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Cast of Characters

Vita Sackville-West A witer, 28.
Vi ol et Keppel Trefusis Vita's conpani on, 26.
Harol d N col son Vita's husband, 34. A diplomat.
Denys Trefusis Violet's husband, 30. A soldier.
Sol ange A mai d, about 20.

Scene

Violet's suite at the Hotel du Rhin, Anm ens, France.

Ti ne

Friday, February 13, 1920. The following day. It is fifteen nonths
after the arm stice.

Notes to Actors

The Nicol sons and Trefusises all use British dialect. Solange
is performed with a French accent.



ACT |

Scene 1

SETTI NG The visible part of VIOLET' S suite--
a bedroom and adj acent sitting area--
conprises the entire set. A dressing
room and bath adjoin the bedroom and
lie offstage. A door connects the
sitting area with the outside hall
appar ent when the door opens. The
spaci ous, el egant bedroom | ooks as if
col ored by Bakst. A double bed with
pillows, dresser with mrror
uphol stered chairs and a table with
t el ephone furnish the room An upstage
wi ndow wi th sconces on either side
| ooks out over Am ens. A cycloranma
shows the outlines of the partially
rui ned town.

AT RI SE: LI GHTS: Day. SOUND: ‘ Aquarium from
Sai nt- Saens’ Carnival of the Animals,
faintly heard. Sonmeone knocks at the
door. Pause. Another knock. Pause. The
door opens. VIOLET enters, in her usua
state of agitation. SHE wears a hat and
a day dress, which rather daringly
exposes her legs. VIOLET is a paradox,
atrickster, a spinning top. Grlish
and | ovely, SHE exudes a renoteness and
vul nerability which has undone many a
suitor. Underneath, SHE S high-strung
and i nmpul sive, a slave of intensity.
SHE | ooks around, puzzl ed.

VI OLET
Jeffrey? Jeffrey are you in?
(di sappoi nt ed)
Oh, Jeffrey.
(SHE expl ores the room pausing
to gaze out the w ndow. A
noi se fromthe dressing room
interrupts her reverie. SOUND
nmusi ¢ fades.)
Jeffrey, is that you?
(SHE approaches the dressing
room playful. Another noise
within.)
Jeffrey, | can hear you in there. It’s ne. Wiy don’t you cone
out ?
(SHE opens the dressing roomdoor, intending to enter.
Darling, | know you're in there. Wiy are you being so silly.
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VI OLET(cont’ d)

(SHE sees soneone inside, not
Jeffrey.) )

Oh, ny--
recogni zi ng)
You!
(SHE backs away, confused.)
What are you doing here? How did you know we- -
(Pause. SHE realizes.)
You followed us from Tangiers, didn't you?
(terror)
Oh, nmy God. Jeffrey! Wiere is he? Wat have you done with
hi n? You haven’t hurt hin? Tell me you haven’t hurt him

(VI TA (pronounced VEE-ta)
enters fromthe dressing room
a striking figure, seem ngly
materi alized from sone

di stant, romantic past:

manni sh, sel f-possessed,

al t oget her magnetic. Her
intensity conpl enents

VI OLET' S; though where VI OLET
is coy, VITAis direct. A

whi ff of subm ssiveness from
VIOLET will ignite VITA--an
al cheny irresistible to both.
VITAis taller, VIOLET
prettier; VITA' S cl ot hes,

t hough expensi ve, are not
smart. Her outfit seens

carel essly thrown together,
it's effect hal f-dowdy, half-
Bohem an. At the nonent, SHE
appears om nous as “Julian.”
SHE advances on VI OLET as

VI OLET backs away.)

VI TA
Shut up!

VI OLET
Jul i an!

VI TA
Shut up, whore!

VI OLET
Ch, Cod.

VI TA

Did you think it would be so easy? Just run off?
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VI OLET
How did you find--

VI TA
The whol e thing planned to nmake ne jeal ous--

VI OLET
Mot her! Mother told you, didn't she? Didn't--

VI TA
Di sgusti ng whore. The whol e world knows- -

VI OLET
Julian, please! He s been kind to nme. You can’t possibly
under st and- -

VI TA
(i npl acabl e)
| understand what you said to ne. The nbst sol emn oath--
VI OLET
Julian, | did | ove you. Perhaps too nmuch. But |’ve seen now
there are other feelings nore inportant than--
VI TA
Enough! 1’ msick of your lying. Get over there!
VI OLET
Wher e?
VI TA
On the bed.
VI OLET
Wiy? What do you want? What are you--
VI TA
I’ mtaking what’s m ne.
VI OLET

Julian, no! Don’t make ne, please!
(VI TA seizes VIOLET' S arm and
forces HER down on the bed.
VI OLET resists.) )
Julian, you're hurting nme! No! Not this way--
(VI TA ki sses VI OLET suddenly
and violently on the nouth.
VI OLET continues resisting at
first, then surrenders. THEY
ki ss passionately, VIOLET
maki ng sounds of pleasure.
VITA lets go.)
Mmm  No.



Mmm That was good. That was wonderful. OCh, you re a beast.

Vi CLET?CO
(VI OLET pulI's VITA bac to the

enbrace. THEY ki ss until
VI OLET breaks off.)

VI OLET
(pl eased, herself now)

You’ re magni ficent--

VI TA
(hersel f now)
It’s still not right. Something’s off. It’s too..
VI OLET
Mel odr amati c?
VI TA

Oh, CGod. | have the subtlety of a tree trunk.

Vita,

No.

Mayb

Vi ol

e ch

VI OLET
(eager)
shal | we have another go at the bed part?

VI TA
Let nme think. Maybe not the bed. Maybe the cl oset.

VI OLET
e they should tal k Romany.

VI TA
et, they don’t have to do everything we do.

VI OLET
(conspiratorial)
api scar obnoton, Vita.

VI TA

e vabu romandi nae, Violet. Later.

You

VI OLET
could kiss nme again, anyway.

VI TA

I can’t kiss you and think about witing a novel.

Don’
when

That'’

VI OLET
t you like kissing ne? You |iked kissing nme |ast night
| was Lushka.

VI TA
s different. We have that worked out.

VI OLET

I want to be Lushka now. | want you as Mtya.
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VI TA
Mrmm
VI OLET
Mtya? Lushka wants you. She needs your strength. | do.
VI TA
(relenting)
Lushka.

VI OLET
Mtya, cone to ne.

(VI TA approaches VI OLET and
pecks HER tenderly.)

VI TA
Lushka.
VI OLET
Mtyal! MW mtya.
VI TA
Al right. Are you happy now?
VI OLET
Happy is not the word. There’s another word for this.
VI TA
Blithe? Joyful? Jocund?
VI OLET
Mor e.
VI TA
Jolly? Gay? Ebullient?
VI OLET
Ebullient. Yes, I'"mebullient.
VI TA
Ecstatic? Enchanted--
VI OLET
Yes, this is all | want--perfect paradi se. No husbands,

not hers. Just you and ne and...what we nake up..

VI TA

no

God, you're beautiful. Every witer should have a nuse like

you.
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VI OLET
I like being a nuse better than cherries. And you are
subl i me. Hyppol yta, Byron, Joan of Arc.

VI TA
St op.
VI OLET
You are. You don't see it.
VI TA
What | see is a page full of crossouts. But you know I
actually think it’s comng now, Violet. | can feel it. The
cl ouds gathering into shapes.
VI OLET
Did you pick out a cafe for tonight?
VI TA
I found one yesterday.
VI OLET

Did you ever think when we play acted as little girls that
you' d one day wite down what we said in novel s?

VI TA
| suppose. | was so epistolary, always scribbling.
VI OLET
And did you think they’d cone to pass? That we’ d--
VI TA
Live themout? Violet. | never could have inagi ned what
we’' ve |ived out.
VI OLET
I could have. | always told you we’d end up together. You
didn’t believe ne.
VI TA
| still don’t believe it.
VI OLET

It’s better than lvanhoe, isn't it? It’'s better than _The
Count _of Monte Cristo. And it’s only beginning. Think of
Sicily. The soirees we’ll have in our living room

VI TA
| thought we were going to Sicily to be al one.

VI OLET
Don't be a stuffed shirt. W'll have plenty of tine
al one. .. What do you suppose our nothers would say now?



VI TA
If they were here? Spare us, please.
(pause)
Well...your nother nust have tea first.
VI OLET
Oh, of course!
VI TA

Then she’ d wal k about the parlor.
(MI TA transfornms HERSELF into
VI OLET’ S not her. SHE i nspects
the room speaks in a fornal
i mperious tone.)
It is drab, Violet, drab. How very Bohem an of you.

VI OLET
Yes, nother.

VI TA
And you are so careless. Running off in that storm Catching
your death. You gave us all a fright. You m ght have di ed of
pneunoni a.

VI OLET
It was a cold, nother. | caught a cold crossing from Dover
VI TA
And your. ..
VI OLET
Friend?
VI TA
Yes. That Sackville girl.
VI OLET
Isn’t she grand?
VI TA
Violet, she is conmon. Spanish blood. | hear her nother’s a

gypsy or sonet hi ng.
(THEY shriek at this.)

VI OLET
Yes, nmother. It’s so ronmanti c!

VI TA
Is that what you want, Violet? To be a gypsy? To gad about
with poets and artists? It will not do.

/7.



VI OLET
It does nme very well.

VI TA
What about your marriage vows? You have broken Denys’ heart,
Viol et.

VI OLET
He had no business foll ow ng us here!

VI TA
He offered his |ife to England in the war and this is how
Engl and repays hin?

VI OLET
" m not England, nother. Anyway, | think you paid himrather
well to marry ne.

VI TA
Real ly, what will your father say? Wat would your Uncle
Berti e have said?

VI OLET
My Uncle Berti e!

VI TA
I"’mglad he’s not alive to see it.

VI OLET
My Uncle Bertie wasn’t ny uncle, nother!

(THEY shriek at this; the gane
di ssol ves in |laughter.)

VI TA
(hersel f again)
This is too good!

VI OLET
Al right. My turn.
(VI OLET transforns HERSELF into
VITA S not her. She paces and
speaks rapidly in a nervous
voice with a foreign
inflection.)

Vita. | cannot take any nore of this. | sinply can't.
VI TA
More of what, nama?
VI OLET
Runni ng about with your friend Violet. | don’t understand it.

| sinply don’'t.
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VI TA
What’ s to understand, mama? She’s spring rain on ny cheeks,
honeyconb in nmy breath, a great wing lifting me to the
constel | ati ons- -

VI OLET
This is nonsense.
VI TA
" m enanored, mama. She’s ny inanorata.
VI OLET
What is this | ove between two wonen? | have read M. Kraft
Ebbi ng. | have read M. ...
VI TA
Freud?
VI OLET
M. Freud. | never heard such drivel. |I would expect it of

her, Vita. She was raised at Portnman Square. A house of
scandal . But not you. You cone from good stock. You're a
Sackvi | | e!

(SHE pretends to weep.)
You were born at Knol e!

VI TA
Leaves turn, bonnie mama. Seasons change.

VI OLET
Knole lives in you, Vita. It never changes. Ch, the shame! |
can’t take it. My head is pounding, Vita. It’'s pounding with
shane.

VI TA
Have sone val eri an, nanma.

VI OLET
And your husband. Dear Hadji .

VI TA

(hersel f)

Call himHarold, Violet.

VI OLET
Dear Harold. You nmust think of him Vita.

VI TA
VWhat of him mam?

VI OLET

You nmust not blame himfor his little foibles, Vita, his
di versions with the ginger boys at the enbassy--
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VI TA

(not pl ayi ng)
Violet, don’t bring up--

(The subject is painful for

VI TA. VI CLET, perhaps | ooking
away, does not notice at first
and continues the gane.)

VI OLET
And your children. | |love watching over them But they' re
al ways aski ng when nmommy- -

VI TA
Violet, please!

VI OLET

(hersel f again, realizing)

Vital 1’msorry.

VI TA
It’s all right.

VI OLET
I"’mso stupid. | didn’t nean--

VI TA

It’s nothing. I'mfine.
(SHE' s not fine.)
Let’s tal k about sonething el se.



