QUENTIN. But they’ve investigated you, what more damage could
they do?
LOU. Another attack might knock me off the faculty. It's only
Mickey’s vote that saved me the last time. He made a marvelous
at the Dean’s meeting when | refused to testify.
QUENTIN. Well, that’s Mickey.
LOU. Yes, but Elsie feels . . . I'd just be drawing down the
lightning again to publish now. And yet to put that book away is
like a kind of suicide to me—everything I know is in that book.
QUENTIN. Lou, you have a right to publish; a radical past is not
we only turned Left because it seemed the truth was
there. You mustn’t be ashamed.
LOU. (In pain.) Goddamit, yes! . . . Except . . . | never told
you this, Quentin. . . . (He holds bis position, de-animated.)
QUENTIN. (To Listener, as be comes down to the edge of the
stage.) —Yes, the day the world ended and nobody was innocent
again. God how swiftly it all fell down!
LOU. (Speaking straight front.) When | returned from Russia
and published my study of Soviet law . . . 1left out many things
I saw. | lied. For a good cause, | thought, but all that lasts is the
lie. (Elsie and Louise enter, talking togetber intimately and un-
beard.) And it's so strange to me now—I have many failings, but
I have never been a liar. And 1 lied for the Party, over and over,
year after year. And that's why now, with this book of mine, |
want so much to be true to myself! You see it's no attack 1 fear,
but being forced to defend my own incredible lies! (He turns,
surprised, to see Elsie.)
ELSIE. Lou, I'm quite surprised. | thought we'd settled this.
(Father and Dan appear U.)
LOU. Yes, dear, I only wanted Quentin’s feeling. . . .
ELSIE. Your shirt’s out, dear. (He quickly tucks it into bis shorts.
And to Quentin.) You certainly don’t think he ought to publish.
QUENTIN. But the alternative seems . . .
ELSIE. (With a volcanic, suppressed alarm.) But, dear, that’s the
situation! Lou’s not like you, Quentin; you and Mickey can
function in the rough and tumble of private practice, but Lou’s
a purely academic person. He's incapable of going out and . . .
(Mother appears beside Fatber.)
LOU. (With a difficult grin and chuckle.) Well, dear, I'm not all
that delicate, I . . .
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BELSIE. (With a sudden flash of cont
the time for illusions! Fakinhoainml; eond S ieght
;A“(,)'EER.!’ZW idiot1! (Q_uentin is shocked, turns quickly to
bondn' who stands accusingly over the seated TFather.) My
QUENTIN. (Watching Mother
! go.) Why do 1 things
falling apart? Were they ever whole? And whol’:o‘:;nblame?
(Mqlber exits, Fatber and Dan stay on in darkness, frozen
f:)u{jslesgow stands up.) ' .
. Quentin? I've decided to go i
: go into psychoanalysis.
QUEN'_I'IN. (To Listener.) I don’t believe if\s}l'ylame, byust if all of
us are innocent where does all this evil come from?
LOUISE. I want to talk about some things with you.
QUENTH\{. (Glancing at Louise who is facing empty air.) Or am
I calling evil what is only truth breaking out? .
LO,UISE. (At a loss for an instant.) Sit down, will you? (She
gathers ber thoughbts. He besitates, as though pained at both the
memory, and also because at the time be lived this it was an agon
And as be approaches bis chair . . . to the Listener:) %
QUENTIN. It was like . . . a meeting. In seven years we had
ll:e(;gllggd a meeting. (Sitting.)
. We don’t seem . . . (A1
a forming thought.) married. ik ooy e i
BLIIENT :bNe We;! (7t is sincere, what she says, but she bas bad
earn words, so there i i i i
rmy By ere is the faintest air of a formula in ber
LOUISE. You don’t pay any attention to
QUENTIN. (To belp ber.) You mean like Fri When
\ : F ight >—
I didn’t open the car door for you? ok i A
(ls(l)lll!::? Yes that’s part of what I mean
INTIN. B ; :
el ut I told you; you always opened the car door for
LOUISE. I've always done everythi
E. T ything f :
mean it's right. Everybody notices i:gQ:renl?i{\sc"' v doem"
QUENTIN. What? \ ;
OUISE. The way you behave toward
me. | don’t exi
‘IN tq;a.poscd to find out about each other. | an‘lmnote :lli'.th‘i,seo:tl:
nteresting. Many people, men and women, think I am interesting.

QUENTIN.
you mean. Well, 1. .. (Breaks off.) I ... don't know what
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