have pulled
north and—

KerLEr. He wouldn’t have got around if we’d had a
Southerner in command, instead of a half-breed Yankee
traitor like Pemberton— (While this background talk is
in progress, HELEN is working around the table, ulti-
mately toward ANNIE's plate. She messes with her hands
in JaMEs’s plate, then in KELLER'S, both men taking it so

43



for granted they hardly notice. Then HELEN comes grof
ing with soiled hands past her own plate, to ANNIL',
her hand goes to it, and ANNIE, who has been wailing,
deliberately lifts and removes her hand. HELEN gropes
again, ANNIE firmly pins her by the wrist, and removes
her hand from the table. HELEN thrusts her hands again,
ANNIE catches them, and HELEN begins to flail and make
noises; the interruption brings KELLER’S gaze wupon
them.) What’s the matter there?

KATE. Miss Annie. You see, she’s accustomed to help-
ing herself from our plates to anything she—

ANNIE. (Evenly.) Yes, but I’m not accustomed to it.

KELLER. No, of course not. Viney!

Kare. Give her something, Jimmie, to quiet her.

JamEs. (Blandly.) But her table manners are the best
she has. Well.

(He pokes across with a chunk of bacon at HELEN’S
hand, which ANNIE releases; but HELEN knocks the
bacon away and stubbornly thrusts at ANNIE’S plate,
ANNIE grips her wrists again, the struggle mounts.)

KELLER. Let her this time, Miss Sullivan, it’s the only
way we get any adult conversation. If my son’s half
merits that description. (He rises.) I'll get you another

late.
9 ANNIE, (Gripping HELEN.) I have a plate, thank you.

KaTE. (Calling.) Viney! I'm afraid what Captain
Keller says is only too true, she'll persist in this until she
gets her own way.

KELLER. (At the door.) Viney, bring Miss Sullivan an-
other plate—

ANNIE. (Stonily.) I have a plate, nothing’s wrong with
the plate, T intend to keep it.

(Silence for a moment, except for HELEN’S noises as she
struggles to get loose; the KELLERS are a bit non-
plussed, and ANNIE is too darkly intent on HELEN’S
manners to have any thoughts now of her own.)

James. Ha. You see why they took Vicksburg?
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KriLLer. (Uncertainly.) Miss Sullivan. One plate or
ther is hardly a matter to struggle with a deprived

Il about.

Annie. Oh, I'd sooner have a more— (HELEN begins to

k, ANNIE moves her ankles to the opposite side of the

“thatr.) —heroic issue myself, I—

~ KrLrer. No, I really must insist you— (HELEN bangs
Mer toe on the chair and sinks to the floor, crying with
tuge and feigned injury; ANNIE keeps hold of her wrist,
Qusing down, while XATE rises.) Now she’s hurt herself.

ANNIE. (Grimly.) No, she hasn’t.

Krrrer. Will you please let her hands go?

IKATE. Miss Annie, you don’t know the child well
snough yet, she’ll keep—

ANNIE. I know an ordinary tantrum well enough, when
I see one, and a badly spoiled child—

AMES. Hear, hear.

LLER. (Very annoyed.) Miss Sullivan! You would
have more understanding of your pupil if you had some
pity in you. Now kindly do as I—

ANNIE. Pity? (She releases HELEN to turn equally an-
moyed on KELLER across the table; instantly HELEN
scrambles up and dives at ANNIE'S plate. This time
ANNIE intercepts her by pouncing on her wrists like a
hawk, and her temper boils.) For this tyrant? The whole
house turns on her whims, is there anything she wants she
doesn’t get? I’ll tell you what I pity, that the sun won’t
rise and set for her all her life, and every day you’re tell-
Ing her it will, what good will your pity do her when
you're under the strawberries, Captain Keller?

KELLER. (Outraged.) Kate, for the love of heaven will
you—

KATE. Miss Annie, please, I don’t think it serves to
lose our—

ANNIE. It does you good, that’s all. It’s less trouble to
feel sorry for her than to teach her anything better,
isn’t it?

KELrEr. T fail to see where you have taught her any-
thing yet, Miss Sullivan!

ANNIE. I’ll begin this minute, if you’ll leave the room,
Captain Keller!
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KELLER, (Astonéished.) Leave the—
ANN1c, Everyone, please.

(She struggles with HELEN, while KELLER endeavors Lo
control his voice.)

KeLLErR. Miss Sullivan, you are here only as a paid
teacher. Nothing more, and not to lecture—

ANNIE, I can’t umteach her six years of pity if you
can’t stand up to one tantrum! Old Stonewall, indeed.
Mrs. Keller, you promised me help.

KATE. Indeed I did, we truly want to—

ANNIE. Then leave me alone with her, Now!

KeLLer. (In a wrath.) Katie, will you come outside
with me? At once, please.

(He marches to the front door. KATE and JAMES follow
him. Simultaneously ANNIE releases HELEN’S wrists,
and the child again sinks to the floor, kicking and
crying her weird noises; ANNIE steps over her to
meet VINEY coming in the rear doorway with bis-
cuits and a clean plate, surprised at the general
commotion.)

Viney. Heaven sakes—
ANNIE, Out, please.

(Ske backs VINEY out with one hand, closes the door on
her astonished mouth, locks it, and removes the key.
KELLER meanwhile snatches his hat from a rack, and
KATE follows him down the porch steps. JAMES
lingers in the doorway to address ANNIE across the
room with a bow.)

James. If it takes all summer, general.

(ANNIE comes over to his door in turn, removing her
glasses grimly; as KELLER outside begins speaking,
ANNIE closes the door on JaMES, locks it, removes
the key, and turns with her back against the door
to stare omsnously at HELEN, kicking on the floor.
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Jamres takes his hat from the rack, and going down
the porck steps joins KATE and KELLER talking in
the yard, KELLER in o Sputter of ire.)

Kerrer, This girl, this—cub of a girl—presumes! 1
gll you, I'm of half a mind to ship her back to Boston
fore the week is out. You can inform her so from me!
KATE, (Eyebrows up.'} I, Captain?
KeLLER. She’s a hireling! Now I want it clear, unless
there's an apology and complete change of manner she
?bBCk on the next train? Will you make that quite
Cloar
KAte, Where will you be, Captain, while I am making
It quite—
ELLER. At the office!

(He begins off Left, finds his mapkin still in his irate
hand, is uncertain with it, dabs his lips with dignity,
gets rid of it in a toss to JAMES, and marches off
JAMES turns to eye KATE.)

James. Will you? (KATE’s mouth is set, and JAMEs
studies it lightly.) I thought what she said was exception-
ully intelligent. I've been saying it for years.

TE. (Not without scorn.) To his face? (She comes
lo relieve him of the white napkin, but reverts again with
it,) Or will you take it, Jimmie? As a flag?

(JAMES stalks out, much offended, and KATE turning
stares across the yard at the house; the LIGHTS
narrowing down to the following pantomime in the
family room leave ker motionless in the dark.)

(ANNIE meanwhile has begun by slapping both keys down
on a shelf out of HELEN’S reack; she returns to the
table, Upstage. HELEN’s kicking has subsided, and
when from the floor her hand finds ANNIE’S chair
empty she pauses. ANNIE clears the table of KATEs,
JamEs’s, and KELLER’S plates; she gets back to her
own across the table just in time to slide it deftly
away from HELEN's pouncing hand. She lifts the
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hand and moves it to HELEN’s plate, and after an
#nstant’s exploration, HELEN sits again on the floor
and drums her heels, ANNIE comes around the table
and resumes her chair. When HELEN feels her skirt
again, she ceases kicking, waits for whatever is to
come, renews some kicking, waits again. ANNIE re-
trieving her plate takes up a forkful of food, stops it
halfway to her mouth, gazes at it devoid of appetite,
and half-lowers it; but after a look at HELEN she
sighs, dips the forkfiud toward HELEN in a for-your-
sake toast, and puts it in her own mouth to chew,
not without an effort. HELEN now gets hold of the
chasr leg, and half-succeeds in pulling the chair out
from under her. ANNIE bangs it down with her rear,
heavily, and sits with all her weight. HELEN'S next
atiempt to topple it is unavailing, so her fingers dive
in a pinch at ANNIE’s flank. ANNIE in the middle of
her mouthful almost loses it with startle, and she
slaps down her fork to round on HELEN. The child
comes up with curiosity to feel what ANNIE is doing,
so ANNIE resumes eating, letting HELEN’S hand fol-
low the movement of her fork to her mouth,; where-
upon HELEN at once reaches into ANNIE’s plate.
ANNIE firmly removes her hand to her own plate.
HELEN in reply pinches ANNIE’S thigh, a good mean
pinchful that makes ANNIE jump. ANNIE sets the
fork down, and sits with her mouth tight. HELEN
digs another pinch into her thigh, and this time
ANNIE slaps her hand smartly away; HELEN retali-
ates with a roundhouse fist that catches ANNIE on the
ear, and ANNIE’S hand leaps at once in a forceful
slap across HELEN’s cheek; HELEN is the startled
one now. ANNIE’'S hand in compunction falters to
her own face, but when HELEN hits at her again,
ANNIE deliberately slaps her again. HELEN lifts her
fist irresolute for another roundhouse, ANNIE lifts
her hand resolute for another slap, and they freeze in
this posture, while HELEN mulls st over. She thinks
better of it, drops her fist, and giving ANNIE a wide
berth, gropes around to her MOTHER’S chair, to find
it empty; she blunders her way along the tabls,
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Upstage, and encountering the empty chairs and
missing plates, she looks bewildered; she gropes
back to her MOTHER’S chair, again touches her cheek
and indicates the chair, and waits for the world to
answer. ANNIE now reaches over to spell into her
hand, but HELEN yanks it away,; she gropes to the
Jront door, tries the knob, and finds the door locked,
with no key. She gropes to the rear door, and finds it
locked, with no key. She commences to bang on st.
ANNIE 7ises, crosses, takes her wrists, draws her, re-
sisting, back to the table, seats her, and releases her
hands upon her plate; as ANNIE herself begins to sit,
HELEN writhes out of her chair, runs to the front
door, and tugs and kicks at it, ANNIE rises again,
crosses, draws her by one wrist back to the table,
seats her, and sits; HELEN escapes back to the door,
knocking over her MOTHER’S chair en route. ANNIE
rises again in pursuit, and this time lifts HELEN
bodily from behind and bears her kicking to her
chair. She deposits her, and once more turns to sit.
HELEN scrambles out, but as she passes ANNIE
catches her up again from behind and deposits her
in the chair; HELEN scrambles out on the other side,
for the rear door, but ANNIE at her heels catches
her up and deposits her again in the chair. She
stands behind it. HELEN scrambles out to her right,
and the instant her feet hit the floor ANNIE lifts end
deposits her back; she scrambles out to her left, and
is at once lifted and deposited back. She tries right
again and is deposited back, and tries left again and
is deposited back, and now feints ANNIE to the right
but is off to her left, and is promptly deposited back.
She sits a moment, and then starts straight over the
tabletop, dishware notwithstanding; ANNIE hauls her
in and deposits her back, with her plate spilling in
her lap, and she melts to the floor and crawls under
the table, laborious among its legs and chairs; but
ANNIE is swift around the table and waiting on the
other side when she surfaces, immediately bearing her
aloft; HELEN clutches at James’s chair for anchor-
age, but it comes with her, and halfway back she
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abandons it to the floor. ANNIE deposits her in her
chair, and waits. HELEN sits tensed, motionless. Then
she tentatively puts out her left foot and hand,
ANNIE interposes her own hand, and at the contact
HELEN jerks hers in. She tries her right foot, ANNIE
blocks it with her own, and HELEN jerks hers in.
Finally, leaning back, she slumps down in her chair,
in a sullen biding. ANNIE backs off a step, and
watches; HELEN offers no move. ANNIE takes a deep
breath. Both of them and the room are in consider-
able disorder, two chairs down and the table a mess,
but ANNIE makes no effort to tidy it; she only sits
on her own chair, and lets her energy refill. Then she
takes up knife and fork, and resolutely addresses
her food. HELEN’S hand comes out to explore, and
seeing it ANNIE sits without moving; the child’s hand
goes over her hand and fork, pauses—ANNIE still
does not move—and withdraws. Presently it moves
for her own plate, slaps about for it, and stops,
thwarted. At this, ANNIE again rises, 7€COVErs
HeLeN’s plate from the floor and a handful of
scattered food from the deranged tablecloth, drops
it on the plate, and pushes the plate into contact
with HELEN’S fist. Neither of them now moves for a

egnant moment—until HELEN suddenly takes a
grab of food and wolfs it down. ANNIE permits her-
self the humor of a minor bow and warming of her
hands together; she wanders off a step or two,
watching. HELEN cleans up the plate. After a
glower of indecision, she holds the empty plate out
for more. ANNIE accepls it, and crossing to the
removed plates, spoons food from them onto it; she
stands debating the spoon, tapping it a few times on
HereN’s plate; and when she returns with the plate
she brings the spoon, too. She puts the spoon first
into HELEN’S hand, then sets the plate down. HELEN
discarding the spoon reaches with her hand, and
ANNIE stops it by the wrist; she replaces the spoon
in it. HELEN impatiently discards it again, and again
ANNIE stops her hand, to replace the spoon in it.

This time HELEN throws the spoom om the floor.
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ANNIE after comsidering it lifts HELEN bodily out
of the chair, and in a wrestling match on the floor
closes her fingers upon the spoon, and refurns Ker
with it to the chair. HELEN again throws the spoon
on the floor. ANNIE lifts her out of the chasr again;
but in the struggle over the spoon HELEN with ANNIE
on her back sends her sliding over her head; HELEN
flees back to her chair and scrambles into it. When
ANNIE comes after her she clutches it for dear life;
ANNIE pries one hand loose, then the other, then the
first again, then the other again, and then kifts
HEI:EN by the waist, chair and all, and shakes the
chair loose. HELEN wrestles to get free, but ANNIE
pins her to the floor, closes her fingers upon the
spoon, and lifts her kicking under one arm; with her
other hand she gets the chair in place again, and
plunks HELEN back on it. When she releases her
hand, HELEN throws the spoon at her. ANNIE now
removes the plate of food. HELEN, grabbing, finds it
missing, and commences to bang with her fists on
the table. ANNIE collects a fistful of spoons and
descends with them and the plate on HELEN; she
lets her smell the plate, at which HELEN ceases
banging, and ANNIE puts the plate down and a spoon
in HELEN’S hand. HELEN throws it on the floor.
ANNIE puts another spoon in her hand. HELEN
throws it on the floor. ANNIE puts another spoon in
her hand. HELEN throws it on the floor. W hen ANNIE
comes to her last spoon she sits next to HELEN and
gripping the spoon in HELEN’S hand compels ker to
take food in it up to her mouth. HELEN sits with
lips shut. ANNIE waits a stolid moment, then lowers
HELEN’S hand. She tries again; HELEN’S lips remain
shut. ANNIE waits, lowers HELEN’s hand. She bries
again; this time HELEN suddenly opens her mouth
and accepts the food. ANNIE lowers the spoon with a
sigh of relief, and HELEN spews the mouthful out at
ker face. ANNIE sits @ moment with eyes closed, then
takes the pitcher and dashes its water into HELEN’S
face, who gasps astonished. ANNIE with FHELEN'S
hand takes up another spoonful, and shoves it indo
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her open mouth. HELEN swallows involuntarily, and
while she is catching her breath ANNIE forces her
palm open, throws four swift letters into i, then
another four, and bows toward her with devastating

pleasantness.)

ANnNIE, Good girl.

ANNIE lifts HELEN'S hand to feel her face nod ;
; Hlau:x{x grabs a fistful of her hair, and yanks. The
pain brings ANNIE £0 her knees, and HELEN pum-
mels her; they roll under the table, and the LIGHTS

commence to dim out on them.) 9 CHIMES

imultaneously the LIGHT at Left has been rising,
(s’mslowly, 50 yslowly that it seems at first we only imag-
ine what is intimated in the yard: @ few ghostlike
figures, in silence, motionless, waiting. Now the
distant belfry CHIMES commence to toll the hour,'
also very slowly, almost—it is t;celvc—n_ztemmzably,
the sense is that of e long tinie pasSing. We can
identify the figures before the twelfth stroke, all
facing the house in @ kind of watch: KATE is standing
exactly as before, but now with the baby MILDRED
sleeping in her arms, and placed here and there,
unmoving, are AUNT Ev in her hat with a hanky to
her nose, and the two Negro children, PERCY and
MARTHA with necks outstretched eagerly, and VINEY
with a knotted kerchief on her head and a feather
duster in her hand. The CHIMES cease, and there is
silence. For a long moment none 0f the group moves. )

11 Id
Viney. (Presently). What am I.gor))e do, Miss Kate
It’s noontiEne, dinner’s comin’, I didn’t get them break-
fast dishes out of there yet.

i hifts
KATE says nothing, stares at the house. I\II‘AR'.FHA S,
\ HELEyN’S doll ign her clutch, and it plaintively says

momma.)

KATE. (Presently.) You run along, Martha,
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AvNT Ev. (She blows her nose. Then, wretchedly.) 1
can’t wait out here a minute longer, Kate, why, this could
go on all afternoon, too.

KatEe. I'll tell the Captain you called.

VINEY. (To the CriLprEN.) You hear what Miss Kate
say? Never you mind what'’s going on here. (St no one
moves.) You run along tend your own bizness. (Finally
}S/INEY turns on the CHILDREN with the feather duster.)

hool

(The two CHILDREN divide before her. She chases them
off. AUNT Ev comes to KATE, on her dignity.)

Aunt Ev. Say what you like, Kate, but that child is a
Keller, (She opens her parasol, preparatory to leaving.) 1
needn’t remind you that all the Kellers are cousins to
General Robert E. Lee. I don’t know who that girl is.
(She waits; but KATE staring at the house is without
response.) The only Sullivan I've heard of—from Boston
too, and I'd think twice before locking her up with that
kind—is that man John L.

(And Aunt Ev departs, with head high. Presently VINEY
comes to KATE, her arms out for the baby.)

VINEY. You give me her, Miss Kate, I'll sneak her in
back, to her crib.

(But KATE is moveless, until VINEY starts to take the
baby; KATE looks down at her before relinquishing
her.)

KatE. (Slowly.) This child never gives me a minute’s
WOrTYy.

VinEY. Oh yes, this one’s the angel of the family, no
question bout ¢/at.

(She begins off rear with the baby, heading around the
house ; and KATE now turns her back on it, her hand
to her eyes. At this moment there is the slamming
of a door, and when KATE wheels, HELEN is blun-
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dering down the porch steps into the light, like a
ruined bat out of hell. VINEY halts, and KATE runs
in; HELEN collides with her mother's knees, and reels
off and back to clutch them as her savior. ANNIE with
smoked glasses in hand stands on the porch, also
much undone, looking as though she had indeed just
taken Vicksburg. KATE, taking in HELEN’s ravaged
state, becomes steely in her gaze up at ANNIE.)

KaTE. What happened?

ANNIE. (She meets KATE’S gaze, and gives a factual
report, too exhausted for anything but a flat voice.) She
ate from her own plate. (Ske thinks a moment.) She ate
with a spoon. Herself. (KATE frowns, uncertain with
thought, and glances down at Heren.) And she folded
her napkin.

Kate. (Her gaze now wavers, jrom HELEN lo ANNIE,
and back. Softly.) Folded—her napkin?

AnNIE. The room’s a wreck, but her napkin is folded.
(She pauses, then:) T'll be in my room, Mrs. Keller.
(She moves to re-enter the house; but she stops at
VINEY’S voice.)

VINEY. (Cheery.) Don’t be long, Miss Annie. Dinner

be ready right away!

(VINEY carries MILDRED around the back of the house.
ANNIE stands unmoving, takes a deep breath, stares
over her shoulder at KATE and HELEN, then inclines
her head graciously, and goes with a slight stagger
into the house. The LIGHTS in her room above steal
up in readiness for her. KaTE remains alone with
HELEN in the yard, standing protectively over her,
in a kind of wonder.)

KaTE. (Slowly.) Folded her napkin. (Ske contemplates
the wild head in her thighs, and moves her fingertips over
it, with such a tenderness, and something like a fear of its

: it Fer own eyes close;-she-wlispers, bend-

My Helen—folded her ,napkin— (And still
y TierTrend—in-surrenaer I or the first
time that we see loses her protracted war with grief; but
54
9.5...07 An inner voice-

she will not let a sound escape her, only the gri

tears comes, and sobs that shake her in.}:z gripg;f’z?lgzc?
But HELEN feels them, and her hand comes sp in its own
won.dermg, to interrogate her mother's face, until XATE
buries her lips in the child’s palm.) y

(Upstairs, ANNIE enters her room, closes the door, and
stands back against it; the LIGHTS, growing on her
with their special color, commence to fade on KATE
and HELEN. Then ANNIE goes wearily to her suit-
case, and lifts it to take it toward the bed. But it
knocks an object to the floor, and she turns back to
regqrd it. A new voice comes in a cultured murmur
hesitant as with the effort of remembering a text:) :

MAaN’s Voice, This—soul— (ANNIE puts the sui
down, and kneels to the object: it is thejzjzttered Peﬁzgrii
report, and she stands with it in her hand, letting memory
try to speak:) This—blind, deaf, mute—woman—
(ANNIE sits on {zer bed, opens the book, and finding the
passage, br'mgs it up an inch from her eyes to read, her
face and lips following the overheard words, the voice
quite factual now:) Can nothing be done to disinter this
hqman soul?.The whole neighborhood would rush to save
this woman if she were buried alive by the caving in of
a pit, and labor with zeal until she were dug out. Now
1f_there were one who had as much patience as zeal, he
might awaken her to a consciousness of her immortal—

(When .the Bov’s VOICE comes, ANNIE closes her eyes, in
pain.)  REVERB - Howard, Boy Annie

Boy’s VoIcE. Annie? Annie

ANNIE, Hush. PR

Bov’s VoicE. Annie, what’s that noise?

ANNIE. (She tries not to answer; her own voice is
drawn out of her, unwilling.) Just a cot, Jimmie.

Boy’s Voice. Where they pushin’ it?

ANNIE. To the deadhouse.

Boy’s VoICE. Annie. Does it hurt, to be dead?
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; d works
NNIE escapes by opening her eyes, her han
i restlessl; over her cheek; she retreats into the ’book
again, but the cracked old crones interrupt, whisper-
ing. ANNIE slowly lowers the book.)

FirsT CrONE’S VoICE. There is §chools. :

Seconp CroNE’s VoIcE. There is schools outside—

Tarp CRONE'S VOICE. —schools where they teach
blind ones, worse’n you—

First CroNE's VoicE. To read— .

Seconp Crone’s Voice. To read and write— %

Tairp CroNE's VoicE. There is schools outside where
they— :

Frst CrONE’s VoICE. There is schools—

(Silence. ANNIE sits with her eyes shining, her hand al-
most in a caress over the book. Then:)

Boy’s Voice. You ain’t goin’ to school, are you, Annie?

ANNIE. (Whispering.) When I grow up. ‘e

Boy’s V(OICE. You ain’t either, Annie. You're goin’ to
stay here take care of me.

ANnNIE. 'm goin’ to school when I grow up.

Bov’s Voick. You said well be together, forever and
ever and ever—

ANNIE. (Fierce.) 'm goin’ to school when I grow up!

DocTor’s VoICE. (Slowly.) Little girl. I.,lttle girl, I must
tell you. Your brother will be going on a journey, soon.

(ANNIE sits rigid, .in silence. Then the Boy’s VOICE
pierces it, a shriek of terror.)

Bov’s Voice. Annie!

(It goes into ANNIE like a sword, she doubles onto it;
the book falls to the floor. It takes her a rackqd
moment to find herself and what she was engaged in
here; when she sees the suitcase she remembe(s, and
lifts it once again toward the bed. But the voices are
with her, as she halts with suitcase in hand.)
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First CrONE’s Voick. Good-bye, Annie.

Doctor’s Voice. Write me when you learn how.

SeconDp CroNE’s VoicE. Don’t tell anyone you came
from here. Don’t tell anyone—

Tamp CroNe’s Voice. Yeah, don’t tell anyone you
came from—

First CrONE’s VOICE. Yeah, don’t tell anyone—

Seconz CrONE’s Voick. Don’t tell any—

(The echoing VOICES fade. After @ moment ANNIE lays
the suitcase on the bed; and the last VOICE comes
faintly, from far away.)

Bovy’s Voice. Annie. It hurts, to be dead. Forever.

(ANNIE falls to her knees by the bed, stifling her mouth
in st. When at last she rolls blindly away from it,
her palim comes down on the open report; she opens
her eyes, regards it dully, and then, still on her knees,
takes in the print.)

MaN’s VoICE. (Factual.) —might awaken her to a con-
sciousness of her immortal nature, The chance is small
indeed; but with a smaller chance they would have
dug desperately for her in the pit; and is the life of the
soul of less import than that of the body?

(ANNIE gets to her feet, She drops the book on the bed,
and pauses over her suitcase; after a moment she
unclasps and opens it. Standing before it, she comes
to her decision; she at once turns to the bureau, and
taking her things out of its drawers, commences to
throw them into the open suitcase.)

(In the darkness Down Left a hand strikes a match, and
lights a hanging OIL LAMP. It is KELLER’S hand,
and lis voice accompanies it, very angry, the
LIGHTS rising here before they fade on ANNIE show
Kerrer and KATE inside a suggestion of a garden
house, with a bay-window seat towards Center and a
door at back.)
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KerLer. Katie, I will not kave it! Now you did not see
when that girl after supper tonight went to look for Helen

in her room—

Katk. No. g
KeLLER. The child practically climbed out of her win-

dow to escape from her! What kind of teacher is she?
I thought I had seen her at her worst this morning,
shouting at me, but I come home to find the entire house
disorganized by her—Helen won't stay one second in the
same room, won’t come to the table with her, won’t let
herself be bathed or undressed or put to bed by her, or
even by Viney now, and the end result is that you have
to do more for the child than before we hired this girl’s
services! From the moment she stepped off the train she’s
been nothing but a burden, incompetent, impertinent,
ineffectual, immodest—

KatE. She folded her napkin, Captain.

KrLLER, What?

Kate. Not ineffectual. Helen did fold her napkin.

KeLLer., What in heaven’s name is so extraordinary
about folding a napkin?

Kate. (With some humor.) Well. It’s more than you
did, Captain.

KerLer, Katie. I did not bring you all the way out here
to the garden house to be frivolous. Now, how does Miss
Sullivan propose to teach a deaf-blind pupil who won’t
let her even touch her?

KATE. (4 pause.) 1 don’t know.

KsLLER. The fact is, today she scuttled any chance she
ever had of getting along with the child. If you can see
any point or purpose to her staying on here longer, it’s
more than—

Kate. What do you wish me to do?

KeLLER. I want you to give her notice.

KatE. I can'’t.

KeLLER. Then if you won’t, I must. I simply will not—
(He is interrupted by a knock at the back door. KELLER
after a glance at KATE moves to open the door; ANNIE in
her smoked glasses is standing outside. KELLER contem-
plates her, heavily.) Miss Sullivan.

AnNIE. Captain Keller, (Ske is nervous, keyed up o0
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seizing the bull by the horns again, and she assumes
ghetzﬁrmesshwlzich is not unshaky.) Viney said I’d find yog
oth over here in the garden house. I th —
o g se. I thought we should
KELLER. (Reluctantly.) Yes, I-— Well, come in.
(ANNIE enters, an_d is interested in this room, she rounds
on her heel, anxiously, studying it. KELLER turns the
matter over to KATE, sotto voce.) Katie.
KATE. (Turning it back, courteously.) Captain.
KELLER. (He clears his throat, makes ready.) I, ah—
wanted first to make my position clear to Mrs, Keller, in
private. I haye decided I—am not satisfied-—in fact, am
deeAply dlSS?}lSﬁed—With the manner in which— ’
NNIE. (/ntent.) Excuse is this li 2
My ) me, is this little house ever
KELLER. (With patience.) In the hunting season. If you
will give me your attention, Miss Sullivan. (ANNIE turns
her smoked glasses upon him; they hold his unwilling
stare.) 1 have tried to make allowances for you because
you come from a part of the country where people are—
women, I should say—come from who—well, for whom-—
(1t begins to elude him.) —allowances must—be made.
I have decided, nevertheless, to—that is, decided I
(Vexedly.) Miss Sullivan, I find it difficult to talk through
those glasses.
ANNIE. (Eagerly, removing them.) Oh, of course
KELLER. (Dourly.) Why do ou wear them,
haigeen down for an hour.y . R/ GRE
NIE, (Pleasantly, at the lamp. i i
SR, Y, mp.) Any kind of light
KELLER. (A4 silence; KELLER ponders her, heavi
e S ; 4 er, ('.amly.)
anothet;ngh ggcel\.dlss Sullivan, I have decided to—give you
ANNIE. (Cheerfully.) To do what?
wé(xnm-:n. To—remain in our employ. (ANNIE’S eyes
en.) But on two conditions. I am not accustomed to
;1(1)denesst 1ntservtahnts or women, and that is the first, If
u are to stay, there must be a radical change of :
gum. (4 p;zuse.) Whose? i T o
 KELLER. (Exploding.) Yours, young lady, isn’t it ob-
vious? And the second is that you persuaﬂé me there’s
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the slightest hope of your teaching a child who flees from
you now like the plague, to anyone eise she can find in
this house.

ANNIE, (A pause.) There isn’t.

KATE. (She stops sewing, and fixes her eyes upon
ANNIE.) What, Miss Annie?

ANNIE, It’s hopeless here. I can’t teach a child who
runs away.

KEeLLER. (Nonplussed.) Then—do I understand you—
propose—

ANnIe. Well, if we all agree it’s hopeless, the next
question is what— ‘

Kate. Miss Annie. (Ske is leaning toward ANNIE, $n
deadly earnest; it commands both ANNIE and KELLER.)
I am not agreed. I think perhaps you-—underestimate
Helen.

ANNIE. I think everybody else here does.

KATE. She did fold her napkin. She learns, she learns,
do you know she began talking when she was six months
old? She could say “water.” Not really—Wahwah.”
“Wahwah,” but she meant water, she knew what it meant,
and only gix months old, I never saw a child so—bright,
or outgoing— (Her voice is unsteady, but she gets it
level.) It’s still in her, somewhere, isn’t it? You should
have seen her before her illness, such a good-tempered
child—

ANNIE, (Agreeably.) She’s changed.

KATE. (4 pause, KATE not leiting her eves go; her
appeal at last is unconditional, and wvery quiet.) Miss
Annie, put up with it. And with us.

KEeLLER, Us!

KATE. Please? Like the lost lamb in the parable, I love
her all the more.

ANNIE. Mrs. Keller, I don’t think Helen’s worst handi-
cap is deafness or blindness. I think it’s your love. And
pity.

Kerrer. Now what does that mean?

ANNTE. All of you here are so sorry for her you've kept
her—like a pet, why, even a dog you housebreak. No
wonder she won’t let me come near her, It’s useless for
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me to try to teach her language or anything else here. 1
might as well — /

KATE. (Cuts in.) Miss Annie, before you came we
spoke of putting her in an asylum.

ANNIE. (She turns back to regard her. A pause.) What
kind of asylum?

KEeLLER. For mental defectives.

Kate. I visited there. I can’t tell you what I saw,
people like—animals, with—rats, in the halls, and— (Ske
shakes her head on her vision.) What else are we to do,
if you give up?

ANNIE. Give up?

KatE. You said it was hopeless.

ANNiE, Here. Give up, why, I only today saw what has
to be done, to begin! (Ske glances from KAtk to KELLER,
who stare, waiting; and she makes it as plain and simple
ﬁ: her nervousness permits.) I—want complete charge of

er.

KrerLLER. You already have that. It has resulted in—

ANNIE. No, I mean day and night. She has to be de-
pendent on me.

KATE. For what?

ANNIE. Everything. The food she eats, the clothes she
wears, fresh— (Ske is amused at herself, though very
serious.) —air, yes, the air she breathes, whatever her
body needs is a—primer, to teach her out of. It’s the only
way, the one who lets her have it should be her teacher.
(She conmsiders them in turn; they digest it, KELLER
frowning, KATE perplexed.) Not anyone who loves her,
you have so many feelings they fall over each other like
feet, you won’t use your chances and you won’t let me.

KaTE. But if she runs from you—zo us—

ANNIE. Yes, that’s the point. I’ll have to live with her
somewhere else.

KELLER, What!

ANNIE. Till she learns to depend on and listen to me.

Kate. (Not without alarm.) For how long?

ANNIE. As long as it takes. (A pause. She takes a
breath.) I packed half my things already.

Km. Miss—Sullivan! (But when ANNIE attends
upon hkim ke is speechless, and she is merely eurnest
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ANNIE. Captain Keller, it meets both your conditicns.
It’s the one vg)ay I can get back in touch with Hele,n, and
I don’t see how I can be rude to you again if you're not
around to interfere with me. : 2 o

KeLLER. (Red-faced.) And what is your intention if I
say no? Pack the other half, for home, and abandon youf
charge to—to— ) y :

ANNTE, The asylum? (Ske waits, appraises KELLER'S
glare and KATE’s uncertainty, and decides to use her
weapons.) 1 grew up in such an aslyum. The state alms-
house. (KATE’s kead comes up on this, and KEI:LER stares
hard; ANNIE'S tome is cheerful enough, albeit level as
gunfire.) Rats—why, my brother Jimmie and I used to
play with the rats because we didn’t have toys. Maybe
you'd like to know what Helen will find there, not on
visiting days? One ward was full of the—old women,
crippled, blind, most of them dying, but even if what
they had was catching there was nowhere else to move
them, and that’s where they put us. There were younger
ones across the hall, prostitutes mostly, with T.B., and
epileptic fits, and a couple of the kind who—keep after
other girls, especially young ones, and some insane. Son?e
just had the D.T.’s. The youngest were in another ward
to have babies they didn’t want, they started at thirteen,
fourteen. They’d leave afterwards, but the babies stayed
and we played with them, too, though a lot of them had—
sores all over from diseases you're not supposed to talk
about, but not many of them lived. The first year we had
eighty, seventy died. The room Jimmie and I played in
was the deadhouse, where they kept the bodies till they
could dig—

KaTtE. (Closes her eyes.) Oh, my dear— ’

ANNIE. —the graves, (Shke is immune to I'{ATE.S com-
passion.) No, it made me strong. But T don’t think you
need send Helen there. She’s strong enough. (She waits
again; but when neither offers her a word, she simply
concludes.) No, I have no conditions, Captain Keller.

KATE. (Not looking up.) Miss Annie.

ANNIE. Yes.

KATE. (4 pause.) Where would you—take Helen?

ANNIE. Ohh— (Brightly.) Italy?
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FvLLER. (W heeling.) What?

Ai.."1E. Can’t have everything, how would this garden
hous~ do? Furnish it, bring Helen here after a long ride
so she won’t recognize it, and you can see her every day.
If she doesn’t know. Well?

KATE. (4 sigh of relief.) Is that all?

ANNIE, That’s all.

Kate. Captain, (KELLER turns his head; and KATE’S
request is quiet but firm.) With your permission?

KELLER. (Teeth in cigar.) Why must she depend on
you for the food she eats?

ANNIE. (A4 pause.) 1 want control of it.

KELLER, Why?

ANNIE. It’s a way to reach her.

KELLER. (Stares.) You intend to starve her into letting
you touch her?

ANNIE. She won’t starve, she’ll learn. All’s fair in love
and war, Captain Keller, you never cut supplies?

KEeLLER. This is hardly a war!

ANNIE. Well, it’s not love. A siege is a siege.

KELLER. (Heavily.) Miss Sullivan. Do you like the
child?
ANNIE. (Straight in his eyes.) Do you?

(A long pause.)

KATE. You could have a servant here—

ANNIE. (Amused.) I'll have enough work without look-
ing after a servant! But that boy Percy could sleep here,
run errands—

KATE. (Also amused.) We can let Percy sleep here, 1
think, Captain?

ANNIE. (Eagerly.) And some old furniture, all our
own—

KATE. (Also eager.) Captain? Do you think that wal-
nut bedstead in the barn would be too—

KELLER. T have not yet consented to Percy! Or to the
house, or to the proposal! Or to Miss Sullivan’s—staying
on when I— (But he erupts in an irate surrender.) Very
well, T consent to everything! (He shakes the cigar at
ANNIE.) For two weeks. I'll give you two weeks in this
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place, and it will be a miracle if you get the child to
tolerate you.

Kate, Two weeks? Miss Annie, can you accomplish
anything in two weeks?

KeLLER. Anything or not, two weeks, then the child
comes back to us, Make up your mind, Miss Sullivan,
yes or no?

Annie. Two weeks. For only one miracle? (She nods
at him, nervously.) I'll get her to tolerate me.

(KELLER marches out, and slams the door. KATE on her
feet regards ANNIE, who is facing the door.)

KATE. (Then.) You can’t think as little of love as you
said. (ANNIE glances questioning.) Or you wouldn’t stay.
ANNIE. (A4 pause.) 1 didn’t come here for love. I came

for money'!

(KATE shakes her head to this, with a smile; after a
moment she extends her open hand. ANNIE looks at
it, but when she puts hers out it is not to shake
hands, it is to set her fist in KATE’S palm.)

13 » 9 o
KATE. (Puzzled.) H{nz? g s i
ANNIE. A. It’s the first of many, Twenty-six!

(KATE squeezes her fist, squeeses it hard, and hastens out
after KELLER. ANNIE stands as the door closes be-
hind her, her manner so apprehensive that finally she
slaps her brow, holds it, sighs, and, with her eyes
closed, crosses herself for luck.)

(The LIGHTS dim into a cool silhouette scene around
her, the LAMP paling out, and now, in formal en-
trances, persons appear around ANNIE with furniture
for the room: PERCY crosses the stage with a rocking
chair and waits; MARTHA from another direction
bears in a stool, VINEY bears in a small table, and
the other Negro SERVANT rolls in @ bed partway from
Left; and ANNIE, opening her eyes to put her glasses
back onm, sees them. She turns around in the room
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T——

once, and goes into action, pointing out locatio

each article; the SERVANTS 5Zace Uzgem and leavz,s aﬂn.;
ANNIE then darts around, interchanging them. In the
midst of this—while PERCY and MARTHA reappear
with g tray of food and a chair, respectively—James
comes down from the house with ANNIE’S suitcase,
and stands viewing the room and her quizzically;
ﬁ:;:lie'hamt l:zbrup}ly under his eye, embarrassed,

izes the suitcase from his ins

herself brightly.) : Sy

ANNIE. I always wanted to live in a doll’s house!

(She_sets the suitcase out of the way, and continues;
VINEY, at Left, appears to position a rod with drapes
for a dqorway, and the other SERVANT, at Center,
pushes in _a wheelbarrow loaded with a couple of
boxes of HELEN’s toys and clothes. ANNIE helps lift
them into the room, and the SERVANT pushes the
wheelbarrow off. In none of this is any heed taken of
the imaginary walls of the garden house, the fur-
niture is moved in from every side and itself defines
the walls. ANNIE now drags the box of toys into
Center, props up the doll conspicuously on top,; with
the-peogle melted away, except for Jamrs, all is
again still. The LIGHTS turn again without pause
rising warmer.) ¢

A e el eyt o

el . ow? I lost my temper, and

yog“::fsl;iégfﬁly-) No touching, no teaching. Of course,

Thﬁ?ﬁ‘tlﬁé Ii;rr?pr;:td;?r?;ttigir?: Wf.orce, I'm counting on her,
I{mﬁ; ﬁ;‘&ggatgny and ever b in God’

B o oLl

hy 3 ghtens the bed, arranges the
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Jaues. (4 pause.) Maybe she’ll teach you.

ANNIE. Of course. -

James, That she isn’t. That there’s such a thing as—
dullness of heart. Acceptance. And letting go. Sooner or
lat all give up, don’t we? { 3
am. Iézybepyou all do. It’s my idea of the original
sin.

James. What is? 0

ANNIE, (Witheringly.) Giving up. :

James. (Nettled.) You won’t open her, Why can’t you
let her be? Have some—pity on her, for being what
she is— 10 Horse &

ANNIE. If I’d ever once thought like that, I’d be dead!

Jamzs. (Pleasantly.) You will be. Why trouble?
(ANNIE turns to glare at him; he is. mocking.) Or will
you teach me? (And with a bow, he drifts off.)

(Now in the distance there comes the clopping of H OOFS,
drawing near, and nearer, up to the door; and they
halt. ANNIE wheels to face the door. When it opens
this time, the KELLERs—KATE in travelling bonnet,
KELLER also hatted—are standing there with HELEN
between them; she is in a cloak. KATE gently cues
her into the room. HELEN comes in groping, baffled,
but interested in the new surroundings; ANNIE
evades her exploring hand, her gaze not leaving the

child.)

ANNIE. Does she know where she is? A

KATE. (Shakes her head.) We rode her out in the
country for two hours. >

Kg.ywn. For all she knows, she could be in another

town—

(HELEN stumbles over the box on the floor and in i
discovers her doll and other battered toys, is pleased,
sits to them, then becomes puzzled and suddenly
very wary. She scrambles up and back to her
mother's thighs, but ANNIE steps in, and it is hers
that HELEN embraces. HELEN recoils, gropes, and
touches her cheek instantly.)
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KATE. That’s her sign for me.

ANNIE. I know. (HELEN waits, then recommences her
groping, more urgently. KATE stands indecisive, and takes
an abrupt step toward her, but ANNIE’s hand is a barrier.)
In two weeks.

KaTE. Miss Annie, I— Please be good to her. These
two weeks, try to be very good to her—

ANNIE, I will. (KATE, turning then, hurries out. The
KELLERS cross back of the main house. ANNIE closes the
door. HELEN starts at the door jar, and rushes it. ANNIE
holds her off. HELEN kicks her, breaks free, and careens
around the room like an imprisoned bird, colliding with
furniture, groping wildly, repeatedly touching her cheek in
a growing panic. When she has covered the room, she
commences her weird screaming. ANNIE moves to comfort
her, but her touch sends HELEN into a paroxysm of rage:
she tears away, falls over her box of toys, flings its con-
tents in handfuls in ANNIE’s direction, flings the box too,
reels to her feet, rips curtains from the window, bangs
and kicks at the door, sweeps objects off the mantelpiece
and shelf, a little tornado incarnate, all destruction, until
she comes upon her doll and, in the act of hurling it,
freezes. Then she clutches it to herself, and in exhaustion
sinks sobbing to the floor. ANNIE stands contemplating
her, in some awe.) Two weeks, (She shakes her head, not
without a touch of disgusted bewilderment.) What did 1
get into now?

(The LIGHTS have been dimming throughout, and the
garden house is lit only by MOONLIGHT now, with
ANNIE lost in the patches of dark. KATE, now hatless
and coatless, enters the family room by the rear door,
carrying a lamp. KELLER, also hatless, wanders
simultaneously around the back of the main house
t0 where JAMES has been waiting, in the rising moon-
light, on the porch.)

KELLER. I can’t understand it. I had every intention of
dismissing that girl, not setting her up like an empress.

JamEs. Yes, what’s her secret, sir?

KELLER, Secret?
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Jamzs. (Pleasantly.) That enables her to get anything
she wants out of you? When I can’t.

(JAMES turns to go into the house, but KELLER grasps
his wrist, twisting him half to his knees. KATE comes

from the porch.)

KELLER. (Angrily.) She does not get anything she—

Jamgs. (In pain.) Don’t—don’t—

Karte. Captain.

KEeLLer. He’s afraid. (He throws JAMES away from
him, with contempt.) What does he want out of me?

JamEs. (An outcry.) My God, don’t you know? (He
gazes from KELLER to KaTE.) Everything you forgot,
when you forgot my mother.

KEeLLER, What! (JAMES wheels into the house. KELLER
takes a stride to the porch, to roar after him.) One thing
that girl’s secret is not, she doesn’t fire one shot and
disappear! (KatE stands rigid, and KELLER comes back
to her.) Katie. Don’t mind what he—

KatE. Captain, / am proud of you.

KEeLLER. For what?

Katk. For letting this girl have what she needs.

Kerrer. Why can’t my son be? He can’t bear me,
you'd think I treat him as hard as this girl does Helen—
(He breaks off, as it dawns in him.)

KATE. (Gently.) Perhaps you do.

KrrLLER. But he has to learn some respect!
RATE. (A pause, wryly.) Do you like the child? (She
turns agasn to the porch, but pauses, reluctant.) How

empty the house is, tonight. 12 CHIMES

(After a moment she continues on-in. KELLER stands
moveless, as the MOONLIGHT dies on him. The
distant belfry CHIMES toll, two o'clock, and with
them, in her patch of dark ANNIE, now in her night-
gown, hurls a cup into a corner as though it were
ker grief, getting rid of its taste through her teeth.)

ANNE. No! No pity, I won’t have it. (Ske comes to
HELEN, prone on the floor.) On either of us. (Ske goes
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to her knees, but when she to
5 uches HELEN’S £
}(Egl.;g ds:artt}j' ubp gwgke, recoils, and scrambles aw(fz’;/d}'rg::
7 the bed. ANNIE stares after her. She stri
palm on the floor, with passion il te sy
: .) I will touch
ggfis o}: e:ze}; a/;;t,iamz pac}:zes in a kind of anger a};gzizd(%z
A n_her hair, and confronting HEL
;’;zlzhc atz:no.z)d}fl‘(r);nén}t)low; ildolw do I— (/ANngstops E,’Ilfh:rf
. ¥, loudly.) Percy! Percy! (She
swiftly to the drapes, at Left ) Per ki Ko
- . 2 . 3 Wak i
vG?tceo lffng;zsb:(zl a (tjlzzcle sleepy mf;yn’zble, mgte(l};gbclz;)
and come in here, I need :
;i]?:tza(i’zggzé }Z:Ic.i/{l gndt };ftrgz;s a match, and St,g:&h(eﬁtN ;g
s the LIGHTS come up dimly i
room, and. PERCY stands bare to the waist ; i i
) warst in t
between the drapes, with eyes closed, swayz?;:;. olefrlg

oes to hi ; .
gwake? m, pats kis cheeks vigorously.) Percy. You

PErRCY. No'm,
ANNIE i i
o \17;171(;;1 v?vould you like to play a nice game?

" agngE. With Helen. She’s under the bed. Touch her

(She kneels Percy down at the b ;
] ed .
unde; it rtxfi contact HELEN'S; Hﬁmm%gar}?’an%
Souna and crawls to the opposite side, b
- & ut e
(f;;nc;zz’ ;:;sﬁir;lg Ahr;r;rdm rounds the bed with chni:*ny
is again at HELEN; this tf
HELEN clutches it, sniffs in recogmition.’ Dfm‘me
_ H ecognition,
gggblzgfoutdafter PERCY, 20 hug him m%ddglight.
# mo;dh.)m » Struggles, and HELEN’S fingers go to

Percy. Lemme go. Lemme go—
5 Hrren
own lijg:,’ as before, moving them n(; dumb z:ftzs o
She tryin MG]:; Sllne gonna hit me— -l
ANNIZ, miy.) She can talk. If she only knew
;Itxzz ngxd %v’v‘a Ssl;iuma:kfs letters. (Ske ope{z: Pn'cvrg
ther hand, Spelis snto it:) This one is C
hits his paln with it a couple of times,ehl:r éyecs: égoh:
HevLEX across him; Heren gropes to feel what PErRCY’s
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hand is doing, and when she encounters ANNIE’S she falls
back from them.) She’s mad at me now, though, she
won’t play. But she knows lots of letters. Here’s another,
A. C, a. C, a. (But she is watching HELEN, who comes
groping, consumed with curiosity; ANNIE makes the
letters in PERCY’s hand, and HELEN pokes to question
what they are up to. Then HELEN snatches PERCY’S
other hand, and quickly spells four letters into it., ANNIE
follows them aloud.) C, 3, k, el She spells cake, she gets
cake. (She is swiftly over to the tray of food, to fetch cake
and a jug of milk.) She doesn’t know yet it means this.
Isn’t it funny she knows how to spell it and doesn’t know
she knows? (She breaks the cake in two pieces, and
extends one to each; HELEN rolls away from her offer.)
Well, if she won’t play it with me, Il play it with you.
Would you like to learn one she doesn’t know?

Percy. No'm.

ANNIE. (But she seizes his wrist, and spells to him.)
M, i, 1, k. M is this. I, that’s an easy one, just the little
finger. L is this— (And HELEN comes back with her hand,
to feel the new word. ANNIE brushes her away, and con-
tinues spelling aloud to PERCY. HELEN'S hand comes back
again, and tries to get in; ANNIE brushes it away again.
HeLEN's hand insists, and ANNIE puts it away rudely.)
No, why should I talk to you? I’m teaching Percy a new
word. L. K is this— (HELEN now yanks their hands
apart; she butis PERCY away, and thrusts her palm out
insistently. ANNIE's eyes are bright, with glee.) Ho,
you're jealous, are you! (Hzzn’s hands wasts, intrac-
tably waits.) All right. {ANN1Z spells into it, milk; ard
HEeLeN after a moment spells it back to ANNIE. ANNIE
takes her hand, with her whole face shining. She gives a
great sigh.) Good! So I'm finally back to where I can
touch you, hm? Touch and go! No {nve lost, but here we
70, (She puts the jug of milk irto HELEN’s hand and
squeezes PERCY’s shoulder.) You can go to bed now,
you’ve earned your sleep. Thank you. {FERCY, stumbling
up, weaves his way out through the drapes. HELEN
finishes drinking, and holds the jug out, for ANNIE; when
ANNIE takes it, HELEN crawls onto the bed, and makes
for sleep. ANNIE stands, looks down at her.) Now all 1
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have to teach i

: you is—one word. Everythi

.i:loeo ;{?gtod‘;% i?nu ;hea J(Zjoor‘tr}ztow ANNthhsl;z%} (gzléed‘:;‘
A A with it dangling i ;

;_z{;;z.; :ﬁintl:ie Lgngé ;::i shaft ode OOJ\A;L’IZgG;Jn P hiirle};ltm;ir;
LE} A a second SHAFT o 7

;l;?z:;z ;z;zzd ANNIE, after putting off her sm’(l)lfe}:de ?z)gf;:f

bt ti rocker with the doll, She is rather happ nd

= ;fd SAN; doll on her kn_ee, and it makes its m%mama

et If:) wl’mpers to 1t in mock solicitude.) Hush

s slzoul{i.e on't—say a word— (Ske lays it against’

7, and begins rocking with it, patting its

diminutive behind ;
ot first) wmd; she talks the lullaby to it, humorously

Momma’s gonna bu f
Y You—a m R
1f ‘kat—mockingbird)('ion’t singo-_Ckmgb”d'

(The rhythm of the rocki
ing t :
softly, and more te nderlyg) akes her into the tune,

Momma’s gonna bu 7
: Yy you a diam ing:
If that diamond ring turns to brag;li"ng.

(A third shaft of MOONLIG
’ HT outsid ’
pick out JAMES at the main house, u;thnzz)e 7:;: 4::

the porch step: ; ;
“mgjf) ep; he turns his body, as if hearing the

Momma’s gonna bu :
X Yy you a looking- :
If that looking-glass gets broke- ing-glass:

(In the family room a fourth SHAFT picks out KELLER
td

seated at the table, i : ]
head, as if h earin;j in thought; and ke, too, lifts his

Momma’s gonna buy yo .
If shat billy goat s ;u‘lllﬁ”y goat:

(Theogﬂi{iHAF T is upstairs in ANNIE’S room, and picks
2 TE, pacing there; and she halts turni her
ead, too, as if hearing.) . i
Momma’s gonna bu
Y you a cart :
If that cart and bull turns ovz:, i
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ma’s gonna buy you a dog’ named Rover;
}}l 3"k2tnad;gg named Rover won't bark—

; oonlight on HELEN, and JAMES,
(W’tgnéheK;:fg:t;, (:zfndm KATf;, all moveless, and ANNIE
rocking the doll, the CURTAIN ends the Act.)

CURTAIN

12.3 “11” Come To Supper

08 Aftermath
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“]13” Helen Leaves Annie Remembers

ACT THREE

The Stage is totally dark, until we sece ANNIE and HELEN
silhouetted on the bed in the garden house, ANNIE’S
voice is audible, very patient, and worn; it has been
saying this for a long time.

ANNIE. Water, Helen. This is water. W, a ter It
has a name. (A silence. Then:) Egg, e, g, g. It has a name,
the name stands for the thing. Oh, it’s so simple, simple
as birth, to explain, (The LIGHTS have commenced to
rise, not on the garden house but on the homestead.
Then:) Helen, Helen, the chick kas to come out of its
shell, sometime. You come out, too. (In the bedroom
upstairs, we see VINEY unhurriedly washing the window,
dusting, turning the mattress, readying the room for use
again; then in the family room a diminished group at one
end of the table—Kark, KELLER, JaMES—finishing up a
quiet breakfast; then outside, Down Right, the other
Negro SERVANT on his knees, assisted by MARTHA, work-
ing with a trowel around a new trellis and wheelbarrow.
The scene is one of everyday calm, and all are oblivious
to ANNIE’s voice.) There’s only one way out, for you, and
it’s language. To learn that your fingers can talk. And say
anything, anything you can name. This is mug. Mug,
m, u, g. Helen, it has a name. It—has—a—name—.

(KATE rises from the table.)

KELLER. (Gently.) You haven’t eaten, Katie.

KATE. (Smiles, shakes her head.) 1 haven’t the appe-
tite. I'm too—restless, I can’t sit to it.

KELLER. You should eat, my dear. It will be a long
day, waiting.

James. (Lightly.) But it’s been a short two weeks. I
never thought life could be so—noiseless, went much too
quickly for me.
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(KATE and KELLER gaze at him, in silence. JAMES be-
comes uncomfortable.)

AnNIE. C, a, 1, d.-Card. C, a—

James, Well, the house has been practically normal,
hasn’t it?

KELLER. (Harshly.) Jimmie.

Jamzs, Is it wrong to enjoy a quiet breakfast, after
five years? And you two even seem to enjoy each other—

KELLER. It could be even more noiseless, Jimmie, with-
out your tongue running every minute. Haven’t you
enough feeling to imagine what Katie has been under-

going, ever since—
(RATE stops him, with her hand on his arm.)

Karte. Captain. (To James.) It’s true. The two weeks
have been normal, quiet, all you say. But not short. In-
terminable. (Shke rises, and wanders out; she pauses on
the porch steps, gazing toward the garden house.)

AnNie, (Fading.) W, a, t, e, r. But it means ¢this.
W,a,t,er. This. W,a, t—

Jamzs. I only meant that Miss Sullivan is a boon. Of
contention, though, it seems.

KeLLER, (Heavily.) If and when you’re a parent,
Jimmie, you will understand what separation means. A
mother loses a—protector.

Jamzs. (Baffled.) Hm?

KeLLer. You'll learn, we don’t just keep our children
safe. They keep us safe. (He rises, with his empty coffee
cup and saucer.) There are of course all kinds of separa-
tion. Katie has lived with one kind for five years. And
another is disappointment. In a child.

(He goes with the cup out the rear door. JAMES sits for
a long moment of stillness. In the garden house the
LIGHTS commence to come up; ANNIE, haggard at
the table, is writing a letter, her face again almost
in comtact with the stationery;, HELEN, apart on
the stool, and for the first time as clean and neat as
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a butiom, is quietly crocheting an endless chai
wool, which snakes all around the ro0m.) ol

ANNIE. “I, feel, every, day, more, and, more, in—"

) n—

(She pauses, and turns the p(;ges oj, a dictionar,y open
ngeore l:zer;' Izerlz finger descends the words to a full stop.
“—adeeq z:tif” er eyebrows, them copies the word.)

(In the main house James pushes up, and goes to the
front doorway, after Kate.)

Jaumes. Kate? (KATE turns her glance JAMES is rath
" G er
weary.) I'm sorry. Open my mouth, like that fairy tale
frOI%SA ]um;;\I out. ’
TE. No. It has been better. F
starts away, Ug Center.) . Ty
ANNIE. (Writing.) “If, only, there, were, someone, to,
help, me, I, need, a, teacher, as, much, as, Helen—”
Jamzs. Kate, (KATE halts, waits.) What does he want
from me?
KATE. That’s not the question. Stand up to th
J iz}lmie, th(a; comes first, e oo
AMES. pause, wryly.) But the world is him.
m. Yés. An((i I:’)O one can do it for you.
s. Kate. is voice is humble.) A
Could you—be my friend? o sag st e
KaTE. I am.

(KATE tun:s to wander, up back of the garden house.
ANNIE’S murmur comes at once; the LIGHTS begin
to die on the main house.)

ANr::m. “—~my, mind, is, undisiplined, full, of, skips
and, jumps, and—" (Ske halts, rereads, frowns.) Hm.
(ANNIE puts her nose again in the dictionary, flips back
to an earlier page, and fingers down the words; KATE
presently comes down toward the bay window with a
trayful of food.) Disinter—disinterested—disjoin—dis-
(She bac:ét‘ra_ck.s‘, indignant.) Disinterested, disjoin—
Where’s disipline? (Ske goes a page or two back, search-
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ing with her finger, muttering.) What a dictionary, have
to know how to spell it before you can look up how to
spell it, disciple, discipline! Diskipline. (She corrects the
word in her letter.) Undisciplined. (But her eyes are
bothering her, she closes them in exhaustion and gently
fingers the eyelids. KATE waiches her through the
window

)

Kate. What are you doing to your eyes?

ANNIE. (She glances around; she puts her smoked
glasses on, and gets up to come over, assuming a cheerful
energy.) It’s worse on my vanity! I'm learning to spell.
It’s like a surprise party, the most unexpected characters
turn up.

Kate. You're not to overwork your eyes, Miss Annie.

ANNIE, Well. (She takes the tray, sets it on her chasr,
and carries chair and tray to HELEN.) Whatever I spell
to Helen I’d better spell right.

KATE. (Almost wistful.) How—serene she is.

ANNIE. She learned this stitch yesterday. Now I can’t
get her to stopl (Ske disentangles one foot from the wool
chain, and sets the chair before HELEN. HELEN af its con-
tact with her knee feels the plate, promply sets her
crocheting down, and tucks the napkin sn at her neck, but
ANNIE withholds the spoon; when HELEN finds st miss-
ing, she folds her hands in her lap, and quietly waits.
ANNIE twinkles at KATE with mock devoutness.) Such a
little lady, she’d sooner starve than eat with her fingers.
(Ske gives HELEN the spoon, and HELEN begins to eat,
neatly.)

KaTE. You've taught her so much, these two weeks. I
would never have—

ANNIE. Not enough. (Ske is suddenly gloomy, shakes
her head.) Obedience isn’t enough. Well, she learned two
nouns this morning, key and water, brings her up to
eighteen nouns and three verbs.

Kate. (Hesitant.) But—not—

ANNIE. No. Not that they mean things. It’s still a
finger-game, no meaning. (Ske turns to KATE, abruptly.)
Mrs. Keller— (But she defers it; she comes back, to sit
in the bay and lift her hand.) Shall we play our finger-
game?
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KATE. HIotw v:;lilu she learn it?

ANNIE, come. (Sk ;
ot 78phits (She spells a word; Karte does

EATE. How?

NNIE. (4 pause.) How does a bird learn to fl
) v? (She
4 r ; :
tgeclé:mgm.) We’re born to use words, like wings, it has

‘EA‘I'E. How?

NNIE. (Another pause wearily.) All righ ?

J ’ ght. T don’t

lI{,now how. (Ske pushes up her classes, to rub her eyes.)

ve done everything I could think of, Whatever she’s

learned her&kegpmg herself clean, knitting, stringing

beads, meals, setting-up exercises each morning, we climb

trees, hunt eggs, yesterday a chick was born in her hands

'—allIof it T spell, e\"erythm.g we do, we never stop spell-

:ﬁ;:hl g0 to bed with—writer’s cramp from talking so
KaTE. I worry about you, Miss Annie. You mus

8 g t rest,

ANNIE. Now? She spells l’)ack in her sleep, her fingers
make letters when she doesn’t know! In her bones those
five ﬁn.gers. know, that hand aches to—speak out, and
something in her mind is asleep, how do I-—nudge that
awake? That’s the one question.

Kate. With no answer.

ANNII-:.. (Long pause.) Except keep at it, Like this.
(Ske again begins spelling—I, need—and KATE’s brows
gaiézfr, foll\liowing the words.)

ATE. More—time? (Skhe glances at ANN
her in the eyes, silent.) Here?g T4 gt
ANNIE. Spell it.

(KATE spells a word—no—shakin ;

g her head; ANNIE
spells two words—uwhy, not—back, with an impa-
tient question in her eyes; and KATE moves her
head in pasn to answer it.)

KATE. Because I can’t—

ANNIE, Spell it! If she ever learns m
tell each other, start now. , youll have a lot ta

(KATE painstakingly spells in air. In the midst of this
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the rear door opens, and KELLER enters with the
setter BELLE in tow.)

Krrrer. Miss Sullivan? On my way to the office, I
brought Helen a playmate—

AnNIE. Outside please, Captain Keller.

KeLLER. My dear child, the two weeks are up today,
surely you don’t object to—

ANNIE, (Rising.) They’re not up till six o’clock.

KEeLLER, (Indulgens.) Oh, now. What difference can a
fraction of one day—

ANNIE. An agreement is an agreement. Now you've
been very good, I’m sure you can keep it up for a few
more hours. (She escorts KELLER by the arm over the
threshold,; he obeys, leaving BELLE.)

KeLrLEr. Miss Sullivan, you are a tyrant.

ANNIE, Likewise, I’'m sure. You can stand there, and

close the door if she comes.

KaTte. I don’t think you know how eager we are to have
her back in our arms—

ANNIE. I do know, it’s my main worry.

KeLLer. It’s like expecting a new child in the house.
Well, she is, so—composed, so— (Gently.) Attractive.
You’ve done wonders for her, Miss Sullivan.

ANNIE. (Not a question.) Have 1.

Krrrer. If there’s anything you want from us in re-
payment tell us, it will be a privilege to—

ANNIE. I just told Mrs. Keller. I want more time.

KATE. Miss Annie—

ANNIE. Another week,

(HEeLEN lifts her head, and begins to sniff.)

KeLLER. We miss the child. 7 miss her, I'm glad to
say, that’s a different debt I owe you—

ANNIE. Pay it to Helen. Give ker another week.

KATE. (Gently.) Doesn’t she miss us?

KEeLLER. Of course she does. What a wrench this unex-
plainable—exile must be to her, can you say it’s not?

ANNIE. No. But I—
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(HELEN is off the stool, to gropg about the room; when
she encounters BELLE, she throws her arms around
the dog’s neck in delight.)

KATE. Doesn’t she need affection too, Miss Annie?

. ANNIE. (Wavering.) She—never shows me she needs
it, she won’t have any—caressing or—

KATE. But you’re not her mother.

KeLLer. And what would another week accomplish?
We are more than satisfied, you've done more than we
ever thought possible, taught her constructive—

ANNIE. I can’t promise anything. All I can—

KELLER. (No break.) —things to do, to behave like—
even look like—a human child, so manageable, contented
cleaner, more— g ,

ANNIE. (Withering.) Cleaner.

KeLLER. Well. We say cleanliness is next to godliness
Miss— ’

ANNIE. Cleanliness is next to nothing, she has to learn
that everything has its name! That words can be her
eyes, to everything in the world outside her, and inside
too, what is she without words? With them she can
think, have ideas, be reached, there’s not a thought or
fact in the world that can’t be hers. You publish a news-
paper, Captain Keller, do I have to tell you what words
are? And she has them already—

KELLER. Miss Sullivan.

ANNIE. —eighteen nouns and three verbs, they’re in

her fingers now, I need only time to push one of them
into her mind! One, and everything under the sun will
follogv. Don’t you see what she’s learned here is only
c!earmg the way for that? I can’t risk her unlearning it,
give me more time alone with her, another week to-—
. KELLER. Look. (He points, and ANNIE turns, HELEN
s playing with BELLE’s claw; she makes letters with her
fingers, shows them to BELLE, waits with her palm, then
manspulates the dog’s claws.) What is she spelling?

(4 silence.)

Kare, Water? (ANNIE nods.)
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KEeLLEr. Teaching a dog to spell. (4 pause.) The dog
doesn’t know what she means, any more than she knows
what you mean, Miss Sullivan. I think you ask too much,
of her and yourself. God may not have meant Helen to
have the—eyes you speak of.

ANNIE. (Toneless.) I mean her to.

KELLER. (Curiously.) What is to you? (ANNIE’S head
comes slowly up.) You make us see how we indulge her
for our sake. Is the opposite true, for you?

ANNTE. (Then.) Half a week?

KELLER. An agreement is an agreement.

ANNIE. Mrs. Keller?

RaTtE. (Simply.) I want her back

(A wait; ANNIE then lets her hands drop in surrender,
and nods.)

KeLLEr. I’ll send Viney over to help you pack.
ANNIE. Not until six o’clock. I have her till six o’clock.
KEeLLEr. (Consenting.) Six o’clock, Come, Katie.

(KATE leaving the window joins him around back, while
KELLER closes the door; they are shut out. Only the
garden house is day now, and the LIGHT on it
is narrowing down. ANNIE stands watching HELEN
work BELLE’s claws. Then she settles beside them on
her knees, and stops HELEN’S hand.)

ANNIE. (Gently.) No. (She shakes her head, with
HELEN’s hand to her face, then spells.) Dog. D, o, g
Dog. (She touches HELEN’s hand to BeLLE. HELEN duti-
fully pats the dog’s head, and resumes spellmg.to its
paw.) Not water. (ANNIE rolls to her feet, brings a
sumbler of water back from the tray, and kneels with it,
to seize HELEN’S hand and spell.) Here. Water. Water.
(She thrusts HELEN’s hand into the tumbler. HELEN lifts
her hand out dripping, wipes it daintily on BELLE’S hide,
and taking the tumbler from ANNIE, endeavors to thrust
BELLE’S paw into it. ANNIE sits watching, wearily.) T
don’t know how to tell you. Not a soul in the world knows
how to tell you. Helen, Helen. (She bends in compassion
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13.6—“10” What do we do now?”’
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20 touch her lips to HELEN’s temple, and instantly HELEN
pauses, her hands off the dog, her head slightly averted.
The LIGHTS are still narrowing, and BELLE slinks off.
After a moment ANNIE sits back.) Yes, what’s it to me?
They’re satisfied. Give them back their child and dog,
both housebroken, everyone’s satisfied. But me, and you.
(HELEN’s hand comes out into the light, groping.) Reach.
Reach! (ANNIE extending her own hand grips HELEN'S;
the two hands are clasped, tense in the light, the rest of
the room changing in shadow.) 1 wanted to teach you—
oh, everything the earth is full of, Helen, everything on
it that’s ours for a wink and it’s gone, and what we are
on it, the—light we bring to it and leave behind in—
words, why, you can see five thousand years back in a
light of words, everything we feel, think, know-—and
share, in words, so not a soul is in darkness, or done
with, even in the grave. And I know, I know, one word
and I can—put the world in your hand—and whatever
it is to me, I won’t take less! How, how, how do I tell
you that this— (Ske spells.) —means a word, and the
word means this thing, wool? (She thrusts the wool at
HELEN’s hand; HELEN sits, puzzled. ANNIE puts the
crocheting aside.) Or this—s, t, o, 0, l—means this
thing, stool? (She claps HELEN's palm to the stool.
HELEN waits, uncomprehending. ANNIE snatches up her
napkin, spells:) Napkin! (Ske forces it on HELEN’S
hand, waits, discards it, lifts a fold of the child’s dress,
spells:) Dress! (She lets it drop, spells:) F, a, c, e,
face! (She draws HELEN’S hand to her cheek, and press-
ing it there, staring into the child’s responseless eyes,
hears the distant BELFRY begin to toll, slowly: one,
two, three, four, five, six. On the third stroke, the
LIGHTS stealing in around the garden house show wus
figures waiting: VINEY, the other SERVANT, MARTHA,
PERCY at the drapes, and James on the dim porck. ANNIE
and HELEN remain, frozem. The CHIMES die away.
Silently PERCY moves the drape-rod back out of sight;
VINEY steps into the room—not using the door—and sn.
makes the bed; the other SERVANT brings the wheel-
barrow over, leaves it handy, rolls bed off; VINEY puts
the bed linens on top of a waiting boxful of HELENS toys,
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and loads the box on the wheelbarrow; MARTHA and
PERCY take out the chairs, with the trayjul, then the
table; and JAMES, coming down and into the room, lifts
ANNIE’S suitcase from its corner. VINEY and the other
SERVANT load the remaining odds and ends on the wheel-
barrow, and the SERVANT wheels it off. VINEY and the
CHILDREN, departing, leave only JAMES in the room with
ANNIE and HELEN. JAMES studies the two of them, with-
ous mockery, and then, quietly going to the door and open-
ing it, bears the suitcase out, and housewards. He leaves
the door open. KATE steps into the doorway, and stands.
ANNIE, lifting her gaze from HELEN, sees her; she takes
HELEN’s hand from her cheek, and returns it to the child’s
own, stroking it there twice, in her mother-sign, before
spelling slowly into it:) M, o, t, h, e, r. Mother. (HELEN
with her hand free strokes her cheek, suddenly forlorn.
ANNIE takes her hand again.) M, o, t, h—

(But KATE is trembling with such impatience that her
voice breaks from her, harsh.)

KATE. Let her come/

(ANNIE lifts HELEN to her feet, with a turn, and gives
her a little push. Now HELEN begins groping, sensing
something, trembling herself; and KATE falling one
step in onto her knees clasps her, kissing her. HELEN
clutches her, tight as she can, XATE is inarticulate,
choked, repeating HELEN’S name again and again.
She wheels with her in her arms, to stumble away
out the doorway; ANNIE stands unmoving, while
KATE in a blind walk carries HELEN like a baby
behind the main house, out of view. ANNIE is now
alone on the Stage. She turns, gazing around at the
stripped room, bidding it silently farewell, simpas-
sively, like a defeated general on the deserted
battlefield. AUl that remains is a stand with a basin
of water; and here ANNIE takes up an eyecup,
bathes each of her eyes, empties the eyecup, drops it
s her purse, and tiredly locates her smoked glasses
on the floor, The LIGHTS alter subtly; in the act
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of putting on her glasses ANNIE hears somethsng
that stops her, with head lifted. We hear it too, the
voices out of the past, including her own now, in a
whisper:)

REVERB- Boy, Anagnos

Bov’s Voice. You said we’d be together, forever— You
promised, forever and—Annie!/

ANAGNOS’ VoICE. But that battle is dead and done
with, why not let it stay buried?

ANNIE’s Voice. (Whispering.) I think God must owe
me a resurrection.

ANAcNos’ Voice, What?

(A pause; and ANNIE answers it herself, heavily.)

ANNIE, And I owe God one.

Bov’s Voice. Forever and ever— (ANNIE shakes her
head.) —forever, and ever, and— (ANNIE covers her
ears.) —forever, and ever, and ever—

(It pursues ANNIE; she flees to snatch up her purse,
wheels to the doorway, and KELLER is standing in
it. The LIGHTS have lost their special color.)

: . 14.5 ——*“11 To Teach”

KEeLLER. Miss—Annie. (He has an envelope in his
fingers.) I’'ve been waiting to give you this.

ANNIE, (After a breath.) What?

KeLLER. Your first month’s salary. (He puts it in her
hand.) With many more to come, I trust. It doesn’t ex-
press what we feel, it doesn’t pay our debt. For what
you’ve done.

ANNIE. What have I done?

hill(dELLER. Taken a wild thing, and given us back a

child.

ANNIE. (Presently.) 1 taught her one thing, no. Don’t
do this, don’t do that—

KEeLLER. It’s more than all of us could, in all the years
we—

ANNIE, I wanted to teach her what language is. I
wanted to teach her yes.

Krrrer. You will have time.
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ANNIE. I don’t know how. I know without it to do
nothing but obey is—no gift, obedience without under-
standing is a—blindness, too. Is that all I’ve wished op
her?

KELLER. (Gently.) No, no—

ANNIE. Maybe. I don’t know what else to do. Simply
go on, keep doing what I’ve done, and have—faith that
inside she’s— That inside it’s waiting. Like water, under-
ground. All I can do is keep on.

KELLER. It’s enough. For us.

ANNIE, You can help, Captain Keller.

KELLER, How?

ANNIE. Even learning no has been at a cost. Of much
trouble and pain. Don’t undo it.

KeLLER. Why should we wish to—

ANNIE. (Abruptly.) The world isn’t an easy place for
anyone, I don’t want her just to obey but to let her have
her way in everything is a lie, to ker, I can’t— (Her eyes
fll, it takes her by surprise, and she laughs through it.)
And I don’t even love her, she’s not my child! Well.
You’ve got to stand between that lie and her.

KEeLLER. We'll try.

ANNIE. Because I will. As long as you let me stay,
that’s one promise I'll keep.

KeLLer. Agreed. We've learned something too, I hope.
(4 pause.) Won’t you come now, to supper?

ANNIE. Yes. (She wags the envelope, ruefully.) Why
doesn’t God pay His debts each month?

KELLER. I beg your pardon?

ANNIE. Nothing. I used to wonder how I could— (Tke
LIGHTS are fading on them, simultaneously RISING
on the family room of the main house, where VINEY is
polishing glassware at the table set for dinner.) —earn
a living.

KELLER. Oh, you do.

ANNIE. I really do. Now the question is, can I survive
it!

KELLER. (He smiles, offers his arm.) May I? (ANNIE
takes it, and the LIGHTS lose them as he escorts her
oud.) ‘
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(Now in the family room the rear door opens, and HELEN
steps in. She stands a moment, then snifis in one deep
grateful breath, and her hands go out vigorously to
familiar things, over the door panels, and to the
chairs around the table, and over the silverware on
the table, until she meets VINEY, she pats her flank

approvingly.) 14 6 “14” Annie Teaches Grace

ViNey. Oh, we glad to have you back, too, prob’ly.

(HELEN hurries, groping to the front door, opens and
closes it, removes its key, opens and closes it agasin
to be sure it is unlocked, gropes back to the rear
door and repeats the procedure, removing its key
and hugging herself gleefully, Aunt Ev is mext in
by the rear door, with a relish tray; she bends to kiss
HELEN’s cheek. HELEN finds KAtk behind her, and
thrusts the keys at her.)

Kate. What? Oh. (T'0 Ev.) Keys, (She pockets them,
lets HELEN feel them.) Yes, I'll keep the keys, I think
we’ve had enough of locked doors, too.

(JAMES, having earlier put ANNIE’S suitcase inside her
door upstairs and taken himself out of view around
the corner, now reappears and comes down the
stairs as ANNIE and KELLER mount the porch steps.
Following them into the family room, he pats
ANNIE’S hair in passing, rather to her Surprise.)

Jamzs. Evening, general. (He takes kis own chair
opposite.)

(VINEY bears the empty water pitcher out to the porch.
The remaining suggestion of garden house is gone
now, and the water pump is unobstructed; VINEY
pumps water into the pitcher. KATE, surveying the
table, breaks the silence.)

Kate. Will you say the grace, Jimmie?
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(Thay bow their heads, except for HELEN, who palms
her empty plate and then reaches to be sure her
mother is there. JAMEs considers a moment, glances
across at ANNIE, lowers his head again, and obliges.)

James. (Lightly.) And Jacob was left alone, and
wrestled with an angel until the breaking of the day;
and the hollow of Jacob’s thigh was out of joint, as he
wrestled with him; and the angel said, Let me go, for
the day breaketh. And Jacob said, I will not let thee go,
except thou bless me. Amen. (ANNIE kas lifted her eyes
suspiciously at JAMES, who winks expressionlessly and
snclines his head to HELEN.) Oh, you angel.

(The OTHERS lift their faces; VINEY returns with the
pitcher, setting it down near KATE, then goes out
the rear door; and ANNIE puts a napkin around
HELEN.)

AunTt Ev. That’s a very strange grace, James.

KeLLer. Will you start the muffins, Ev?

Jamgs, It’s from the Good Book, isn’t it?

AUNT Ev. (Passing a plate.) Well, of course it is.
Didn’t you know?

James. Yes. I knew.

KELLER. (Serving.) Ham, Miss Annie?

ANNIE. Please.

AUNT Ev, Then why ask?

James. I meant it ¢s from the Good Book, and there-
fore a fitting grace.

AunTt Ev. Well. I don’t know about that.

KATE. (With the pitcher.) Miss Annie?

ANNIE. Thank you.

AuUNT Ev. There’s an awful /ot of things in the Good
Book that I wouldn’t care to hear just before eating.

(When ANNIE reaches for the pitcher, HELEN removes
her napkin and drops it to the floor. ANNIE is filling
HELEN’S glass when she notices it; she considers
HELEN’S bland expression a moment, then bends, re-
trieves it, and tucks it around HELEN’S neck again.)
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James. Well, fitting in the sense that Jacob’s thigh was
out of joint, and so is this piggie’s.

AUNT Ev. I declare, James—

KatE, Pickles, Aunt Ev?

AUNT Ev. Ob, I should say 0, you know my opinion
of your pickles—

KATE. This is the end of them, I'm afraid. I didn’t put
up nearly enough last summer, this year I intend to—
(She interrupts herself, secing HELEN deliberately lift off
her napkin and drop st again to the floor. She bends to
retrieve it, but ANNIE stops her arm.)

KEeLLER. (Not noticing.) Reverend looked in at the
office today to complain his hens have stopped laying.
Poor fellow, ke was out of joint, all he could— (He stops
too, to frown down the table at KATE, HELEN, and
ANNIE in turn, qll suspended in midmotion.)

& James. (Not noticing.) I've always suspected those
ens.
AunTt Ev. Of what?
James. I think they’re Papists. Has he tried—
¥le stops, too, following KErrew's eyes. ANNIE now
stoops to pick the napkin up.)

Aunt Ev. James, now you're pulling my—lower ex-
tremity, the first thing you know we’ll be—

(She stops, too, hearing herself in the silence. ANNIE,
with everyone now watching, for the third time puts
the napkin on HELEN. HELEN yanks it off, and
throws it down., ANNIE rises, lifts HELEN'S plate,
and bears it away. HELEN, feeling it gone, slides
down and commences to kick up under the table;
the dishes jump. ANNIE contemplates this for a mo-
ment, then coming back takes HELEN'S wristy firmly
and swings her off the chair. HeLEN struggling gets
one hand free, and catches at her mothey's skirt;
when KATE takes her by the shoulders, HrLen
hangs quiet.)

KATE. Miss Annie.
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ANNIE. No.
XATE. (A4 pause.) It's a very special day. }
ANNIE. (Grimdy.) It will be, when I give in to that.

(She tries to disengage HELEN’S kaend; KATE lays kers on
ANNIE’S.)

Kate. Please. I've hardly had a chance to welcome her
home—

ANNIE. Captain Keller. .

KEeLLER. (Embarrassed.) Oh. Katie, we—had a little
talk, Miss Anpie feels that if we indulge Helen in these—

AuNT Ev. But what’s the child done?

ANNIE. She’s learned not to throw things on the floor
and kick. It took us the best part of two weeks and—

Aunt Ev. But only a napkin, it’s not as if it were
breakable!

ANNIE. And everything she’s learned is? Mrs, Keller,
I don’t think we should—play tug-of-war for her, either
give her to me or you keep her from kicking.

KaTE, What do you wish to do?

ANNIE. Let me take her from the table.

AuUNT Ev. Oh, let her stay, my goodness, she's only a
child, she doesn’t have to wear a napkin if she doesn’t
want to her first evening—

ANNIE. (Level.) And ask outsiders not to interfere:

AUNT Ev. (Astomished.) Out—outsi— I’'m the child’s
aunt/

Kate. (Distressed.) Will once hurt so much, Miss
Annie? I've—made all Helen’s favorite foods, tonight.

(A4 pause.)

KELLER. (Gently.) It's a homecoming party, Miss
Annie.

(ANNIE after a moment releases HELEN. But she cannot
accept it, at her own chair she shakes her head and
turns back, intent on KATE.)

ANNTE. She’s testing yon. You realize?
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JamEs. (T'o ANNIE.) She’s testing you.

KELLER. Jimmie, be quiet. (JaMES sits, tense.) Now
she’s home, naturally she—

ANNIE. And wants to see what will happen. At your
hands. I said it was my main worry, is this what you
promised me not half an hour ago?

KELLER. (Reasonably.) But she’s not kicking, now—

ANNIE. And not learning not to. Mrs, Keller, teaching
her is bound to be painful, to everyone, I know it hurts
to watch, but she’ll live up to just what you demand of
her, and no more.

JAMEs. (Palely.) She’s testing you.

KELLER. (Testily.) Jimmie.

JamEes. I have an opinion, I think I should—

KELLER. No one’s interested in hearing your opinion.

ANNIE. I'm interested, of course she’s testing me, Let
me keep her to what she’s learned and she’ll go on learn-
ing from me. Take her out of my hands and it all comes
apart. (KATE closes her eyes, digesting it; ANNIE sits
again, with a brief comment for her.) Be bountiful, it's at
her expense. (Ske turns to James, flatly.) Please pass me
more of—her favorite foods.

(Then KATE lifts HELEN’S hand, and turning her toward
ANNIE, surrenders her; HELEN makes for her own
chair.)

KATE. (Low.) Take her, Miss Annie.
ANNIE. (Then.) Thank you.

(But the moment ANNIE rising reaches for her hand,
HELEN begins to fight and kick, clutching to the
tablecloth, and uttering laments. ANNIE again éries
to loosen her hand, and KELLER rises.)

KELLER. (Tolerant.) I'm afraid you’re the difficulty,
Miss Annie. Now I'll keep her to what she’s learned,
youre quite right there— (He takes HELEN’S hands
from ANNIE, pats them; HELEN quiets down.) —but I
don’t see that we need send her from the table, after all,
she’s the guest of honor. Bring her plate back,
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ANNIE. If she was a seeing child, none of you would
tolerate one—

KeLLER. Well, she’s not, I think some compromise is
called for. Bring her plate, please, (ANNIE’S jaw sets, but
she restores the plate, while KELLER fastens the napkin
around HELEN’S neck; she permits it.) There. It’s not
unnatural, most of us take some aversion to our teachers,
and occasionally another hand can smooth things out.
(He puts a fork in HELEN’s hand; HELEN takes it.
Genially.) Now. Shall we start all over?

(He goes back around the table, and sits. ANNIE stands
watching. HELEN is motionless, thinking things
through, until with a wicked glee she deliberately
flings the fork on the floor. After another moment
she plunges her hand into her food, and crams a
fistful into her mouth.)

JamEes. (Wearily.) 1 think we’ve started all over—

(KELLER shoots a glare at him, as HELEN plunges her
other hand into ANNIE’s plate. ANNIE at once moves
in, to grasp her wrist, and HELEN, flinging out a
hand, encounters the pitcher; she swings with it at
ANNIE; ANNTIE, falling back, blocks it with an elbow,
but the water flies over her dress. ANNIE gets her
breath, then snatches the pitcher away in one hand,
koists HELEN up bodily under the other arm, and
starts to carry her out, kicking. KELLER stands.)

ANNIE. (Savagely polite.) Don’t get up!

KEeLLER. Where are you going?

ANNIE, Don’t smooth anything else out for me, don’t
interfere in any way! I treat her like a seeing child be-
cause I ask her to see, I expect her to see, don’t undo
what I do!

KELLER. Where are you taking her?

ANNIE. To make her fill this pitcher again!

(She thrusts out with HELEN under her arm, but HELEN
escapes up the stairs and ANNIE runs after her.
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KELLER stands rigid, Aunt Ey is astounded.)

AuNT Ev. You let her speak to you like that, Arthur?
A creature who works for you?
KELLER. (Angrily.) No, I don'’t.

(He is starting after ANNIE when JAMES, on his feet with
shaky resolve, interposes his chair between them in
KELLER'S path.)

JAMEs. Let her go.

KELLER, What!

JamEs. (4 swallow.) 1 said—let her go. She's right.
(KELLER glares at the chair and him. JAMES takes a deep
breath, then headlong:) She’s right, Kate's right, I'm
right, and you’re wrong. If you drive her away from here
it will be over my dead—chair, has it never occurred to
you that on one occasion you might be consummately
wrong?

(KELLER’S stare is unbelieving, even a little [ascinated.
KATE rises in trepidation, to mediate.)

KarE. Captain.

KELLER. (He stops her with his raised hand; his eyes
stay on JAMES’ pale face, for a long hold. When he finally
finds his voice, it is gruff) Sit down, everyone. (He sits.
KATE sits. James—hotds-onte-his_chair. KELLER speaks
mil@ly.) Please sit down, Jimmie. (JAMES sits, and a
g ilence prevails; KELrzr'S eyes do not leave

(ANNIE has pulled HELEN downstairs again by one hand,
the pitcher in her other hand, down the porch steps,
and across the yard to the pump. She puts HELEN’S
hand on the pump handle, grimly.)

ANNIE. All right. Pump. (HELEN fouches her cheek,
waits uncertainly.) No, she’s not here. Pump! (Ske
forces HELEN’s hand to work the handle, then lets go.
And HELEN obeys. She pumps till the water comes, then
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ANNIE puts the pitcher in her other hand and guides it
under the spout, and the water tumbling half into and
half around the pitcher douses HELEN’S hand. ANNIE
takes over -the handle to keep water coming, and does
automatically what she has done so many times before,
spells into HELEN’s free palm:) Water. W, a, t, e, r.
Water, It has a—name—

(And now the miracle happens. HELEN drops the pitcher
on the slab under the spout, it shatters. She stands
transfixed. ANNIE freezes on the pump handle: there
is @ change in the sundown LIGHT, and with it a
change in HELEN’s face, some light coming into it
we have never seem there, some struggle in the
depths behind it; and her lips tremble, trying to
remember something the muscles around them once
knew, till at last it finds its way out, painfully, a
baby sound buried under the debris of years of
dumbness.)

HELEN. Wah. Wah. (And again, with, great effort.)
Wah, Wah. (HELEN plunges her hand into the dwindling
water, spells into her own palm. Then she gropes franti-
cally, ANNIE reaches for her hand, and HELEN spells into
ANNIE’s hand.)

ANNIE. (Whispering.) Yes. (HrLEN spells into it
again.) Yes! (HELEN grabs at the handle, pumps for
more water, plunges her hand into its spurt and grabs
ANNIE’S to spell it again.) Yes! Oh, my dear— (She falls
to her knees to clasp HELEN’S hand, but HELEN pulls it
free, stands almost bewildered, then drops to the ground,
pats it swiftly, holds up her paim, imperious. ANNIE spells
snto it:) Ground. (HELEN spells it back.) Yes! (HELEN
whirls to the pump, pats it, holds up her palm, and ANN1E
spells into it.) Pump. (HELEN spells it back.) Yes! Yes!
(Now HELEN is in such an excitement she is possessed,
wild, trembling, cannot be still, turns, runs, falls on the
porch step, claps it, reaches out her palm, and ANNIE is
at it instantly to spell:) Step. (HELEN has no time to
spell back now, ske whirls groping, to touch anything,
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14 Bell Montage

encounters the trellis, shakes it, thrusts out ey palm, and
ANNIE while spelling to her, cries wildly at the house.)
Trellis. Mrs. Kelier! Mrs. Keller! (Inside, XATE starts to
her feet. HELEW scramibles back onto the porch, groping,
and finds the beli string, tugs it; ihe bell rings, the dis-
tant CHIMES begin telling the hour, all the BELLS in
town seem to break into speech while HivLEN reaches out
and ANNIE spells feverishly into her hand. KATE hurries
out, with KELLER after her; Aunt LEv is on her feet, to
peer out the window; only JAMES remains at the table,
and with a napkin wipes his damp brow. From U p Right
and Left the SERVANTS—VINEY, the two Negro CHIL-
DREN, the other SERVANT—run in, and stand watch-
ing from a distance as HELEN, ringing the bell, with her
other hand encounters her mother’s skirt ; when she throws
a hand out, ANNIE spells into it:) Mother, (KELLER now
seizcs HELEN’S hand, she touches him, gestures a hand,
and ANNIE again spells:) Papa— She knows! (KATE and
KELLER 2o to their knees, Stammering, clutching HeLEN
to them, and ANNIE steps unsteadily back to watch the
threesome, HELEN spelling wildly into Kare's hand, then
into KELLER’S, KATE spelling back into HELEN'S; they
cannot keep their hands off her, and rock her in theiy
clasp. Then HELEN gropes, feels nothing, turns all
around, pulls free, and comes with both hands groping, to
find ANNIE. She encounters ANNIE'S thighs, ANNIE
kneels to her, HELEN’S hand pats ANNIE’S cheek im-
patiently, points a finger, and waits; and ANNIE spells
into it:) Teacher. (HELEN spells it back, stowly; ANNIE
nods.) ‘Teacher. (Ske holds HELEN’S hand to her cheek.
Presently HELEN withdraws it, not jerkily, only with re-
serve, and retreats a step. She stands thinking it over,
then turns again and stumbles back to her PARENTS.
They try to embrace her, but she has something else in
mind, it is to get the keys, and she hits KATE'S pocket
until KATE digs them out for her. ANNIE with her own
load of emotion has retreated, her back turned, toward the
pump, to sit; KATE moves to HELEN, touches her hand
questioningly, and HELEN spells a word to her. KATE
comprehends it, their first act of verbal communication,
and she can hardly utter the word aloud, in wonder,
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gratitude, and deprivation; it is @ moment in which she
simultaneously finds and loses a child.)
Katg. Teacher?

(ANNIx turns; and KRATE, facing HELEN in her direction
by the shoulders, holds her back, holds her back, and
then relinquishes her. HELEN feels her way across
the yard, rather shyly, and when her moving hands
touch ANNIE'S skirt she stops. Then she holds out
the keys and places them in ANNIE's hand. For a
moment neither of them moves. Then HELEN slides
into ANNIE’S arms, and lifting away her smoked
glasses, kisses her on the cheek. ANNIE gathers her
in. KATE torn both ways turns from this, gestures
the servants off, and makes her way into the house,
on KELLER'S arm. The SERVANTS go, in separate
directions.)

(The LIGHTS are half down now, except over the pump.
ANNIE and HELEN are here, alone in the yard. ANNIE
has found HELEN’S hand, almost without knowing
it, ard she spells slowly into it, her voice unsteady,
whispering:)

ANNIE, 1, love, Helen. (She clutches the child to her,
tight this time, not spelling, whispering into her hair.)
Forever, and— (She stops. The LIGHTS over the pump
are taking on the color of the past, and it brings ANNIE’S
head up, her eyes opening, in fear; and as slowly as
though drawn she rises, to listen, with her hands on
HELEN’s shoulders. She waits, waits, listening with ears
and eyes both, slowly here, slowly there: and hears only
silence. There are no voices. The color passes on, and
when her eyes come back to HELEN she can breathe the
end of her phrase without fear:) —ever.

(In the family room KATE has stood over the table,
staring at HELEN’s plate, with KELLER at her shoul-
der; now JAMEs takes a step to move her chair in,
and KATE sits, with head erect, and KELLER inclines
his head to JamEs; so it is AUNT Ev, kesitant and
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rather humble, who moves to the door. Outside
HELEN tugs at ANNIE'S hand, and ANNIE comes
with it. HELEN pulls her toward the house; and
hand in hand, they cross the yard, and ascend the
porch steps, in the rising LIGHTS, to where AUNT
Ev is holding the door open for them.)

CURTAIN

LIGHTS FADE
12.2 # 8 Movie Lullaby

BoOwsS “16” Finale
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