






AUGUST [looking out dreamily in the direction of the audi­
ence]: All my life, at least since I started to shave, I've been like 
a kid on a grandstand, flag-draped, you know, waiting for a 
circus parade to come by. I hear the calliope in the distance. It 
gets louder slowly, that light, haunting music. But there's 
another sound, the sound of a thunderstorm approaching much 
more quickly. There's a sudden torrent of rain, a deluge­
disperses all, all are dispersed except me. I stay on the deserted 
grandstand among drenched, motionless flags-always the ob­
stinate waiter. 

AUGUST: I waited until a sort of faceless policeman in a 
black raincoat tapped my shoulder and said, "The parade's 
been rained out, son, it's been called off till later." But later still 
hasn't come. . . . 

The black policeman was­

-Death? 

AUGUST: Sort of a likeness to it, yes. More a likeness to not 
yet being completely alive, I reckon. 
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CLARE: What is? 

AUGUST: Me loving your brother who hardly knows I'm 
alive. 

CLARE: If you mean that, well, your vision in both eyes is 
clouded over. 

AUGUST: We're talking around something, aren't we? [Clare 
nods.] What are we talking around? 

CLARE [looking out at Kip, dancing]: Kip's got to have someone 
keep him when he goes back to New York. 

AUGUST: -Who? -Has he got anyone in mind for that? 

CLARE: He has you in mind for that, August. 

AUGUST: Are you crazy!? 

CLARE: Shh, don't let him hear us. 

AUGUST: What did you mean by that fantastic statement? 

CLARE: -Well-

AUGUST: Hmm? 

CLARE: You want to know all about him? Briefly? 

AUGUST: Of course. Briefly or longly. 

CLARE: He isn't really my brother. 

AUGUST: Why did you tell me he was last night? 
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CLARE: Kip's a Canadian in the States illegally. He sqeaked 
into the country to escape the draft because he has this 
passion for dancing, and he knew if he was drafted into the 
Canadian Army it would be too late, when he got out, if he 
got out alive, to learn to be a great dancer, which Kip is going 
to be, I mean he's going to be as great as Nijinsky. Well. 
He's in the States illegally. He could be stopped on the streets 
any time and asked for his draft card. That's why we stay 
off the streets nearly always. Oh, somebody gave him their 
draft card, but any time he might be stopped and not get by 
with that card and be sent back to Canada and not be drafted 
but thrown in jail for God knows how long, longer than he 
would even have to stay in the army if he hadn't skipped out 
of Canada before he was drafted. Are you following this? 
You're still staring at Kip. 

AUGUST: Go on. 

CLARE: All right, now that's one reason why Kip has got 
to be cared for, I mean kept, by someone, and it can't be me. 
I'm 1·00 young, I'm-a year younger than he is, I'm twenty, 
and 1 've got to finish my education, and-and-

AUGUST: Go on, go on, and what? 

LARE: I love Kip but I'm not in love with Kip. I was. Till I 
found out it wasn't possible. 

AUGUST: Why wasn't it possible? 

LARE: Do you have to know that, too? 

AUGUST: All you can tell me. Please. 
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CLARE: All right. [She sighs.] Well. I'm sexually precocious. 
You know how Alabama kids are. [August laughs.] Shh. -I 
mean I was doing it in the attic with my second cousin when I 
was twelve. We called it playing house. House in the attic. 
Awful? 

AUGUST: No. Wonderful. But what's it got to do with Kip? 

CLARE: Yes, you do want to know all about Kip. Well. He's 
lucky. -Maybe. 

[August shakes his head slightly, his face turning suddenly very 
grave. He rises and kicks a shell off the porch, for no reason.] 

CLARE: Maybe! -Well. -This part is embarassing. He'd 
hate me to tell this part but I have to because you've got to keep 
him. He's, well-

AUGUST: -What? 

CLARE: Well, he's-impotent with me, and he-well, we­
just share a bed together on the wharf this summer, for 
economy and because we like to be with each other, I mean 
we're like a brother and sister with each other with absolutely 
no incest, except I sometimes, well, I reach out to see if he 
wants me and he-well, he still doesn't want me. 

AUGUST: How do I fit into-? 

CLARE: The picture? Christ, you're not a dumbo! Look! 
You're crawling around the frame of the picture. You've got to 
get off the frame, now, and into the picture. I mean you've 
been crawling around the frame of it and now you've got to get 
off the frame and hop right into the picture. 

AUGUST: Hop? Into the picture? 
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CLARE: Yes. 

AUGUST: How? 

CLARE: Look, good God, you write plays. Just write a cur­
tain to it. Can't you do that? Can't you? 

AUGUST: -I-don't know, I-when I want something 
very badly, !-

CLARE: What? 

AUGUST: -I start shaking all over. 

CLARE: That's all right, do that, he'll understand that, Au­
gust. [She puts an arm about his crouched shoulders.] Look, if you 
don't keep him with you in New York this fall, who will? Not 
me. I can't. I think your play will be a success, a hit as they call 
it·. You'll have plenty of money coming in then, won't you? 
You can buy him dancing lessons; you can pay somebody to 
fake a better draft card for him. Can't you? Can't you? 

AUGUST: This is a crazy, wild-dream .... 

'LARE: Dreams are true, they're the truest things in the 
world, only dreams are the true things in the world, you 
lt11ow ... 

I She has gotten to her feet, does an arabesque with her head thrown 
/111ck and her eyes shut tight against the sun's glare.] 

I'll I)' in touch. I'll keep in touch with you boys. I'll-I'll fly to 
N1•w York some weekends and for the Christmas holidays and 
,11 forth. 

u< :UST: Wait! I want to ask you something. 
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[Sea wind. Kip reappears over the dunes and slowly approaches 
August.] 

You've taken your walk and thought. 

KIP: Yes. 

AUGUST: Me, too. -I thought-I didn't use to know it was 
such a bargaining table! 
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KIP: But you know that, now? 

AUGUST: As suddenly as if the sea wind blew it over me like 
this-storm of sand today. -What did you think as you­
walked? [Pause.] 

KIP [with difficulty]: I thought I'm forced to do now, the sort 
of things that don't demand-papers of citizenship-you 
know ... 

AUGUST: But do demand other things, not papers, but­
other-things. 

KIP: I-let's not talk about that. Huh? -I-don't want to 
talk about that. 

AUGUST: -But, Kip, these other demands, you do submit 
to them, don't you. 

KIP: Don't I have to? When I can't-you know-appeal to 
their better natures if they have them? 

AUGUST: Do you think I have one? 

KIP: -Yes. -I think I see it in the eye that's clear. 

AUGUST: But even in the clear eye-surely you see this? [He 
fl/aces his fingers on Kip's face.] 

1 JP: Let's just talk, just-talk. I know how-involved this 

,UST: Do you? 

I Kip nods slightly and gravely. A drunk merchant seaman staggers 
into sight and shouts:] 
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SEAMAN: Hey! One Eye! 

AUGUST: Jesus. He's coming back. 

KIP: Who is he? 

AUGUST: Merchant seaman I picked up last•night, turned 
out to be sort of disgusting, puking and trying to make me do 
things I don't care to do. 

[He rises and confronts the Seaman.] 

Go away! Get away from here. 
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[The Fiddlers are a stoutish middle-aged man, Maurice, and his 
wife, Celeste. A world of opulence and fashion and of Medici illu­
sions is apparent in them. Beneath this suiface is an unfathomed 
depth of venality. In Maurice, the suiface affability more suc­
cessfully obscures the basic inhumanity, but in his tall, thin mate, 
you can almost hear the hiss of a venomous snake. 

[There is the sound of the suif as they stand quite still for several 
moments, looking awesome in a Gothic way. Celeste slowly lifts an 
arm to shield her face with a gloved hand as the sea wind rises, lifting 
a cloud of sand.] 

MAURICE: She wanted me to see a film with Miriam Hop­
kins. I said, "Mrs., uh, Pardon." I call her Mrs. Pardon since I 
want to make it quite plain that her name's of no importance. 
"Mrs., uh, Pardon," I said, "Being a man of the theater, I don't 
go to the movies." 

[Celeste laughs with a vicious inflection.] 

And without batting an eye, she came back with this: "Mr.­
uh-Fiddler, don't you want to know how· the other half 
lives?" Then I topped her with, "I think you mean the other 
ninety-nine percent." 

CELESTE: The woman's a real operator. You've got to be 
firm with her young client about your adamant refusal to nego­
tiate with her or through her. Explain to him the nature of ten­
percenters. That's what she is. And, please don't be taken in by 
his pretension of incorruptible commitment to his "art." We've 
heard it all before. He's just another male whore. I mean, 
imagine sending you that snapshot of himself in swim trunks. 
The implication being he thinks you're-

MAURICE: I'll thank him for it and say I've had it enlarged 
and hung up in my bedroom. 

39 


















