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BSTRAACT

THE TOTEM AND THE BRUSH

Amanda Hale.
Concordia University, 1976

Plot: Emily Garr,
) to take hers
- previous thi

exhiblit her
of VWest Coas

+

. . -
at the age of fifty-five, having felled
elf serlously as an artist during the
rteen years, is invited to Ottawa to
lialda toten paintings in an exhibitlon
t Indian ert. \VWhile in the Fast she

meets several members of the Group of Seven, and

is particul
. work 1is a re
. her to start

Upon returni
"by the event

arly impressed by Lawren Harris, whose

velation to her, and who strongly urges
painting again. )

ng to Victoria, elated but disturbed
s of her trip, Fmily 1s faced with the

prospect of resuming her role as landlady of an

apartment ho
- Wwith all her
pressures, S

use. She must declde-whether or not,
domestic responsibilitlies and fanmily
he can manage to pursue her career as

an artlst again..

Themest . The play -is-an attenpt to dramatize the dinlectlcal

novenent inv

olved in the process of beconing.

In showing Emily at the nmajor turning polnt in
her 1ife, and using drean and fantasy sequencCes

to elucidate

her past, an attempt is made to

reveal the process by which she suffered a

". synbolic dea

In reveallng
dualistic pa
I attempt to
embrace the

and to poslt

th and, wlth lLawren Harris as catalyst,

achieved a subsequent rebirth.

the conflicts, complexitles and
ttern ilnherent in Emily's character,
expand her particular dilemma to
isgue of Canadlan cultural autonomy,
her as a unlversal symbol of the

true artist for whom, ultinately, there is no

choice but t

o croate. In the act of Freation

the dualitles are synthesized.



FCOTHUTES AND BISLIOGRAPHICAL INFURMATICH
COKCERNING SLIDE FROJECTIONS OF BAINTINGS

R : . -~
pp.-15 - 16 in the script. Page nunbers for Enily Carr toten
palntings are quoted from Enily Carr by Doris Shadbolt, published

1667 by the Vancouver Art Gallery. A
centennial exhlbition celebrating the
100th anniversary of Emily Carr's birth
in 1871, ‘ ‘ -

‘pp: 25 - 25 in the script. Pare nunbers fbr lawren Harrils.
mintings are quoted from Lawren Harris, edlted by Buss Harrls

and R.G.F. Colgrove, with an introduction
by lorthrop Frye. Published 1969 by °
lacmillan of Canada, Toronto. .

l

p. 51 in the script. if the Director decides to use slide projections
of ¥nily Carr's early work, a selectlon should ber made from her London
work, dated 1699,

4 ;
p. 54 in the script, Pase nuabers for Bnily Carr's Fronch palntings

are quoted from fmily Carr by Doris Shadbolt.



CAST
FEMILY LAWREN HARRIS
ALICE FOUR TENANTS: PAOFSSSOR PALQUIST
. i 1RS. PENDERGAST
LIZZIE RS, FITZJOHN
) MISS PILLCREST o

SOPHIR . "

ART CRITIC

. 3083Y

KURSE

FATHRR

‘RS, PIDDINGTOK :

* THREE MALE SUITCRS
TWO FRVALE VIEWERS

~ THO VAL VIEVERS

(It 1s possible for the above 1?7 roles to be
played by 6 actors - 3 male and 3 female.
Thereforo, given a tight production budget,
a total cast of 10 could suffice)
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“ACT OiF

“nily Carr's studio in the House of All Sorts., Large window on upstage

wall overlooking sarden. Easel USH. Entrances DSE and DSL. Box of
sketches and canvases on upstage wall 1n front of window. Large rectangular
table DSL covered with general clutter - lumps of clay, pottery draped with
wet rags, tubes of paint, brushes, carpentry -and ‘garden’ tools, sewing
materials, string, rags, shoes, oranges, books ete., and a white rat

in a cage. Two chalrs at table. Steps leading up to simulatlon of attlc
bedroom on platform in USL corner of set. Small window in upstage wWall

of bedroon, bed set dlagonally from the corner, entrance on SL wall.

SEE SET PLAN ATTACHED.

December 1927, FEmily 55, Alice 57, Lizzle 59. ~ - ‘ *

AMice, Lizzie and four tenants onstage.

AMtice is flitting around the studlo dusting nervously.

Lizzie 1s calnly arranging objects on the table. .-

Tenants are clustered DSRi1 Professor Panqulst, Mrs. Pendergast,
: Frs., Fltzjohn, Miss Pillcrest.

-

0

Prof. Panquist: This house is a disgrace.
Mrs. Fitzjiohn: fie won't stand for 1t any 1onge£.
lirs. Pendergast: -What sort of a 1andlady does- she thlnk she is?

Gallivanting across the country, leaving us to
-fend for ourselves.

Lizzler _ , Hélgg looking after you on our fister's bchglf.
Alice: ) ' She's an artist as well as a landlady. | ! .
‘Miss Pillcrests Yeah, thinks she's something special.
Aiice: T It Was a great honour to be invited to exhibit

at the liational Gallery. .
Mray Fltzjohn: You call those hlq?ous toteT poles art? .
Lizzies . .They ao in the Fast apparently.

Mra. Pendergast: Fasterners are crazy., Why, they even had Indians
e dancing on Parliament Hill last summer for the
Diamond Jubllee celebrations. )

Miss Pillcrest: I don't care what thcy;re up te in the Fast.
- I want my apartment painted for Christmas.



Prof. Panquist:

Irs. Fitzjohn:

I'rs. FPenderpasts

And I want that furnace repalired. It was a2 nrere
forty-nine degrees in rmy bedroon last night,

And how d'you expect me to get my baby's wash
done with tepid water?

hat about me? With two.children to wash for.
And not a clean rag left to/Put on thelr backs.

Prof. Panquist: _./ "And she'll have to get rid of those dogs.

iirs. F‘it::john.x
¥

ldss Plllerestr
Lizzlet
rs. Pendergast:

Prof, Panquist)
Alice:

l'rs. Fitcijohns
Miss Pillcrest:

Alice:

Ll;zie:
AMice:

Lizzie:

- Milces |

Lizzlor |
“l

Allcot

Prof. Panqulst:

Yes, thosea wretched creatures've done:nothing
but howl every night since che left.

Lot to mention the barking when ny gentlemen
friends come to call.

‘

Everything will be attended to when Mlas Carr
retums.

-

That's what §ou've been saying every day for
three weeks.

e won't be put off another mimute.
Please be patlent. She's expected home today.
She had no right polng in the first place.
Leaving us in the lurch,

Ch, she was most reluclant to (o. ‘It was all
we could do to persuade her.

Even when the Gallery ﬁ%pvidéd her* train fare.
e did so want her td have a vacation.

Sho's been extremcly overtired lately,

She works so hard.

And we don't want her to fall sick again 1llke
she 'did in London,

And in- Parls.

Flddlensticks: The woman's strons as an ox.
'hy, the morning of her departure she pushed
me onto the coal heap and hurled a string of
abuse at me that would shame a fishwife,
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Liczie:
Miss Plllcrest:

lrs. Pgndergast:

Prof, Panqulst:
i‘rs. Fltirnjohnt
Mlce:

Lizzies

.

" lirs., Fitz johnt

Alicod
Lizcles

Prof. Panquisti

MAicet

Tizrmies

I'rs. Pendcrrasir
AMice:
Prof. Panquist:

Lincie:

lirs. Fltroiohn:

Mino Plllcrest:

Lizzle:

You must have vrovcoked her.
It don't take much to do that.

I'11 say. Some days she'll bite your head off
if you 50 much as show your face at her door.

Shaneful manners,

Yo breedips.

Oh?
TS, Fit:john! You insult our famlly nane!

Ch, no offence to you I'm sure, but there's

a rotten egm in every basket,

Ch, Lizcie, howW embnrrassing.
We won't tolerate such insultis.

Arfd I won't tolerate such living condliticns,
If liss Caxr won't live up o the terms of our
arreement I shall o . . I shall o o 4 sceny
lawyer. 2

_Ch, please don'ti,

I'isn Carr is denendent on thls house for her
1livelihood.

Then she should lock after 1t proverly.
But she has her caréer 'as an artlst -
Let her earn her 1living at that.

ghe would dearly love Lo but you know her
mintince don't sell,

Then she's got no ripght calling herself an
artist,

I've never once seen her sltting at that easels

You don't leave her much time wilth all your
fussine,

But this exhibition may be her chance to start
araln. ’

|
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Mrs. Pendergast:

Mrs. Fltzjohn:

" Lizzies

Alicet
Prof. Panquisti

Mre. Fltzjohni
Miss Pillcrest:

Mrs. Pgﬁdergagtt

Lizzies,

_Prof. Panqulstr
~

Lizzies

¥rs. Pendcrgast}

Lizziet
Mrs, Fitzjohns
Prof. Panquists

Miss Pillecrest:

Hrs. Pendergasti

Lord forbid! We'll be neglected worse x§§n ever.

She must get her cheres.deone before she startis
fiddling around with paints.

Don't worry. The chores will be done.

Please be patlent with our sister. B8he's very
sensitive, Why, even as a child - )

Patient! How dan I be patlent when I'm kept

‘awake all night by dripplng taps?

And howling dogs.
And creaking floorboards:
And knocking plpes. -
Hold your fire, ladles.
Ladles? Are you implying fhat -
lever mind. I've listed your éomplaints and I'lL

present them to my sister as soon as she raturns.'
(Shous tenants out DSR)

Don't forget the plano.
Everything'uill be dealt with tomorrow.

(Tenants exit. delivering parting shots )

Wish I Had a dollar for every time I've heard that.

Vie'll fight for our rights under ihq.landlord g

) temnt act.

I'nm sick and tired of those grubby walls.

She'll get an earful from me when she shows
her face.-

(Lizzie closes the door)
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Alice:s ~ Oh Lizzie, what @readfully rude people.  Thank
. goodness you nanaged to get rid of them before
11111ie arrives.

Lizzier It might've done her good to see what we've had

- to put up with. T 4
Mlice: Oh no, dear. She'll be dreadfully tired. ,4f§:’)"-
that time on the train without a decent night's
slecen. I do think we Should've rrone down to the
ferry to meet her. ot
Lizzie:r . ,He've already discussed it._Alice.” You know how
. independent she 1is, ' ‘
Alice: Yes, but her lugrare - ;

ht .

Lizzles © "',Hillle alvways inslsts on carryling hef own luggage.

" AMice: Of course. You're right, Ok, but-I can't walt
: to sce her! b .
: L. ' (Lizple_sits at fhe table, reads the Bible)

- D'you ﬁhink’qyer&thing's clean and'tidy enough?

JLlzzies ‘ A good sight better than when she left. Ty -
goodness, J never naw such a mess, e

Micet ' She left in'a great hurry. o,

Lizzler lle excuse. Anyway, We've made a start. Yow
she'llehave to finish setting her house In
order. herself.

N ) o .
Alice: Vhat if she starts nainting arailn?  Renember
: . how it used to be? Canvases and paint-rags
: and brushes all over the place.
Lizzies I cah't understand how anyone could live in
- . / such disorder. '
N Alleen, Y . but she uas happy then, Do yon think she will
start again? . :

" lizzie: Sha's eoing to have her hands full with the
tenants.,  UHe must pray te the Lerd to glve

\ her humillty. .

Mlicer . ! inrth,
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Lizzie:

Lizzie:

-

Mice:

Lizczle:

Enilys
Alices
ﬁﬁlly:

Lizzlot

Allce:
nily:

Alicet

Lizclie:

FEnlily:
Alico:

i
'

{(Cuotins '3ible} Lift up thy volce to the Lord
and he will answer thee.

v
(Sound of dors baxking from upstase)

Listen! The dogs! She nust be here! (Rung

to windpy) Yes! She's hone, Liccie, she'’s
hone! ©Oh, the dogs are jumping all over her,

Oh dear, we should've tied them up.

(Puinin~ around in 3 vanic, patting hex hair,
tldving thlnes, ronerally fussing) I haven't
finished dusting yet, Ch, I didn't think ghe'd "
be here so soon. Is my hair in place? '

Don't fret, lilllie won't notlce.
(Enter Lhily\@rom SR carrxin:'two 1afpe
suitcases, shopping bag,'nurse)

Sisters! Sistors: I'm hone. The prodifal
has returned. -7

(Enbracing Mmily, Ch Illlle, it's 5o £oed to
see you. We've nlissed you. Did you have a
rood trip? )

I nissed you too, Alice. And Lizzle. d

(Enbrncing Emily) Welcome hona, dear.

Sit. down. Tell us all ajout it. You didn't
say rmuch in your letters,

There wasn't tine. Such a whixl of activity.
So many wonderful people. I was quite overwholmed.

S50 much ﬁas happened while you've been rone.
Li=~ie's/been elected President of the Ladles’
Churcq/ﬂonnlttec -

~
And Alice has three new puplls startling
kinderparten in the new year - et

Splendid!

And we've been frightfully busy maliing plans

.'for Chriastras.
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=ilys

Allcet
F1ily:

czies

Ty

Enllyt
Lizzie:
Allce:
Enily:

Allces

Alice:

Frily:

Alices

Lizzle:s

Fmily:

Lizzien

‘&.A'"-

Chrisimas: Ch, don't nention 1t., {Takins
rat out of care) How's ry 1litile Susie?

Don't let her out of the cage!

She's so thin. Haven't you been feeding her?
Hverythins's been taken care of, 1illie., The
rortrare payrments are up to date, and ny Chinese
boy has been tending your gfarden -

But I can't afford hired help.

Hcll; I can.

Lizzie, I can't let You may.

Don't be proud.

Accept a 11%tle help for a chanpe.

Ch sisters, sisters! You're so good to me.

We love you, [dllie.

It's our Christian duty to heln each other,

I'n so grateful to you for taking care of everything.
Three weels away fron all thls., I feel llke.a new
WORAnN,

Did they like your pictures 1n Ottawa?
(Hesitating) I wasn't long in Ottawa, Spent

nore tine in Toronto. Oh, the palntings I saw
thoere., And the artists I net. These nen who

call thenselves the Group of Seven., Thoy nade

ne feel so welcome, Alico.

That's nice, dear.

Don't let it turn your head, lilllie. You've had

a nice vacation bul you're hone now and it's time
to buckle down to worle.

Yes, they want ne to start workine apain. Dut I
don'% know, Limzle, I've been wrestiing with 1t J
all the way on the traln., I just‘gon't know what
to do, '
{Producing a 1ist) We'll tell you uhat to do.

le've Itept thines up to date as nuch as possible

but there's a number of matters. to be dealt with
immediately. The furnace needs repalrs urgently.
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Enily: o, no, you ricunderstand. I thought I nisght
. start painting agaln. .
Liznie: And Professor Panquist needs new Washoers on
his taps.

Enily: Ch no, don't remind ne of the wretched tenznts.

Lizzies ‘ irs. Pendergast in lower west wants the plano
tuned.

Alicer. " And don'% forpet liss Pillcrect in louer east.

She wants her amarinent malnted for Christras.

Pnily: Tut that's impossible. Christmas is only a
week avay.

Lizcles Don't panie, dear. It'll only take tle painters
half a day.

nily: You knox I:can’t afford to have palntprs in.
I'11 have %o do it ryself. And there's all
the Christnas chopping to be done, and baking,

and -
Mice: aut 1illie, didn't you sell any of your totemns?
Trilys Ko. Hnthing's.changed. The public won't buy.
Alléc: ' Then there's no use to start painting again.
Lizzlet It's your own fault, Pillle. ‘I told‘you years

aco, 1f you'd only paint portralts you'd be
, very successful. .

milys ’ I don't want to palnt portralts.

Allée: Miss Hemmings' brother just got a blg conmisslon.
Six portraits at a thousand dollars a plece.

milys " Sham_commerclalisn:
Lizzie: Sour rrapes. You had your cholee, liillie,

You caonld have made your living as an artist
1f you hadn't been so stubborn and impractical.

iy s ) Impracticall

Mices 1f you malnted portraits and flower arranrenents
you could exhibit wlth the Island Arts and Craftis
Soclety.

8.
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midys

Allces

nilyt
Lizzie:
milys
Aice)

mnily:

Lizzles

Alice:r

Lizczies

Emily

Lizzies
4

Alice:

Erlly:

Lizzlies

Frily:

Lizzie:

(PooR CoPY!

~

That bunch of old tabbies: Plaeldly content to
purr over the annual exhibition of thelr sentinen
Cr rather thelr sedirments. o thank you, Alice.
I'd rather abandon art altogether than assoclate
nyself with a bunch of old-fashloned fools.

But people buy thelr mintings.

Fools who wouldn't know a first-class honest
minting fron their backside!

You've always insisted on belng perverse and
leook where 1t's landed you.

It's you who's being perversse, you righteous
0ld windbag!

111111e! That's not nice. Ne're trying to
help you. '

You've never liked my palnting, have you?

I forrive you, Emnily. Sut you must learn to
contrel yourself with the tenants.

Yes, ihey've been complaining ¢ AZQ your tenper.

Professor Panquist tells me ybu sushed him onto
the conl heap and called him vil® nanmes.

He deserved 1t, the silly old fusspot. Always
griping about the lack of heat. He could see
I was trying to get the wretched furnace golng.

Yott nust remerber who you are. Father was one
of the pillars of the communlty.

And 1t's very embarrassing when we o into town
and hear people whispering about you, Miille.
They think you're a little strange.

Ch, to hanr with the lot of then! I(don't
give a damn what they think.

Enily. liatch your language.

Why don't you leave ne alone? I've not been
home five minuteg before you starti nageing
and criticizing.

Calm down, dear. .

O
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Enilys

AMlice:

Enily:

Alicer
Enilys

Lizzie:

Emily:

Lizzles
Enlly:

Lizzles

Emily:

Alicoy

Lizzies

Alice:

Lizzle:

hlice:

Lizzier

Enily:

¢

[PooR CorY'

10.

I'n tired-as a dog, and I have all this unpacking
to do, and the animals to feed, and Christmas
letters to write, and -

Let us help you.

. -
You don't seen to understand., I have an important
declision to rake.

ithat decision?
Whether or not to start painting again.

I should've thought that would have been out of the
question. HWith all the work you have in this house.

But if I could just get the tenants under cgntrol
I'éd have more tinme,

Now then, Millle. .Don't get any foolish notions.
But I want to paint again., I am a painter,

lonsense, dear., You haven't painted geriously in
almost fifteen years. Ever since that awful exhibition.

tio one understood nmy French paintings!
They were so enbarrassing, Millie.

Embarrassing! Those plctures were a disgraco to
our fanmlly nane, -

Your totem poles were much nicer,

Anyway, there's no use in discussing this.
You're too o0ld to s again now,

Faybe 1t's time to settle down,

(Quoting) Accept your lot and find anjoyment in
your toil., Thln is the gift of God. Eccleslastes,
chapter five, verse -

(Explosively) Leave me alone! You don't understand
anything! Why don't you just leave me alone for
God's sake.

(Pause)
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Lizzle:

Allce:
Lizzle:
Enily:

Micer

Lizzleqs

Enily:

Sophlet\
Emily:
Sophie1

Emilys

Sophie:

PYooR CoPY! .

11.

Very well. 1I'll leave thls 1ist on the table
Don't forget to attend to these ratters fiTst
thing in the morning.- Cone along, Allce.

We'll seec you at church tomorrow?

And luncheon with ne at the old ﬁouse as usual?

(Inpatiently) Yes, yes. Now please go.’

Goodbye, dear. (Kisses Emlily) Get a good rest
tonight. You're overwrought from the journey.

(Kissing Fnmily) God bless, Millle. I shall
pray for you.

(Exit Lizzle and Alice SR)

(Slumping down on chair and banging fist on table)
Patience, patience, patience. They're your slsters,
Efily. You know they mean well,” I love them dearly,
but they make me mad with thelir sllly plousness and
their sham ladylike ways. {Talking to rat) Oh Susle,
vhat am I going to do? My mind's in a turmoll. ILike
a great bubbling volcano ready to erupt. I'm so
exclted . . . and so afrald. Just when I'd glven

up hope - resigned myself to belng a household drudge
for the rest of ny days. (Pause) Adventure. We
1ive only when we adventure, (Pause) Lawren Harris

. « « those men in the East . . « Susle, wWe're not -
alone! I'm not crazy after all! There are others
with the same beliefs. They expect me te paint agaln.
And I'm tempted. Ch, I'm sorely tempted.

{Knock on SR door)

Yes? \ho 1is 1t?

(Enter Sophie Frank from SR ~ Haida Indian,
approximately the same age as Emily)

It's me, Emily. Welcome home.

{Embracing Sophie) Sophle! How are you, my dear?

Fine, fine. Have a good trip, Emily?

Splend1d! But 1t's good to be home, Sophie.
To see you and my sisters.

I walted till they left.
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mnilys
Sophies

Enily:

Sophles’

mnllya

7
Sophiei

Enilys

Sovhie:
Emily:

Sophile:
Enily:

* Sophile:

Emily:

Sophle:

Enily:

Sophie:

Enllys

Sophle:

Emily:

FOOR CoPY !

I
You ~ecan -

In the éardcn.

But why?

They don't like nme.

lonsense. You nustn't be shy. I know they seen
a bit uppity, but they don't mean any harmm,

Are you stlll ny friend, Enily?

Cf course. I'll always be your friend. hy d'you
ask ne such a question after more than twenty years?

Sonetimes people change. '
Hothing's changed. Sophle, what's on your mind? -

You're an important lady. The gentleman fronm
Ottawa - he'll make you famous. liake big noney.

lio, no. The exhibitlon was a failure., Flzzled
1like a wet fireerncker.

But somethlng's happened. You've changed, Emily,

I've had a vacatlon. I met some wonderful artists
vho were nost generous with their praise., It was
overwhelning, embarrassing, because deep down I
felt such a Traud. I, a quitter, being praised

by real workers.

You want to paint again., That's it, isn't 1t?

Yes,but . . . that's all in the past. I haven't
touched a brush in so many years -

If-they;said you must paint, then you must,

I have too much work to do here - with the house

and the tenants. (Attending to pottery on table)
And these wretched little pots. Another shipment
duo at the beginning of January.

‘They nfp nct important, They do not come from
Inside you like the paintings.

But they do help mo'eke out a living. 1It'd be
grand if they'd pay me to paint instead of to make
pots, hook rugs, breed dogs. But there's no use
daydreaming.: Lizzle's right., I must be practical,
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Sophie! Your splfit 1s what you are, mily.

Enilys Vlhen I built this house 1 was determined to prove
- to ny sisters that I could earn WY living as a
1andlady in a respectable ladylike nanner. And
I've done it. I've proved that an artist can
cook-and houseleep and meet the mortgage paynents.
' put I can't waint honestly and keep boarders at ’
the sanme time.

" Sophiet You need not prove anything, Puily. You need
only paint. . .

Emilyt It's no use, Sophle. Rverythling was arainst me
from the berinning. A1l my plans wWere dashed
when war brole oub. Rentals sank, 1iving rose.

I couldn't possibly afford the hlred help I'd
counted on.

Sophies That is the past, Emlly. You arc different now.

Enilys Yes. I am diffcrent. Thirteen years of backbreaking
drudpery has erushed all the 1ife out of me. But
the situation 1is no different. I sti1l have to ‘be
owner, agent, landlady and Janitor. Thore's no time
for real wWork.

Sophie: 1'11 help you.

Tmily: You can help me unpack. Here, you Jonow where
everything belongs.

(Enily unpacks, hands things to Sophie,
who devoslts them in varicus places — Ol
table, in bedroon etc. )

[

Sophle! 1 could be your servant.

Emilys- . prhie! \Vhere's your pride? A Haida Indian
would Tather dle than become & slave.

Sophiet Work for you in the house while you palnt.

Emily: - lle, 1 won't hear of it. Haﬁc you forﬁottcn theo

1aus of your people? Slavery 15 the most derrading
thing possible.

Sophie I have formotten many things. Everything chnnged
* when the priest saved me.
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Enliyt licddling nissionaries. The Church's belly 1s
never full enowush. )

" Sophier - The priest is good. He taught ne the white
nan's-lavs,

Ernilys And made you forpet who you axe. Well, I'1l
renind you, Sophle, Ue're equal. \ie always
have been, Like sisters, righi from the beginning.

Sophle! T was shy when I first net you: You were a fine
lady, just home from England,

Enlily: Yes, dragning'ny tail between my lems. I was
1living in that dingy little studic In Vancouver.
Sophle: I came to your door selling clams.i
Enmily: And those beautiful baskots you used to rnake.
‘Sophie:‘ You gave me old clothes in exchange for a

basket. A thick warm skirt for the winter.

Enilys lore use to you than meney. Poor.Sophie, All
’ your money wWent on tombstones. '

Sophiect A1l my babies dead. Iiine. ALl Te.

Fmilyt Remember when I visited you at the Indlan Villase?
And I watched you and the other women weaving your
baskets. Then you took ne to the cenetery and
showed me your hure family of tiny tombstones.

Sophiet i Twenty-one.

- Fmilys Darcly n year apaxt.

Sophles All mine, I pald.

Fmilyt You werc so proud of those cold little stoneé.

They uerc the only totems in your villare.

Sophiat Don't need totems now. I'm Catholic. The priest
saved me. Baptized my bables. Saved them from hell.
Emily: It was you, Sophie, who made ne decide to paint
the totems. They must be remembered.
Sophlies * lio more totens. Wy pcople hove left their villase.
' Learned from the misslonary to llve 1ike the whlte
man.
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The history of an entire people -carverd into the
trens. Then forgotten” by their creators. Deserted.
Left to be chopped down and shipped off to nuseums
where they're stared at and ridiculed by ignorant

white nen.

The white man 1s. good. You ame white, Emily.

.You are a fine lady.

My tenants don't think so.

They are trouhlemakers; They tall bad thlnes
about you in town. Leave them, Emily, Go to
the Indian villages and paint.

Ch, if only I could, Sophie, If only I could run
away from all this. Escape to the beauty of those
deserted places.

The Indian spirits will make you happy like you
used to be. They wlll freec you.

(In_unpacking, Bmily pulls out a brochure from

the Ottavn _exhibition, showins reproductions

of some of her toten paints. During the following
sequence slides of this work should be projected
on or above upstage window, siecnalling fmily's
rotreat into reminiscence as she leafs through

ine brochure, She is oblivious to Sophie)

I remember my first trip north.

(slides Photo of Skidigate harbour)

Crossing the water to skidipate harbour. An awosome
holy sieht. Deserted beach, Chostly totems towering
above the canoes, looming cerily through the early
moming mist. Every summer T went north.

(g1idet Haida Totems, Cha-Atl, Q.C.I. 1912. p.74)

If only, if only. You nlways dld what you wanted
to do. liow you are a slave to thls house.

(Slides Kitsepulda, Skeena River, eirea 1912. p.72)

Too much worl to do. That is foollsh talk. You
are stubborn. You refuse the help of a friend.

(§lide: Tsatsinuchomi, B.C., circa 1912, '1.73)
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16.
I know I am your equal, That is why I offer my
belp. It makes ne angry when you refuse. And it
is painful to feel the slow death of your spirit. .

(Slides Indian liar Canoe, Alert Bay, 1912. p.71)

Yes, you are a fine lady, Emily. You have a good
splrit, a warm heart. But scmelimes you are foolish.
Sometimes you should llsten to me.

(Slide: Skidigate Totem, 1912, p.74)
, : 1

Oh, how I wrestled to capture the splrlt of your
totems. But I was not equal to it. I needed more
training. I heard talk of the new. way of seelng
that was sweeplng France. Impresslonism they called
3t, I was desperate to get over there and find out
for myself. So I started to save again. I had to
go all the way %o Paris, Sophle, to learn how to
ralnt Indian totems.

And now you don't paint no more. Your palntings
are dead, like my bables. " Dead. All dead. Only
memories noW. You are like me, Emily. Dead inslde.
Full of sad memories.

Oh, we're a couple of sentlmental old fools, Sophié.i
‘There's no use dwelling in the past. You're right.
It's- dead.

It's too late for me. No more babies now. I'm
too old. But you could palnt again. It's not
too late for you.

(Angry) I'm fifty-five years old, Sophle! and

I'm saddled with thls wretched house and a bunch

of niperable tenants making denands on me twenty-four
hours a day. How d'you expect me to paint under

such conditlons? B

0.K., Emily. O.K. You be a slave for the tenants,

I was a fool to let them persuade me to exhibit in
Ottawa. Ridlculous to think that my work might be
accepted after all theso years. It's not good
enough and 1t never will be, I deserved to be
humiliated, letting my hopes run away with me.

My sisters are right. I must forget that I ever
called myself an artist.
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0.K., 0.K. Go ahead. Crush your spirlt.
But one day you will paint again. I know.
You have to paint.

Yes, I have to maint Uiss Pillcrest's apartment.l
That's as close as I'll ever-be to pailnting again.

(The unpacking is now finished)

There, that's finished. Thanks for your help, Sophie,

There's no need to thank me, Emily. We are equal.
Hemember? I must go no¥W and let you rest, Shall
I come back tomorrow?

Yes, please do. And let's hope I'll be better
company. Sophle, forgive me for.being cranky.
I don't know what's wrong. Everything's gone
crooked. '

I understand, Emily. You have a big weight on
your mind, and many thlngs worrying at you. You
must sleep. The eagle splrits wlll watch over you.

(EmAly and Sophle embrace. Sophie exlits SR)

(Sitting at table, talking to rat) Foxy old Sophle.
Can't keep any secrets from her, can we, Susie?

She knous me better than I knoW myself: Ch, what
am I golng to do? Lawren Harrls. Your words keep
ringing in my ears. Your plctures are imprinted on
my mind - the blggest, strongest part of my whole
trip. I can’'t disappoint you. And yet I made no
promises. (Pausd) Wretched man. You're tearing
me apart. You've waked a passlonate desire in me
that I had thought quite dead. And it's painful
and frightening and joyous!

(Change in lighting to slgnify fantasy flashback
sequence. Lawren Harris, 42 years old, enters
through USL door in Emily's bedroom, slowly
descends stalrs)

Fmily Carr! Welcome to the East! I've seen the
exhibltion. Your palintings are strong . . . powerful.

(Rising) But Mr. Harris . . . the public . . . there
was a mere handful of viewers.at the opening.

. Public recognition is always sloW. But the important

people gre your fellow artists, They're the cnes who
know. Lismer and Jackson have seen your work and
they're greatly lmpressed.
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Critlc:

Harris:

Critics

this Group of Seven?

18.

Liémer and Jackson? Are they members of this . . .
,‘
Yes, You must neet then.
(Art Critic enters from DSL. He is also a
fantasy figure and represents all the ari

critics of the time who were hostlle to the
Group of Seven)

L]
.

lock, I live in the baclwoeds. What exactly 1s
the Group of Seven?

A bunch of posers, frauds and senatlonalists.
They've cverthrown every decent tradition with -
thedrw formlesa daubs of palnt.

Those tradltlons béiong to -another continent. Canada
3s different in splrit from Furope and the 0ld Country.

It's the people who make a country. And we're all of
British or European ancestry. Tradition 1s the
backbone of our culture.

‘Alien tradltloﬁs: e must create our own.

Look, Harris. You've got to give the publlc what
they want.

But the public wants a tame watered-down version of
our wild landscape. They pretend they're living in
an-Eleish country garden, heatly fenced in.

Precisbly. And it's our job to break those fences
down, Epily.

What about sales? You and your grcup are always
c0mplainlng that your paintings don't sell. But
you go on defacing the walls of our art gallerles
with your ugly daubs. ‘

If you critics hadn't misled the public we'd be
well established by now.

" You must consider the layman an ignoramus to be

taken in by that stuff.

It's our duty to palnt, and your duty to understand
and interpret our palntings. -

Arh, you're crazy. You're under the neurotic
influence of the French Impressionlstis.
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truth is that we have you critics in confusion.
an important art movement should be arising

here in Canada is more than you can credit.

—_—

Does thls mean that your woxk 1sn't recognized?

No, no, don't listen to him.

it's been a long hard

struggle, but we are beginning to achleve a measure

of acceptance.

A flash in the pan, Harris.
ten yeaxrs' time.

Fmily, I understand you haven't

number of years.

I no longer think of mysslf as an artist, Hr.

you'll be forgotten in

Why not? You're exhibi;}ng your work In Ottawa.

Ah, so this is Emily Carr.

This is the perfect opportunity for you to start

painting agaln.

I've seen your totems. Damned lmpresslve.

They 're magnificent!

_Ha:ris.

It's old dead work., I was persuaded to include them

in the exhibition agalnst my will.

again.

Afrald of the critics?

They've been conslstently cruel,

Forget the critics, Fmily. They always belittle

what they can't understand.

That's not true, You had considerable critical
acelalm a few years back. Then you dropped out

of existence.

I can't paint any more. ‘The ast in me is dead.

Then we must bring you back to -

No, no, don't ralse my hopess

Adventure, Emily. Adventure.
adventure and give expresslio
that adventure.

'm resigned.

Je live only when we
o the results of

-

I shan't exhlbit

\
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I'm too 0ld and tired to be adventurous.
It's all been crushed out of me. -

Aha! A martyred artlst, 1 know your type. You
haven't got the guts to go on palinting so you
blane it .on the eritics and the public,

I can't nake my living as an artist if the public

won't buy. .

You 1ike to think you're misunderstood because - A
it justifies quitting. o

Why did you stop painting, Enily? d /,X/
Beq.pse no one took ny work seriously. / i

, !
Come off it. From what I hear you wWere starting \’
to make quite a nane for yourself.

Yes, as a crank.
I know how you artists are about youf Hork.
Especlally women artlsts. You over-react to
the slightest criticism.

I bolieve in you, Emily. It takes courage to
fight the inertla . . . the old dead traditions
people live by - ’
Better old trad@tions than none.at all.

But you can do it. )

Ho, I can't face the challenge agaln.

Of course you can. You have loads of courage.
Your work reveals the stuff you're nrade of.

I'11 sﬁy. And it has nothing to do with courage.
By golly, those totems remind me I'm a man,

What d'you mean?
Lot's face 1t, Miss Carr.. They're blatantly phaIIégz

There's no call for such crudity. Art is an

" expression af the splirit,
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Critics
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Critics
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Emily:
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Critic:

Harris:
BEmily:

Harris1

Emilylﬂ‘

Harris:

Who're you trylng to kid? M1 art is an
expression of passion and sexuality.

My work has nothing to do with such filih!
You never married, did you?
That's none of your buslness!

It shows. - Your palntings are ranpant with repressed-
sexiatity. You make love to the canvas,

You filthy-minded pervert.
Don't get me wrong. I'm all in favour of it.
Really, I don't think this is -

You could take a few lessons from her, Harris,
Those totems have all the earthlness and raw
sensuallity that your work lacks.

You cheap, smutty-minded crltlcs don't understand
the higher aspects -

Oh, I understand alright. You're such a prude you
don't even recognize the basic quallty of your own

work, Don't be such a hypocrite, lilss Carr. That ///’-“\\
passlion is the driving force in your paintings.

Emily, I'm sorry about this. i /
If you don't 1llke 1t you can stuff i‘. But that's
ny honest opinion.

You must learn to ignore the critics.
I'm not interested in your filthy opinions,
Hhat matters i1s to paint. You must start again.

No, Mr. Harris. I can't face the struggle, the
self-goubt, the feelling of inadequacy - '

Of course it involves suffering as well as joy.
Better that than to be one of the walkling dead.
All of 1ife is a paradox . . . an interplay of
opposites. And creativity 1s the only way of
finding oneeelf 1n the universe.
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I wouldn't want to find myself in your pe rified
universe, Harris, All spirit and no fle<h.

The creative spirit in man and the creatlve spirit
in the universe are one and the same.

Yes. Yes, I've always felt that. But I didn't think
there wers others. And you express it so beautifully.

A load of pretentious rhetorlc. \hat he's really
talking about 1s the sex drive,

You've been isolated out in the West, Enily. -
And it's time yoh want back.
But you're here now. You're one of us.

Don't listen to him. You don't belong here
with thls group of madmen.

You won't have to work alone any more;
I couldn't leave the lest, It's my home.

Of course not. You love and understand British Columbisa.
You must return. But at least you'll know there are
men in Eastern Canada with goals simllar to your own.

She's got nothing 1n common wlth your crowd, Harris.

Her work 1s vibrant and alive. (To Emily) Your only
problem, 1f I may say so, is.that your palntlings lack
a sense of -detall. Your application of paint 1s too

rough . , . too slapdash.

. /

(To Harrls) It's all very well for you. You men
have each other for 'support. You have no idea what
1t's 11ke to face the scorn and ridicule alone,

Yes, that's true, but -

Scorn and ridlcule; VWhat did I tell you? A mild
word of criticism and you fly off the handls.

Wie have to put up with all this chatter that goes
on in art circles here.

Just like a woman.



e

l

FYOoR CoPY’

Harrisi

Enilys

Critic:

Harriss

Prof. Panquisti:

Harrist
Prof, Panquist:

Harrlis:

Prof, Panquistt
Enlly:
Prof. Panquist:

Emilys

r

Prof. Panquist:

Emily:

-
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®

Emilys

23.

(Indicating Critic) You see what 1t's 1like, You'd
lose patlence yith it, Emily. Ve have to seek our
solitude. You have it ready-made out in Vietorias.

Oh, you have an answer for everything.

Yes, he fancies himself as a theosophlst. Watch
out or he'll talk you 1lntc a corner.

(Getting carried away) Creative life s a dynanic

bridge between opposites. Between the spiritual and
materlial in man. It's the unlon of these opposites
in a work of art that gives it vitallity and meanlng.

(Entering DSR} Get down tc the basement and fix
that furnace.

When we view r great mountain soaring into the sky -
Miss Carr.

. « « 1t excites us, evokes an uplifted feeling
wilthin us.

My apartment is 1like an ice-boxi
Yes, yes -
Ah, s0 you admit it. = o

When I came through the Rockles on the traln I
wanted to cast off my eaxthly body and float away -

Nevertheless, I'11l bet the train wasn't as cold
as my sltting TOOM,

. . . through those great pure spaces between the
peaks, up the qulet green ravines into the high
pure clean alr.

What on earth are you talking about? Miss Carxz?
MISS CARR!: . .

(Emily finally notlces Prof. Panquist. 4s

she becomes aware of this intrusion of reality
into her fantasy, the lighting will change,
Harris and the Critic will retreat slowWly
towards thelr respective oxits) .

Oh! You gave me such a fright. How dare you
intrude on my privacy.
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I'n sorry,- but the lack of faclilitles in this
house 1s scandalous.

_ You should knock before you snter a lady's apartment.

No heat, no hot water -
You'll have to walt t111 tomorrow. I'm busy.

Busy daydreaning when you should be attending to
your dutles.

Now look here, Professor Panquist -

I refuse to spend another evenlng sitting in that
ice-box. '

Then boll a kettle, f1ll a hot water bottle,
and go to bed! (Starts pushing Prof. Panquist
out of DSR door)

But + . o+ but . . . I~

- Get out! Go on! GCet out of my apartment!

(Emily pushes Prof. Panquist out and slams door.
Harris is about to ascend steps to bedroom.
Critic hovers by DSL exii. Lightlng changes

to slgnify continuation of fantasy flashback)

Lawren! Lawren, don't go! I want to see your work.

Vhy of course, Fnily. Cone into my studlo.
{Moves upstage ‘o sketch-box)

The chamber of horrars.

I didn't ask you to stay.

You won't get rid of me so easlly.
(Emily jolns Harris upstage at sketch-box.
As they look through canvases in the box

Harris's palntings are projected on or above
upstage window)

I'd 1ike your criticism.

But I'm not qualified to criticize. It's been

50 long since - -

2k,
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Me? A wonman?

You, an artist.

fire and ice.

25-
Have more confldence 1n yourself, Emily. He'd‘ﬂ
1like to make you an honorary member of the Group
1
1f you'll accept. o
But . . . but I'm not worthy. ”}
You're worth more than the whole bunch of then,
I'm through -with palnting.
You'll change your mind,
I'm honoured that you accept me. But I'm not used
to it. HKhen I studled in Paris -
(51ide1 Above Lake Superior,” 1924, 'p,13)
Ch, thils 1s marvellous.
Above Lake Superior,
Looks more llike .an agricultural scene., The sky's
1like a ploughed fleld. And those naked trees in
the foreground remind me of pitchforks.
Ch no, they're beautiful and pure. Stripped by
You say you studied in Parls?
Yes. At the Académie Colarossi.
(Slide: lorth Shore, lake Superlor, 1926, p.53)

Ch, your work is magnificent!

A deformed prick. Where are the balls, Harris?

Don't they fit into your splritual vision?

I'm sick of your obgcenlities.

Your totems are much more honest and wholesome.

If thls were my studlo, I'd throw you out!

lover mind him, Emily. I'm used to it.
. You were telling me about Paris.

~

Go on,.
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- Emlly: (Flustered) Parls? Oh yes, yes. Any pralse my
. work received there was always qualified by the
fact that I was a woman. I had two canvases accepted
and hung in the Salon d'Autemne = the rebel Paris
show of the year. I could hardly belleve it.

(S1ide: Mt. Lefroy, 1927, p.65 - final version 1930)

Oh, t 1ght of that mountain:

Critic: That's a mountain? Thought 1t was an ice cream cone.
You should go into commerclal art, Harris. You'd
do well palnting blllboards.

Emily: . I've never felt anything like tho power of these
canvases.

Harrlis: The Salon d'Automne. That's a real achlevement.

Emily: My Parls professor sald I'd be one of the bainters

of my day. HWomen painters. He vwould never allow
a mere woman could compete with men.

Harrlst But he was Tight. You will be one of the painters

of your day.
Critic: Not if she falls under your influence,
Emily: ‘ That was fifteen years ago. Things are different now,

(s1ide: lMallgne Lako, 1924, p.19)

Harris: What happened to make things different, Emily?
Emily1 Ch God, what am I seeing?
(Multiple images should be;projected at this

polnt to-indlcate that Emily 1s overwhelmed
s by the intensity of this experience)

It's wonderful. Mighty: Not of this world.

Critic: That's the trouble with it., It's too damned spiritual,
There's no 1ife in these fosslllzed abstractlons.

Emilys But can't you sce the parity of hls vlsion? The
serenity of those ave-filled spaces?

Critlc: It's cold and bloodless. Not llke your totems, by God.

Emily: Oh, it's a glorlous combination of sculpture,

painting and music.
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27.

It's all intellect. There's no guts to it, And
those heavy black outlines make it look like a
child's coloring book.

Ch shut up. No one's taking you serlously.

You take art too seriously. It's not sacred, you

_know, Get a bit of character and humour into the

canvas lnstead of all thls splritual claptrap.

The grovth of the spirit is all that matters.

What:about the flesh? You can't ignore passlon
~and sensuality.

One rises above all that.

Goddamnit, Harris! You're suppesed to be a palnter,
not n priest. If you carry on palnting like thls
you'll end up in total abstractlon, mark my words.
Oh Lawren, your work ansvers a graat.longinglin ne
that I didn't even know existed. It speaks to the

very soul of me.

And that's all it'speaks to. It totslly denies the
1life of ihe body.

Can 1 see more?
Anything in particﬁlar?

Everything! Show me everything: Starvatlon's
made me greedy.

I'1l show you some of my earlier canvases.

(Silde: Glace Bay, 1921, p.34)

And you must see the other men's work, Llsmer and
Jackson both waht you to visit thelr studlos., You
should see MacDonald's work tco., I know 1t would
interest you.

Don't get tangled up with thls group, Miss Carr.
This 1s the wrong direction for you.

Jackson has a Eﬁrtlcular appreciatlon of your work.
He's palnted out llest, And he feels that you've
captured the spirlt that eluded him.

(S1ide: Shacks, 1919, p.31)
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Critics ‘They'il try to win you over With flattery,
Emilys These ecarly canvases are different. Full of

Worldly trouble and sadness.
Haxrrig: ' One must move through woxrldly troubles in order

to transcend them.
Critici Your troudle is you don't know where to stop, Harris.
Harris: Let me be the judge of that.
Critic: You’ll end up on a mountain top, completely

1solated from the real world,
Harris: Emily, what happened when &ou returned from France?

Emily: Ch, I was all fired up.. Ready to throw in my lot
Wlth Canada and women, I decided to show them therse.
Was at least one woman who could hold her own and
help to put this country on the map. I exhibited
my French paintings in Vancouver and -

(S1ide:r Miners' Houses, Glace Bay, 1921, p.35)

Oh . . . where was thls pailnted? 2
Critics Inea grav'eyard by the look of it. ]
Harris: Glace Bay. Miners' Hoﬁses.
Critic: That shows you what he thinks éf humanity,

‘'The walking dead, eh, Harris?

Emily: : How did you get this transparent effect? And the
o ] vibration? Everything seems to move beneath the
surface of your work.

Harris: I often rub raw linseed oll onto the canvas and
‘ palnt into that. Then when the dark colors sink

in I 01l them out with retouching varnish., You

must have developed some technlques of your own?

Emily:_ I used to mix olls with é;sqline for my quer-

sketches., It was 1nexpen§ive and it also allowed
me greater freedom and speed 1n sketching,

Harris: Giving the effect of a water coior?

(Emily nods)
What was the response to your French paintings?

Emilys Disastrous.
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Your public didn't understand Impressionism of course ?

(Sarcastic) Of course not. Artists insist on beling
misunderstood. They'd stop painting if they had
nothing to rebel against.

I didn't give two hoots about the public. It was
ny famlly's rejection that hurt,

Your family?

Ny sisters. All I've ever wanted is their acceptance.
But I'm an embarrassment to them. They Were so ashamed
of my French paintings that they . . . they disowned me.

Why the hell should an artlst care about her |
slsters' approval?

I'm very close to my family,
But you're a grown woman, for God's sake.

An artlst must be ruthless, Emily. You can't allow
emotion to get 1n the way of what you belleve.

But 1t's dreadful to be so totally alcne.

" Women are Wegk and over-emotional.

That's a ridiculous generalization.

Look at your response to his spiritual emlssions.
You got so carrled away that you lost all sense of
critical judgement.

A

lMr. Harris's work moves me. I've never seen
anything 1ike it.

W11l you start painting again, Emily?

Oh, I want to, but - )

Take my advice, Miss Carr( Go your own way.

Start paintlng again by all means -

I can't palnt. -

But don't be influenced by these pretentious charlatans.

Why d'you turn your back on the only thing that
really matters to you? '

Because she can't come to terms with her sisters'
disapproval,
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I'm burled up to my neck in petty domestic
commitments. I run an apartment house. I1've
falled in everything else but at least I've proven
that I can do that. I can't quit now and let my
sisters down.

There, What did I tell you?
They 've been so good to me -
But there must be time for palnting?

flo. There are too many responsibiiities. The tenants,
the animals, a shipment of pottery due next month -

You'll find a way. Palnting is the only means of
rising above these 1nconsequential things. i

3ut they're not inconsequential. They're solid
immovable obstacles.

Fine. Where would we be wlthout obstacles to
overcome? Static. Bogged down in medlocrity.

If you ask me this is a bunch of feeble excuses.
She hasn't got the guts to go on palntlng.

No one's asking you! Why don't you leave?

Not ti1l I've had my say. You should go home, plck

up where you left off with those totems, and forget
about Harrls and his crew. That's my opinion.

(Moves to exit DSL - turns) You'll never paint agaln,
Miss Carr, unless you come to terms wlth your immaturity.

How dare you! I'm fifty-five years old!

Then stop courting family approval 1like a child.
And face up to the fact that your paintings are
shot through with passion and sexuallity. (Exits)
Ignorant fool:

Critice are all the same - artlsts manqué.
They attack us out of envy.

He makes me SO angry:

Don't waste yourself in anger, Emlly. You're golng
to need all your energy to start painting again.

The only way I could do that 1s to glve up the
house. And I-have to earn a living.



wht

Harrist

Emilys

Harrlst

Emilys

Harrisl

Emily:

Harris:

Emilys

Harrist

Emilyt

P

IFOOR CoPY]

e —— AR = . ——

31-

Of course. osut 14's all a matter of balance. When

-you start minting you'll find that the household

tasks wlll shrivel as the importance of your work
grows. It'll be easier to deal wlth the mundane
daily chores.

You nake it sound sO simple.

© It's your duty, Emily. Not only to yourself but

to Canada. I foresee the rise of a great natlve
culture of poetry, philosophy, drama, fictlon.
Painting 1is usually the earllest form of expresslon.
It awakens awWareness to natural environment. And
from this spring the cother arts.

You mean that Canada might escape the British yoke
around her neck? Throw of f a1l the forelgn traditions
and stop being ashamed of herself?

Yes, in time. Wlith dedicated work from people
like USe«

Don't include me in your group of ploneers. Bven if
T could find the tlme to work, it's too late, I've
wasted so many yearSe. I'm an old woman.

Nonsense. Age can only enrich an artlst. You're
ripe to embark on your best Work.

Oh, you shame mé. lawren. 1'm such a fraud and &
quitter. I want to worl in order to earn your
pralse, but -

You're not a gquitter, Pmily. You're an artist. I
know you're afraid and you have reason to be. Any
creative venture involves fallure because thers's
always a gap between our vision and 1ts reallzatlon
in an actual work of art. But no matter how many
times we fall we must never glve up. I can't make
the decision for you, but do think over what I've
sald. We'll keep in touch. And I'1l help you 1n

any way I can. (Hounts stalrs to bedroom) And

remember that I belleve in you, Emily. I belleve
in you. {Exits through bedxoom door USL}

Maybe he's right. liaybe 1 could try. {Goes to
sketch-box and looks through some sketches) 1 50,
dequrately-uant to palnt ageln. It's the only
reason I'm alive. ’

{Faint cacophony of sound gradually growing
1oudert Plano scales belng played very badly,
baby Crying, itwo women arguing)
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Painting 1s the only means of rising above it
all, he sald., Yes, perhaps I could find a way.
I feel my skin bursting with things I want to
say - things I want to dive into, live, express.

(Sits vefore the easel, tgkes a plece of
charcoal and stares at the canvas)

But I'm so afraid of failing again. (Pause)
Mo. I must have courage. I can't let Lawren
down. He belleves in me, and that makes
everything possible, '

(As Pmily puts charcoal to ecanvas !Mrs. Flitzijohn

bursts into the room from door DSR, followed by
lirs. Pendexrgast. Lights come up brightly to
_1ndicate change of mood and swiltch back to
harsh reality. loise is now very loud)

Miss Carxr! Miss Carr.

(Emily jumps up guiltily and moves_DS)

Oh, there you are. About time too. You tell her
to stop that chlld playing the ‘plano.

My little glrl must practice. She's very talented,

Talented my eye! I can't take any more of 1t.
My nerves are shattercd. .

Ladies, ladles! Please.

What about my nerves? That baby of hers has been

- bawling its head off all evening, Hiss Carr.

tthat d'you expect me to do about 1t7?

No wonder my poor baby crles. That dreadful
racket on the plano woke him.

lrs. Fitzjohn, Mrs. Pendergast, wlll you please
be quiet. I've just arrived home, I'm tlred and -

Fine landlady you are, -gallivanting across the
country. . .

lleglecting your tenants.
The 'piano needs tuning.

That's your business.
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But it's your plano.
I'm not your servant.

I'11 tune it with a sledge-hammer 1f thls racket
goes on much longer, ' :

\iell I never! You hear that, ldss Carr? She's
threatening me. "

Will you please leave my studio.

You're the landlady. Evict her. Wailing brats
shouldn't be allowed in decent boarding houses.

How dare you? You're the one should be evicted.
You and your two ugly brats.

{Sound of a violin joins the other noises)
I won't tolerate this uproar.

Oh my God. There he goes agaln. Thﬁt boy
vwith his wretched violin.

. ¢ Fddie's playing a duet with his slster
at The Christmas concert, The little angels
are practlcing.

. The 1ittle angels'll be playing harps in
heaven if I lay my hands on thpem.

If you don't shut up I'1l evict you both,

-

The nerve of it! Who do you think you are?

N ) 7
You can't do that. Iy husband's always on -
time with the rent. -

I won't put up with thls disturbance. You'll
have to sort out your differcnces hetween
Jourselves. .
Elther she goes or 1 fo.

Get rid of that plano or else my husband will be
Fiving you notlce at the end of the month.

I don't rrive n dgmn! Take your planos and your
violins and + « «

And T'11 crown 1ittle Iddle with his bloody violin.
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3ut it;s your piano.

I'm not your servant.

1'11 tune it with a sledge-hammer if this racket
goes on nuch longer.

ell 1 never! You hear that, '!%§s Carr? She's |
th%catcninn ne.

1111 you please leave ny studloc.

- You're the landlady. Evict her. Wailing brats
shouldn't be allowed in decent boarding houses.
P :
How dare you? You're the one should be evlcted.
You and your two ugly brats.

(Sound of a violin joins the other nolses)
I won't tolerate this uproar.

Ch my “od! There he foes afaln. That boy
with his wretched violin, S

Hy_littlc‘ﬁddie's playing a duet with his sister
at the Christrmas concert. The 1lttle angels .
are oracticinm.

The 11€tle anrels'il be playjﬁg harps in
heaven if I lay my hands on them.

If you don't shut up I'1l evict you both.
The nerve of it! Who do you think you are?

You can't do that. ly husband's always on
time with the rent. . .

I won't pnt up with this disturbance. You'll
have to sort-out.your differences between .
yourselives.

-

mither she goes or I Bo.

‘et rid of that piano of elze ny husband will be

riving you notlee at the end of the month.
°

I don't rive a damn! Take your planes and your
viplins and + .+ .

And T'11 crown little fiddie with his bloody ,violin.

4
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Oh, you wickec¢ chlld marauder! Just you wait.
If you lay one finger on rny little IEddie, I'll
strangle your screaming brat.

(3ound of dozs barkinc offstare)

(Tcying to push then out) Get out of my studio!
I need peacc and quiet.

Peace and quiet! Vith those dogs of yours barking
all the time? '

Yes, what about those yappy 1little creatures?
You should nuzzle then.

They oﬁly bark phen you overexclte them uith
your caterwauling,

Caterwaulinpg! Vell, of all the nerve: .

That's no way for a decent landlady to speak
to her tdnants.

I should say not.

I'm trying to be polite but you provoke me=- "~

I've never been so0 insulted in all my life.
We're respectable ladles, aren't we, lrs. Fitzjohn?

Yes indeed., And we're married., IOt like some
erusty old malds I could mention.

(Losing her temper, getting Susie from her cane)
Then for God's sake behave like ladles. Get out
of my studlo:l

(Screaming) Aaaagh! Get that filthy rat away
from me: .

Go to hell, you silly bitches!

How dare you threaten us with that verminous
pink-eyed monster:

(Pushing Susic at then) Go on, go on, met out
of here. ' . '

Qooh, she's an evil woman.
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Iy husband will hear about thils.

(Two/women exit DSR. Sounds of protest
fading into the distance. Plano, violin,
barking and crying also gradually fade out.
Emily sits in chair, returns Susle to her
_cage, and slumps on table)

Oh damn! Ch Lor'. Why must I always be plagued
by hateful tenants and petiy domestid squabbles?
(Pause) Thanks for helping me get rid of then,
Susle. Sweet dumb creature. You'ré my comfort.
You, the dors, fthe tabby. Here warmth and under-
standig&:in you than in the whole human race. You
accept me as I am. (Pause. Rises, turns studlo
1irhts off, mounts stairs to bedroom) YVell, Lawren
Harrls. How d'you see what it's like to be a
landlady? (Sneering) Rise above it all. Huh,
i1t's all very well for you. You have a vife-to
cook your meals and look after your house. You
have money and servants, Youllive wilth your head
in the clouds and you have the gall to hand out
advice to me, MHe, whose feet are firmly buried

.in the carth. {Fnlly preparcs for bed. Puis on

larre white Victorlan nirhtmown and undresseg
underneath 1t) Sometimes my soul crles out in
rovolt arainst thls beastly house. At the slaving
and pinchinr to keep it all up. 7To squeeze out a
plttance of rent to cxist on. Clean the furnace,
chop the wood, weed the garden, sweep, dust, scrub.
And when I sit at my easel there's no enerpy or
desire left. I'm empty. And bitter. Oh, I hate
nyself when I'm bltter. {(Pause) liaybe it's just
plain laziness. Insplration l1s intentlon obeyed,
But all my intentiohs've falled. I bullt this house
as a place for work and freecdom, and it's becone my
prison, My tomb. (Climbing into bed, lying down,
razing up at xafters) The only vrivacy I have is

hore in my attic retreat. With the Indlan carles
watching over me from the rafters. ihile I dreanm
of emcaping to the woods, Climbing throurh the
fnarled ‘wintry branches that beat asainst nmy

_wlndow, Running throwh the foresti. tecoming

ofie with the (reat green ocesn of prowih. (Pause)
One day I will escape. I'11l escape them all.
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ACT TUO

Enily is in bed. Flashback drean sequence f nighpnare quality.
Fnily dreams of the time when she was in a T3-6

19007, 30 years old.

-

toriun in mngland,
The scenes where she 1s out of bed represent

delirious dreans she had while in the Sanatoriunm, and which she now
relives as dreams within a dream.

Emily:

Murset
Ernllyt
lurset

Emily:
[urset

Fmiiy:

thurset
Frmdlys
Ndrso:
Fmdly:

hurces

mily:

Hurses

(Tossing_and turning) I want to go home. I hate
this place. . Oh, why won't they let me ro back
to Canada?

LN
(iurse enters from UsL bedroom dooxr, noves
to US side of Imily's bed. Distinct
British accent)

Emily dear, you didn't eat YOUr SUpPpPer.
When can 1 mo hone?
Uhen you'rc better.

But I'm not petting any better. It's been eighteen
nonths. I'm so tired of lyinz here day after day.
Sleep, eat, and rest. That's the reclpe for'
health. You must galn welght. T

~\
I can't eat. I have no appetlte,

liow then, you know that eatlnr 1s conpulsory at
Sunhill Sanatorium, You must build yourself up.
(Ueeping) I'11 never get better, I'11 neverI#(
able to work arain. s

Aluays weeping. Are you homesicl again, you
poor ¢hild?

I am not a child! I'm thirty years old, and I'm
a failure. 1 mirht as well he dead.

Oh, depr dear dear. Fmily Carr, you are a nystery.
They all come and fo but you stay put. ilo better,
no worse. I thinlk we should ship you back to your
poople.  You just cannot iransplant these Amerlenns.

I'm Canadiansd -

It's all the same to ne, dear.
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Mmilys tihy don't you send ne hone?

Hurses Doctor says you need a rest cure. Says you're
suffering fron severe depresslon, 1 think you
drove yourself too hard at that art school up
in London.

Inilyt If only I could work I'd be cured.

" Nurse: You're too weak to work. liot that I call
minting pletures work.

Emily: You don't understand. Ii's ny carcer. It's
ny life, If T can't work I don't want to live,

-

" Hurser There, ydu sce. ¥op take 1t too seriously,
Emily: There's so much to learn and so 1little tine,
urset You should find yourself a good Fnglish husband

and settle down., larriage would cure you,
Enily: I don't want to marry!
lurse: Thirty years o: 5till on the shelf. No
Wondexr you're de ked,

-

Emily: Oh, why are you English se bcm«tly about this
marrying business?

urset . Iuclky you don't Took your age. There may be
a .chance for you yet.

Emily: . (Czylng) I want to go home!

Hurses iiow then, don't overexcite yoursel{, child.
Jettle down and rest. Close your eyes, Emily,
Sleep, sleep, sleep o . .

(ifurse exits, drifting like -Mphanton)
Emily: (Tossing and turnine, delirlous) fobhy . . .
Bobby « « . oh my love . . , 1 nust ro to the
woods « . . I must paint . . .

{imily rises fron bed, nmoves lile a sleep-wnlker
doWn stens, roves to cascl, sits on small folding
eanvag stool and malnts., If possible crepte the

v _ ‘effect of being surrdbunded by forest - an oxtensive

~ backdrop of trees or a larye sllide projection.

imily contimues to pailnt throurhout the following
geguence, prowdng increasingly frugtrated, Durings
thls geguence hmil# is 26, Bobby is ip his latc 20's)
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38.

vast cruel beauty of it. Oh, why does it always
evade me? It'sfnot the handling of paint but the

handling of thoughts that overwhelns re.

(volce offstane) Brily? fmily? Where are you?

Here I am, Bobby.

(Entering from DSR) Fnmily, come and walk i the

Hoods wlth nme.
I nust finish this sketch.

But it's a rflorious day. Clear blue sky.
Brisht sunshine, The alr Is full of spring.
Can you snmell the sap?

lipnne  BEverything's budding and blossoming.-
Oh, if only I couwld capture the beauty and
the splendour of it all.

Don't drive yourself so hard, Emily.

But I must. I've been sitting here all morning
starine at that tree. Haltlng for the weods to
say something to nme.

Don't force 1t. lhybe you should step for a wh

lio, no, it's all there! The tormented swirllnx
rrovwith of the forest. The tulsted tortured roo
I can feel it v . » I can mee 4t . . o but I ca
dapture the essence of 1t in ny painting. Feecb
serntchines + o o« smudres of palnt., Ch, I'm so
lost and frustroted. (Rippin up sketeh) It's
no rood! There's always that gap between what

I see and what I pqint.

(Taking ¥mily in hls arms) Lon't be so impatle
my darlinm. It talies years of anprenticeshlp
before an artist nerfects hls craft.

(Pulling away) imt I'm tuenty-nix years old!

How Lonr does 1t take? How long, dannitl
fiou lonr? -
(Pause)

Would you rather be alone?
lio! To, don't go, Bobby. (Goes to him) I'm s

’

ile.

ts.
n't
le

nt,
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(Kigsses her, ther holds her at_arn's lensib)
You're a beautiful woman, Erily.
And you're the only man who can make me feel
truly alive, You've taught me so much about
pootry and love, Dicbby. There'll never be -

anyone else.

Is anything Wrong, Pnily? I sengse a sadness
in you today.

(irenking fron him, pacing) sobby. Do you think
a woman nust make a choice between love and work?
Is 1t not possible to have both?’

I don't understand. Work 1s love for the artist.
tie know that. \e're artists - I a poet and you
a valnter. le have 21l we nced and desire 1n
our work.

And 1n each other.

There's no questlon of cholce.

Mat's what I hoped you'd say. So I can go.
Go? -

I nust, Debby. There's no real art in nritish
Columbin. Only soclety ladles palnting pretty
pletures. I1'lLl niss you dreadfully, but -

(o whore?

To inrland.  They say London iz the only place
where one can learn to paint.

sut didn't you Xearn enowch at the art school
in San Franciseo?

1 usad to thinl 5o, but I renlize nou that I

nover rot beneath the aurfnce. (Ipdicating

ripped sketeh)  Lool at my worlea  1t's humdrum.
Unerotionat, Objects honestly porirdyed, nothlns
more. 1'm lilke n child printing alphabet Lettern,

I haven't ynt learned to nake. vords ulth the letters.

You Tenlly uant to be an artist, don't you?

of cource! Palnting 1s moxe inportant to me
than anythlnes. . -
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Bobbyt ) D'you have enough money to go to England?

Emily: Yes. . I've been saving the money from the children's -
classes. 'In a sock that I hung in the rafters of
the cow barn.

Bobby1 Then go! You're a splendid woman, Emily. I admire
your pluck and ambition. Go to England! You'll
get what you want if determination has anything
to do with it. ’

Enilys Oh, I'm so glad you approve. I was afrald to tell

B you. I thought you might not Want me to go.

Bobby You're free, Emily. I have no hold over you.

.Emlly: . I'11 work frightfully hard, Bobby, and I'll be
back home in no time. You'll ses.

Bobby 1 It's been a fine yeax.

Emily The best of my life.

Bobby s And now it's over.

1]
Emilyt ’ Over? No . « » I =
Bobbyt Ye're free spirits, Emily. That's why we vere

attracted to each other. That's why we've been
such good friends.

Emilys

Mo, more than thaf. Lovers.

Bobby1 Yes, 1t's been a vwondrous year. Stars moving
into a single consteilation, meeting for an

»instant in the intermlnable course of time.

Now drawing apart and soarlng on thelr separate
paths. .

Emily: But we won't be apart for long, Bobby. 1 pfomlse.

’ And we'll get marrled when I return.

Bobby s No, Emily.

Emily1 1'1ll only be away for a year, and T'11 wrlte
every day, and - i ‘

Bobbys 4 Emily, Emily.: You misunderstand.

Emilys You don't want me to go? You want to be married

now?
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Bobby1 (Slowly retreating backwards touards exit DSR)
- Oh, ny dear. I didn’t mean to lead you astray.
You know I .can't be tled down., -

Enilys You mean . . .? (Backing away from him) Oh no., -
: 3 :

Bobby1 (Retreating further and fadinm out throush oxit)
You expect too much. Forgive ne, Emily. I didn't
want to hurt you. (Fxit, drifting like a phantom)

Emlly:s Oh, but you have. I give you my love and you throw
1t back in my face. (Sobbinz) I can't bear to be
alone arain., How can I cver ki1l my love for you?
(Breaks down sobbing for a fow seconds, erouched
on the floor) There's no-one I can conflde in.

T'm so ubtorly alone now. (Pause) But I have my
work. Yes, I'1l work and work so there's no tlme

to think. I'11 work like the dovil, And I vow
to be finlshed with arrogant menl

(Enter three suitors-from DSR. All are in
. their late 20's, Ciifford and Iid have-Brltish
. accents, liartyn 1s Canadian, Ciifford pulls
Tmily up off the floox. The three men circle
around her, pulling her thls way and that)

Clifford:  Jipily, Emily, come-out with ne and see the sights.
Emllys ‘o, I must work, . —
Fds l I'll-takc you to liadame Tussaud's. Show you the
: Chamber of Horrors.
Fmllys o, no,'I don't w;ﬁt to look at wax figﬁres.
C1ifford: . leet me under the clock at Euston Station.’
- Ue'll look at the encines. VeTy nevest models.
Fmily: . (Trying to break free) Let me go. -Let me go!
Eds ’ I'11 take you out for tea. . Shou you the Briltish
usecumn.
Emily; . T hate the British buseun: It-stinks of
disinfectants.
Edt Tut it's frightfully educational.
Emilyt It's dead and disgusting. The world mumified.
Lqitynl lmily, Baily. 1've cone all the way from ‘

‘Canada to secc you,
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Eniliys

“Hartyns
Emily:
Clifford:
Eda

‘lartyn:

Emlly:
’-Eds
Clifford:
Edt
lartyn:
Enlly:

Fd:

Emilys
laxrtyng
Enilyt
Fairtyin
Fmily:
Ihrtyn:
I'mily s

Threcé Suitors:

Haxrtyn:
1%
Clifford:

Iartyn:

Ho, lartyn,

el A P

Go home, tartyn. I haven't tine. I must wori.

Come home with me, Emily. I love you,

No, no!l

Your tongue is loqing its Canndian tulst,
But 1t's still sharp enough to now the lawn,

A} .
Come out with me, Emily. We'll sit on a bench

in 8t. Janmes's Park,

You sit too close.

‘Little barbarian.

Crude colenial,

We'll knock the rough edres off you over here.

Let me hold your hand, kiss you, move closer,

Oh, lLeave me alone!

~

Farry me, Emily, and I'1l male an English lady

of you.

I don't want to be Englishe  I'm Canndian,

larzy me, Emlly. Come home. You don't belons here.

I can’t merry you, liartyn. I don't love you.
Love will rrow,
Ho, nol

I can't live without you, my darllnn:

S11ly roat.

(Goxblied confused chorug)
Pnily, Emily, Mmily, Jnily

liarry me
Touch me

Kiss me

Hold me P
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Cliffoxrd:
Maxrtyn:
Clifford:
Fd:
Cliffords
Ed1
lartyn:
Choruss

Enilyd

Lizzie and Alicet
AMice:

Lizzie:

'Emily:

Lizzlet

ﬁmily:

Nice:

Lizzie:

Fmity s
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I love you
I'11l teach you
I'll take you | i
I'11l show you
lHuseuns
And engines
And mumnies
And flowers
Fmily, Emily, Emlly, Fmily-
l'o, no, no! Leave me alenel Dann you alll
Leave me in peace and let me work.
(Three Suitors fade away throughlexlt DSR.
Emily sinks int¢ chair, exhausted) - -

The harder I work the sooner I can go home. Leave
thls hateful, dirty, crowded city. Oh, how I long
for the est, The vast sllence of the raln forest.
Sea., Sky. Purple mountains. Iy roots are torn
and bruised with belng ripped up. I'm so slck,
sick, slick - P’

(Enter Llzzie and Alice fvom DSR, Durings
this sequence Lizzic is 13, Alice 16, Eylly 14}

{Chanting in hushed voigcs)' Sick, sick, sick, sick -

Tiother 1s sick.

Dreadfully sicl.

(Loud and confident) She'll ret better.

She might dle ihis time;

llo, ne! She won't dle. She alvways pets bettexr.

tush, Millle. You nust be quilcet.

ichave like a 1lady. /Fﬁ_\\\\\\

I don't want to be a lady., It's no fun.
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Allicet
Lizzie:
Emily:
Alicet
Lizzie:
Allce:

Anily

Lizzle:
AMlice:

Emilyl

Lizmle:
Alicet
Lizzie:

Bmilys

Alicel

Fmily:

Lizmzlet

Emilyt

Fathert

Fmilys

13

You're so bad, lilllie.

Fourteen years old, It's time you grew up.

I'm golng to mother's room.

1o, no, you can't see her.
She can't be disturbed.
Tather's orders.

I won't listen to him. He's aluays riving orders.
Wy should 1 obey him just because he's a man?

You must obey.
You're the youngest.

Don't bully me. I want to see mother.

(1izzie and Alice nhysically'rest;ain Enily)
The doctor's with her. She's very éick.
Do be good, liillie.
Don't be a baby.
(strugpling to pet free of her sisters)

lio, no, please don't die! I love you, mother.,
Don't leave me alone:

Hush, hush. .

You can't die! I won't let you! You're the
only one who loves me.

Be quiet, Hlllie.

(yiolently) Let me gold Let me ros

(Father enters from DSR, Stern Victorian
fipure in his 60's)

Emily!

(Sudgen_silence, three pirls Treeze)

(Iunning_to hex father) Father, father: I want
to sece mother! Let me see her: Please let-ne
see her: ’ :

L s
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Father:

ANlice:
Lizzie:

Allce:

Lizzlet

Alice:s

Ligzzle:t

Alices

Tizzlic:

Alice:s

Lizziet

Alicet

45 .

Your mother 1s dead.

(Blackout. Funeral music and ‘sound of Enily
sobbing for a'few seconds. Then lirhts up ~
on Lizzie and Alice. Durlns the following
sequence Lizzic is 20, Alice 18, mmily 16)

llhere's Hillle? .

I ruess she's off in the woods agaln.

I'm so worricd about her, Lizzie. She's chanped
since mother died. A1l the fun's gone out of hex.
And she spends too much time alone.

Saucy to sullty., There's no in-between with her.

Don't be so haxd on her, Lizzie, She's very unhappy.

I've trled to talk to her. I told her io pray for

.strength, And she gave me one of those looks. Fit

to kill, She doesn't want sympathy, Alice. She's
all closed in on herself.

Just like father. He's been so sad and quiet since
nother died. It's as thowth he didn't want to live
any morc.

Mice! That's sinful talk. Father's a deeply
reliricus man. He knows hls duty.

I'nm sorry, Lizzle, Uut, sonciines oneovle lose
the will to live. You don't thinlt father's
roinm to die, do you? -

The Lord will take him when his tlme comes.
And not o moment sooncr.

It's as thoush ?mw'ucre both dead inside., Him
and 1'111lie. Vhat a plty they can't comfort each
other, They're too much allke.

mther's the head of thils house and lilllle
shouldn't sct her will arainst him.  She rets
that stubborn rlint in her epe and you know,
sure as Christ ls-our caviour; there's roins
to be: trouble. 3

I uish I could help her.
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Lizzie:

AMlice:

Frmilys.

Alice:

nlly1

Lizziet
mailyt
Lizzlet

Alice:

Fnilyt

=

(%, don't worry about the little hussy, She's
stronger than you realire. If she wants to go
of f on her own all the time, then let her.,

(Spot on Pmily, sitting on steps to . .
bedroon, sketching)

T ruess you're rirht, and she has not'thc aninals
for conpany. And her drawing to keep her busy.
She's aluays scrlbbling auay.

Uastins time when she should be studyins., Sixteen
years old and her spelling's a dlsrrace.
. Y )

Oh, I fnou, and her granmar's a scream,

(Llzzie and Alice pinrle. Lirht fades on
thom as opotlignt on Enlly rrous briphter,
fnily's next cspeech bridpes twe YeATS 50

that, in the following sequence nily is 18,
Lincie 22, Alice 20, Funeral nusic repecated
durine- following speech) : '

K

)

Leave ne alone! Stor narging and prodding, You

haven't riven me ~ nonent's peace since Tather

died. Always telling-ne what to do and how to

‘do it. 1I'11 never be any good 1in school. The .

only thin® I can do.lis draw. I'm not like-you,

and you don't even try to understand. I want -
to e50ape « » . 0SCADe . . . ©5Cape ~

(Lirhts_up on Lizzie and Alice. Enily .
joins then) s

ut you can't, lilllle. You can't.

Guardian says 1 can ro. 1'n alnost nipeteen,
That's old cnough to leave home, '’

/4 . #
ut San Francisco is the wichedest city on the

west coast. Seething with drunkeiness, vice,
immorallty.

i don't belleve 1it. o
Road the newspapers.:

Oh, Tillle, you'll be ruined.

I can look after mysclf.
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Alice:
<

Tmilye

AMlice:

T Enily

Lirzlet

Alice:

Allice:

Enilys

P |

Iionlen

Alice:

Lisnie:s

Enilys

-

¢

Fleasc stay in Victoria. I1t's safe here.

we kknow everyonc.

Theré:arc no art schogls in Victoria.

Sut whyed'you have to o to art school?
You can draw, and maint all you vant right
here at hone.

*yYou don't understand. I nust learn. There's

no—one hore who-lmows about art. It's nc use
arcuing with ne. 1'n deternined to fo.

Stubborn as a nule.

if ruardian has arreed I don't see how we can
stop hér, Lizzie. ’

-~

vo. But we're responsible for arrancinr, her

lodrinrs. I you lnsist on roin-, Eﬁily, we'll v
place you under the supervision of lirs. Piddington.

Oh no! ot lxs. Piddingtoﬁ: I hate her:>

You'll be'safe with her, Iillie. She's an old’
friend of the fanily. )

A devout Christian and a hard-working nenber
of the Tenperance Learue.

She'll keep a close eye on you.

Uhy d'you nluays treabt ne 1ike a nindless fool?
Uhy won't you let me grow up?

You rust be protected, Enily. You've led n
sheltered 1ifa. You hnow nothlng of the world
beyond Vancouver Island. -

sila're all three of us oiphans, Iiillie, but you're
the younpest and se wWorry about you beecause . .
bccrusn we love 'you.

™

-

Unclnse we're responsible for you nouw.  And I
won ™, have you disrracing ps with your Inmpulsive
hehaviour. We nust kee ‘ﬂﬁ the rood narme of the
Carr fanily at all costs.

(‘furning avay fromesisters) Gh, why nust they
always worry about what pconle thinkt® All nen
are sheep, all sheep are fools, and that includes
Wonen,

et S S I ce e 1
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Lizzie: * I daresay things will run snmoother with her away.
Alice: I'11 nlss you, llillie. L1ife wlll be awfully dull
without you. How long will you be gone? How long?
.+« « how long? - )
(Lizzie and Alice fade out through exit DSR)
Emily: Three years away from home, I arrived with a straw

_suitease and a battered birdcare. Free at last to
study art! I was bursting with curlosity. Reen
as nustard to learn and explore. (Pause) lirs.
Piddinston net me at the wharf. ) ’

(Entering from DSR) FEmily Carr, you nmay draw very
prettlly but you're green as a cabbage, child.
I'm foing to take you under my wing.

iirs. Piddinrton:

Pnily: Lord preserve me from her winfs. They're full
of mothballs. (To lits. Piddington) I went
exploring today, Lirs. Piddington. And I found
a lovely quiet little strect, ALl the windous
had rreen shutiers with ladles peeping throuch.
And there was a red lantern hanping over each

door. It was so gquaint and romantic.

trs. Piddinctont It's a red lirht district.
A

nily:s

5illy 1ittle donley.

Yeg, the lanterns vere soO pretty - shining
on the rreen shutters.

Jirs. Plddinstont (ilith enmhasis) A place of prostitutes: .

ity What d'you mean?

i'ro. Fiddinetont (xasporated) Tt's tine you learned the facts of life.
(Addressing the audience)

Whoever heard of such nalvety”
And her a bip girl, alnost 19

o Tnilys (Byes prowlpe

wlder with increasin.

years old. (Ulth nmalicious oy )

terror durlnr lirs. P's

T wasn deternined to crish the

rrecnens out of her, 1 snared

her nothinr.

Uninn dens, dmy addlels,

witite slavery, kidnavpings,

drunkennes:s, proastltutlon,
child abuse, nex, IAbe,

nurder. .

(Clinmn:os in wiched lnurhter,
Conlinues lauching as she
fades out through exit DSH)

tirade)

(Eands _over cars)

l'o, no, no, no, 1 won't
listen! I don't Lellave
you: I don't bLelicve
the world is so wiched!
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mily:

Micer

mnily:

Alice:

Bnily:

Alice:

Emilys

Aldcer.

Fnily:

AMice:

Enily:

Aicos

Fmilyt

She was wrons: Love is beoutiful and pure,
Tobby taught me that. (Fauge) Ch obby, I
love you., I uant us to be nmarried, but I must
tear up my roots and po into exdile arain.  You
of all peonle must understand. You're an artist
too. (Ppuse) If I hadn't chosen art we would
have been marricd, wouldn't we? But I had to go
to London. Hatefil clty. Full of Britlsh snobs
lookin~ doun thelir noses at me. Ch, I'm =o
honesick, I niss ny sisters, I mliss the woods,
I miss —

{{nterrupted by Alice entering DSR, During,

the followins seaquence Enily 1s 28, Alice 130)

iiillie! Oh Mi}lic,'lt's 50 pgrand to see you!

Alice! I can't tell you how ¢lad I anm to sec you.
(mobracine Alice) You're a little bit of home to
brirhten up this horrid place.

dut 1t's wonderful. I'm so cxcited to be in
London. I uant to see all the sights.

I'11 show you evexrythinsg - such as 1t is. (Pause)
flork can walt., e'll go to Kew Gardens. That's
the best place of all.

It what about the museuns and the castles?

Dend and dreary. The Enrlish are so backuam)
looking.

tut 1t's our herltage, lilllle. liother and Fnther
vere mnglish.

And ve're Canadians. Born and bred.

A1l the same, I think we're more English than
Canadinn. !

1'd rather die than be like the Fnolish., They're
fearful snobs, Alice. They thinlt all Canadians
arce barbarians. And sone of them don't even laow
that Cannda exists.

Really?

Yes, Fvery time I open nmy mouth I'n taken for
an American. .



IFOOR COFPY )

Allce:

Enilys

MAce:

Emlly:

Mlice:s
Emilys
AMice:

Enlilys

Allces

Emilys
Allcet

Fnily:

50.

lMaybe you should cultivate a British accent
while you're over here. Then the English
would accept you. )

Uhy should I change to please then? I refuse
to be a shanm.

Oh Millie, you're as stubborn as ever, Lizzle
and I hoped that a spell in England night tane
you,

I cane here to learn how to palnt. lot to
cultivate a phony accent artd simporing
MANNers.

Did you use your introductory leiters?

A couple,

Wthy not rore?

Well, those visitas were so cabarrassing. Tiresome
people trecating me like a country cousin, Asking
ne ridiculous questions about the population of
Ontario, and how many cases of salmon British
Columbla exports cach year. And that Reverend
Brown that the vicar told me to look up - he was
the last straw. 'You have heard my brother, tho
Reverend Samuel Brown, preach in Chlcago?’ he asked.
Itye never even sct foot in Chicago and I told him
so. 'What!' ho satd. 'So few cities of inportance
in America and not know Chicago:! Every American
should be famlliar with such cltios as they have.'
But T don't live 1n Amerlca, I told him, I'm
Canndian. 'Same thing, same continent,' he sald.
So I asked him 1T he knew the Reverend Pushkin

in Moscow. 'lioscow!® he saild. 'I don't know any
Russlans.' Well, I'm surprised, I told him, After
all, loscou is no further from london than Chlcago
15 from Victoria., You should have seen his face,
Alice. He showed me the door wlthout another woxd.

(Emily and Alico giggle togother) .

Ch 1i1lie, you are a screan.

I wont straight home and burned the rest of
the letters. -

Ch, M1lie. You should have persovered. You
never know whon you might have met.

How many times do I have to tell you? I'm not
hero to pay soclal visits., I camo to study art,
and time is short.



Allce:
. Epily:

Alice:

Emllyt

Alicet

Endlys

Alice:

Emlly:s

- Nurset
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Mways in a hurry, ever slince you were a child.

I don't have cnough money to stay here rnuch longer.

(Inspecting the room) If you want to come hone,
dear, there's nothing to stop you from salling with
ne in two months' time.

Oh yes there is. (Pause. Watching Alice)
Not interested in my work, are you?

Of course. But I haven't seen any.

(Indicating walls. Projectlons of some early

work could be used here if the Director desires) 5
A1l ground you, I suppose ycu thought these

Wwere Wallpaper. ’

Ch. (Awkward pause) Yes. Now I see. . (Anothor
awkward pause) They're very nice, Millle. But - .
you know I don't go in much for picturcs., Though

I do like a nice flower study. ‘:gguse) Well, lot's
go. \hat slght do we soe first? I want to go to
Buckingham Palece, and the ToWer of London, and
Madame Tussaud's, and the British Huseum and -

(Alice fades out throush oxit DSR during
the recitation of her tourlst itinerary.
Emily, deeply hurt, slovily turns and mounts
tho stalrs to her bedroon)

Sho nelther looked at nor asked about my work
again durlng her ontire visit. I was 5o looking
forward to seeing hexr, but when she ignored ny
work all my Jjoy fell flat., It was then that I
made nyself into an envelope, thrust my work in
deep, licked the flap, sgaled 1t from everybody.
{ Throwing hexself on the bed, weepins) lMow I
don't even have that. I'm empty and broken.

A1l I can de i1s lie here and weop stupld teavrs
of self-plty. Oh, how I long to go home. 4nd
yot 1t would be so humiliatlng to creep hone a
fallure, after all the fanfare of leaving five
yoars sgo. And I'm so weak , . . 50 weak - °

(Enter Nurse fron USL bedroon door, carryling
clectric shock equipnont - small black box
Wwith two wires attached)

Now then, Pmily. You know we don't cry at Sunhilll
Sanatorium. It lowers the moralse.

51.

/
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Znilys
Rurse:.

Em il‘f H
Hurses

Enily:

hurse:t
Enilys

Murse:

Emlly:

urses

Father:
Bobby 1

Lizzley

52-

But I can't help it. I'm so beastly tired and
niserable.

I know, child. But do pull yourself together.
Come along now. Chin up, I have good hews.

i ¢an go home?

lo, we're not quite ready for that. Vo're
going to try a new treatment. Electricity.

Shocks?

Yes. Coubined with plenty of good food,
And rassage three times a day.

But I can’'t eat that sogmy cabbage and suet
pudding that you call good food.

You must force yourself. We'll have no nonsense

and no more crylng. Doctor's written to your .
people 1n Canada, and they've approved the treatment,
Your sisters want you home where they can look after
you.

Ch, I feel such a fool. I want to go home, but not
like this - a weak, miserable failure, Oh, I could
die of shane.

You're too proud for your own good, Emily Carr.

You néed to be taken down a peg or two, (Attaching
Wires on_elther side of Enily's head) Time for
your flrst treatment. Ve®ll have you On your

feet in no time. You'll see, lext thing you Imou
you'll be back ln Canada surrounded by family and
friends,

(Lights fade except for a strong spotlight
on Emily. llurse presses a button on-the
black box and Lmlly jolts vioclently, slnilar
to an eplleptlc spasn. Total sllence during
the shock spasns, which last a fow secondo.
Volces echo in betweon shocis. lone of the
charncters appear, All voices are recorded,
including that of the Hurse)

Your mother ls dead, yoﬁr nother 1is deaﬁ.
Forglve me, Emily. I didn't want to hurt you.

You st be protected. You Inow nothing of the

-World,
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Allce:

£d: (Suitor)
Clifford: (Suitax)
Zd1t

Nursot

Bobby:

Hurses

Bobby:

Allice:s
Lizzles

Bobby:

llurse:

Iizzle:

Y 1

You'll be ruined, tillie, You'll be ruined.
(Second shock)

Little barbarian.

Crude Colonial.

Ye'll knock the rough edges off you over here.’

Thirty years old and still on the shelf.

I didn't nean to lead you astray.
(Thixd shock

You drive yourself too hard.

Don't be inpatient, Emily. It takes ycaré of
apprenticeship.

Mways 1n a hurry.
Stubborn as a nule.

Work 1s love for the artist. There's no question
of cholco.

You nust learn roderatlon.
Don't be sb proud.
(Fourth and final shock, followod by blackout,

durlng which lurse removes Wircs from Enily's
hoad ond exits with shock equipment.

Epily ‘s dreans now nmovo_into the present,
in that she dreams of events subseguent to
. ber confinenont in Sunhill Sanatorium,
Flmot sequence: 1912, Enily exhibits hexr
Faris vwork in Vancouver., Enmlly L0, Alice L2,

The starce remains darl except for a apotlight
which cones up on Emily who is still 3n bed.
In ihe darlness two nale viewers, two female
viowers + Llzzie and Alice entor and freese
In atfiiudes of anmzement in studlo. - Sophle
alpoo cnters and nounts steps to bcdroom)
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roor Cory:

Enily:
Sophles

mmilys

Sorhiet

‘Emilys

Sophie1

Enmily:

Sophlel

Female 1:
Female 2:

Female 11

I'm home, I'm homel At last I'm hone!

And this time 1t will be dlfferent, Emily.

Ch yes, Sophie. Surely they'll accept me now.

I crept home from London a niserable failure,

But in France I achleved something., Two paintlngs
hung in the Salon d'Autonne!

They must accept you now,

I'm so nexrvous. I hate exhibiting my work,
It's like baring ny soul.

There's nothing to be afrald of, Emily.

You have a beautiful soul.

Y111 you stick with me at the exhibition, Sophie?

(Standing by US side of bed, takes Emily's hand)
Yes, yes, 1'll stay by your slde.

(At this point Sophle becomes Emily, as people
often do take on alternative ldentities in
dreans. She wWlll wear a mask to identify her
as Emily's persona, and she should speak in
Imily's tone and speech pattern,

Emily remains silent in bed, covered by a white
sheet, upon which sljdes of her French paintings
are projected. Thebed should be tilted.

S1ide 1: French watercolor, 1910, p.£8.
Slide 21 Cottage in Brittany, 1911, p.69.
S1ide 31 Concarneau, 1911, p.6H¢,

Slide 41 Canal in Brittany, 1911, p.69.
Siide 5: Autumn in France, 1911, p.69,.
S1ide 61 French trees, 1911, p.?70.

Liphts up in centre area of studiec - thils area

is separated by dariness from bedroom, where a
single bright spotlight romains on Emlly, Viewers
como to 1life - whisper, voint, gipgle as they
view invislble paintings on US and SR walls)

ly dear, it must be a joke,
It's child's work.

My five year -0ld could do better than that,
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And you say she went all the Way to France for this?
They say 1it's some new kind of art. Post~Impressionisn.

It's the new way of seeing!

I'n surprised at the authorities. Allowing such

a disgusting exhibition In a respectable town
11ke Vancouver. i

No, no, you don't understand!

Those hldeous totems were bad enough, but this
is the last straw.

How can you be so cruel?

(Volge-over) Not cruelty, Emily - ignorance.
Take no notice. .

The woman must've gone crazy over there.
Nevef did trust foreigners.

Especialiy the French.

They've always clashed with the Britlshs
Crazy - the whole damn lot of them,

I feel so sorry for hor poor sisters.
They must be moxtified by thls display.
indecent&

Disgusting:

Hid eous. .

Honstrous!

Ch Alice, I'm so ashamed. How could Hillie
do this to us?

I could die of ombarrassment.
She's a disgraco to the Caxr famlly.

I can't bear to look.
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This 1s tame! What would you say 1f you saw
Parls nudes?

(Voice-over) Don't waste yourself in anger, Emlly.
Rise above 1t.

We don’'t want this new~-fangled French stuff over here.
Give me the old masters any day.
Quite sc. He're<3ritish.

No, you're not! You're Canadian! Don't be
so stuffy and congervative!l

It's very odd, thls preocccupation she has
with forelgners.

Most unladylike.
Pirst of all it was the Indlans -
And now the French.

Why did she have to go to France anyway? First
1t was San Franclsco, then London -

And now this, Really; it is the limit.

Sone women just aren't content to stay put and
lead a normal life.

(Volce-over) Adventure, adventure!
Where's your adventure?
Oh my dear, look at this. TIt's too funny for words.

1 don't mind heonest criticism, but your anickering
makes me mad.

I can't look at those gerish colors. They're teoo
disturbing.

My children: Hy children! They are of my body,
my mind, my innermost beling.

Of cource,she's an old maid you knou. That may
account for it.

Yes, she's always been a bit odd.

B T A T
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She's ruined her rTeputation for good now.
to-one'1ll eder take her serlously agaln.

You never did! Nothing's changed. I've alvays
been rejected.’

She won't get any puplls after this exhibition
of indecency. “f ‘

I wouldn't risk sending\mx youngsters to hexr.
Wfhy, the woman's depraved.

(Appealing to _sisters in desperatlon) Sisters,
sisters, tell me what you think. You've hardly
said a word. :

(stony~faced) I saw some Very nice floral studles
at the Island Arts and Crafts exhibition last week.

(Embarressed) Millie, I do 1ike . . . (hesitates)

(Expectant) Yes?

. « » your frames.

Come alorg, Alice. It doesn't look'well to be
scen lingering with Emnily. We must salvage what
dregs are left of the family pride.

"(Two sisters and four vicuers exit. Sophie
doncends steps and runs after sisters. Emily
Teralns her identity)

(Sitting up in bed) Lizziel Allcel Cone vack!
(Pause) You dicown ne. You reject me. Fools:

I'd rather starve than conform: I'11 show you.

1'11 build a house on Iy plot of 1znd from father's
acreage., And ' I'll rent out apartments and continue
to paint. I won't be rejected and ridiculed as a
crank! 1'll create a body of beauty that you can

no longer ignorz. (Lying down to sleep) I'11l show
you, sisters, I'1l prove ayself to you. lever ncver
Will you have occaslon to disoun me again. 1I'11l do
What you want me to do. 1I'll earnm a rTespaciable
1iving. But I'11 be an artist too. I have no cholce.
Art is my 1ife's blood. There's no choice . . . NO
question of cholice v . . -
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Voicest

Mrs. Pendergasti
Emily:

Mrs. Pendergast:

Emilys

Mrs. Pendergast:

Emily:

Volcest

Prof., Pangulsis
Emily:

Prof, Panguisti

 Emily:

Prof. Panquist:
Emily:

Volces:

-

Mrs. Fltzjohnt

(Emily falls asleep. She tosses and turns
deliriously during the following sequence,
which 1s the Tenant Nightmare. Thils sequence
1z g condensatlon of Emily's experience as
Tandlady of the House of All Sorts durlng the
period from 1914 to 1927. Tenants enier onse
by one as their linss come up. Children's
volceos chant intermitiently - the two
Pendergast children)

Crazy crazy Emily
Hasn't got a family
She gleeps 1n the attic
Because she 1s batty

(Sound of dogs barking)

You leave my 1little Eddle alone. He's not
doing any harm.

He's taunting the animais., I wWon't allow
such cruelty. '

llean old witch. Fancy disllking an Innocent child.

I do not dislike children. But the boy needs
disclpline. :

You're a monster,
That child needs a good hard slap.

Emlly Carr the oddball
Is heading for a downfall

No hot water. Second time this weel.

Oh Lor', I forgot to stoke the furnace.

I'm not accustomed to primitive living.

I'1l see to it right now. e
It's a disgrace.

Alright, alright! I'm sorry.

\hen the tenants ring her bell ..

She tells them to go to hell

o |
Help, help, fire! Smoke all through the house!
Call the filre brigade!
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]

Mrs. Pendergasti

Emily:

Mrs., Pendergast:
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It's enly my pottery kiln. It's a crude thing.
Catches fire sometimes.

Oh my god, we're gonna be burned out of house
and home.,

Don't panic. It's under control., See, I've
got the garden hose on 1t.

Do somothing quickly! ie'll begburned to the
ground. '

Qulet, woman. Have you never seen a bit of
smoke before?

(ﬂxsterical) Help: 'Helpl Aaaagh! She turned
the hose on me, sthe dirty blitch.

Fmily's an-old mald

. A1l her bills are unpaid

She 1s fat and dumpy
She dresses awful frumpy

I want my apartment palnted foi Christmas.

I hmaven't time. You'll have to wait till the
new year.

But my gentleman friend is coming all the way .
from Calgary. I can't entertain him in a
shabby apartment. '

Miss Pillcrest, you entertaln altogether too
many gentlemen. What d'you think this 1s?
A bauwdy house?

My private affalrs are none of your business.
Yes they are. 1'm responsible for the moral
standards of this house, I won't have this
endless stream of men tramping back and forth
betweon the front gate and your door. ’

Jealous old bat.

(Screaming hysterically) There's a mouse in my
apartment! Fetch the cat: Call the exterminators!

Ridiculous. fuss over an innocent llttle nouse.’

Vermin'! Filth! I can't live in a hovel 1like this.
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Then leave. You're more trouble than you're worths

Crazy, CrazZys crasy
Emlly Carr is cxrazy

1 need new washers on my kitchen taps.
They drilp sncessantly.

. Weak wrists. ScTe tighter.

1 tell you I need new washers. The drippling
gets on my nerves.

And you get on My, nerves, you tiresomo old fusspot.

|4sg Carr, lilss Carr, Y husband beats me
sonethlng terrible. -

Oh, you pooT soul. There, there, don't CIY.
Come into my studio.

ile won't give me any monay. Drank hils whole
woel's Wages. And there's nothing in the
pantry for 1lunch.

You can share mY neal. I've rade a blg ste¥
with dumplings. :

.Ooh, those hideous totem poles tum Wy stomach.

an't you face then to the wall whilo We eat?

Is that your gratitude?

Can I borrow a cup of rice?

I have nho mero rice. You've oxhausted my supply
with your.constant borrowing.

How aboul somo macaroni then?
None left. Go and buy your owWn provislons.
Rad-tenpered old mald.

01d naid, old mald
All her bills are unpald

Now look herc. 1 won't put up with thils snoring.

My apartnent is right underneath yours, and those
wrotched dogs snore fit to ralse the dead.

e nmti e TR
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Mrs. Pendergasti

Enily
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Emily:
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Emily:.
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Prof. Panqulsts

Fmllys
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Ty

lty dogs do nol snore.
You mqst.bq deaf, woman. Deaf as well as CTazY

e
Crazy, crazy, crazy
Enily Carr 1s crazy

(Sound of plano)

When's the plano tuner calling? Iy 11ttle
girl’s all off key. -

I haven't had tine to telephone. I've been cleaning
up after those filthy tenants who just left. And
‘trying to repair the damage they loft behind.

und of baby crying)

N .
Quit the plano. My baby can't slesp.

¥iss Pilicrest! FPlease renove that undervear
from the line at once! You shame ny house!

But it's only my peach scanties. I like to
get them alred and sunned. :

They're a public disgrace. People wWalklng down .
the street! Why, they can seo them!

Let then miﬁq thelr own business, and you mind yours.
It is ry business. What will people think?
5111y old prude. <
This is intolerable:
\at is 1t now?
Hid-December-and no heat 1n‘my apartment.
Can't you see I'm érylng to Ilght the furnace?
It's always going out. I T
Sge's temperamental. .

Call the servicemalh. 1
. Q .

I can't afford him. The last tenants skidaddled

without payling their rent. °

\

I'm colder than a corpse.

2
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"Then go to hell) You'il be hot enough there:
When the ienants ring her bell
She tells then to go to hell

(puring the following lines the tenants mount
the stalirs to Emily's bedroom and slowly close
in around her bed. Tempo and vyolume increase
to a crescendo of nightrare quality, Tape of

violin, piano, baby crving, dbgs barking - ——

gragdually increasing in volume)

The plpe's have burst., Call the plunmber.
l'y cupboard's bare. lepd re ;ome flour.
Your dogs aTe snOTing. I can't sleep.
The} bark all day and uake ﬁy'baby.
There's a nouse in my house,

1'11 ralse the roof.

ly fuse is broken. I'm in the dark.

My taps are dripping. They drive ne mad.

Fire! Fire: The kiln's on fire.

Ca?l the tuner. The plano npeds fixing.
Paint my apartment. The walls are grubby.
Stoke the furnacol I'm cold as a corpsc.
Help, help: My husband beat me.

Paint the pilanc.

Evict the violin.

_Kill the baby.

Drown the dogsa.

Stoke the walls.

Tune the taps. -

tiend.

Paint.

Stoke.

- Tune.
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Ciean.
Serub.
Fix.
Wash

Crarzy, crazy, crazy
Emily Carr is crazy

(Emily screams. Blackout, All sounds are cut
except for Emily's scroaning. Tenants oxit
Yhrough bedroon door during blackout, is
Fmily's screanming dies avway a loud knocking

is heard at DSR door. Emily sits bolt upright
{7 bed, finally aWake) )

Who 1a 1t? ‘ho's there,

(offstage) If's me, Emily. Let me in.
Sophie? 1Is 1t you, Sophle?

(offstage) BEmily, Emily, let me in.

(Emily jumbs out of bed, opens DSR door, lets
Sophie in - she 1s slightly drunk)

Sophie, my dear. What's wrong?

All dead., All dead. Twenty-one bables,
M2 dead, Emily. .

(As though she has been through this many times
before) Come and sit down.

(Mtuttéring drunkénly to horself) Dead . . . dead
. « o all dead -

&

Vhy d'you do i, Sophle?
Drink kills the pain.

Ho, it only makes you sad. You mustn't grieve
for the past, my dear. It's all over now.

I got stones for all my bables. Grave man sald
‘Sophie, you buy lots and lots of stones from me,
so 1'11 make thom cheap for you. And maybe by and
by you'll have more doad bables, want more stones.’
No ‘moro babies now. Too old.
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But you're still alive, Sophie! And you have a
good husband who cares for you. Come alcng now,
sober up. You nustn't dwell in-the past.

A1l dead: Tommy, Rosle, George, laria, Emily,
Jimmy, Sara. All dled of pox, measles, TB,

Yes, all the white man's diseases. (Bause) You
necd some good strong coffee, nmy dear, Moves
towards kitchen door DSL)

(Producing a letter from her pocket) letter for you,
fmily. Saw the mailman at your gate yesterday.
Important letter, he sald. From Toranto.

Fron Toronto? (Opens letter)

+Sorry. Forgot to glvo'lt to you.

It's from Lawren.

(Lawren Harris phantom appears through door

DSR. He speaks hls llnes as Fmlly reads the
letter. She becomes oblivious to all else,

as though in a trance)

You read youf letter, Emily. I1'll go make coffee.
(Exits to kitchen DSL)

Wondering, Fmily? Questioning? I can almost see
your next stop. In wonderlng we dedicate ocurselves
to finding a new approach, Fresh vision,

I don't know what to do. I'm so confused.

Only work can 1ift you above the realm of doubt.
Beyond the petty grievances and hurts.

I had such a terrible nlght. Full of wlld dreanms
and nightmares.

In despalr, Enlly? Of course. Despalr is part
and parcel of every creatlve person.

lly whole 1ife an endless chaln of foollsh hopes,
dashed by failure and rejection.

Despair can't be conquered. Oneo rises out of 1t
by persevering with work desplite discouragemeont.

" I'm so alone. Lost in this vast beautiful

lonely Vest.
»
Creativity 1s the only means of finding oneself
in the universe. Abandon yourself to the rhythm
of joy and despalr.
LY

Y
-
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My whole 1ife's been a CIazZ¥ pattern of extrenes.

_I'm 1ike a fat pendulun sulnging wildly to and fro.

Barely tasting my joy before I plunge back into despalr.

You can't escapo "despalr because work always falls
short of 1ts conception. Yo matter how fine your
work is there's alvways finer work to be done. You
nust go on.

But I'm so afraid of falling again.
iave faith, Enily. Trust {n 1ife. And TemembeT
that we live only whan %6 adventure. Thero 1s

nothing to be gained without risk.

Oh, what am I to do? I've been thinking and struggling

- with this precblen for days and I'm still no closer to

a declslon.

Don't think. Vorke Follow your instincts.
There is no cholce to be nade, Enlly. No
question of cholce.

’

(Harris fades out through door DSR)

lip cholce. (Pause) I have no cholce.

(Enter Sophio from kitahen DSL with coffec)

Coffee, FEmily.

Sophlo dear, aT® you alright?

Better now. 1 drank some strong coffeea.
Let's have a vonfire.

A bonfire? But there are no leaves left to
burn. And it snowed last night.

(toving_to aketch-box upstage, throwlng sketchos
and canvases into a pile centre stage) Splendid:
le'11 have a bonfire in the snoW. It's time to
got rid of all the old junk. (Throwing sketches)
Burn! Burn! Burn: '

lio, Emily. Those are nice paintlngs. You're
crazy to burn them. /F

All the old stuff from the past, Sophle.’
1 don't have roonm for dead things tn my studio.
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¥aybe burn some of them. DBut keep the best ones.’
Ho. All on the bonfire. 1It's good to destroy.
the o0ld botched and bungled things. They've

been cluttering up my studie for too long.

I'm making a new beginning:

You're going to palnt agaln, Emlly?

Yes, Sophle. I'm golng to paint again,

Fine, fino! (Pause) 'But you're naking e big
nlstake here, Fnily, ©One day people will pay

big noney for these paintings. -

Nonsense! lo-one wants this load of old rubbish,
Throw it on the flre, Sophie.

But, Emily. You'll be sorry when -
Come on, como on., There's no time to waste.

(Shrurging) O.K., Emily. TYou know best.
(Fxits DSR with pile of sketches)

(FAfly is in a frenzy of activity, determined

to ciscnrd as nmuch as possible, Pulls an old
trunk from a corner, rifles through bundlaes of
letters, press cuttings, photos, clothing, atc. )

I have no valuable possesscions. Just a lot of
contimental old junk. For thirteen years my roots
have clambored over thls place. liow I nust dig
ryself up, prune, chop, reset agaln in new soll.
There's a lot of dead leaves to be discarded.
(Pause) What a proud, stubboern old fool I've
been. (Laughing. Sortlng through letters, thotos,
otc:) All these memories, and no-one to share them
with., That's the penalty for belng an old maid.
(Picking up a letter, reading 1t, laughing) That
s11ly goat. Vhat was his name?” lhartyn. Followod
ro all the way to England. (Rcading aloud from

letter) 'FEnlly, my dear, you are making a great

mistake in refusing to marry me.' He ought to be

glad I didn't. lo'd have found ne a bitter indigestible
mouthful. And he would've bored ne till my spirit dled,
He wanted more than I could glve. He denanded worshlp.
(PLcking up a photopraph) Bobby. Ah, now he was
differont. If he had only . . . Fo. It's all for

the best. Botter to be alone. He knew that. It's

taken me a lifetime to learn, Thore are lonely places
in every soul. Thoy are the soul's greatest strength.




pers

(FOOR CoPY)

Sophie:

Frllys

Sophie:

Lizcle:
Mice:
Emily:
Lizzie:
Alice:
Iizzie:s
Alice:
Sophles
Enily:
Lizzle:
Sophle:

Imily:

Sophle:
Lizzio:

Mices

. Fnily:

Lizziol.

Sophieot

67,

(Bntering from DSR) I've got the bonfire going,
Emily. It's blazing pretty good.

Oh, I'm a s1lly sentimental old fool. (Hand
Sophie a bundle of letters, photos, etc, Here,
Throw these on the fire, Scphie.

But you'll be sorry later, Enily, when all your
menories are burned. .

(Lizzie and Alice enter ISR wearing dressing
govns over long nightdresses, and bedroom slippers)

M1114e: What d'you think you're doing?
We saw tho smoke. We thought your house was on fire!
Wae're having a bonfire,
At this hour of the norning?
Thank goodness you're safe. le wore so worried.
Look at this ness! | .
And we had i1t so nice and tidy.
' She's burning all her beautiful paintings.
I'm making a fresh start,
Ah, so you've finally come te your senses, dear.
I to0ld her to keep them. Thoy'll be valuable,

I don't want anything weighing ne down, (Pulling
nore sketches from cketch-box) Burn then all!l

o, no:
Do as che says. I'm proud of you, Killle,

Oh, I'm so glad you've made up your mind to
pottle down at last.

I've picked myself up and I'm going on!

Pralse tho Lord: It's a joy to seo you setting
your house in order.

Emily is going to paint again.
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Oh no, Sophie, She's throughvwlth all that.
She's burning her paintings.

One must destroy one's best in order to create
soneothing better,

Something better?
You can't nean-

Yes! 1'n golng to-paint. That is ny connitnent.
How go home and let Sophie and I finish our work.

Enily, don't be foolish, ‘hat about the tenants?
And 1t'11 soon be tlme for Church.

To heoll with Church, and to hell with the tenants.
I have real work to do. tiow leave me alono.

Go on. iThrusting mintings and papers into
thelr arms) You can throw these on the bonfire
on your way out. (Pushes then out the door DSR)

(As she exits) ©h Lizzle, gho'll never change.

(As she exits) Stubborn and self-willed., Really,
I despair, '

Oh, I feel so strong, Sophie! So full of 11fe!

(Sophie sniles with a mixture of happlness
for Emily and sadness for horsolf)

The new West has always called to me, but ny old
world horedity, the €lavor of-my upbringing, pulled
me tack. I was divided within nyaelf., I thought I
had to make a cholce. (Pause) Don't be sad, Sophle,
about your dead bables.

(Sophle snllen sadly and oxits DSR with bundles
of lctters etc,)

(To hersclf) I've thrown mine into the fire.
It you were right, Sophio. It's not too late
for me.
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69. "

= (Conplete silence hercafter. Emily walks
to_the window upstase, puts on her smock
with her back to the audience - gtill Wearing
her Victorian nightdress underneatn. She
stands for a moment, then turns to the easel,
takes up her paletle, a brush, palnts otc,
She should appear preoccupied, absorbed, full

of Iniense conceniration., There should be a

‘e slow, solern, ritualistic/religious gquality
to this sequence. Emily stands before her
easel, deep in thought. - Finally she makes
bold, sweeplng strokes with the brush,
Silence continues except for brushstrokes.
Lights grow gradually brighter until they
are_almost blinding, then abrupt blackout)

THE END





