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MARY THE WIFE

ACT I

It is @ warm night in the summer of 1840 in the town of Springfield, I1lli-
nois, around carly candlelight. The curtain rises on the sumptuous parlor of
the wealthy NIN1AN EDWARDS. In the center of the upstage wall is a large
pier glass, which might have been imported from Europe. It is as wide as two
windows, stands abour eight inches off the floor, reaches almost to the high
ceiling, has a small ledge along the bottom, with & wide gold frame culminat-
ing at the top in an ornamental peak. It is carefully balanced right and left
by rwo large doorways—cach with double doors. The left doorway leads 1o the
outer ball, the upstairs, and the front door; the right doorway leads to the
dining-room, tonight the ballroom. Downstage left is a small horsebair sofa.
The left wall bas 4 large window bung with long light-weight white curtains.
On stage right there are other windows and small furniture. A love seat is
downstage right. On the walls are many fixtures holding candles. It is the
evening of a small dancing party, and the formal parler is polished and
gleaming for the occasion.

Behind the pier glass is a separate stage set with floor lights, a back-drop,
and two characters, life-size wax figures in full costumes and wigs. When
these lights are turned up and the backing behind the mirsor is taken away,
the picture through the glass is exactly like the drawing of a receprion with
President and Mrs. Lincoln in the White House.

At rise ELizasETH EDWARDS is putting the finishing touches to the parlor
as Dr. ANsoN HENRY is coming in the door. He is taking off his raincoat.
In the next room an orchestra is tuning up.

Evizasern: Good evening, Dr. Henry—raining yet?

Dr. Henry: Not yet—might soon, Mrs. Edwards.

Evrzasets: You think it will thunder?

Dr. Henry: Looks so—why?

Evizasera: Mary is so funny—gets so peculiar when it thunders.
Dr. Henry: You asked me to come before the party starts.

(The orchestra starts tuning up softly offstage.)
Well—here I am.

Erizasera: I want to talk to you about Mary. She must make up
her mind. My sister has been here nearly a year and a half.
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MARY THE WIFE

Dr. Henry: She's trying to pick the #op man—never saw a man,
woman, or child as ambitious as Mary Todd.

Erizasern: She's seeing Mr. Lincoln too often lately, but he’s
just not suitable. Dr. Henry, you must tell ber that. At this party, I
am throwing her with Judge Douglas. I think he has a great future.

Dr. Henry: I'll do my best, Mrs. Edwards—but Miss Mary is a
Kentucky thoroughbred. She is high-spirited, and she may take the
bit in her teeth. No human being can tell Aer what to do.

Evizasera: When Mary comes down, let me speak to her first—
then you talk to her. Tell her what a future there is in politics for
Judge Douglas—not Lincoln.

(Exit Dr. HEnrY.)

(Music comes up loudly before MarY TopD's entrance. The orchestra in
the next room plays a spirited walrz, and MarY floats gaily into the
room, waltzes around it, waving and smiling to her sister. She carries a
few blossoms in ber hand and finally comes to a stop in front of the big
mirror.)

Mary: I've decided to put these flowers in my hair (Jooking at the
effect in the glass).

Erizasera: No . . . not in your hair—no one wears flowers in her
hair.

Mary: I'm going to—it’s going to be the fashion. I shall be the
first lady in Springfield to wear flowers in her hair. They’ll all come
to it, you'll see.

Erizasera: Why must you always be first, Mary?

Mary (with finality): But that’s the way I am made. I want the
very finest of everything—dresses—dance partnets. . . .

Erizasern: Now, Mary, I must talk with you seriously. You must
make up your mind. Mr. Speed is a fine merchant with good pros-
pects; but I suppose you want a politician.

Mary: Yes, sister. The man I marry is going to be President of the
United States.
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MARY THE WIFE
Evizasern: Why set your cap for a President? This is Illinois, not
New York. And if that’s your mind, what about Judge Douglas?
(MARY turns around from the mirror.)
Mary: Do you really think Judge Douglas will be President?
Evrizasera: Everybody says he has a brilliant future.
Mary: What do they say about Mr. Lincoln’s future?

Erizaseta: Oh, he won’t go far. Mary, you and Mr. Lincoln are
just not suited to each other. You ought to know that. He is slow-
going, a wilderness boy. You're an aristocrat.

Maxry: But he thinks I'm pretty—and he likes the way I talk. He
just sits there fascinated.

Evizasera: Look here, Mary—he is just not of your class. Lincoln
is not of your class.

Makry: I wish he were here tonight to see these flowers in my hair.
(Re-enter Dr. HENRY.)

Oh, good evening, Dr. Henry (turns and moves toward him). 1 want to
talk to you about what we were discussing—second sight!

(Exit EL1zABETH.)
(Dr. HeNRY turns to MaRY, who leads him to the sofa downstage.)
Have you read anything about the occult lately?

Dr. Henry: A lot about the occult—more than I should, I reckon.
Instead of studyin’ doctorin’, I read up on occultism all the time.
Trouble is there aren’t many people you can talk to about it.

Mary: Do yox believe there is such a thing as second sight?

Dr. Henry: Certainly do. Lots of cases where people had a strong
feeling of what was going to happen—where they had a kind of
vision of some event 'way in the future. Why?

Mary: When I was a little girl, I met Henry Clay. One day when
I was eight years old, I said to him, *'I love you, Mr. Clay, but [ am
not going to marry you because you are never going to be President
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of the United States, and I am going to marry a President.”” And Mr.
Clay laughed and said, *‘Child, you must have second sight.”

Dr. HeEnrY: You have second sight?

Mary: Yes, Dr. Henry, I feel perfectly certain that I have. Do you
believe that it is possible even though I don’t go into trances?

Dr. Henry: Yes, Miss Todd, I do. Whatever power any person
has in occultism, that person always knows it. Doesn’t make any dif-
ference how they get the messages—through earsor eyes or mind—
they know.

Mary (eagerly): That's it, that’s right. I sec things in mirrors.
Once my mother lost her purse with a lot of money in it—and I saw
in the mirror where it was. I've had things like that happen often,
but I didn’t tell anybody. As you say—you can’t talk to everybody.
(W hispering:) They think you're insane.

(Enter ELrzaseTn with NINIAN EDWARDS.)

Oh, please excuse me now, Dr. Henry. Well, Elizabeth, is everything
ready for my guests?

(Enter WiLLiam HERNDON and the other guests, each greeted by Mr.
and Mrs. EDwarDSs and MARY as they come in from the double doors

lefr.)
Hernpon: Good evening, Miss Todd. May I have the first dance?
Mary: Certainly, sir.

(MAaRrY and HERNDON go out.)
(As the guests leave the receiving line, they move downstage and stand
about in circles of four or five in each circle, very informally. The music is

again heard playing in the adjoining room. The following specches come
from different circles.)

A Woman Gusst (in circle leff): What a beautiful dress Mary has
on this evening.

AnotrER WoMman Guest: If I were lucky enough to have a banker
for a father, I could have one just as pretty.
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MARY THE WIFE
A Man Gusst (in circle right): Miss Todd is pretty, but she tries
to tell me how to run my newspaper.

Seconp Man Gusst: Do you know she can read French news-
papers?

A WomaN Gusst: The Todds kept slaves down in Kentucky, but
Mary told me she would never marry a man who believed in slavery.

AnotaeER Woman Guest: But that was because Mary went to that
Mentelle boarding-school run by a nerthern woman.

(The others drift out toward the music. HERNDON and MARY enter from
other room.)

Hzrnpon: Thanks for that first time round, Miss Todd. You
dance smooth like a snake gliding across the grass.

Mary (irvitared): Young man, I do not care for that comparison.
Aren’t you a little young to be coming to these parties? Where do
you live?

Hernpon: Over the Speed store, ma’am. I sleep upstairs in the big
room. Mr. Speed and Mr. Lincoln sleep up there, too.

Mary: You sleep in the same room with Mr. Lincoln?

Hernpon: That's right, Miss Todd. Now there's a lawyer for
you. I'm studying law in the same office.

Magry: Do you think that anybody could teach you to be a law-
yer? You can’t even talk to ladies at parties.

Hernoon: I know plenty about ladies. Here’s part of a poem I've
been learning—

“Whatever spiteful fools may say
Each jealous ranting yelper
No woman ever went astray
Without a man to help her.”

Mary: You baby. You may know everything—but you under-
stand nothing.

Hernpon: Maybe I don’t understand you, Mary Todd, but I do
[10}
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understand Mr. Lincoln. Why don’t you leave him alone? He's crazy
as a loon sometimes from the things you say to him.

Mary: How dare you talk to me like that! What I say to Mr.
Lincoln is 7y business . . . none of yours.

Hernvon: All right—but it’s the truth about what you do to him.

(SterHEN A. DoucLas enters gay and debonair. MARY turns away from
Hernoon #0 DoucLas.)

Doucras: Good evening, Miss Todd. A pleasure, indeed, I assure
you.

Mary: Good evening, Judge Douglas. Mr. Edwards tells me that
you ate now the leader of the Democratic party in Illinois. May I con-
gratulate you?

Doucras: If I am, it’s just because I'm lucky. But aren’t you the
leader of Springfield society, Miss Todd? Let me congratulate yox.

Mary: Thank you, Sir. But let us get back to politics. What about
Mr. Lincoln and the Whigs?

Doucras: Well, he may be at the top of the heap of Whigs, but
the Whig party is doomed.

Mary: While the Democratic party is getting stronger—is that it?

Doucras: Yes, but we're all in the grip of overwhelming
forces. . . .

Mary: But if you were your party’s choice for senator, then some
day, perhaps, you might be elected President?

Doucras: Not so fast, Miss Todd. You have to be rich even to be
a senator. Public office is very expensive. But I think I might run for
it some day—the presidency, I mean. . . .

Mary: Isn't it rather risky? Aren’t you afraid you might die
from. . . . '

Doucras: That’s a chance anybody has to take—the higher the
stakes, the greater the risk.

Magry: I think it would be more than I could bear.
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DoucLas (meaningly): Oh, come now—you’d like to be the wife of
a public official, wouldn’t you?

Mary: Is this in the nature of a proposal?

Douczas: I think you would make a very fine wife for a-a-a diplo-
mar—with your knowledge of French.

Mary: No diplomat for me. I want to marry a man who is going
to the top.

Doucras: You and I might go pretty far together.

(This carches MARY & little off balance. She moves away from DoucLas
to the window. It is beginning to thunder and lightning.)

Mary: Isn’t Mr. Lincoln likely to go far, too? He might have a
brilliant career in Congress, don’t you think?

Doucras: No, Miss Todd. Without a stroke of political luck, like
that lightning, that weather-beaten scarecrow will never be any-
thing but a small-town lawyer—ijust a political hack.

Mary: You can see that he isn’t very pretey. . . .
(DoucLas offers his arm, and they go out to the other room to dance.)

(On the empry stage the storm is now seen to be at its height. The curtains
at the window blow straight out inte the room. Half the candles go out.
MARY and BEL1zABETH come running into the room, gather in the curtains,
and artempt to relight the candles. A sudden blast blows all the lights out.
MARY sits quickly on the horsebair sofa. ELYZABETH tuns out for 4 lighted
candle after getting the window closed. Music stops. Sounds from the
other voom of closing windows, etc.)

(The stage remains dark excepr for flashes of lightning coming through the
window. These are now less sharp. Bebind the pier glass, # soft unearthly
light begins to glow. MARY gages at it entranced. As the light comes up
bebind the scrim, we see two figures standing together, as if at a reception
in the White House. They look like wax figures and remain absolutely
motionless. MARY utters a little cry and runs over to look more closely. She
crosses to stage right and gazes open-mouthed. The light behind the glass
begins to go down. MARY leans against a chair. Voices sound offstage. As
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the lights behind the mirvor die away, EL1ZABETH and two or three guests
rush into the parlor carrying lighted candles. They run to the walls and
bight the candles.)

(Among the guests who come in is Dr. HENRY, who sees MaRY sitting
on the love sear downstage. He walks over to ber.)

Dr. Henry: Quite a storm, quite a storm, Miss Todd.

(MaRrY looks up relieved to see it is Dr. HENRY. She gives 4 quick glance
at the other guests, who are now starting back to the other room. She points
to the pier glass excitedly—but without a word. He stares at it and looks
back at ber.)

Mary: The mirror—Doctor, I've seen it—I know. . . .

Dr. Henry: What? Seen what?

Mary: The mirror—don’t you remember—my second sight?
Dr. Henry: Oh, yes, what was it?

Mary: I know.

Dr. Henry: What have you seen?

Mary: The White House—Mr. Lincoln—President—with me—
his wife.

Dr. Henry: What? Lincoln President? Not much chance of that.

Mary: Now I know—Dr. Henry—I will see every important
event of my life before it happens.

(MARY is interrupted by the approach of DovcLas. The orchestra is now
playing a fast gallop, and other dancers are moving about the room. Dr.
HeNRY moves back at the approach of Doucras. DoucLas is polize,
solicitous, suddenly almost tender—for be sees that MARY has been shaken
by something, which he assumes to be the storm.)

Douaras: I see no reason to be afraid of lightning. I'd never know
it if it hit me.
Magry: That’s because you drink too much.

(DouacLas laughs, but MARY never smiles. He looks at ber keenly. She
looks straight back and says.)
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I have been thinking over our conversation. It might interest you,
Judge Douglas, to know that I have decided to give you up.

Dovugras: Why?
Mary: I don’t think you will ever get to the zop.

(DouGLaAs smiles and bows. MARY tises to accept his arm. They start
toward the door. The orchestra starts “'The Lancers.”” Couples entering
start dancing about the parlor. MarRY and Dovucras start galleping
about with the others.)

(EL1zABETH and a guest dance near them. EL1zABETH backs up to MARY
and says downstage over her shoulder:)

Erizasern: You don’t lose any time, sister.

MARY (aside, but downstage, almost shouts over the music): I'm going
to marry Mr. Lincoln.

Evizaseta (horrified, but keeping on with her dancing): Why?

Mary: He's going to be President!!

CURTAIN

ACT II

The set is the upstairs sitting room on the second floor of the White House.
It is informal with lace-curtained windows, comfortable chairs. At right is
an old-fashioned dressing table, with a mabogany mirror above it, seen in pro-
file by the audience. At right a wall of the room runs parallel to the footlights
about one-fourth of the width of the stage about balfway downstage. Behind
this wall and behind the mirror on the wall connected with it are the lights
and wax figures of the inner stage set up to show the box at Ford's Theater
at the moment of the assassination. It is evening of @ day in February, 1862.
Door upstage to hall—and a door right downstage to bedroom.

Az rise MARY is standing on a stool. MRs. ELiza KECKLEY is on ber
knees working on the hem of the dress.
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Mary: It fits perfectly, Lisa. You are very clever with your needle
and your fingers.

Keckrey: Thank you, Mrs. Lincoln. May I say how pleasant it is
to work for you?

Magry: I want you to work for me and for no one else.

Keckrey: Mrs. Lincoln, T was a slave until I was thirty-seven
years old. You don’t know what it means to have a white lady so
kindly—so friendly. . . .

Mary: I have decided to wear nothing but colors. You may have
my black silk dresses. Would you like them?

Keckrry: Oh, thank you, Mrs. Lincoln.

Mary (adjusting dress): Liza, I had to get up four times with
Willie last night.

Keckiey: What does the new doctor say?

Mary: He thinks Willie is in great danger . . . but I am sure he is
not.

Keckrey: Isn't he a good doctor?

Magry: Yes . . . but I know. Willie is going to get well.
Keckrey: You know something the doctor doesn’t?
Mary: Do you know what they call second sight?
Keckrey: No, Ma'am.

Mary: It’s the power to see into the furure, Liza. I have that
power.

Keckirey: Oh, Mrs. Lincoln. . . .

Mary: Yes, I can sec what will happen before it occurs. . . . If
anything really threatened my Willie, my mirror would tell me.

Krckrey: How can a mitror tell you?

Mary: Liza, the spirits of people hover about us in the air, after
they are dead. . . .
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Kecxrey: Mrs. Lincoln, I believe in angels, but I didn’t know yox
would believe in ghosts.

Magry: Not ghosts—unseen forces—like the electricity in telegraph
wires.

KeckirEY: You mean the spirits can send messages?

Mary: Yes, sometimes by rapping—sometimes by trances—some-
times in mirrors. . . .

Keckrey: You had messages from dead people?

Mary: Judge Douglas, our good friend from Illinois, died last
year, you know. And a girl—last Wednesday—went into a trance in
this very room and brought us a message from him.

KEeckrEY: Spirits right in this room?
Mary: Yes. Right in this room—in the air—invisible.
Keckiey: Maybe hearing us talking?

Mary: Yes, Liza, trying to help us. . . .
(Knocking at the door.)

Keckrey: What was that?
Mary: Sounded like someone knocking. Go to the door.

Keckrey: Mrs. Lincoln, can’t we just sit—and listen. . . . Those
spirits. . . .
(More knocking at door upstage.)

Mary: Don’t be afraid. Liza, go open the door. . . .

(Mgrs. KeckLeY gingerly opens the door. Enter EL1ZABETH in evening
dress.)

Evrizasera: Dear sister, it’s been so long. . . .
MArY (embracing her): Elizabeth, I am so happy to see you.

Enzasera: Thank you so much for inviting us to the reception.
It’s my first chance to see the diplomats and the great ladies of the
Capiral.

Mazry: Look at my wonderful dress from New York. No other lady
in Washington will have one more beautiful.
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Evizasern: It certainly is becoming to you, Mary—but won't it
make them green with envy?

Mary: I have to show these Washington ladies that, even though
I come from the prairies, I know how to dress and talk.

Er1zasern: I remember when you started wearing flowers in your
hair—and now everybody does it.

Mary: I have always understood fashion, Elizabeth.

Evrzasera: But how can you win over these easterners—with all
their money?
Mary: I have as good a family and a better education than most

of them; and besides—they have no way of knowing the future—and
I have.

Evrzasern: But they will talk about you—they will stab you in the
back.

Mary: You remember when I was a little girl I told you I was go-
ing to be the wife of a President some day—and now I am. . . . Well,
I'am going to be the First Lady . . . in every sense of the word.

Evrizasera: You will never win them—they will snub you every
time they can. . . .

(Music begins offstage and gets louder and louder. MAARY rises and begins
70 move about the stage, circling in time to the music, smiling gaily ar
EvLizaseTH.)

Mary: You will see . . . but now we must go down to meet them.

(Mary and Ev1zaBETH go out. Mrs. KECKLEY moves about the room.
JoHN PARKER enters.)

Parxer: Keckley, where can I find Mrs. Lincoln?

KeckiEy: She is downstairs at the big reception. Where have you
been the last few days?

Parker: I've been in the guardhouse—just for taking a couple of
drinks. Will Mrs. Lincoln be coming up here directly?

Keckiey: She might come up to see Willie—he's got the fever bad.
Are you on guard on this floor tonight?
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Parxer: No.
(Enter MarY.)

Magry: Liza, I forgot my fan. Why, Parker, I thought you were
on leave. . ..

Parker: I was, Mrs. Lincoln, but could I speak to you a minute
—it’s about my boy.

Mary: Parker, I have guests downstairs. . . .

Parker: We have a sick child, too, Ma’am. That’s why my wife
asked me.

Mary: You have a sick boy? What's the matter with him?
Parker: I think it's the typhoid, Madam. He has a bad fever.
Mary: Well, get a good doctor (she turns toward door).

Parker: Mrs. Lincoln, please. . .. They've taken me off the
White House guard and . . . if I can’t get back, I'll probably be
drafted for the regular Army. Please, Mrs. Lincoln.

Mary: Who took you off the White House guard?
Parker: Colonel Lamon took me off—just for taking a few drinks.
Mary: For drinking? Ward Lamon ordered you out for drinking?

Parxer: Yes, Mrs. Lincoln. Please, I don’t want to leave my wife
and my son. . . .

Magry: Hill Lamon was drunk much of the time in Illinois. Why
should he put yoz out for drinking? How old is your child?

Parker: Same age as Master Willie.

 (MaRY goes to desk and writes.)
Mary: I will write an order putting you back.
Parker: If you will, Mrs. Lincoln, I'll never drink again.

Mary (reading what she bas written): *‘John F. Parker has been de-
tailed for duty at the Executive Mansion by order of Mrs. Lincoln.™
(Hands bim the paper.)

Parxer: Thank you, Mrs. Lincoln.

(Exit PARKER.)
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Mary: Liza, is Willie asleep again?
Kzeckiey: Yes, Mrs. Lincoln.
(MARY picks up ber fan. Exit MarY with Mzs. KeckLEY.)

(Enter W arDp HiLv LaMoN, carrying banjo, and HErnDON with balf-
empty bottle of whiskey. They pass bortle back and forth and drink during
following.)

Lamon: I reckon no one’ll bother us in here, friend Herndon. Sit
down and let’s swap stories—just like when we were brother lawyers
back in Illinois.

Hernpon: Certainly don’t seem like ten years—only about ten
minutes ago. . . . Do you still carry rwe guns and zwo knives? How
does it feel bein’ marshall of the District of Columbia?

Lamon: Well, it helps out a lot bein’ born in Virginia. I'm a gentle-
man, I hope—by education and instinct. And I still play the banjo
for Mr. Lincoln. I see you still favor patenz-leather shoes.

Hernoon: Yes, sir—Mr. Lincoln used to say, “‘Billy, you're too
rampant and spontaneous! Don't shoot so high—so me and the com-
mon people can understand you.”” You remember what a heap of per-
suadin’ it took to get me to lay aside those long, mysterious-soundin’
words?

Lamon: What do they think about the President out there now?

HerNDON (as if making a speech): What is Lincoln doing? (Expled-
ing.) If I were Lincoln, I would declare that all slaves should be free
and stand emancipated. I would be this age’s great hero.

Lamon: Take it easy, Billy. I heard your wife died last summer.

Hernoon: That’s right. Things have not been so good for me.
Lincoln’s wife been givin’ him trouble, too, I hear. She always did
mess up his political dickerin’—stickin’ her hand in. . . .

Lamon: Yes, she sends orders to General McClellan—she even
went to see him last week about an exchange for a Confederate offi-
cer. My feelin’ is she even bosses her own children too much.
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Hernpon: Whoever joins the Todd family gets the worst of it—
it’s not a family but like joinin’ a religious cult—you put yourself in
their hands. You know God gets along with one ‘‘d,”” but the Todd
family has to have two. (Laughs.)

Lamon: She looked mighty proud down there tonight. Got any
new stories?

Hernpon: If I tell you a good story, you got to sing—is that a
bargain?

Lamon: That's a bargain.

Hernoon: I brought this story all the way from Springfield for

the President. It is about a yellow dog.
(He tells a Lincoln story.)

Lamon: Well, now—let’s see if I can remember one of those cam-
paign songs.

(LamoN sings and plays Stephen Foster's *'Camprown Races” and *“Ob,

Susannah’ —one verse each, the words being a political parody used in

the election of 1860. Starts a second verse but is interrupted by entrance of

Mary, who is furions.)

Mary: Mr. Lamon, have you lost your senses? With my son so
sick in the next room you should. . . .

(HERNDON rises and starts to move toward her uncertainly.)
Sit down, Mr. Herndon!
Hernpon: Just getting up to say ‘Howdy-do,”” Mrs. Lincoln.
(HERNDON sits.)

Mary: Just because Mr. Lincoln invited you to this reception . . .
does that give you the right to turn it into a public house with drink-
ing and carousing?

Hernpon: Great snakes, Mrs. Lincoln! We're just swapping
yarns.

Mary: Even if you have no manners, Mr. Herndon, you should
show tespect for your hostess. . . .

[20]




MARY THE WIFE

Hernpon (bowing elaborately): The First Lady to arrive at the top
from the prairies. . . .

Mary: Mr. Herndon, you should stay in the backwoods where
you. . ..

Hernpon: Yox went husband-hunting in the backwoods.
Lamon: Take it easy, Billy.

Hernpon: Why she trapped Lincoln. I guess I know all about
that. . . .

Mary: Don’t you dare talk like that in my house!

Hernvon (quite drunkenly): Don’t dare me, Mary Todd—I know
why you married Abe Lincoln. . . .

Lamon: Listen, friend Herndon—you shoulda’t debate with a
lady about her marriage.

Hernpon: But it’s the God’s truth, Lamon. She married him for
spite—just to get revenge on him.

Mary: Don't say such a thing.
Lamon: Hold on, Billy.
Mary: Mr. Herndon, you drink too much.

Hernpon: Mary Todd, you boss too much. You tried to boss
everybody in Springfield—now you're trying to queen it over every-
body here.

Mary: Leave this house at once.

(HerNDON goes out door upstage. MARY bursts into tears. Lamon
moves over toward ber.)

Lamon: Herndon had no call to say all those things, Mrs. Lincoln.
I apologize for him.

Mary: He was a bad influence on my husband—and on you, too,
Colonel Lamon.

Lamon: Please leave me out of this.
Mary: How can I heave you out? You were singing and playing a
banjo, weren't you?
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Lamon: But nobody downstairs hears it. You got the Marine Band
downstairs. They play a lot louder than I do.

Mary: I have a sick boy in the next room, Colonel Lamon.
Couldn’t you have a little consideration for him?

Lamon: You didn't think of my man when you ordered him to
ride in the rain with your child.

Mary: I can order a soldier to accompany my son any time—rain
or shine.

Lamon: Mrs. Lincoln, you issue too many orders. . . .

(Lamon is interrupred by Mrs. KeckvreY, who runs into the room from
door upstage and says excitedly:)

Keckrey: Please come, Mrs. Lincoln. Willie’s calling for you.

(Mgrs. KeckLEY and MARY go out. LAMON puts his banjo in its case
and corks the bottle and puts it in his rear pocket. In walk Dr. HEnRY
and BrizaseTH.)

Dr. Henry: What's the matter, Colonel Lamon? Why isn’t Mrs.
Lincoln downstairs?

Lamon: Her boy Willie is having a bad spell. She’s in there tend-
ing to him.

Erizasera: Isn't it a shame to have illness just at a time when
Mary is trying to show these Washington women. . . .

Lamon: If you folks will pardon me, I think I'll go back down-
stairs.
(Exit Lamon through door upstage.)

Erizaser: Mary is usually so upset when any of her children are
sick, but tonight she was cool and gay and proud. I'm sure he will
be all right.

Dr. Henry: Did all the first families of Washington come to the
reception?

Errzasera: To tell the truth, Doctor, Mary has been snubbed.
Very few of them came.
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Dr. Henry: Well, now, that’s too bad.

Errzasera: It's so unfair. They haven't even met her. How can
they judge her without talking to her?

Dr. Henry: They've been talking sbour her ever since she came
to Washington, and they tell me it’s not flattering talk.

(In comes Mrs. KecKLEY, sobbing violently.)
Evrzasers: Keckley, is he worse?
(Mgs. KeckLEY nods violently. EL1ZABETH starts to pace up and down.)
That awful fever. Poor Mary.
Dr. Henry: Is Mr. Lincoln in there with the doctors?
Keckirey: Yes, sir.

(Suddenly a scream is beard offstage. This throws Mrs. KECKLEY #nto
anew fit of crying. EL1ZABETH stops walking and stares at Dr. HENRY.)

Evizasera: That sounded like Mary.
Dr. Henry: Maybe she needs you.

(The door opens, and MARY rushes in and throws her arms around Eviza-
BETH, sobbing and moaning. Mrs. KECKLEY jumps and runs out of the
room.)

Evrzasets: Oh, Mary, my poor dear. . . .
Mary: I'm so afraid . . . he may die. He's cold!
Evrizasera: Now, Mary, he'll pull through.

(Dr. HENRY walks over and pats MaRY's shoulder.)
Dr. Henry: Don’t be afraid.
(Mgrs. KeckLeY suddenly runs back into the room, almost screaming.)
Keckiey: Mrs. Lincoln . . . come. . . .

(Mary, followed by Mrs. KeckLeY, runs out of door upstage. Eriza-
BETH sinks down on a chair with her bead in ber hands. Dr. HENRY
walks slowly over toward her.)

Dr. Henry: Only twelve years old.
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(Offstage there is another scream. Evizasers looks up.)
Erizasera: Poor Mary . . . !
Dr. Henry: That lovely boy. . . .
(Mgs. KECKLEY enters room slowly, sobbing, her head in hands.)
Keckiey: Willie’s gone. . . .

(MARY entors from upstage door, walking slowly, her bands at her sides.
Ev1zaseTn rushes to ber, bur she continues to move downstage and sits
down quictly in a chair, Staring straight abead of her.)

Evizasern: Mary. . . .

Mary (very quietly): Go in and tell Mr. Lincoln that I now have
recovered my self-control. I will be quiet with Dr. Henry.

Evr1zaseTn: Mary, are you all right? You're so calm.

Mary: I'llI will—be quiet—with Dr. Henry. Please—go tell my
husband—that I 47 calm—now.
(Exit EL1zABETH.)

(Pause.) Dr. Henry, do you remember—the talks we had—many
years ago?

Dr. Henry: About the mitror, Mrs. Lincoln?
Mary: Why . . . why didn’t the mirror warn me?
Dr. Henry: Well . . . well.

Mary: If T really had second sight—and did not see this—then
something has gone out of me—out of me.

Dr. Henry: Well—I wouldn’t know.

Mary: Something has gone out of me. Dr. Henry, I saw my hus-
band’s future—but now my Willie—when I needed it most. The
power 1s gone.

CURTAIN
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ACT III

Scene is same as Act I1. Time is an evening in April, 1865. Curtain rises
on Dr. HENRY, who is waiting. Enter Mary.

Dr. Henry: Good evening, good evening, Mrs. Lincoln.

Mary: How do you do, Dr. Henry. We have missed you during
the years you have been in the West.

Dr. Henry: Thank you, Mrs. Lincoln. It's pleasant to be in
Washington again.

Mary: I'm only sorry that we haven’t more time. But we're going
to the theater. . . .

Dr. Henry: May I compliment you on your dress? It's very beau-
tiful. . . . But must you always wear black? I remember how lovely
you looked in white satin. . . .

Mary: I just can’t bring myself to wear color again. When Willie
died it secemed as if a part of me slipped away. . .. (Pause.) I'll
never forget how you pulled Mr. Lincoln out of his sickness—that
melancholy period back in Springfield. Do you remember how
wretched he was—how unhappy? And you restored him with your
medical magic. . . .

Dr. Henry: Oh, he has a rugged constitution, Ma’am. That’s
what pulled him out of it; I didn’t.

Mary: Can you help me now—with your medical magic?
Dr. Henry: Well, I can try. . ..

Mary: You know it is three years, one month, and twenty-five
days since dear Willie died?

Dr. Henry: That long?

Mary: But he still lives, Dr. Henry. . . . He comes to me every
night. . . . He stands at the foot of my bed with . . . with the same

sweet smile he always had. . . . (Pause.) Oh, Doctor—why did he
have to die?

Dr. HENrY: Mrs. Lincoln, you. . . .
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Mary: Why didn’t I know? Why didn’t my mirror tell me?
Dr. Henry: No one knows. . . .

Mary: It failed me, Doctor—it failed me.

Dr. Henry: Now don’t you wotry about it. . . .

Mary: You know since Willie died. . . . (She looks about appreben-
sively and whispers:) 1 think Mr. Lincoln fears for my brain.

Dr. Henry: But the mirror always told you the truth. . . .

Mary: There’s something I must tell you, Dr. Henry, but no one
else must ever know. It happened just after Willie died. My husband

took me to the window. . . . He pointed to that big white build-
ing. ...

Dr. Henry: You mean the insane asylum?

Mary: Yes, and he said—I can hear him now—he said, ‘‘Mother,
control your grief or it will drive you mad. We may have to send you
there.”’

Dr. Henry: Oh, Mrs. Lincoln—he wouldn’t do that. . . .
Mary: You think there’s no danger of such a thing, Dr. Henry?

Dr. Henry: Oh, no, Madam, no one would think of doing any-
thing. . . .

Mary: But I can never mention anything occult to my hus-

band. ...
Dr. Henry: But, Mrs. Lincoln—why not?

Mary: Mr. Lincoln allowed me to have seances right here in the
White House. Then he stopped them. Now he refuses to let me talk
about such things.

Dr. Henry: Well . . . times will be easier now. . . . The war is
over . .. and I've always said. . . .

(Dr. HeNRY is interrupted by loud knocks on door upstage. MARY starts
and looks at him. She pulls herself together.)

Mary: Come in, please.
(CoronEeL Croox enters.)
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Croox: Colonel Crook in charge of the guard. Mrs. Lincoln, the
carriage will leave for the theater in five minutes.

Mary: Thank you, Colonel, I will get ready at once, This is Dr.
Henry, one of our old friends from Illinois. Colonel Crook, Dr.
Henry.

Crook: How do you do, sir.

Dr. Henry: Glad to meet you, Colonel. Colonel, do you think it
safe for the President to go to the theater tonight?

Croox: We paraded him through Richmond without a scratch.
There may be southern sympathizers in the audience—but the war is
over. We won't have any trouble. . . .

Dr. Hexry: I'm glad to hear you say that, Colonel.

Croox: But, just the same, I'm going to station eight men right
near the President’s box. John Parker will be outside the door of
it. ...

Mary: Will you excuse me, Doctor? I will be back in a mo-
ment. . . .

Dr. Henry: Certainly, Mrs, Lincoln.
(Exit Mary.)

Crook: We caught John Parker with a bottle, drinking on duty.
He’s 2 muddlehead, deliberately fogs himself. . . . But Mrs. Lincoln
intercedes for him. . . .

Dr. Henry: Say, he oughtn’t to do that. If I remember rightly,
he’s got a boy same age as Master Willie—you remember—who
died? . . .

Crook: But this fellow Parker. . . .

Dr. Henry: Can’t you recommend to the President that he stay
home tonight?

Crooxk: I'm charged with protecting the life of the President, not
advising him on his plans. Goodbye to you, sir.

(Exit CoronzeL CRrOOK.)
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Dr. Henry: Goodbye, Colonel.

(Dr. HENRY sits down to wait. Enter MARY with her outer wraps on,
ready to leave for the theater.)

Mary: When can I see you again, Dr. Henry?

Dr. Henry: I have a ticket for the play, Mrs. Lincoln. I'll be in
the audience, and I can come up to the box after the first act if you
like.

Mary: Please do, Dr. Henry. I may need you. I'm worried
about. . . .

Dr. Henry: Now, Mrs. Lincoln, everything is going to be all
right. He's been to the theater lots of time . . . and nothing. . . .

Mary: But it’s so hard to brush aside these dreams. Mr. Lincoln
has one that keeps coming back—he had it again. Oh, doctor, will I
be all right?

Dr. Henry: Yes, Madam, you are as good as ever, and your mind
is more than a match for anybody’s—always has been—always will
be. ...

Mary: Thank you, Doctor. You are helping me to lose this
melancholy. . . .

Dr. Henry: Fresh air . . . people . . . visits to New York—you'll
soon be that gay lady I knew in Springfield. . . .

Mary: You know, Doctor, we're both looking forward to a new
period in our lives. . . .

(As MARY has been speaking, the lights have come up on the scene behind
the wall, and, as she looks in the mirror, she and the andience see the arm-
chair and the wax figures in the box at the moment of the assassination.)

(MARY screams.)
Oh . . . he's shot my husband. . . . Help. . ..

(Dr. Henry leaps up. MARY staggers against bim. He looks in the
mirror—sees nothing. The lights have now died away again.)

Dr. Henry: What is it?

[28}




MARY THE WIFE

Mary: Did you see it?
Dr. HenrY: No—what—see what?

Mary: The assassin . . . the theater. . . . He shot him. ... My
husband. . . . Live. . . . Live . . . you must live. . . .

Dr. Hexnry: What are you saying?

Mary: The box . . . at the theater . . . a man with a gun. . . . He
shot my husband. . . . My husband in the rocking chair. . . .

Dr. Henry: Rocking chair. . . . In a theater . . . ?

Mary: Yes . . . theater. .. . I saw the audience . .. the stage.

.. Oh, Doctor . . . i's tonight. . . .

(MARrY collapses on the floor. Dr. HENRY tries to revive her. She rises to
@ sitting position. She raises her right hand and stares at it. She speaks
directly to her hand, holding it in front of her, still sitting on the floor.)

How could you? . . . How could you sign that order? . . . Yes. ..
you. ..you. .. put John Parker back on the guard. ... You put
John Parker outside that box. . . . If only I had sent someone else

upstairs for my fan. . . . If only John Parker had kept his promise
not to drink again.

(Dr. HENRY succeeds in getting MARY up off the floor and into a chair.
Staring into space unaware of bis presence, she speaks again in a tone that
is tender and reminiscent.)

When Reverend Dresser married us . . . you gave me a wedding ring

. . my wedding ring . . . inside you have written: ““A. L. to Mary
—November eighth, eighteen hundred forty-two. Love is eternal.”’
Those first years . . . you were hard to understand, Father. . . . Your
vest was always wrinkled. . . . Every morning I had to look to it to
sec that you had a necktie on. . . . And you always came home . . .
and put your arms around me . . .when I was frightened by thunder
and lightning. . . .

Dz Hewnry: Shall I call someone, Mrs. Lincoln?

(MARY pays no attention to Dr. HEnrY.)
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Mary: Then Eddie died . . . our second son . . . four years old.
.. . I can hear that Presbyterian—Smith—preaching at the funeral.
.. .Youcried. . . . I never saw you cry before . . . Father. . . . After

that you wanted me to go to the Presbyterian church with you. . . .
You forgot that as a little girl I was an Episcopalian in Kentucky.
. . . Then I went to Smith’s Presbyterian church with you. . . . And
every Sunday when I heard his voice . . . I could still feel you hold-
ing our baby Eddie. . . .

(Knocks on door upstage. Dr. HENRY places his hand on Mary's
shoulder.)

Dr. Henry: Mrs. Lincoln . . . there’s someone at the door. . . .

(Mary disregards Dr. HENRY, rises to ber feet, and walks slowly down-
stage. She nods once or twice to imaginary persons and, as if she were
addressing a small group around her, speaks in a measured, formal
manner.)

Magry: Alas, the ways of Providence are inscrutable. Clouds and
darkness surround us, yet heaven is just, and the day of triumph will
surely come, when justice and truth will be vindicated. . . . It is the
lot of humanity to suffer—otherwise, we would cling too fondly to
earth and its transitory enjoyments. . . . My beloved husband’s de-
votion to me was so great that . .. that ... (she falters). ... Our
dearly beloved husband was the light of our eyes—we never felt, not-
withstanding our great love for him, so good and great was he, that
we could love him sufficiently . . . (she sways). . . . (Screaming?) Oh,
my God—I am giving my husband to die!

(MARY falls against Dr. HENRY's shoulder, mumbling incoberently. He
gets ber into a chair—she sits rigid. More knocking on upstage door. MARY
motions to DR. HENRY #o open iz. He goes upstage and opens door, and
CoroneL Croox enters.)

Crook: Anything wrong here? I heard a scream. . . .

Mary (guietly, rigidly): Go tell my husband—I don't wish to . . .
go...to the theater....I have...Il have...aaa head-
ache. . ..
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Dr. HenrY (a5 CoLoNEL CROOK stands open-mouthed): Go on, man
~—tell Mr. Lincoln she has a headache. . . . You heard her. . . .

(Exit CoLoNEL CrOOK through door upstage.)
Are you all right? Can I help you?
Mary: Not one word, Doctor, about the mirror.

Dr. Henry: No, no. Certainly not. . . .

Mary: Dr. Henry, do you still believe in second sight . . . ?

Dr. Henry: No, not as I used to. . . . Found it never did me any
good. . .. Mr. Lincoln is right. ... Try to put it out of your
mind. . ..

Mary: I'will. .. . I'will. .. . He must not think. . . .

(Enter CoLoneL CrOOK without knockéing.)

Croox: The President’s in the next room, Ma’am. Says he will
have to go on without you. Says the people expect to see him. . . .

Mary: No. ... No. ... No....He must not go without me.
... T'll gowith him. ... Tell him...Iam coming. . ..

(Exit CoLoNEL CROOK.)

(MARY moves about the room extinguishing lights. This is a device on
her part to get control of herself.)

This afternoon—while we were driving . . . Mr. Lincoln foretold
our future—peace—travel—home life. . . . He was almost merry.

(MARY fusses with her clothes, straightens out things on a table, and does
other unnecessary acts. She straightens her dress and bonnet. She embraces
Dr. Henry. The door upstage right opens, and a strong yellow light
comes onto the half-lit stage. She moves straight into it, slowly walking
toward the doorway.)

Dear husband, you almost startle me by your great cheerfulness.

CURTAIN
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