1208  crHAPTER 10 Crime and Justice

MRS. HALE (moving): How soon do you suppose they'll be through looking for
the evidence?

MRS, PETERS: I know what stillness is. (Pulling herself back.) The Jaw has got to
punish crime, Mrs. Hale.

MRS. HALE (not as if answering that): Twish you'd seen Minnie Foster when she
wore a white dress with blue ribbons and stood up there in the choir and
sang. (A look around the room.) Oh, T wish I'd come over here once in a
while! That was a crime! That was a crime! Who's going to punish that?

RS, PETERS (looking upstairs):  We mustn't—take on.

MRS. HALE: | might have known she needed help! I know how things can
be—for women. I tell you, it’s queer, Mrs. Peters. We live close together
and we live far apart. We all go through the same things——it's all just a
different kind of the same thing. ( Brushes her eyes, noticing the jar of fruit,
reaches out for 1t.) If Twas you wouldn't tell her her fruit was gone. Tell her
it ain't. Tell her it's all right. Take this in to prove it to her. She—she may
never know whether it was broke or not.

MRS. PETRRS (takes the jar, looks about for something to wrap it in; takes petticoat from
the clothes brought from the other room, very nervously begins winding this
around the jar. In a false voice): My, it's a good thing the men couldn't hear
us. Wouldn't they just laugh! Getfing all stirred up over a little thing like
a—dead canary. As if that could have anything to do with—with—
wouldn't they laugh! (The men are heard coming downsiuirs.)

MRS. HALE (under her breath): Maybe they would —maybe they wouldn’t.

COUNTY ATTORNEY:  No, Peters, it's all perfectly clear except a reason for doing it.
But you know juries when it comes to women. If there was some definite
thing. (Crosses slowly to above table. Sheriff crosses down right. Mrs. Hale
and Mrs. Pelers remain scated at either side of table.) Something to show—
something to make a story about—a thing that would connect up with
this strange way of doingit (‘I'he women's eyes rneet for an instant. Enter
Hale from outer door.)

HALE (remaining by door): Well, I've got the team around. Pretty cold out there.

COUNTY ATTORNEY: 1'm going to stay awhile by myself. (To the Sheriff.) You can
send Frank out for me, can’t you? I want to go over everything. I'm not
satisfied that we can’t do better.

SHERIFF: Do you want to see what Mrs. Peters is going to take in? (The Lawyer
picks up the apron, laughs.)

COUNTY ATTORNEY: Oh, I guess they're not very dangerous things the ladies
have picked out. (Moves a few things about, disturbing the quilt pieces which
cover the box. Steps back.) No, Mrs. Peters doesn’t need supervising. For that
matter a sheriff’s wife is married to the law. Ever think of it that way, Mrs.
Peters?

MRS. PETERS:  Not—just that way.

SHERIFF (chuckling): Married to the law. (Moves to down right door to the other

room.) I just want you to come in here a minute, George. We ought to take
a look at these windows. '
COUNTY ATTORNEY (scoffingly): Oh, windows!
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suErRIFF:  We'll be right out, Mr. Hale. (Hale goes outside. The Sheriff follows the
County Attorney into the room. Then Mrs. Hale rises, hands tight together; look-
ing intensely at Mrs. Peters, whose eyes make a slow turn, finally mleeting; Mrs
Hale's. A moment Mrs. Hale holds her, then her own eyes point the way to Whe;é
the box is concealed. Suddenly Mrs. Peters throws back quilt pieces and tries to
pyt the box in the bag she is carrying. It is too big. She opens box, starts to take
bird out, cannot touch it, goes to pieces, stands there helpless. Sound of a knob
turning in the other room. Mrs. Hale snatches the box and puts it in the pocket
of her big coat. Enter County Attorney and Sheriff, who remains down right.)

COUNTY ATTORNEY (crosses to up left door facetiously): Well, Henry, at least we
found out that she was not going to quilt it. She was going to— what is it
you call it, ladies?

MRS. HALE (standing center below table facing front, her hand against her pocket):
We call it—knot it, Mr. Henderson. .

Curtain. [1916]

= THINKING ABOUT THE TEXT

1. Although much of this play is about Minnie Wright, Glaspell keeps her
offstage. Why, do you think?

2. What does Glaspell imply about differences between men and women?
Support your inference with details from the text.

3. What do Mrs. Hale and Mrs. Peters realize about themselves during the
course of the play? To what extent should they feel guilty about their
own past hehaviar?

4. Ulti.mately, Mrs, Halc and Mrs. Peters cover up evidence to protect Minnie
Wright. They seem to act out of loyalty to their sex. How sympathetic
are you to their stand? Do you feel there are times when you should be
someone’s ally because that person is of the same gender as you?

5. 1s th|§ play about freedom and confinement? About the injustice of male
do_mmatlon? About the bonds that hold women together? Or some-
thing else? Explain your answer.

LYNN NOTTAGE
POOF!
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CHARACTERS

SAMUEL, Loureen'’s husband

LOUREEN, a denuyre housewife, early thirties
FLORENCE, Loureen's best friend, early thirties
TIME: The present
PLACE: Kitchen

A NOTE: Nearly

half the women on death row in the Unite
killing abusive

convicted of
ushands, Spontaneous combustion is not recognized as a capital crime,

d States were

Darkness,

SAMUEL (In the dar tess):  WHEN | COUNTTO TEN I DON’ WANT TO SER YA!'T
DON' WANT TO HEAR YA/ ONE, TWO, THREE, FOUR —
LOUREEN (In the darkness):

DAMN YOU 1O HELL, SAMUEL)
A bright flash,

Lights rise. A huge pile
Loureen, a demyye house
lously. She bends a
backs away.

of smoking ashes rests ;

wife in her early thirties, stares down at the ashes incredy-
nd lifts a pair of spectacles Jrom the remains. She ever ¢ slowly

Samuel? 1R (Places the
(Looks around) Don't fool with me
Samuel? [ didn't mean

it really, I'1] |
now, dinner's waiting, (Chuckles, th
ishness . . . And let's sit down, (
be cross wi

Spectacles on the kitchen table) Uh! . . . Samue]?

now. I'm not in the mood. ( Whispers)
2¢ good if you come back ., . . Come on
en stops abruptly) Now stop your foo]-
Examines the Spectacles) [Th) (Softly) Don't
th me, Sure [ forgot to pick up your shirt for tomorrow. [ can
wash another, I'l] d, it right now, Right now! Sam; . -+ (Cautiously) Yoy
hear me! (Awaqits aresponse) Maybe I didn't ever intend to wagsh your shirt,
(Pulls back g though about to receive a blow; 4 moment) Uh! (Sits down and
dials the telephone) Florence, honey, could you come on down for a mo-
ment. There's been q . ittle | accident , . Quickly please. Uh!

bhone. She gets a broom and q dust pan. She hesitantly
of ashes. She gets down on her hands and knees and takes 4 closer
15preads across her Jace.

She is startled by a sudden knoci on the

bossessed child, T.oureen lets int Florence,

ce, also q housewife in her early thirtjes,

d slippers. Without acknowledgment
r back across the room,

Loureen hangs up the
approaches the pile
look. A fatuous aqrir
door: She slowly wa
her best frier
wears a floral housecoat any u
Loureen proceeds to saunte

FLORENCE: HEY]
LOUREEN (Pointing at the

ashes): Un! . . (She
bress at the inside

Struggles to formulate words, which
of her mouth, not quite

ealized) Uh . .

Arthur Grant. Her

|1'
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LORENCE:  You all right? What happened? (Sniffs the air) Smel'ls 'hki y;u burned
) sométhing? (Stares at the huge pile of ashes) What the devil is that;
LOUREEN (Hushed): Samuel . . . It's Samuel, I think.
J p
RENCE:  What'’s he done now:
Eg([)IREEN ¢ It's him. It's him. (Nods her head repeatedly) . N
FLORENCJ::' Chile, what's wrong with you? Did he finally drive you y

mind? I knew something was going to happen sooner or later,
LOUREEN: Dial 911, Florence!

FLORENCE:  Why? You're scaring mel
LOUREEN: Dial 911!

Florence picks up the telephone and quickly dials.
I'think T killed him.

Florence hangs up the telephone.

FLORENCE: What?

LOUREEN (Whimpers): Ikilled him! T killed Samuel!
FLORENCE: Come again? . . . He's dead dead?

. : (3 ” e
Loureen wrings her hands and nods her head twice, mouthing “dead dead.” Florenc
0
backs away.

No, stop it, I don't have time for this. I'm going back upstail.‘s. Ymi l:(t)licl)lvg
hm;v Samu,cl hates to find me here when he gels' hon.m Yolu re 1;;) ;',-t N
to get me this time. (Louder) Y’all can have your little joke, nli ;1) Dpid ol
itl %A mément. She takes a hard look into Loureen’s eyes; she squints y
cally do it this time? . N "
LOUREEN (yHushed): Idon’t know how or why it happened, it just did
: hy are you whispcring? . o . |
FLOI;?};I;E' I‘(/i\i)rf' t Wa}IIIt to talk too loud-—something else is liable to disappear.
LOUREEN:
FLORBNCE:  Where's his body? ’
LOUREEN (Points to the pile of ashes): There! . . .
: burned him? ’ .
FLOREN;E. Islz)o(l)lN "T KNOW! (Covers her mouth as if to muffle her words; hushed) T
LOUREEN: !
ink so. ’ N
FLOR;}\II(I:I;' Either you did or you didn't, what you mean you don't know? We
talking murder, Loureen, not oven settings.

: You think I'm playing? S .
LOUREESE' How many times have I heard you talk about being rid of ilﬁmi?lw
FLORENaﬁ times have we sat at this very table and laughed. Eibout e y

$aysy we could do it and how many times have you done hltt ,N Olrln:ilat’s s
LouRkeN (Lifting the spectacles). A pair of cheap spectacles, }tl 1at’s ?t el

And you know how much I hate these. You ever seen mdl’w ,

no! ... He counted to four and disappeared. T szear to God! ——
FLORENC.E" Don'’t bring the Lord into this just yet! Sit down now . . .

got to sip on?

i {
EN: I don't know whether to have a stiff shot of scotch or a glass o
LOUREEN;
champagne,
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Florence takes a bottle of sherry out of the cupboard and pours them each q glass

Loureen downs hers, then holds out her glass for more

Ile was . . .

FLORENCE: Take your time.

LOUREEN:  Standing there.

FLORENCE: And?

LOUREEN: He exploded.

ELORENCE:  Did that muthafucka hit you again?

Lt}UI{lfHN: No ... he exploded. Boom! Right in front of me. He was sh ting
like he does, being all colored, then he raised up that big crusly‘l‘lantfl,:ialll:iii

m y [)()()f l[e was g()l’le b 1 (‘I} g ras out “ld [ n j“(} n I wn
€, al ld ] P [ dl'e [)I. w d-_ e

Florence belts back her sherry. She wipes her Jorehead and pours them both another.

FLORENCE:  Chile, I'll give you this, in terms of color you've matched my hus
band Edgar, the story king. He came in at six Sunday morﬁin 7 [?;[I ing
about he'd hit someone with his car, and had spent all night l'ryi:;, td ﬂ“t?:
run the police. I felt sorry for him. It turns out he was playinlg mlgic:} -U}:'l_
his paycheck no less, You don’t want to know how I found oul L B IWI' ]

LOUREEN:  You think I'm lying? e

FLORENCE: [ certainly hope so, Loureen. For your sake and my heart's

LOUREEN: ~ Samuel always said if I raised my voice something horribie Id
happen. And it did. I'm a witch . . . the devil spawn! o

FLORENCE:  You've been watchin 8 too much television.

LOUREEN: -~ Never seen anything like this on television. Wish I had, then I'd

n h [.O }lete s no 10N I ma VVH Cll. LUOkS at he’ hﬂ”ds
k oW w (l[ dO e I C Uth (0] 1]
g ) ] (

FLORENCE:  Chile, don’t tell me you've been m

_ essing with t j
again? What did I tell ya. ¢ o e gomen

Loureen, agitated, stands and sits back down,

LOURFFN: . He's not coming back. Oh no, how could he? It would be a miracle!
I'wo in one day . . . I could be canonized, Worse yet, he could be ;\Ii
that needs to happen now s for my palms to bleed and I'll be etern';l.f. ‘e-
membered as Saint Loureen, the patron of battered wives. WUIIIG;I i}:t;:;l
across .Lhc country will make pilgrimages to me, laying pies and pot roast
at my feet and asking the good saint to make their husbancis tu rrf) t d( a‘s'
How often does a man like Samuel get damned to hell, and go? ot

She breaks down. Florence moves to console her friend, then re

actually laughing hysterically. T et

FLORENCE:  You smoking crack?
LOUREEN: Do Ilook like I am?

FLORENCE:  Hell, I've seen old biddies creeping out of crack houses

about they were doing church work, » talking

'Y

NOTTAGE POOF! 1213

LOUREEN: Florence, please be helpful, I'm very close to the edge!...I don’t
know what to do next! Do I sweep him up? Do I call the police? Do . ..

The phone rings.

Oh God.
FLORENCE: You gonna let it ring?

Loureen reaches for the telephone slowly.

LOUREEN: NO! (Holds the receiver without picking it up, paralyzed) What if it’s his
mother? . .. She knows!

The phone continues to ring. They sit until it stops. They both breathe a sigh of relief.

I should be mourning, I should be praying, 1 should be thinking of the
burial, but all that keeps popping into my mind is what will I wear on tele-
vision when I share my horrible and wonderful story with a studio audi-
ence . . . (Whimpers) He's made me a killer, Florence, and you remember
what a gentle child [ was. (Whispers) I'm a killer, I'm a killer, I'm a killer.

FLORENCE: [ wouldn't throw that word about too lightly even in jest. Talk like
that gets around.

LOUREEN:  You think they’'ll lock me up? A few misplaced words and T'll prob-
ably get the death penalty, isn’t that what they do with women like me,
murderesses?

FLORENCE:  Folks have done time for less.

LOUREEN: Thank you, just what I needed to hear!

FLORENCE: What did you expect, that I was going to throw up my arms and
congratulate you? Why'd you have to go and lose your mind at this time of
day, while T got a pot of rice on the stove and Edgar’s about to walk in the
door and wonder where his goddamn food is. (Losing her cool) And he'’s go-
ing to start in on me about all the nothing I've been doing during the day
and why I can’t work and then he’ll mention how clean you keep your
home. And I don’t know how I'm going to look him in the eye without . . .

LOUREEN: I'm sorry, Florence. Really. It's out of my hands now.

She takes Florence's hand and squeezes it.

FLORENCE (Regaining her composure): You swear on your right tit?

LOUREEN (Clutching both breasts): 1 swear on both of them!

FLORENCE:  Both your breasts, Loureen! You know what will happen if you're
lying. (Loureen nods; hushed) Both your breasts Loureen?

LOUREEN: Yeah!

FLORENCE (Examines the pile of ashes, then shakes her head): Oh sweet, sweet Je-
sus. He must have done something truly terrible.

LOUREEN: No more than usual. I just couldn't take being hit one more time.

FLORENCE: You've taken a thousand blows from that man, couldn't you've
turned the cheek and waited? I'd have helped you pack. Like we talked about.

A moment,
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LOUREEN: Uh!...T could blow on him and he'd disappear across the lino-

leum. (Snaps her fingers) Just like that. Should I be feeling remorse or regret
or some other “R” word? I'm strangely jubilant, like on prom night when
Samuel and I first made love. That's the feeling! (The women lock eyes) Uh!

FLORENCE: Isit...

LOUREEN: Like a ton of bricks been lifted from my shoulders, yeah.

FLORENCE: Really?

LOUREEN: Yeah!

Florence walks to the other side of the room.

FLORENCE:  You bitch!
LOUREEN: What?

FLORENCE: We made a pact.
LOUREEN: Iknow.

FLORENCE: You've broken it ... We agreed that when things got real bad for

both of us we'd. .. you know . . . together . . . Do I have to go back up-
stairs to that? . . . What next?

LOUREEN: [thought you'd tellme! . . . Idon't know!
FLORENCE: I don't know!
LOUREEN: Idon't know!

Florence begins to walk around the room, nervously touiching objects. Loureen sits,
wringing her hands and mumbling softly to herself

FLORENCE: Now you got me, Loureen, I'm truly at a loss for words.

LOUREEN:  Everybody always told me, “Keep your place, Loureen." My place,
the silent spot on the couch with a wine cooler in my hand and a pleasant
smile that warmed the heart. All this time I didn’t know why he was so
alraid for me to say anything, to speak up. Poof! . . . I've never been by my-
self, except for them two weeks when he won the office pool and went to
Reno with his cousin Mitchell. He wouldn't tell me where he was going
until I got that postcard with the cowboy smoking a hundred cigarettes . . .

Didn’t Sonny Larkin look good last week at Caroline's? He looked good,
didn'the. ..

Florence nods. She nervously picks up Samuel’s jacket, which is hanging on the back
of the chair. She clutches it unconsciously.

NO! No! Don't wrinkle that, that’s his favorite jacket. He'll kill me. Put it
back!

Florence returns the jacket to its perch. Loureen begins to quiver,

I'm sorry. (She grabs the jacket and wrinkles it up) There! (She then digs into the
coat pockets and pulls out his wallet and a movie stub) Look at that, he said he
didn’t go to the movies last night. Working late. (Frantically thumbs through
his wallet) Picture of his motorcycle, Social Security card, driver's license,
and look at that from our wedding. (Smiling) I looked good, didn't I? (She
puts the pictures back in the wallet and holds the jacket up to her face) There
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were some good things. (She then sweeps her hand over the jacket to remove the
wrinkles, and folds it ever so carefully, and finally throws it in the garbage) And
out of my mouth those words made him disappear. All these years and just
words, Florence. That's all they were.

FLORENCE: ['m afraid I won'’t ever get those words out. I'll start resenting you,
honey. I'm afraid won’t anything change for me.

LOUREEN: [ been to that place.

FLORENCE:  Yeah? But now [ wish I could relax these old lines (Touches her fore-
head) for a minute maybe. Edgar has never done me the way Samuel did
you, but he sure did take the better part of my life.

LOUREEN: Not yet, Florence.

FLORENCE (Nods): Ihave the children to think of . . . right?

LOUREEN: You can think up a hundred things before . . .

FLORENCE: Then come upstairs with me . . . we'll wait together for Edgar and
then you can spit out your words and . . .

LOUREEN: [can'tdo that.

FLORENCE: Yes you can. Come on now.

Loureen shakes her head no.

Well, T guess my mornings are not going to be any different.

LOUREEN: If you can say for certain, then I guess they won't be. I couldn’t say
that.

FLORENCE: But you got a broom and a dust pan, you don’t need anything more

than that . . . He was a bastard and nobody will care that he’s gone.

LOUREEN: Phone’s gonna start ringing soon, people are gonna start asking
soon, and they'll care.

FLORENCE: What's your crime? Speaking your mind?

LOUREEN: Maybe I should mail him to his mother. I owe her that. I feel bad for
her, she didn't understand how it was. I can’t just throw him away and
pretend like it didn’t happen. Can I?

FLORENCE: I didn’t see anything but a pile of ash. As far as I know you got a
little careless and burned a chicken.

LOUREEN: He was always threatening not to come back.
FLORENCE: [ heard him.

LOUREEN: It would’ve been me eventually.

FLORENCE:  Yes.

LOUREEN: I should call the police, or someone.

FLORENCE: Why? What are you gonna tell them? About all those times they
refused to help, about all those nights you slept in my bed 'cause you were
afraid to stay down here? About the time he nearly took out your eye 'cause

you flipped the television channel?
LOUREEN: No.

FLORENCE:  You've got it, girl!
LOUREEN: Good-bye to the fatty meats and the salty food. Good-bye to the bour-

bon and the bologna sandwiches. Good-bye to the smell of his feet, his
breath and his bowel movements . . . (A moment. She closes her eyes and,
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reliving a horrible memory, she shudders) Good-bye. (Walks over to the pile of
ashes) Samuel? . . . Just checking.

FLORENCE: Good-bye Samuel.

They both smile.

Lourien: Il et the police know that he's missing tomorrow . . .

pLORENCE:  Why not the next day?

oureeN:  Chicken's warming in the oven, you're welcome to stay.

prorence:  Chile, I gota potof riceon the stove, kids are probably actingout . . .
and Edgar, well . . . Listen, 'l stop in tomorrow.

LoureeN:  For dinner?
FLORENCE:  Edgar wouldn't stand for that. Cards maybe.

roureen:  Cards.

The women hug for a long moment. Florence exits. Lowreen stands over the ashes for
a few moments contemplating what to do. She finally decides to sweep them under the
carpet, and then proceeds to set the table and sit down to eat her dinner.

END OF PLAY [1993]

= THINKING ABOUT THE TEXT

1. How would you describe Loureen’s relationship to her husband Samuel?
What reason can you suggest for Loureen staying in that relationship?

2. What specific offenses does.Samuel commit? Which would be viola-
tions of wedding vows? Which would be legal issues?

3. Describe the progression of Loureen’s response to Samuel’s death.

4. What evidence might there be that Loureen could become a model for
battered women? What do you think about Edgar’s future?

5. Even though Samuel dies, the play doesn’t seem tragic. Point out the
comic elements. How does Nottage get away with using humor in a play
where someone loses his life?

= MAKING COMPARISONS

1. Do the comic elements of POOF! lead you to take Nottage’s play less
seriously than you do Glaspell’s? Why, or why not?

2. Do Glaspell and Nottage show similar reasoning in keeping certain
characters offstage, unseen? Explain.

3. To what extent, if any, does Nottage’s play seem more racially specific
than Glaspell’s?

= WRITING ABOUT ISSUES

1. Choose either Glaspell’s or Nottage’s play. Then, write an essay in which
you develop and support a claim about whether justice is served in the
play you have selected. Make clear how you are defining justice.

e
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2. On the basis of Glaspell’s and Nottage’s plays, would you say that mar-
ital problems have basically remained the same over the last hundred
years, or do you think that they have significantly changed? Write an
essay that answers this question by referring to specific passages in both
texts.

3. Write an essay in which you explain how a mystical intervention (like the
spontaneous combustion in POOF!) could occur in Trifles, or how the
thorough realism of Trifles could be transferred to POOF! If you wish
substitute for this essay a script that you compose. ,

4. How can one tell that partners in a marriage, orin a similar relationship,
have equal status? Write an essay specifying the features you have in
mind. If you wish, refer to one or both of the plays in this cluster.




