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LEGEND OF SARA
©+ - . PROLOGUE "™ -

THE scene; The small bedroom of a two-room Green-
wich Village apartment in a ‘converted brownstone. Up-
stage R, an archway opens inlo a small foyer, in the
foyer a door leads to an oulside ball, Upstage c. is a
studio couch wilh a* red corduroy cover and pillows,
above the couch is a hanging bookease ‘in which there
are books, magazines, a lamp, a small radio and a lighted
candle in a saucer. Upslage v. a window looks out on to.
a ncighboring roof and fire-escape, tbrough the window
the glow of a neon sign flickers on and off. Downslage
L is @ butlered burcau on which there is another lighted
candle. This third point of light belps shed sufficient il-
lumination to indicate that the apartment is far [rom
elegant, and at the moment in a slate of hectic disarray.
The studio couch is littered with clothes, the bureau
drawers are all.open and overflowing.

AT RISE: MINERVA PINNEY is angrily and burricdly pack-
ing a suitcase which lies open on the floor. MINERVA is
twenty-six, slender, altractive, bal[-packed, she ulso is
only balf-dressed in blouse, shoes, and gay panlies.
ADAM HARWICK enters from Ibe ball and stands watch-
ing ber. ADAM is somewhbal older than MINERVA, per-
haps thirty-five, and not in the least handsome, fortu-
nately. e has a bottle of beer in one band, a pickle in
the otber, he puls them on the shelf above the bed.

ADAM, What in God’s name do you think you're doing?

MINERVA. I'm packing! Don't you have any eyes in ypur head?
I'm packing!

ADAM: (Erosses o her takes-shist from her) Well, you can stop
packing! Stop it right now!

MINERVA. (Eresses—g. lo bed | v morc clothes, giving ADAR: a
rude pusl) Out of my way! ¢inaw thraws skiet 1 1)

ApAM. (Crosses u. lo window: , Feor're heing ridiculous! It's late,
and hotels are expensive,

mINERVA, (Folding dressing 4.0, 1m not going to a hotel. 'm
poing hone.

anam. Good grief! Home to mather! Minerva Pinney returns fo
mama and the ancestral homenwend! (s isERy Y Crosses L with pa
jamas, puts them in suitcase ) You disappant me. darling. This
started off as a good honest row—but paw you're heing eommon-
place.

siNeRvA, (Kneeling above suitcase ) Tm not vour darling and 1
never want to see you again and please gn in the other room!

e

MINERVA, (Ceasing momentarily 1o pack, tremuldensly))  Adam,
why didn’t you pay the light bill? | gave vou the money.

ADAM. How many times do | have to tell vou? I forgnt! | com-
pletely forgot!

MINERVA. But you spent the money.

Apam. OF course | spent the monev. 1f 1 find ten dollars in my
pocket and 1 need books, | buy the hooks. What's wrong with
that? Besides, | can take them off my income tax. (MINERVA
vises, slarls R, lo dresser.)

MINFRVA. (Slops. Sarcastically.) What income? You can't even
get an advance from your publisher anv more. They printed three
thousand copies of your last book, and two thousand are being
remaindered in the drug stores.

ADAN. Don't be a snob. 1 write for the people; and where do you
find the people? In the drug stores.

mINERVA. (Crosses 1. lo €. of ed for more clothesy Adam Har-
wick, the great historian. ® A lipstick, a tube of toothpaste, and a
forty-nine-cent biopraphy of Aaron Burr. Will there be anvthing
else, Madame? " (Crosses L. o T of suitcase, Dends omer )

aDAM. (With deceptive calm.) ! should cut vou up and put yon
into that suitcase, limb by limb. (Deliberately pnis s ool
against her rear and pushes, sending hor v o diesser Shy i
diately starts taking thinds from drareer aml putling thene mesuil
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o g.,r.s:'qmﬂdal ao]:iuidwol‘ my‘wmk. ICrnsses;-geLs beey and bickle) |
& 5% MINERVAL - Sorty, Adam, Pin niot, waiting ; for..the .new . ook,
.| Crossés - Joward ‘end 5, ‘bed): Which, at the Yate -you've been
;w’urlrlng will beé fiished Bbout 1973, (Suddenty.she gasps.) Cock-
£ “yoacht. {And sbe Poinls, Fhere is o momenlary trute-us shegrabs
o the tighted cindle from dfmﬂ' mi be yozs a,ftzr ﬂ:e mcl:rmcb
L T with bis feor) i
© Py apaM. T got himt (He. 'shs on !ml qu puls candie back, gets
“.. .+ Xieenex from drawer, crosses, piclts up coclzraacb puts it in
T, -waste-basket)

" MINERVA, [Sﬁudden‘ﬂg] l’te I'nd emugh l’tn siclt of New ank;

you. .

-ADAM. Now Minnie =—— - )

. MINERVA. On second thought, 1'fenow l’rn slck of ynu And if you
* can_bear 0 hear the absohnte truth, Pm tired of supporting you.-

* ADAM. (Rise, crossing R.) Sure you've supparted me! Why not?
1.1 had money, and you didn't have any, I'd suppert you, And |
_don’t think Fd be so ill-mannered 25 to wlnne about it, (Crosses
t.loc of bed) - o
MINERVA, .{Crosses R, to bint.) Whine? Pre never wlﬂned!' ;
ADAM. (Very quisify.) Minnie, stop shouting! -

. MINERVA. And I'm not shouting] .

Abam. I'd hate to think, that vulgar tone ynn’m now using is your
natural voice. (She slaps bim across tbe Juce. The beer boitle files
out of bis band on fo bed, and b¢ grabs ber bair. She starts 1, bul
is ferked back.: Sbe tries to free ber bair, ApAM beflows.) You
“strugk me! Remember that—yon struck me?! (Looking Leapem-
word.) Shall F strike ber back? (Threatens fo strike brr with
pickfe.) No; ncver! Obviously | must try o reason with her, , |

. Now, Minnte, l:n:,r -dear —— (Sbc kl'cks bis. sbim) Ouch! (ADMI
sty on bed)

MINERVA. (Cmsm L., ad;usling pa'rlltes) Right now, | mm me
" peage avd sorie qulet, Some tranquility, A little order Inmy life,
pray God. (Gels shoes from under dresser.) .

i ADAM, Domthmkmpmcyﬁeﬂyw'ﬂﬂndlﬂﬂm?
© MINERVA, (Sits on chair by window, puts sboes on.) In Pinney-
field penple bdum like human l:c!rtg!. They gu mrrlad. and

o~ *mdwaimwwmm ST LT P L

'm sick of this apartment; and 1 ehmk Pm beghmlrrg to be sick of
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have children, and go 1o chi-h or Sondays. And live in clean
houses.

ADAM. Yes, | knmr,— and pay Fher |k
really why you want to o home
with it? Your pride is hurt, Yo
and you can’t take it. Yeu're g
MINERVA. (Looks at wrist-wa 't , Trere a-train at nine-thirty.
(Puls ballet slippers in switcas, Til ju= make i (Crosscs 10
dresser.)

ADAM. I'm surprised at you, Minnie. | thaugh: +ou had guts. What
happened to that girl who was going ta set the publithing business
on its ear? Who was going to discover tomarraw’s Walt Whitman,
tomarrow’s Mark Twain?

MINERVA. {Crosses lo suilcase)) I'm taking the te-nail scissors,
ADAM. Sure, let's say you can recognize taleat and your boss can't,
But did you bave to call him a “ spinelets nincomponp ™7 Was
that exactly diplomatie?

MINERVA. (Turning from her packing.} But | was right’ You know
damn well T was right!

ADAM. [Hits pickle on edge of drawer, throies rest over bis shoul-
der.) How childish! Even you should know that when vou're right
is when the boss bates you most. It gives him an inferiority com- |
plex. He bas to fire you.

MINERVA. But he was paying me to tell him the truth! (MINTRVA
crosses ., gets coat from chair, looks for clathesbrush, finds it by
bed, brusbes coal.)

ADAM. (Smiling indulgently.) Ah, the trath! Haven't you learned
by now that nobody wants to be told the truth unfess he's already
discovered ' it for himsell? . . . And anyway, you've got to
abandon this superior athtudc Can't you realize that neither 1,
nor your boss, nor anybody clse in New York gives a hoot in hell
that you're the digect descendant of Sarah Pinmey? (Crosses {0
.bed) Nevertheless, you're my girf, Minnie, and 1 love you.
(Taking a bandful of things onl of her snitease, puts them on
bed) Now let’s unpack your things—very calmly -—— '
MINERVA. Put those things back! (Throws coat and brush on flaor,
crosses L., takes things from him.)

ABAM. —then we'll go out and have diomer ——
. MINERVA. (Throws clothes Iuch into switcase, Lifls mallress, dels
skirt fromt under it.) You know my address. 1 don't care to hear

+ hilfz. . . . But that's not
Jpnt you come right out
Ram your job last week
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from you, but if there’s aty mail, I'd appreciate your forwarding
it,
ADAM. —1 think we'll have a couple at drinks before dinner—and
after dinner we'll come bock lere and ——
MINERVA, (Putting on skirl.) And then you'll make love 10 me
and everything will be just dandv. No, thanks. Defivitely no,
thanks. (He unzips her skivt, it jalls)
ADAM. (Trying to pul bis armes aronmd ber )y Ah, haby w=e
MINERVA. Stay away! _ . _ (Picks op skirt, zips il) Guod Lord,
the sublime égo of the male whn thinks he can core any woman's
unhappiness by geing ta bed with her. (She picky up coal, crosses
L. to window, dusts it by hami.)
ADAM. (Looking at her thowghifully.y An idea eccurs to me. Sup-
pose we get married?
MINERVA, Married!? (Fhrows caal on jloor.}
ADAM. (Crosses ») OF course, it wasn't part of our bargain—
(MINERVA crosses L. lo dresser.) but U'm perfectly willing——if it
would bring into your life any af that trannuility—that seren-
ity ——— (MINERvA, furigits, picks ap a Pook.)
MINERVA. Get out of here! I'm waming yoi, get nut of here!
ADAM, Get out of here? | thought yau were poing!
MINERYA, | am!
ADAM. (Dodging) And you'll come backt (She throws [wok)
You can't live without me! You'll come fack!
MINERVA. { Gels pocket books from drawer) Not if 1 live tr he
eighty and dic a spinster! {She o) i

_APAM. {He is ducking the fiving obivets,) Oh, yes, vau will! You
love me! _
MINERVA. Don’t T though! T [iwve you! (Throres tigl} [ love you!
{Tlrows cufr) ove you! (Throws sancer)
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