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style of magical realism, Charm presents the story of an extraordi-
nary woman: the brilliant, but forgotten, American writer and femi-
nist, Margaret Fuller, who inspired Nathaniel Hawthorne’s master-
piece The Scarlet Letter. Set in an imagined America of the 1840s, 
the play portrays Margaret’s emotional journey from a plain, bookish 
young woman suffering unrequited love for her handsome cousin to 
the confidant of Ralph Waldo Emerson, Nathanial Hawthorne and 
Henry David Thoreau and the New York Tribune’s first female war 
correspondent, writing dispatches from the front lines of the Italian 
revolution. Margaret recounts her personal exploration of the spiritual 
movement, Transcendentalism, and her intimate—if frustrating—  
friendships with the icons of American literature, all of whom lacked 
the ability to express their feelings for her. Nominated for a Pulitzer 
Prize, the play mixes comedy and tragedy in a magical world where 
statues talk, characters speak anachronistically and the ordinary and 
the surreal exist side by side. “Cahill supposes what also must have 
been true—that Fuller had to fight to be taken seriously in a world that 
expected women to mind their manners but nothing more than that … 
but she also finds in Fuller a woman not content to live a constricted, 
19th-century-womanly life, and she has made of her a heroine for our 
still conflicted times.” (Elizabeth Maupin on Theater) Flexible stag-
ing. Approximate running time: 90 minutes. Code: CP2.
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“Charm is not about brandishing spectacle but is, instead, a magical balancing 
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Chock full of grace and bliss.” Christopher Soden, Examiner.com
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*** NO TICE ***

The am a teur and stock act ing rights to this work are con trolled ex clu sively
by THE DRA MATIC PUB LISH ING COM PANY with out whose per mis sion
in writ ing no per for mance of it may be given. Roy alty must be paid ev ery
time a play is per formed whether or not it is pre sented for profit and whether 
or not ad mis sion is charged. A play is per formed any time it is acted be fore
an au di ence. Cur rent roy alty rates, ap pli ca tions and re stric tions may be found 
at our website: www.dramaticpublishing.com, or we may be con tacted by
mail at: DRA MATIC PUB LISH ING COM PANY, 311 Wash ing ton St.,
Woodstock IL 60098.

COPY RIGHT LAW GIVES THE AU THOR OR THE AU THOR’S AGENT 
THE EX CLU SIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COP IES. This law pro vides au thors
with a fair re turn for their cre ative ef forts. Au thors earn their liv ing from the
roy al ties they re ceive from book sales and from the per for mance of their
work. Con sci en tious ob ser vance of copy right law is not only eth i cal, it en -
cour ages au thors to con tinue their cre ative work. This work is fully pro tected 
by copy right. No al ter ations, de le tions or sub sti tu tions may be made in the
work with out the prior writ ten con sent of the pub lisher. No part of this work
may be re pro duced or trans mit ted in any form or by any means, elec tronic or 
me chan i cal, in clud ing pho to copy, re cord ing, vid eo tape, film, or any in for ma -
tion stor age and re trieval sys tem, with out per mis sion in writ ing from the
pub lisher. It may not be per formed ei ther by pro fes sion als or am a teurs with -
out pay ment of roy alty. All rights, in clud ing, but not lim ited to, the pro fes -
sional, mo tion pic ture, ra dio, tele vi sion, vid eo tape, for eign lan guage, tab loid, 
rec i ta tion, lec tur ing, pub li ca tion and read ing, are reserved.

For per for mance of any songs, mu sic and re cord ings men tioned in this
play which are in copy right, the per mis sion of the copy right own ers must 
be ob tained or other songs and re cord ings in the pub lic do main sub sti -
tuted.
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IM POR TANT BILL ING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the play must give credit to the au thor of the play in all pro -
grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with per for mances of the play and in all in -
stances in which the ti tle of the play ap pears for pur poses of ad ver tis ing,
pub li ciz ing or oth er wise ex ploit ing the play and/or a pro duc tion. The name
of the au thor must also ap pear on a sep a rate line, on which no other name
ap pears, im me di ately fol low ing the ti tle, and must ap pear in size of type not
less than fifty per cent (50%) the size of the ti tle type. Bio graph i cal in for ma -
tion on the au thor, if in cluded in the playbook, may be used in all pro grams.
In all pro grams this no tice must ap pear:

“Pro duced by spe cial ar range ment with
THE DRA MATIC PUB LISH ING COM PANY of Woodstock, Il li nois”

In ad di tion, all pro duc ers of the play must in clude the fol low ing ac knowl -
edg ment on the ti tle page of all pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with per -
for mances of the play and on all ad ver tis ing and pro mo tional ma te ri als:

“Charm re ceived its world pre miere pro duc tion at the Salt Lake Act ing
Com pany in Salt Lake City, Utah, Ex ec u tive Pro duc ers Keven Myhre

and Cynthia Flem ing and was de vel oped at The Lark Play De vel op ment 
Cen ter, New York City; at Ici cle Creek Thea tre Fes ti val, Leavenworth,

Wash ing ton; and at Or lando Shake speare Thea tre, Florida.
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Charm re ceived its world pre miere at Salt Lake Act ing
Com pany (Keven Myhre and Cynthia Flem ing, executive
producers) in Salt Lake City, open ing April 14, 2010. It
was di rected by Meg Gib son; set de sign was by Keven
Myhre; light ing de sign was by Jim Craig; sound de sign
was by Cynthia L. Kehr Rees; cos tume de sign was by
Brenda Van der Wiel; the dramaturg was Syd ney Cheek-
O’Donnell; the pro duc tion man ager was John Geertsen.
The cast was as fol lows:

MAR GA RET FULLER . . . . . . . . . . . . . Cheryl Gaysunas
GEORGE PARKER/SAM WARD/RENE DES CARTES. .

Jay Perry
RALPH WALDO EM ER SON . . . . . Nich o las Wuehrmann
ORESTES BROWNSON . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Max Rob in son
HENRY DA VID THOREAU . . . . . . . Rob ert Scott Smith
NATHANEIL HAW THORNE/COUNT O . . . Brik Berkes
LYDI AN EM ER SON/OLD WOMAN/
   OLD ITAL IAN WOMAN . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jayne Luke
ANNA BARKER/SPAR KLER . . . . . . . Carianne H. Jones
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AU THOR’S NOTE

I re al ized, as I was writ ing Charm, that I had been un con -
sciously af fected by the paint ings of Henri Rous seau…the
stiff ness and ar ti fi ci al ity of his fig ures, the way that the or -
di nary and the ex traor di nary ap pear to gether in the same
paint ing and the way that things which don’t be long are
treated as if they do. For ex am ple, he paints an up hol stered 
sofa into a paint ing of the jun gle, where a na ked woman
lies in a pose of ex treme for mal ity.

Cor re spond ingly, I have writ ten anach ro nisms into the play. 
There are awk ward pauses, and char ac ters who are not
spon ta ne ous, but stiff and un com fort able in their bod ies.
Like Rous seau’s paint ings, the over all ef fect is in tended to
be play ful and se ri ous, so phis ti cated and na ive, comic and
mov ing. 

This is cru cial to un der stand ing Charm and how a nat u ral -
is tic ap proach would stran gle the play. 

My re search into 1840s Con cord, its cus toms and cir cum -
stances, pro duced this stiff Rous seauian ef fect. Fash ions of
the time had bod ies so tightly bound up it was in deed hard
to move. El e vated thought was one es cape from the un -
com fort able ness of the body. And un com fort able ness, in it -
self, was thought to be a sign of higher civ i li za tion, a nec -
es sary as pect of good so ci ety. An easy, un self cons cious
phys i cal life be longed to the an i mals, and Con cord thought 
it was better than that. 
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It is im por tant to the themes and mean ing of the play that
Haw thorne and Count O are played by the same ac tor.
Mar ga ret and Haw thorne are, in a sense, one an other’s
muses. As Mar ga ret ex pe ri ences phys i cal in ti macy and
whole ness through her re la tion ship with Count O, Haw -
thorne is able to con nect, body and soul, and fi nally cre ate
his mas ter piece. 

It is also im por tant that Anna and Spar kler are the same ac -
tor.

A tone of early vaude ville/19th-cen tury thea tre is right for
this play. The supertitles can ap pear as hand writ ten signs
that are car ried on or an nounced by ac tors as they exit or
en ter.

6
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CHARM

CHAR AC TERS
(in or der of ap pear ance)

These his tor i cal char ac ters are not re al is tic; they are sur re -
al is tic.

MAR GA RET FULLER - She is very plain but mag netic in 
spite of it. She glows with some thing more rare than
beauty. It’s so rare in fact that most peo ple don’t un der -
stand why they are drawn to her.

GEORGE PARKER - Large, brawny, de cent and deeply
con ven tional.

RALPH WALDO EM ER SON - Bril liant, pas sion ate, re -
mote.

ORESTES BROWNSON - A scholar with a chip on his
shoul der.

HENRY DA VID THOREAU - Elfin and gnarly, built like
an ac ro bat, men tally and physically.
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NATHANIEL HAW THORNE - A hand some young writer
ob sessed with his work, se cre tive, emo tion ally re -
pressed.

LYDI AN EM ER SON - Hid den. Con ser va tive. An gry.

RENE DES CARTES (played by GEORGE PARKER) -
Statue of a French phi los o pher.

SAM WARD (played by same ac tor as GEORGE
PARKER) - A good-look ing, wealthy young man who
is weak, self ab sorbed, spoiled, con flicted.

ANNA BARKER - A gor geous young woman who is
wealthy, tal ented and gen er ous.

AN OLD WOMAN (played by same ac tor as LYDI AN)

COUNT O (played by same ac tor as HAW THORNE, but
trans formed) - Ital ian, does n’t speak Eng lish, ex tremely
sexy in the best pos si ble way.

OLD ITAL IAN WOMAN (played by same ac tor as LYDI -
AN ) - A go-be tween. Speaks with an Ital ian ac cent.

SPAR KLER (played by ANNA BARKER) - A sea nymph
with spark ing feet.

TIME AND PLACE

From 1830 to 1850, in Con cord and Boston, Mas sa chu -
setts, and in Rome.
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CHARM

MAR GA RET

(She ap pears very far up stage. She is wear ing a clas sic
mid-19th-cen tury dress con sist ing of a long skirt made
from sev eral acres of blue/green fab ric, a tight bod ice
but toned all the way to the neck and tight sleeves cuffed 
at the wrists.

This dress is a prison.

She walks slowly and care fully, with great dig nity and
pos ture, wind ing her way downstage, cross ing from left
to right. Fi nally, she reaches a spot at the cen ter,
downstage. She stops. We should feel that she is go ing
to in tro duce us to an eve ning of high-mind ed ness and
cul ture.

At last, she speaks to the au di ence:)

MARGARET. I hate this dress. 

(As the scene changes to sun light, a tree, a pond…)
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MAR GA RET (cont’d). I am thought to be homely. Not
just my face and body. I am sin gled out by my ac tions.
My “mas cu line de meanor.” My “un fem i nine” qual ity of 
mind. I be lieve that if I were liv ing in an other era I
would not be thought homely. I would not feel ugly. I
don’t have any good rea son for be liev ing this ex cept
that I find it com fort ing and I be lieve all com fort ing
thoughts should be en cour aged. What else does one
have for pro tec tion against the hard stones of life?

YOUNG MAR GA RET AND GEORGE

(MAR GA RET sits on the ground with a book in her lap. 
Her skirts bil low around her. There is a large pic nic
bas ket be side her. We be come aware of her cousin
GEORGE, hand some, phys i cal, a swim mer, dry ing him -
self be hind the tree. MAR GA RET is watch ing him, fas ci -
nated by his mas cu line beauty. She would like to see
more of him, but all she can see is his head, some times
a shoul der, and an oc ca sional arm.)

MAR GA RET (can’t help her self). You’re so beau ti ful,
George.

GEORGE. What?
MARGARET. You do not have to hide be hind a tree. I am 

not afraid of your body.
GEORGE. What? (He steps out from the tree, wear ing only 

his trou sers. His chest glis tens.)
MARGARET. Did you have a good swim?
GEORGE. Brac ing. (MAR GA RET watches him beat ing his

chest.) Ahh, this is the life for me. Swim ming is the

10 CHARM
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most whole some, health ful and ben e fi cial ac tiv ity one
can do.

(MAR GA RET is en am ored of his body.)

MARGARET. Teach me to swim, George. 
GEORGE. The body is a tem ple. A tem ple that needs at -

ten tion. Swim ming is most stim u lat ing to the ap pe tite. 
MARGARET. Would you?
GEORGE. Ab so lutely not.
MARGARET. One les son? 
GEORGE. No. 
MARGARET. Why not, George?
GEORGE. Be cause I would be com mit ting an act of vi o -

lence. It has been proven that swim ming is dam ag ing—
MARGARET. —You just said it was whole some, health -

ful—
GEORGE (over lap). —TO THE FE MALE—the fe male—

fe male (he has dif fi culty fin ish ing the sen tence) —the
fe male anat omy. Ex cuse my frank ness. 

MARGARET. Oh I don’t be lieve that, George. 
GEORGE. It is not a ques tion of be lief. It is a sci en tific

fact. (He grabs his shirt from be hind the tree and pulls
it on.) What did you bring me for lunch? I am starv ing.

MARGARET. Lunch?
GEORGE. Shall I see what you have here in your bas ket

for us to en joy. (He digs in, takes out one book af ter the 
other.) Be sides books. (He takes out more books.)
Books and more books. 

MARGARET. I thought we might read to gether…po -
etry…in the sun, on the grass, to gether…

GEORGE. It was so heavy I thought you brought a ham. 

CHARM 11
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MARGARET. Do you like Words worth…or are you more
rad i cal and find that Ten ny son ex presses the heat of
your soul?

GEORGE. You made me carry a load of books into the
woods? Where is our lunch?

MARGARET. I did n’t make you. You of fered to carry the
bas ket.

(GEORGE picks up one of the books, drops it, picks up
an other, drops it.)

MAR GA RET (cont’d., teas ing him). Teach me to swim
and next time I’ll bring lunch and po etry. 

(GEORGE ex hales loudly. He gets up and yanks at a
branch.)

GEORGE. I want you to know that I do not blame you,
Mar ga ret, I do not blame you for be ing what you are. It 
is not your fault…my un cle, your fa ther, has done this
to you by in sist ing on ed u cat ing you be yond all rea son. 

MARGARET. I thought we might read to each other…and
in that way, a shared in ti macy would de velop be tween
us. 

GEORGE. He has dam aged your fem i nine in stincts. I say
this with the great est re spect and ad mi ra tion for you and 
your fa ther: you are a freak. 

MAR GA RET (looks stricken). I thought you liked me
George. (She weeps.)

GEORGE. Have I hurt your feel ings? I did not mean to.
MARGARET. How would you feel?

12 CHARM

© The Dramatic Publishing Company



GEORGE. I was only be ing hon est. You are dif fer ent from 
other women…I feel I can be hon est with you. 

MAR GA RET (wipes her eyes). Would you have said I was 
a freak if I had brought you a sand wich?

GEORGE. I might have thought it, but I would n’t have
said it. (She weeps more.) That is more like it. A shed -
ding of wom anly tears.

MAR GA RET (pauses, looks at him, crit i cally…sniffs).
What?

GEORGE. A good cry. A good wash ing. Do you feel
better now?

MARGARET. No. I felt better be fore.
GEORGE. You seem less freak ish now that you are weep -

ing. 
MARGARET. Less freak ish, but still a freak. I’m a freak

to you. 
GEORGE. Yes, but not nec es sar ily to oth ers… Your weep -

ing is quite at trac tive. It is not too late to turn away
from a life of trag edy and con fu sion. You might be able 
to re kin dle the fem i nine spark in your na ture if you
throw these dusty tomes away. 

(MAR GA RET re ally sobs now, a lit eral fau cet of tears.
When she wrings her hand ker chief, wa ter pours out of
it. GEORGE is rather star tled by the in ten sity of it all.)

GEORGE (cont’d). There, there, Cousin.

(MAR GA RET starts to pull her self to gether. She is
reeval u at ing GEORGE.)

CHARM 13
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MAR GA RET (to some one in the au di ence). He is not the
man I thought he was.

GEORGE. There, there.
MARGARET. It is true then. All you want is a cup cake. 
GEORGE. Cup cake? (Ex cited, he looks again into the bas -

ket.) Did you bring cup cakes?

(MAR GA RET is look ing at him, and dry ing her tears.
She is con sid er ing what to do. She pauses.)

MAR GA RET. To think that I was ad mir ing your manly
form only mo ments ago. I was imag in ing what it would 
feel like to touch your body, your skin, to ex pe ri ence an 
elec tric jolt of lust as I ran my lips across your stom ach, 
to slip my hand down your hip, to touch you, to feel
your man li ness grow hard in my hand.

(GEORGE blanches. GEORGE blinks. GEORGE is
turned on, and GEORGE is shocked. GEORGE opens
his mouth. No words come out.)

MAR GA RET (cont’d., to some one in the au di ence). I was
just a girl then, when George Parker made me weep.
But af ter that, I learned to put my pas sion into my writ -
ing. And I wept no more.

MAR GA RET AT THE DIAL

(MAR GA RET en ters car ry ing her manu script.

In the room, RALPH WALDO EM ER SON, in charge;
HENRY THOREAU, with spec i mens of in sects in his
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pock ets; red-faced ORESTES BROWNSON and NATH -
ANIEL HAW THORNE are sit ting in a semi cir cle. HAW -
THORNE’s face is half bur ied in the col lar of his shirt.
Nearby, on a ta ble, there is a tiny tea pot and tea cups.
Em er son’s wife, LYDI AN, sits in a chair be side the tea
set. She is dressed in so much black we can not see her
face.)

EM ER SON. Miss Fuller…please. Sit down. 

(But there is no place for her to sit down. There is no
empty chair. The men look at one an other. Ev ery one
moves one chair to his right and HAW THORNE, who
was on the end, walks across the semicir cle and sits in
the chair be side EM ER SON. But there is still no empty
chair.

EM ER SON turns and looks over his shoul der at LYDI -
AN.)

EM ER SON (cont’d). Lydi an! (She stands. He stands. He
walks over and takes her chair. He brings it for ward
and puts it in front of the semi cir cle. LYDI AN re mains
stand ing. To MAR GA RET.) Please…

(She sits down. A pause. She waits for some one to
speak. But no one does. Fi nally:)

MAR GA RET. I brought sam ples of my writ ing. Es says
and a few po ems. Which I have pub lished else where.
I’m es pe cially proud of my es says on hu man rights.
May I— (She of fers them.)

CHARM 15
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BROWNSON (de clin ing). We are aware of your opin ions,
Miss Fuller.

(A long pause. THOREAU goes into a fit of cough ing.)

BROWNSON (cont’d). We’ve never had a woman at one
of our meet ings.

MARGARET. But, Mrs. Em er son is here—
BROWNSON. Here, but ap pro pri ately si lent and in vis i ble.
EM ER SON. My wife Lydi an is not here as a mem ber of

the ed i to rial board. 
THOREAU (boy ish en thu si asm). She makes a great cup of

tea.

(More si lence for much too long.)

EM ER SON. I be lieve you know ev ery one…
MARGARET. By name only. I am fa mil iar with their

work. Which I ad mire greatly. In many cases…
BROWNSON. Puh!

(THOREAU takes an in sect out of his pocket and ob -
serves it with great in ter est as it climbs up his arm.)

EM ER SON (se verely, to THOREAU). Henry! 

(THOREAU puts the in sect back into his pocket. EM ER -
SON be gins his in tro duc tions. MAR GA RET turns her
head to ward each one as he says their name.)
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EM ER SON (cont’d). Henry Thoreau. Orestes Brownson.
Nathaniel Haw thorne—don’t look at him, he does n’t
like to be ob served. 

(MAR GA RET turns away from HAW THORNE who has
ducked into the large col lar of his shirt.

LYDI AN breaks a cup sud denly for no ap par ent rea son.

MAR GA RET starts, and looks at LYDI AN. No one else
re acts.

THOREAU coughs.)

MAR GA RET. Take my— (Hands him her hand ker chief.) 
THOREAU. I could n’t—
MARGARET. Please—
THOREAU. Are you sure?
MARGARET. Of course—
THOREAU. You do not mind?
MARGARET. Not at all—
THOREAU. You have oth ers—?
MARGARET. Sev eral—
THOREAU. I do not want to take it if it is your— (Best.) 
EM ER SON (im pa tiently in ter rupt ing). —Take her hand -

ker chief, for God’s sake, Henry! (He grabs the hand -
ker chief from MAR GA RET and gives it to THOREAU.)

THOREAU. Thank you.
MARGARET. You’re wel come. 
THOREAU. It is very kind of you.
MARGARET. Do not men tion it. How long have you had

that cough?

CHARM 17
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THOREAU. Months.
BROWNSON. He caught it from a squir rel. 
THOREAU. No I did not. 
EM ER SON (sud denly claps his hands. Irked). Can we get

down to busi ness?
BROWNSON. I should hope so. 
EM ER SON. We in vited you here, Miss Fuller, be cause

your writ ing has caught our at ten tion.
BROWNSON. Your at ten tion, Waldo. My at ten tion has

not been caught. 
EM ER SON. Miss Fuller al ready knows that I find her

work stim u lat ing. We have been cor re spond ing about it.
MARGARET. I have en joyed our dis cus sions on so many

top ics, Mr. Em er son.
EM ER SON. Yes. 
MARGARET. The soul’s yearn ing…the male and fe male

prin ci ple of na ture and how they might fi nally be joined 
in an in ter course of ec static un ion—

(EM ER SON breaks in be fore she re veals things he may
have said to her a let ter.)

EM ER SON. And et cet era, yes… (Clears his throat ner -
vously.) But let us move along.

(EM ER SON clears his throat again. THOREAU coughs. 
BROWNSON sniffs dis ap prov ingly.)

MAR GA RET. I ad mire The Dial. A jour nal striv ing to
break new in tel lec tual ground. 

BROWNSON. You have read it?
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MAR GA RET (ig nores this stu pid ques tion). There are so
many things I would like to do for The Dial.

BROWNSON. Do FOR us? 
MARGARET. I would like to see it be come even more

pro foundly bold. To take a de fin i tive stand against slav -
ery, and to pro mote the rights of women. I have many
dreams for its fu ture.

BROWNSON. We have no need of dream ers at The Dial.
We are in full pos ses sion of re al ity. 

MARGARET. It is only dream ers who can un der stand re al -
ity. 

(LYDI AN breaks an other cup.)

THOREAU. You have such a big mind, Mar ga ret, as big
as the sky. Thoughts fly across it like flocks of geese. 

BROWNSON. Honk ing geese. I will not stand for The
Dial be ing turned into a cir cus for moun te banks.

EM ER SON. On the con trary—
MARGARET. —Why should I be de nied to tra verse the

starlit deserts of truth? 
BROWNSON. I un der stand why the truth might be star lit

but why is it in the desert?
MARGARET. The truth is de mand ing and re lent less, hard

to reach and hard to live in. 
BROWNSON. I find the phrase ob scure.
MARGARET. Please ask Mr. Em er son to ex plain it to you. 

It is his phrase, not mine. 
HAW THORNE (sud denly). Point.

(A pause.)
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EM ER SON. Miss Fuller is a re mark able woman—men -
tally, and spir i tu ally re mark able. It’s some times hard to
be lieve she is a woman. 

MARGARET. I am a woman.
BROWNSON. Re ally? 
EM ER SON. I think she will bring new spirit to our en -

deavor.
THOREAU. She is the only woman I know who ap pre ci -

ates in sects. The typ i cal fe male re ac tion is— (He goes
to LYDI AN and shows her his bee tle. LYDI AN shrieks!
To MAR GA RET:) I read a tes ti mony to bee tles in one of 
your es says. 

MARGARET. I like the shiny ones locked up in their blue
green car a pace.

THOREAU. Popillia ja pon ica. 
EM ER SON. Please put that bug away, Henry.
MAR GA RET. I iden tify with them. 
BROWNSON. You iden tify with bugs?
MAR GA RET. I feel that I too am locked up in my blue

green car a pace. (Knocks on the bod ice.) My hard shell. 
BROWNSON. A woman does not be long on an ed i to rial

staff. 
THOREAU. Are you afraid of her?
BROWNSON (throws THOREAU a sharp look). Un less it

is a jour nal of house keep ing or nee dle work. (He stands
up.) But ap par ently my opin ion is of no con se quence.

(He ex its.

HAW THORNE stands up, walks to MAR GA RET and
shakes her hand.)
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MAR GA RET (grate fully). Thank you, Nathaniel. 

(LYDI AN breaks three more cups. MAR GA RET looks at
LYDI AN. HAW THORNE looks at MAR GA RET. He
walks off. He walks back and speaks to her.)

HAWTHORNE. I can’t write.

AT THE ATHENÆUM. PART I

(A room in the Boston Athenæum. There is a statue of
DES CARTES on a ped es tal in a cor ner. The statue’s
head turns and ob serves MAR GA RET as she en ters.

ORESTES BROWNSON, em i nent critic, holds forth to
MAR GA RET. He has her pub lished es say in his hand.)

BROWNSON. I read your es say, Miss Fuller.
MAR GA RET. Thank you so much for in vit ing me to the

Athenæum, Mr. Brownson. I have never been in side be -
fore… (She looks at DES CARTES. He gives her a wink
and clicks his tongue.)

BROWNSON. Women are not al lowed in the Athenuæm.
But I asked for and re ceived a spe cial dis pen sa tion. 

MAR GA RET (a dry joke). From the pope?
BROWNSON. I beg your par don?

(She re al izes that there is go ing to be no jok ing with
him.)

MAR GA RET. I am fa mil iar with your philo soph i cal
thoughts and opin ions, Mr. Brownson, and I look for -
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