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10 Joid on the roud, prepasing gravely for a performance which
may be the last e,

HANNAH. (Glancing a Sbanon Ave you panning to condur
ghurch services of some Lind here tonight, M. Shanntns

round ol
HANNAEL (Crosing beind i 16 yor o i 0 contoe
2 Shurdsenic, vhy gt ot uncomoras S
SHANNON. Becss e e sse of g ot o
Lo sbout b vhy. vt toshow e ol
2 clocked—frocked !—minister of the—

HANNAEL ' tht ovly 30 rss entogh o comince e
by

SHANNON. No,the Lo I redeomd i o  esico Gy
s and ey spee tht s wher T4 g O
e,

HANNAH. Hold Sl st  minue, (She i heing

fo fasenthe callry —These o

on Bole i so g oy i e

et o s oty confome

HANNAH. (Genty ) Nothing,
SHANNON. Whar's it go to do with the prce of coffee-beans
in Brazily
CIANNAH, | retractthe question, Wit spolgies,
SHANNON. To anwer yuur queston polieh1 have been in-
nsaete churc for al bat one year sine 1 vas ety s
minister of the church,
JANNAKL (kething rapiy, mosng foird a bit 1o e bis
Los bettry Well, s quite s sbbar,pi

INON. Y, dhats—quite a—sabbaica — - Nomn's

n

soice repetig a line several times—"A chronice 1o longer
gold . ) 15 your grandfather talking to himself in theve?
HANNAH. No, he composes out loud. He has to commit b fines
o memory because he can't sec to wrie them or read them,
SHANNON. Sounds ke he's stuck on one line. (Nonno's voice
stopsy

HANNAH. —Yes. I'm afraid s memory is fuling.—memory
faiare s s greatest dresd. (She says this abnost couly a5
it did't matter)

SHANNON. Are you drawing me?

HANNAH. Trying to. You'e a very dificule subject, When the
Mexican painter Sequeiros did his portri of the American povs
Hart Crane he had 1o paint him with closed eyes. becauee e
Coud paint bis eyes open, there was too much suffeing 1 then
and he couldn'e paint it

SHANNON. Sorry but I'm not going to close my eyes fo o
¥m hyprotizing myslf, at et rying to, by Iookig at the Tight
on the orange tree—leaves,

'HANNAH, That all right. | can draw your eyes open.
SHANNON. —1 had one parish one year and then 1 wast't de.
frocked but I was—locked out of my church,

HANNAH. Oh. —Why did they lock you out of it2
SHANNON. Fomication and heresy—in the same weck,
HIANNAHL (Sketching rapidly.) What were the circumstances of
the—uh—firs offense>

SHANNON. Yeah, the foricaton came i, precede the heresy
by several days. —A very young Sundsy school teacher ssked 1y
see me privately in my study: a prety file things no chance fn
the world: only child, and both of her parents were spnster, al-
mest identical spinsters wearing clothes of the oppocite sexes,
fooling some of the people some of the time but nor me—nome
of the time. ... . Well, she declared hersel to me: aidly, (le
ises Jrom the bammock, crosses . to the upper verandaby
HANNAH. A declaraion of love?

SHANNON. Don'e make fur of me, honey!

HANNAH. T wasrt,
SHANNON. The natural, or unmatural, attraction of one—lumatic
foranother . . . thas all it was. 1 was he goddamnedest pig

in those days that even you could imagine. | said, et kneel dowre
together and pray and we did, we knelt down, but al of » ssdden
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[image: image2.jpg]he kneeling positon tumed to 3 recining positon on the rug of
my study and— When we got up?—1 struck her, yes, 1 did, |
struck her in the face and called her 2 damncd lie tramp. So
she ran home. | heard the next day shed cue hersel with her
father's straight blade razor: yeah, the paternal spister shaved
HANNAH. Faally?
SHANNON., —just broke the skin surface enough to bleed a ltd,
but it made a scandal.
'HANNAH. Yes, I can imagine tha it—provoked some comment.
SHANNON. That it dd, it did that, (Pauses a moment in bis
ferce pacing s if the secalection still appalied bim—crosses to
the R. side of the verandab) —So the next Sunday when 1
climbed ino the pulpit and looked down over all of those smug,
disapproving, accusing faces uplifed, 1 had an impuise to shake
them, 50 1 shook them. | had 2 prepared sermon —mesk, apolo-
getici—] threw it away, tossed it into the chancel. —Look here,
sad, 1 shouted—Pm tired of conducting services in praise and
worship of a senle delinquen, yesh, that’s what 1 said,  shouted!
All your western heologie, the whole mythology of them, are
based on the concept of God a5 2 senile definguent and, by God, |
will not and can not continue to conduct services n praise and
worship of this,this—this—
HANNAH. (Quietly.) Senile delinquent?
SHANNON. Yeah, his angry, petulant old man, 1 mean he's
represented like 2 bad-tempered childish old, old sick, peevish
man, I mean like the sort of old man in 2 nursing-home that's
putting together a jigsaw puzzle and cant put it together and
et frious at it, and kicks over the table. Yes, 1 tell you they.
do that, ll our theologis do it, accuse God of being 2 crue,
seile delinquent, blaming, the world and brusally purishing all
he created for His own fauls in construction, and then, ha ha,
yeah—a thunderstorm broke that Sunday—
HANNAH. You mean outsde the church?
SHANNON. Yep, it was wilder than | was! And out ihey
slithered, they sldhered out of ther pews to.their shiny black
cockroach sedans, ha b, and I shouted aftr them, hell, 1 even
followed them half way out of the church, shouting afier them
“Go on, go home and close your house-windows, all your windows
‘and doors,against the truth about God?”
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HANNAH, O, my heavens. Which i just what they did. —Poor
hings. .
SHANNON. Miss Jelkes, honcy, Plessant Valley, Virgini, vas
an exclsive suburb of 3 arge city and these poor things were not
poor: materially speaking.
HANNAH. (Smiing a bit) What was the, uh, up-shot of ie2
SHANNON. —Up-shot of t? Well, I wasne defrocked. T was just
Tocked out of the church in Pleasant Valley, Virgini, and put in
a nice lile private asylum to recuperate fom a complete nervous
breakdown as they prefersed to regard it and then, and then I—
1 entered my present line: tours of God’s world conducted by 3
inister of God with cross and round-collc 1o prov it, —Cal-
lecting evidence!
HANNAH. Esidence of what, Mr. Shannon?
SHANNON. ( fouch sbyly, now) My personal idea of God,
ot 3 2 senile delinguent, but 3 2
HANNAH. —lncomplete sentence, (Tbunder and lightning i the
distance.)
SHANNON. I going to storm toright— terific, electric storm.
—Then you will see the Reverend T. Lawrence Shannon's con
ception of God Almighty, paying a visit o the world he created.
1'want to go back o the Church and preach the Gospel of
God as Lightning and Thunder . . . and akso stray dogs vivisected
and . and .. and ... (He paints out suddenly, from the
cerandaby THAT'S HIM! There HE is now! (He s pointing
out at  blaze, @ majestic apocalypse of dold Tght, shating the sky.
as the sun drops into the Pacifc) —His oblivious majesty—and
HERE 1AM on this—dilapidated verandsh of a cheap hote, out
of season, in a country caught and destroyed in it flesh and or-
rupted i its spire by s gold-hungry Conquistadors that bore
the flag of the Inquision along with the cross of Chiist. Yes . .
and .. . (Pause)
HANNAH. Mr. Shannen . . . 2
SHANNON. Yes . . . 2
HANNAH. (Smiling a fitle and crossing slouly toward bim)
Ubiave  steong fecing you wil go back to the church with this
nce you've been colleting, but when you do and s 2
black Sunday morning, look out over the congeegation, over the
emu, complacent faces for 2 few old, very old faces, looking up
at you 55 you begin your sermon with cyes ke 3 pircig €y
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[image: image3.jpg]for something to still ook up to, something to stil believe in, and
hen 1 think you'l not shout what you say you shouted that black
Sunday in Pleasan Valley, Virginia, 1 think you vl throw away
the violent, furious sermn, you'l toss it off the chancel, and talk
about, no, maybe talk abot . . . nothing . . . st . . .
SHANNON, —What?

HANNAH. Lead them beside sel waters because you know how
badly they need the stil waters, Mr. Shannon. (A moment of
silence betwoeen them broken by Shannon)

SHANNON. Lemme sec that thing. (He seizes sketch pad from
her and is visibly impressed by what be sees. Anotber moment
wbich i prolonged lo Hannab's embarrassment.)

HANNAH. (Picks up sketching parapbernalia) —Where did you
say the Patrona put your party of hadies?

'SHANNON, —She had her—Mesican concubines put thei lug-
gage in the—Amnex.

HANNAH. Where s the Annex?

SHANNON. Right down the hill back of here, but all of my
Jadies except the teen-age Medea and he older Medea have gone
out in a glass-bottom boat 1o observe the—submarine marvels.
HANNAH. Wel, when they come back to the Annex they're go-
ing to observe my water-colors with some “marvelous submarine”
prices marked on the mattings.
SHANNON. By God, you're a hustler, aren’t you, yorr're a fan-
tastic ool hustler.

HANNAH. Yes, fike you, Mr. Shannon, (She gently removes ber
sketch pad from bis grasp) O, Mr. Shannon, if Nonno, grand.-
father, comes out of his cll number four before I get back, v
you plesse look out for him for me, 1 wor't be longer than three
shakes of a lively sheep’s tail. (She smatches up ber portfolo and
goes briskly of the verandah)

SHANNON. Fantastc, absolutely fantastic . .. (Windy sound
in rainforest: flcker of gold light like a silent scatering of gold
coins on the verandab. then shouting voices: The Mexican boys
appear with @ wildly agitaled creature, a captive Tquana tied up
in'a bag. They stoo before a cactus clump 1. 1o bitch the Tguana
o a verandab post. The Iguana will naturally bave to be masked
and should ot be heard unil e is mentioned in Act 1. HMaxine
is attracted by the commtion and appears on the verandab, push-
ing the drink cart)
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PEDRO. Tenemos fiestal
PANCHO. Comeremos bien.

PEDRO. Damela, damela! Yo fa atre.
PANCHO. Yo I coji—yo la aare!

PEDRO. Lo que vas a bacer s dejrla es-
caper.

MAXINE. Ole, olet Atala! No escapat (Jo.
Shanon) They caught an Iguana.
SHANNON. I've noticed they did that, Maxine. (Frau Fabren-
kopf rushes onstage)

FRAUFAHRENKOPF. What is this, what's going on, a snake,
did they catch a snake?

MAXINE. Nein. Lizard'

FRAU FAHRENKOPE. (Wilh exaggerated. reulsion) O,
lizard (A grolesque atfitude of terror as if she were threatened
by Jack the Ripper. She exit)

SHANNON. (7o Maxine.) You like Iguana meat, don't you?
MAXINE. Yep, tastes like white meat of chicken.

SHANNON. If you mean Mexican chicken, thats no_recom-
mendation. Mexican chickens are scavengers and aste like what
they scavenge.

MAXINE, I meant Texas chicken.

SHANNON. O, Texas chicken, What is the sex of that Jguana,
Maxine, honey?

MAXINE. Why, who cares about the sex of an Iguana—except
another Iguana?

SHANNON. I thought that if it was a male Iguana, it might ke
a sexual interes in you. (A crash and a boarse, startled outery
are heard from Nowno's cubicle. Shannon runs inlo the cubicle
MAXINE. T knew it | knew it—the old man's took a fall: (She
runs into Nowno's cubicle) Grandps, Grandp, are you all right?
(Now Shannon leads the old poct out of bis cubicle, onlo.the
facing verandab. The old man is impeccably dressed in swoto-
“obite linen with a black sting te. His leonine mane of bair leams
silver)

NONNO. I'm all right— Righe as rain— If rain is right! No
bores broke, T made out of T ubbert

SHANNON. A traveller-born falls down many times i his
raveks

(Overlap)
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