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The Long Silence

A Play in One Act

FOR THREE MEN AND THREE WOMEN

CHARACTERS

REBA McAULAY

MATTIE MCAuLAY her invalid sisler
MARY McAULAy their aunt

~-=y ! strangerJ

PLACE: The sitting-room of a fuherman's cottage on an island
off the coast of Maine.

TIME: The present. A windy night.
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CHART OF STAGE POSITIONS

FOOT LI.(aH" S

STAGE POSITIONS

Upstage means away froin the footlights, downstage means
toward the footlights, ~d fight and left are llsed with refer­
ence to the actor as he faces the audience. R means right, L

means lett, u means up, D means down, c means center, and
these abbreviations a.re used in combination, as: U R for up
right., R C for right center, D Lefor down left center, etc. One
will note that a position designated on the stage refers to a
general territory, rather than to a given point4

NOTE: Before starting rehearsals, chalk off your stage or
rehearsal space as indicated above in the Chart of Stage POJi­
tions. Then teach your actors the meanings and positions of
these fundamental terms of stage movement by having them
walk from one position to another until they are familiar with
them. The use of these abbreviated terms in directing the play
saves time, speeds up rehearsals, and reduces the amount of ex­
planation the director has to give to his actors.

4
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PROPERTIES

GENERAL: Window curtains or shade, wood-burning stove,
pile of wood, rectangular table with drawer;- cupboard, three
straight chairs} oil lamp on table, pot of coffee on stove, dishes
for Mary to set table, wheelchair, hooks on wall L; in cup­
board: several coffee mugs, basket of mending, comb and COID4

pact (with lipstick), gun, acrostic game.
MARY: Tray of food.
REBA: Burlap bag supposedly containing some lobsters.
LAZAR: Card case, gun.
ARASH: Knife.
VASILLY; Gun.

PRODUCTION NOTE

Nothing adds more to the polish of a production than the
quick picking up of cues. Unless there is a definite reason for
a pause, train your actors to come in \\rith their speeches uon
the heels," so to speak, of the preceding speeches. When a
production lags, audience interest likewise will lag.

It is always advisable during the last week of rehearsals to
hold one or more sessions during which the actors merely sit
around in a circle and go through lines only, with the express
purpose of snapping up cues.

5
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The Long Silence

SCENE: The sitting-1'00111 of a fisher1nan Js cottage on art island
off the coast of Maine. The house is uJed only for a few
months each year, and the furnishings are of the sparse,

. simple) sturdy type. The door to the outside is at L sta·ge.
Downstage of the doo,. is a window with a lhade or curtains. -:.
A few hooks to hang clothes are on the wall upstage of tbe
door. In the R wallJ upstage) a door openJ on to other rOOJTZS

in the house. The few necessary furnishings consist of a
woo~ stove jor warming against the upstage wall, U L c; left
of the stove js a pile of wood. A plain rectangular table with
a drawer is at R c} with the long side parallel to the audience.
T hefe are straight chairs at either end and one upstage of
the table. On the table is an oil lamp_ There is a cupboard
U R c} against the upstage wall. Other furnishings can be
used but are not essential to the dction.}

AT RISE OF CURTAIN: It is early evening, and dark out­
side. The wind is blowing. A fire glows in the stove. On top
of the stove is a coffee pot. AUNT MARY is setting otl! d few
dishes at the left end of the table. She is d little fotund
woman in her fifties, cheerful and bright. She wea,,-s a plain
cotton house dress. She goes to the stove and puts a piece
of wood in it, then crosses L, and opens the outside door.
She listens briefly to the wind, then quickly closes the door
and goes out U R l into the other room. She reap pears i1n­
mediately with her niece MATTIE, who is not yet twenty.
MATTIE is an attractive young womanJ now confined to a
wheelchair. NOTE: In the pla)'ing of this character} MATTIE

should show that she is keenly interested in things about
her} btl! she cannot speak} and her hands should never mO'l/'8.

She wears a simple dress. MARY wheels MAITIE D R. Then
, ~b~, takr:J a coffee mug from the cupboard and pours a cup

1
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8 The Long Silence

of coffee from the pot on the stove. She brings it to MATTIE,

putting MATTIE'S hand tlfound the cup and guiding it to
her lips, but alUJc1)U holding the cup for her. After a few
swallDws of cDffee) MATTIE looks over towafd the 400r L.]

1"!ARY. Don't worry SO, Mattie, dear. Reba will be here soon­
dog-tired and hungry. [MATTIE takes another drink} then
glances L again.J I don't like the wind, either. Had enough?
[MATTIE nods and MARY takes cup out U R. III the hrief time
that she is goneJ MATTIE leans her head back wearily and
closes her eyes,}

[When 11ARY returns} U R~ MATTIE 1"aises her head and smiles.
NeARY goes to the stove and puts another piece of wood in
it. T hen she looks ozd the window. She sighs, gets a small
basket of 1nending from the cupboard and sits down left
of the table R c.]

!\·1ARY [as she mendsJ. You know) Mattie, if I live to be a
hundred, I'll never get used to this place. I guess I just
wasn't cut out to have anything to do with fish-except eat
thein. Next year you and me-wetll stay home and let Reba
come up here and look af.ter the lobster traps by herself.
. . . Give me the mainland every time. Here, it's fog and
wind and not a soul to talk to, hour after hour. [Realizes
what she has said, risesJ crosses quick!y D R and puts a hand
on 1fATTIE'S af1n.J Oh, I don't mean you, Mattie) darling.
You're going to talk one of these days-just like you used
to. And you know how you used to like to talk:. [ MATTIE

smiles,] See. What did I tell you? If you can smile, you can
talk. You j llst keep believing the doctor. He knows his busi­
ness, that one. [Stops talking and listens.] That wind!
{Crosses back to table and sits again with her mending.)
Yes, sir. When you get to talking and walking a.gain, you
and me'll head for the mainland and have ourselves a spree.
Buckporfs good enough for me. Electric lights, and wash­
ing machines, and all the comforts of home.... [There
is a call from outside.] That's Reba now. You give her a
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TIle Long Silence 9

good big smile when she comes in. (Rises.] I bet she's wet
through. [MATTIE smiles at her. MARY goes out U R.J

[REBA McAULAY comes in L, REBA is in her middle twenties,
attractive and mature. She is d1'essed in rough-weather cloth­
ing, a heavy sweater and denim pants. She wears d cap of
some kind. She looks tired and messy, She throws down a
~,heavy burlap bag in a corne1', U L, then speaks to MATTIE.]

REBA. What a night! You and Aunt Maty can be thankful
you)re not out in it.

I [MARY comes in tr R with a tfay of food. REBA sits in the chaif
left of the table R C and proceeds to pull off her heavy
boots.]

MARY [upstage of table]. Mattie and me almost gave you up
for good. [Puts tray on table.] Here's your supper. It's
probably cold by now.

REBA. I had something to eat down in the village with the meo.
Just a slice of bread and a cup of coffee will do.

MARY. I declare ! You dontt eat enough to feed a sparrow.
How're you going to do a Inan's work on tha.t? . . . Well,
anyway, you get that lobster smell off your hands and tell
us the news.

REBA [nodding toward bag U LJ. There's a couple of lobsters
here. I'll put them on ice. [Goes over to MATTIE and touches
her shoulder.] You look real pepped up tonight, Mattie.
What happened?

MARY. Dr. Hancock came over from Buckport. Thafs what
happened.

REBA. Young Dr. Hancock? Look" Aunt Mary. She's blushing
\ -and at her age, too. [Laughs, crosses U L, picks up bag

and breezes Ottt U R. MARY pours a cup of coffee and takes
it to table.}

MARY [loudly}. How many lobsters did you haul up today?
[Puts Reba's boots neaf cupboard,]

I REBA [off U R]. Thirty.five.
MARY. Get rid of them all?
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10 The tong Silence

[REBA ,··e-enters U R. She has taken off her edp and wedfS

slippets. ]

REBA, Every last one of them. [Sits upstage of tahleJ drinking
her coffee dnd taking a piece ot bread from t.ray.]

AlARY. Have any trouble getting home? [Sits left of table with
her mending.]

REBA. The tide·s running strong tonight. That old motor strug-
gled like sin coming 'round the point.

JvfARY. You have that thing fixed. . . . It isn't fair~ Reba.
REBA [half listening]. What?
~fARY. Taking r.isks like that. If anything happened to you,

where'd we be? You get in before dark after this. We~ve

had enough happen to this family.
REBA [reproachfully]. Aunt Mary ~

MARY [with feeling]. Don't Aunt Mary me! Every time there's
bound to be mention of your father, you hush me up. It
isn't healthy. He was a :fine man-and you just can't ignore
him-alive or dead. [REBA rises abruptly, Cfosses L, opens
outside door and leans against side. Then she turns and
speaks.]

REBA. youtre right, Aunt Mary. He was the best lobsterman
around here. [Looks out again, and stiffens.]

lvlARY. Whafs the matter, dear?
REBA. Thafs funny. I thought I saw a light off the point.

[MARY joins her at door.}
MARY [searching]. There it is! It seems to be blinking. . . .

Oh, well, what's a light more or less 'way up here. Thafs
all we ever see.

REBA. But no one would dare layoff Seal Point-the tide the
way it is. Theytd be on the rocks in no time. 4 • _ Now,
it's gone.

NfARY. Perhaps we're seeing things. [MATTIE makes a noise.
MARY turns, then C1'osses over to her.] All right, Mattie

t

darling. I know you're tire~. We'll get you ready for bed.
Then you can come back and play your game of letters for
a little while-and talk some more with Reba. [As she
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The Long Silence 11

wheels MATTIE U R.} Put on some more wood, will you,
dear? [MARY and MATTIE go out U R. REBA closes door and
puts a stick of wood in stove. Then she takes off her shape­
less sweater and hangs it on one of the hooks by the door L.

She looks more attractive now, She then gets a comh and
compact from cupboard, Cfosses C, combs her hair and P1/.ts
on lipstick.J
[REBA is putting on lipstick when MARY 1'e-enters U R.]

MARY (coming above table]. You're fancying all up. Expecting
someone?

REBA. No.
J\fARY [picking up tray]. Seems like a waste of time out here,

dear.
REBA. Look. I'm a fisherman all day. A few more years of this

and r 11 begin to look just like the men. A little dirty all the
time, dry skin~ hair in a tangle.

MARY. Good thing, too. You wouldn't last long if they kept
thinking you're a woman all the time.

REBA. Just the same I want to remember that I am a woman,
and this little gadget helps.... What did Dr. Hancock
say about Mattie today?

MARY [with a sigh}. Same thing.
R.EBA (upset]. Same thing? You mean there's no improve­

ment? ... Dh, no! [PacesD L.]
MARY. Dr. Hancock says she's all right physically. [Crosses U

R with tray.}
REBA [explosively]. What does he mean by that? She can)t

even help herself!
MARY [pausing U RJ. He says her blood·s good and muscles

are all right. But what's holding her back is up here. [Points
to her head.}

REBA (hitter]yJ. And all we have to do, I suppose, is wait for
a miracle.

MARY [patiently]. Something like that, dear....
REBA. Well, I dontt believe in miracles. [There is a pause.

Then with Ii quick gesture she goes to cupboard and brings
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12 The Long Silence

out a gun.] See this? If Mattie doesn't show some improve­
ment in a couple of months, I'm going to put this where she
can get at it-and pray to God she gets enough strength to
use it. [There is a tense pause while MARY looks sternly at
REBA.}

MARY [quietly]. Get Mattie·s game ready for her, will you~

dear? [Goes out U R. After a thoughtful pause} REBA puts
gun in drawer of table R c. Then she goes to. cupboard and
gets out box containing gan'te of acrostics. She places it on
table R C and just gets top off when she hears a noise from
outside. She stiffensJ then goes to door L, opens it and
listens, She hears only the 1{)ind and the sea. She closes door
and goes back to table. We can sense~ however, that she is
listening. ]

[Suddenly the door L is violently opened, and a young n2an
flings himself into the room. He is in his twenties, stu1·dy
and strong. He is dressed in shapeless garments. He has
been running, for he is clearly out of breath. He shuts the
dOOf and leans against it, and he and REBA.. look at each
other tensely until she 1noves toward the table drawer.]

ARASH. No! No! Stay where you are! [ He speaks with a
definite accent.] You are here alone?

REBA [fearful, hut t.rying not to show it]. Who are you? "What
do you want? -

ARASH [brusquely}. Where is the man of the house?
REBA. I am the Inan of the house.
ARASH [pulling out a knife}. Do not play tricks on me, please_

I have no tilne to say \vords with you. Where is your hus­
band or father or someone--

REBA. lvIy father is dead.
ARASH. Your husband?
REBA. There are no Inen here.
ARASH. No men? [Relaxes and puts knife away.]
REBA. Don't get any ideas. Novv what do you want?
ARASH ( starting quietly to explain, but becon2ing more excited

as he goes along]. You must help lne. [Aloving c, but
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The Long Silence 13

glancing back L now and then.] If they .find me, they will
kill lne.

REBA. What are you talking about? ... You}re a foreigner,
aren't you?

ARASH. My name is Arash. Help me, please.
REBA. You· re wet. Take off your coat and I'll dry it. And leave

your knife in your pocket. fve seen fish knives before, and
I'm not frightened.... There's coffee here.

ARASH. There is no t11ne for coffee. I tell you theytU be here
soon.

REBA. Who?
ARASH. The secret police. [REBA looks at him increduloftJly.

Then she goes to window] looks out and comes left of him.]
REBA. What is this, anyway? ... You're not from around

here. How'd you get 'way out here? Wetre miles from the
village. You didn't v.'alk along the cliff?

ARASH. No.
REBA. Only a fool would try that at night.
ARASH [crossing quickly to window} peering out]. Please

believe lne. I came by the "rater-fro off a ship.
REBA. None of our Sh1pS are around here now. I know them alL
ARASH. Not one of yours. One of ours.... How do you say

it here? Behind the Iron Curtain? W el1~ there is one of Ou!

ships 1ying off there now.
REBA. We donJt have foreign ships in these waters. That's

ridiculous! [Moves toward ARASH, He recoils.] _You are
frightened~ aren't you?

ARASH. You don't know what ifs like. Working in a stinking
ship. The noise in the dark. Wondering what's going to
happen next. [REBA moves to cupboardJ gets a cup, then
pours him a cup of coffee from pot on stove.]

REBA [thoughtfully]. We saw some lights off there tonight.
ARASH [who has n20ved back toward table R c]. You do be­

lieve me! . . . Listen. A fishing boat is anchored out there
now. It is from the Baltic. ... I got away in a rubber boat.
You will find it 011 the beach below here behind a big rock.
. . . Then I saw the light shining through the window.
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14 The Long Silence

[REBA has crossed down to him with cup of coffee; she
hands it to ARASH.]

REBA. But why are you here?
ARASH [as he takes an occasional gulp of hot coffeeJ. I cannot

go back. They will stop at nothing. . . . You see, I have
planned this for years. I atn a fisherman. I have fished off
the Grand Banks-so near to America that I could see the
buildings. And I have lived for this time. To jump ship,
reach shore and turn myself over to your government. But
this is the first time it has happened. They are always afraid
we will leave if we get the chance. So I get away-and while
we are talking, they will be climbing the cliff looking for
me" [Moves D R restlessly, leaving coffee cup on table.}

REBA. What will they do to you if they catch you?
ARASH. It would be better if you did not know. . . . Now you

must help me get to your village.
REBA [lnoving L C and looking at him speculatively]. I don't

think I believe a word you say.... But you can sit by the
fire awhile.

ARASH [astounded]. You don't believe me?
REBA [starting toward him]. Look here, Aram.
ARASH. Arash.
REBA. Arash) then. My name is Reba. Now you look here. I

know the waters around here as well as any man. I've been
fishing ever since I was little-with my father. And when
he died, well~ someone had to do it. . . . I know there are
Russian ships, and ships from Iceland, but they don't come
anY""here near us. Why, we're only a couple of miles from
the mainland.

ARASH [moving past her, to D L c). Telephone your police
force, then. They will know what to do.

REBA. We dontt have a telephone here.
ARASH. No telephone?
REBA. We're five miles from the village through rocks and

scrub pine.
ARASH. Then help me get away.
REBA [1noving toward himJ. In this weather?
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The long Silence 15

ARASH. I must take the chance.
REBA. Do you have a gun?
ARASH [spreading out his hands]. 1 have no gun. You see me

as 1 am. A man without a gun. A man without a country
now.

REBA [after brief pause]. Then I could stop you if I wanted to.
ARASH [hjtte1~ly]. Perhaps they \vere right, after all.
REBA. What do you mean?
ARASH. You Americans think only of yourselves. You have

never seen one of our ships off your island-therefore, such
a. thing cannot happen. You have never seen a hunted man
before-therefore, such a thing cannot happen. At least not
in your world!

REBA. You must admit--
ARASH. I have talked enough. It does no good. [StartJ for door

L.]
REBA [d struggle going on in her mind]. Wait! If there is

anyone outside-- Come with me. [J\1otionJ hinJ toward
door U R. ARASH follows her U R.J

[Then the door L opens} and ARASH and REBA whirl around.
LAZAR comes in. He is an older man in his late thirties. Al­
though ph)'sically not imp1'esJive, he has a quiet) forceful
manne1'. He speaks with a slight dccent.]

LAZAR. May I come in, Miss Reba?
REBA [startled]. How do you know my name?
LAZAR, There isntt much that I don't know about yOll. [Comes

L c.)- This young 1uan led me a merry chase up the cliffside,
At my age, it is altnost too much.

ARASH (still near door U R with REBA]. Then perhaps I can
.finish you off right now.

LAZAR [condescending throughout his ea-rly speeches}. But
how would that look to 1\1iss Reba? Right now she is think­
ing of the poor boy escaping from tyranny. She would be
appalled if you were to murder me. Eh, Miss Reba?

ARASH [con2i12g D RJ. You are too clever for me, Lazar.
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16 The Long Silence

LAZAR. I hope so. Indeed I do. Besides, I don't think you have
a gun with you.

ARASH. Why do you say that?
LAZAR. If you were picked up by the local police, a gun would

not put you in their good graces. Yes} Arash, you, too, are
clever in your way. But I do not think that the young lady
was entirely taken in by your story. [Puts his hand ill his
pocket. ARASH stiffens.] Oh, I will not shoot. Not until I
must. [Takes a card case out and holds it toward REBA, who
crosses down to hiln.]

REBA [looking from case to LAZAR]. It says here that you are
an FBI man.

LAZAR. Not FBI exactly. But something similar.
ARASH. Don't believe him! This is Lazar. The worst of them.

[Flings his arm out towafd LAZAR.} Look how he smiles.
He sees me as good as dead right now. He's after me, I tell
you!

LAZAR. Oh) you~re right about that, Arash. I am after you.
REBA [handing back ca1·d case}. You don~t talk like an Ameri-

can. .
LAZAR [s1nilingJ. fm afraid you haven't heard much of Brook4

lyn crossed with a bit of the Balkans. Thafs from my
parents, of course. [Abruptly.) But we must have no non­
sense here. This man is far too dangerous. I must use your
telephone. . .

REBA. We don't have a telephone here. [LAZAR looks aston­
ished. REBA is suspicious.] If you know so much about us,
you should have known that, too.

LAZAR [recovering himself]. I know that you are alone-three
women. But the telephone. They didnjt brief me on that. It
complicates matters. Some heads will rolL

REBA. But not yours, Mr. Lazar.
LAZAR. I hope not. I sincerely hope not, young lady. It will be

more difficult, that is all.
REBA. He says he's off a foreign ship. [Looks over at ARASH.}

LAZAR. That is quite true.
REBA. Then--
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