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ACT 1

POSSESSED BY THE PAST
(Dar kness.)

(Qut of the Darkness the sound of
musi ¢ played on a piano. It is
evocative "nodern" nusic.)

(We are engul fed and surrounded by
| MAGES acconpani ed by the strange,
nearly nelodic music. MJSIC CUE 1)

(Sonme of the IMAGES flash by in an

i nstant, sone |inger, some nove
across our view and nmerge with others
as though they are in a DREAM)

(Portraits of ancestors in gilded
frames. Wiite gentlefolk, nen and
wonen. Children. Slaves. Slave
cabins. Crunbling brick cabins. A
bl ack man's hands. A fornmer sl ave
woman gazes at us straight on
enigmatically.)

(Portions, magnified, of paintings
suspi ci ously nodern. Eyes.

Phot ographs richly col ored, of still
life, fruits and beads and yel | ow
squash. Lenons agai nst pearls.)

(Brilliant eruptions of color in
details from Mardi G as fl oats.
Devils with pitchforks.)

(Qui et black and white photographs
fromParis in the 20's.)

(These | mages appear and di sappear,
move, mnerge, bubble up, simrer, and
re-appear as though being cooked in
one massi ve DREAM LI KE GUMBO.)

(The succession of inmages and the
musi ¢ fade, giving way to one central
phot ograph: that of an OLDER MAN
sitting in his parlor. He is dressed
inasuit and tie and he gazes away
fromus at adimy lit table upon
which sits a decanter and gl asses.)



(This I mage, too, fades.)
(Darkness. Silence.)

VA CE
BUNKI' I C emmy! ?

(A small areais lit dimMy and we
see a cl ose approximation of the

| ast Image. The man is WEEKS HALL.
Weeks has suddenly roused hinsel f

from sl unber. For a nonent he does
not know where or when he is.)

WEEKS
Raynmond---? Mbse. ...

(He notices that the cigarette in
his | eft hand has burned down nearly
tothe filter. He puts it in the
standi ng ashtray. He tastes the
inside of his nouth. It is not

pl easant.)

(to hinself)
| think that | amdead. Or dying. Not that there's mnuch
di fference, you see.... CLEMW!
(He pours a drink but there is only
a drop remai ni ng. He reaches around
t he back of the chair, producing a
bottle. In the nmeantinme an unseen
"Clemy" has arrived.)
Clemy. | want you to do sonething for nme. Go out into the
far corner of the garden... Yes. The famly cenetery. Co.
And see if I"'mthere... Yes, | know|l'mhere. | want to know
if I amburied there... And "if | 1s"? ... You can have the
rest of the week off. Now go! And oh---! Cemy....

(He squints in the direction of the
audi ence.)

W seemto have guests. My best... decanter.

(Pleased with this, he lights up a
cigarette.)



WEEKS ( Conti nued)
My name is Weks Hall. | am sixty-three years old, snoke one-

hundred cigarettes a day, and have drunk nyself into oblivion
so frequently that the denobns at the gate raise their gl asses
intribute to ne as | enter into those wondrous and rolling
hills beyond....

| was born Hal |l omeen Ni ght, Ei ghteen-hundred and N nety-four.
And since 1922 this house, and nyself, have constituted the,
| ocal ruins....

My house is called "The Shadows". It was built by my great-
gr andf at her and great - grandnot her one-hundred and twenty-
four years ago. They built it. But | have created it.

(Weeks gets up, going downstage with
alittle difficulty. He has
phlebitis.)

Cl ose your eyes.... Please.
(Everyt hi ng goes dark.)

Now t hi nk of the south. And by "the south” | nean, The Sout h.
That's wwth capitals, if you please...

(Those who can resist peeking no

| onger begin to see, dimy, and in
segnents, outlines of trees in the
foreground. Huge, dark trees, with
linmbs dipping to the ground, clusters
of Spani sh noss dripping fromthem)

(The trees and the |linbs cast shadows
upon a sensed building. dinpses of
white at the first. Repetitious

white fronting coral red brick walls.)

(The white resolves itself into eight
huge white colums. The dusky coral -
red brick wall broken with green-
shuttered wi ndows. The | ower front
gallery open to the yard and the
upper gallery bounded by a sinple
white railing.)



(As Weeks steps back into context,

t he massi ve phot ograph di ssol ves
into a nore concrete representation
of the facade of The Shadows.)

VEEKS ( Conti nued)

This is "The Shadows". And we are in the very center of the
town of New | beria, Louisiana.

(Weeks does not yet go "into" the

house. He lights a cigarette.)
My good friend, the witer Lyle Saxon - who is dead now but
whom you will no doubt neet later - told nme of a tinme that a
vol ubl e, anpl y-cushi oned "sut hern" | ady concluded a tour of
pl ant ati on hones of Loui siana and M ssi ssippi. She remarked
to him- and these are her words, "As far as the ante-bellum
pl antations that have nade the nost inpression on ne, there
were two: Stanton Hall in Natchez and Weeks Hall in New
| beria. Stanton Hall for its bulk and Weeks Hall for sheer
beauty.

O course, she confused ME with MY HOUSE. | am a character,
NOT a structure.

Both nmy nother and her sister were born in this room.... |
amthe last of the line .... For nost of ny adult life |
have dedi cated - sone have said, throwm away, ny life -
striving to find some nmeans of insuring that this place
survives me, intact and preserved. | have failed utterly.

Sone years ago | was offered thirty-five thousand dollars
for this place. It was a fair offer and | needed every one
of those dollars, you see, but there are people with a good
deal of noney who buy houses like this and enbellish them -
put them back to what they think was the tinme of GONE W TH
THE WND, you see, and nost of them end up | ooking like the
sets of GONE WTH THE WND. And so when | die, rather than
( MORE)



WEEKS ( Conti nued)
this place become a hanburger joint or a parking |ot, or

anot her bastardi zation of history | have stipulated in ny
will that it sinply be... denvolished.

("d emy" has returned and delivered

hi s nessage.)
Cemy informs me that | am.. here. Wich goes to prove
that his fear of this arthritic, partially blind, crippled,
and pathetically sober body is far greater than his desire
for free tine.

(He goes to a "window', lights a

cigarette, and gazes out.)
Look at theml The tourists. They pour through here |ike ants.
They overrun the place - it's |like the plague. View ng the
house froma di stance is not enough for them They insist
t hey have sone sort of a right to go through this house.
Si ght - seers have pushed their way into this house, finding
me, at various tinmes, shaving - and in the tub! People have
seen nore of nme than they have of Gypsy Rose Lee! ... And
still they cone ... Were | only younger ... The passage of
time has the fortunate quality of enhancing the past. And
Clemy tells me that | am here.

(He crosses.)

(An I mage of a painting of a Young
Grl in a gilded round franme appears.)

This is ny Mdther, painted just after the "War for Suthern
| ndependence”.

(He noves.)

That dress remains in this house. | have it franed and under
glass. It hangs in ny bedchanber. Sone years ago, after the
accident, M. Carence John Laughlin, a talented young man,

phot ogr aphed ne standi ng before the franmed dress...

(The Phot ograph appears.)



WEEKS ( Conti nued)
He call ed his photograph, "Possessed by the Past". Wll,

how can one not be when surrounded by the objects and the
peopl e who have been. Including... nyself.

(The light fades upon the living
Weeks. The I nmage fades.)

(At the sane tine the outside of the
House is lit. The exterior is also
subj ectively represented, though
there is at |least a portion of one
of the white Colums and sone wai st
hi gh azal ea bushes.)

(From behi nd t hese bushes pops uE
YOUNG WEEKS HALL, appearing as the
Weeks in the photograph.)

(Young Weeks is in his early thirties.
He wears dungarees [which we do not

as yet see], is crewcut, wth a

bl ue denimshirt and a white tie
Ioosel¥-knotted. He wears |ight
brown-franed gl asses and is snoking

a cigarette.)

(H s sudden appearance has evidently
surprised a palir of Tourists.)

YOUNG WEEKS HALL
The house? You want to go through the house, you say? ..

Ladies, |I... Wether you' ve traveled five mles or five-
hundred m |l es has no bearing upon the matter.... Madam
Very well then -- Mse! Ch MOSE--! Please bring me ny pants
so | can cone out from behind these azal eas!

(And before he can finish his
sentence, the "Ladies" are evidently
vacating the prem ses.)

Ladi es---?

(Satisfied, he emerges fromthe
azal eas, wearing pants, and hol di ng
a palette.)

These wel | -uphol stered m d-western matrons can certainly
cover ground when properly notivated.... You can cone out,
my dear.

(A YOUNG LADY, putting on a robe,
energes fromthe azal eas.)



YOUNG LADY
Why do you even allow themin the garden?

YOUNG WEEKS HALL
For the two-bits Mose collects fromthem at the gate. That
was half a dollar there. If only they'd confine thensel ves
to the garden

(She gazes up at the House. Young
Weeks studies her.)

YOUNG LADY
| can understand the attraction. This house is hypnotic.

YOUNG WEEKS HALL
You shoul d have seen it when | first took possession, so to

speak.

YOUNG LADY
Oh but | have, M. Hall. | was still in school. W'd wal k

al ong the bayou in back and sneak into the cabins..

YOUNG WEEKS HALL
---they were sl ave cabins.
(he stops dead, then, as though to soneone not there)
| tore them down i medi ately.

YOUNG LADY
(subj ectively)
How it nust have felt to know that this was...yours.

YOUNG WEEKS HALL
(objectively)
| wal ked through the broken gate thinking here's a place to

fix up and live in -- a beautiful old house to capture in
oils or pastels or watercolor... and then----
YOUNG LADY

And t hen----?

(Several images of nude paintings
materialize as Young Weks speaks.)

YOUNG WEEKS HALL
And then...l have a painting to finish... A portrait of that
beauti ful and functional machine for living that is your
body. Inmagine a machine whose function in part it was to
drip a fluid fromtw bags of equal size which nust be
( MORE)



YOUNG WEEKS HALL (Conti nued)
instantly avail able and yet not interfere with a thousand

ot her functions just as necessary. Nature has solved it and
made the beauty of the breasts as necessary as their function.
(Young Weeks and Fanny exit as the

Present Weeks is dimy lit in his
chair. The nudes slowy recede.)

WEEKS
(showi ng his braced arm
| used to paint, you see....and teach. And ny advice to young

artists seeking comm ssions and cheques, from say, high
church Epi scopalians, was that in order to get the work you
had to paint their own idea of God. Which was anyone over
thirty-five, with an untrinmed beard, in a dressing gown
three sizes too |arge.

(Appearing off to one side is INEZ

HEBERT, a pri m woman, but not too

prim She has a stenographer's

pad. A pencil is stuck in her hair.

As she speaks, Weks lights and
snokes a cigarette.)

You know, the first tine tha{hgieks Hal | ever saw ne, and
this is the gospel truth, I was about - | nust have been 18

or 19 years old. And I was in the Shadows garden. Enjoying
the canellias and the fountain and pool and all - and I didn't

know anyt hing about it until after this happened but E. J.
Carstens was up in the house with Weks and they were | ooking
down out of the window into the garden and Weks says to
E.J., he says, "E.J. Who's that down in the garden? She has
the nost magni ficent back of her head. | would | ove to paint
it." When E.J. told ne what Weeks had said, all | could do
was shake ny head. Everyone in town was right. He's nuts...
That was years ago. Who woul d have thought that I'd end up
working for him After the accident, that is.

WEEKS
| NEZ! | NEZ---!



(She opens her stenopad and extracts
t he pencil.)

| NEZ
He still hasn't painted the "magnificent back of ny head".

(She deliberately turns so that the
audi ence can glinpse the back of
her head as she goes to Weks.)

WEEKS

| saw a phot ograph of ny aunt today, don't wite this down,
and it set off a train of thoughts which would be perfect
for nmy cookbook - if I can ever get the damm thing witten
but it keeps becom ng sonething else -- wite this down...

(Inez pulls up a chair and sits to

take the dictation.)
My aunt collected receipts. Recipes. Her search for them
was unendi ng and frustrating because, you see, cooks have no
prof essional ethics except that of secrecy. Once she achieved
a rare double victory when she got fromdifferent branches
of one famly a receipt which neither would give to the other!
It was a great sport and she gloried init. Stop witing
now.

(I'nez, who has frequently consulted
her watch, anxious to | eave, rises.)

No-no. Sit down, | nez.

| NEZ
Oh, M. Weks, it's getting late and... Dino's waiting for

ne.

VEEKS
It's not yet dark. Wuld you like a drink?
| NEZ
No. Thanks.
VEEKS

You couldn't stay just a bit?

| NEZ
----Sure.
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(She sits and Weeks, who has risen
when she rose, also sits.)

WEEKS
So --- what do you think?
| NEZ
Thi nk?
WEEKS

Thi nk. About it. About... things.

| NEZ
|"mjust a little country Cajun, M. Weks. Oh, | got it
all down. You know | can take it all down good. But it don't
usually nmean a thing to nme. |I'msorry.

V\EEKS
That's quite all right...

(Now feeling that she's done nore
harm t han good wth her comments,
she settles in.)

| NEZ
'l have that drink.

(Weeks pours her a glass of wne.)

And you---7?
W\EEKS
| never drink alone --- with a | ady.
| NEZ
Thank you. ...
(Pause)
W\EEKS
"...doesn't usually mean a thing---" to you?

(I'nez downs the remai nder of her
wi ne as fortification.)

| NEZ
Wll, like this, M. Weks..

(Finding a place in her pad and
readi ng:)



	ACT  1

