
with furniture I couldn't stand, anyway. And ideas. And 
people. I liked it. 

BOY. (Uncomprehending.) Oh, you won't find it so bad 
here. You'll see. 

CRAOEAU. (Mechanically.) Good. Fine, fine. 

(He looks around.) 

Just the same, it seems funny to me - you've heard all 
the stuff they t ell back there. 

BOY. What about? 
CRADEAU. Oh - (Making a vague, wide gesture.) all this. 
BOY. You don't believe all that crap! People who've never 

been anywhere near here. Because if they had -
CRADEAU. Yes! 

(They both laugh.) 

(Becoming suddenly serious again.) Where are the 
thumbscrews? 

BOY. What? 
CRAOEAU. The thumbscrews, the whips, the racks? 
BOY. Are you serious? 
CRADEAU. (Looking at him.) Ah? Oh, good. Yes, I was 

serious. 

(Silence; he walk$ about.) 

(With sudden violence.) No mirrors, no windows, of 
course. Nothing breakable. (With sudden violence.) 
And why'd they take away my toothbrush? 

BOY. Aha! There's your human dignity coming back! 
CRADEAU. (Pounds angrily once on the back ofthe divan.) 

Save your familiarity, my friend. I know where I am 
and I know why I'm here, but I'll be damned if I'm 
going to stand for -

BOY. Take it easy. No harm meant. But what do you expect, 
all the guests ask the same thing. Right away they ask: 
"Where's the thumbscrews?" And when they say that, 
I can tell you they're not thinking about that Pepsodent 
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smile of theirs. Then you get 'em calmed down, and 
about that time they start wanting their toothbrush. 
Now all I ask is, just stop and think: why in hell would 
you want to brush your teeth here? 

CRADEAU. (Quieted.) Yes, I suppose that's true. Why should 
I? 

(Looks around.) 

And why would I want to look in the mirror? As far 
as the statue goes, fine. There'll probably be plenty 
of times when I won't be able to look at it enough. 
(Working himselfup.) Not enough, see? What the hell, 
there's nothing to hide. I tell you I'm quite aware ofmy 
status here. And why I was sent. Do you want to know 
what it's like to be here? Is that why you were looking 
at me like that? All right, I'll tell you. It's like drowning 
in hot water, with your eyes above the water. 

(Whirls about toface the mantel.) 

And what do you see? A statue of Napoleon! 

(Pause.) 

What a nightmare! 

(Pause.) 

That's all right, you don't have to say anything. You're 
probably not allowed to, anyway. I know, I'll shut up. 
But just don't think it's a shock to me. I knew what 
was coming. I know the whole score backwards and 
forwards, behind me and ahead ofme. 

(He begins walking again.) 

(Reflectively.) So it's no toothbrush. No beds either. You 
never sleep. Right? 

BOY. Right. 
CRADEAU. I was sure of it! Why would you sleep anyway? 

You feel sleepy, it creeps up on you behind the ears first. 
You feel your eyes shutting, but - sleep? You lie down 
on the couch, and - .fttt! All gone, you're not sleepy any 
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and looks about for a mirror anxiously. 
Searches in her handbag. Finally turns to 
CRADEAU.) 

ESTELLE. I'm sorry, you wouldn't have a mirror - ? 

(CRADEAU does not answer.) 

A mirror, 

(Rises, moves to CRADEAU.) 

a little hand mirror, you know, anything. 

(CRADEAU still does not answer. ESTELLE pouts 
a little, moves to center.) 

Ifyou're going to leave me all alone, at least you might 
get me a looking glass. 

(CRADEAU remains without looking up, head 
in hands.) 

INEZ. (Eager to pl.ease.) I have one in my bag! 

(She digs in her handbag.) 

(With vexation.) It's gone! They must have taken it 
when I came in here. 

ESTELLE. (Weakly.) What a bore! 

(Sits center.) 

(Pause. She shuts her eyes and seems to be 
about to faint. INEZ rushes forward and holds 
her up.) 

INEZ. What's the matter? 

(ESTELLE O'J)ens her eyes and smiles.) 

ESTELLE. l feel so strange. 

(She runs her handfeebly over her body.) 

ESTELLE. Don't you ever feel that way? When I can't see 
myself in the mirror, I can't even feel myself, and I 
begin to wonder if I really exist at all. 

INEZ. (Looking.fixedly at her.) You're very lucky. I always 
feel myself inside. 
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(Sits.) 

ESTELLE. Oh, yes, inside - everything that goes on in one's 
head is so vague it puts me to sleep. 

(A pause.) 

There are six huge mirrors in my bedroom. I can 
always see them but they can't see me. They reflect the 
couch, the rug, the window. How empty it is, a mirror, 
if I can't see myself in it! Whenever I had to talk to 
anyone, I always arranged it so that I could see myself 
in one. I talked a nd I could see myself talking. I could 
see how T looked to other people and that sort ofkept 
me awake. (Desperately.) My make-up! I'm sure I've 
put it on all wrong - I simply can't go on through all 
eternity without a mirror! 

INEZ. (All this as ifto a child again.) Wouldn't you like me 
to be your mirror? Come, I invite you over to my house. 

(Indicating place on divan right.) 

Sit down on my divan. 

ESTELLE. (Pointing to CRAOEAU.) But -
INEZ. We won't pay any attention to him. 

ESTELLE. (Rising;fearjully.) We're going to hurt each other. 
You said so yourself. 

INEZ. Do I look as if I wanted to hurt you? 

ESTELLE. (Hesitantly.) You never know. 

(Crosses to sit right ofINEZ.) 

INEZ. It's you who'll h urt me. But what does it matter? If 
I've got to suffer, it might as well be because ofyou. Sit 
down. Closer. Come over h ere closer to me. Look into 
my eyes. What do you see? 

ESTELLE. I see myself very tiny. I can hardly see myself. 

INEZ. I see you. All ofyou. Ask me questions. You'll see no 
mirror could be so faithful. 

( ESTELLE, embarrassed, turns toward 
CRAOEAU, as ifto ask his help.) 
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I'm malicious, I'm bad, I know. 
CRADEAU. I know. I am too. 

INEZ. No, you're not malicious. With you it's something 
else. 

CRADEAU. What? 
INEZ. You're just trying to prove something to yourself. 
CRADEAU. But what? 

INEZ. I'll tell you later. But I'm really bad. I mean I need to 
see other people suffer to exist at all. A torch. A torch 
in their hearts. When I'm all alone I go out. For six 
months I flamed in her heart, burned everything. Then 
she got up one night and turned on the gas. I didn't 
hear her. She got back into bed beside me. That's all. 

(Moves a step to center.) 

CRADEAU. (Reflectively.) Hm! 

INEZ. What? 

CRADEAU. Nothing. That's nasty business. 
INEZ. Of course it's nasty business. So what? 

CRADEAU. Ob, you're right. (To ESTELLE.) Your turn. What'd 
you do? 

ESTELLE. (Moves to center chair and sits.) I've told you that 
I don't know . T keep asking m yGelf. but ;t's n o good. 

CRADEAU. (To right ofESTELLE. Cheeifully,) All right, we'll 
help you. That guy with the smashed-up face, who was 
he? 

l:STl:LLt!. (liaugllty.) Whatguy? 

CRADEAU. You know who I mean. The one you were afraid 
of, when you came in. 

ESTELLE. He's a friend. 

CRADEAU. Why were you afraid ofhim? 

ESTELLE. You have no right to be asking me all this. 

INEZ. (As ifin a grilling.) He killed himselfbecause ofyou? 
ESTELLE. Certainly not, are you mad? 

CRADEAU. Then why were you afraid of seeing him? He 
blew his face off, right? 
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ESTELLE. Stop! Stop! 
CRADEAU. And he djd it because ofyou! Because ofyou! 
INEZ. Yes! The gun went off because ofyou. That's it ! 
ESTELLE. (Rising, hysterically.) Leave me alone! You're 

horrible! I want to get out ofhere! 

(Crosses up center.) 

I've got to get out! 

(She rushes to the door and shakes it.) 

CRADEAU. (Moves down right.) Go on out. Nothing would 
please me better. Only it happens the door is locked. 
From the outside. 

( ESTELLE tries to ring the bell, but it does not 
ring. INEZ and CRADEAU laugh. ESTELLE turns 
on the:m, backed against the door.) 

ESTELLE. (Lookingfrom one to the other. Her voice hoarse, 
slowly.) You're monstrous. 

INEZ. Completely monstrous. So what? So the guy killed 
himselfon account ofyou. He was your lover. 

CRADEAU. Naturally he was her lover. And he wanted her 
all to himself Isn't that true? 

INEZ. He did the rhumba like a professional, but he had no 
mom;y. 

(A silence.) 

CRADEAU. We asked, was he poor? 
ESTELLE. ( Comes down to divan right.)Yes, he was poor. 

(Sits.) 

CRADEAU. And then, you had your reputation to take care 
of. And one day he came and begged you to go away 
with him and you laughed at him. 

INEZ. (Tense, closing in.) Yes, yes! You laughed at him. Isn't 
that right? Isn't that why he killed himself? 

ESTELLE. (Suddenly looking with interest at INEZ.) ls that 
the way you looked at Florence? 

INEZ. Yes. 
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(MovetJ to left ofESTELLE.) 

INEZ. (Looking out.) They've rented it. The windows are 
wide open, there's a man sitting on my bed. It's rented! 
(Fiercely.) They rented it! Come in, come in, don't 
be bru;hful! It's a woman. She's walking toward him, 
putting her hands on his shoulders - why don't they 
turn on the light? It's so dark you can't see - are they 
going to kiss each ot her? That room is mine! Mine! 
And why don't they turn on the light? I can't see them 
anymore. What are they whispering about? Is he going 
to make love to her on my bed? She says it's noon and 
broad daylight. Then I must be going blind. 

(Pause.) 

It's over. I don't see anything more. I can't hear any 
more. 

(Pause.) 

Well, I suppose that means goodbye to the earth. No 
more alibi. 

(She shivers.) 

I feel empty. Now I'm completely dead. And all of me 
is here. 

(Pause.) 

What were you saying? You were talking about helping 
me, if I remember. 

CRADEAU. Yes. 
INEZ. Helping me to do what? 
CRADEAU. (Crosses up to ESTELLE to left ofINEZ.) Frustrate 

their plans. 

INEZ. And in exchange? 
CRADEAU. You help me. It 's so simple, Inez. All you need is 

a little good will. 

INEZ. Good will. Where do you think I'm going to get it? 
I'm rotted away. All of me. 

CRADEAU. And what about me? 
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(CRADEAU indicates INEZ to ESTELLE.) 

CRADEAU. (Rising, moving left.) Speak to her. 

ESTELLE. (Clutches him.) Don't go away! Are you a man or 
aren't you? Look at me, will you? Stop looking off that 
way. ls it so painful to see my face? I have pretty hair, 
and after all, somebody did kill himself for my sake. 
Please, you've got to look at something. If it isn't me 
it'll be the statue, or the table, or the couches. And I do 
think I'm a little pleasanter to look at. (Musing.) Listen, 
it's so strange! I've fallen out of their hearts back there 
like a baby bird out ofits nest. Pick me up, take me into 
your heart. You'll see how sweet I can be. 

CRADEAU. (Pushing her away with effort.) I told you to talk 
to her. 

(Moves up ofESTELLE to up left center.) 

ESTELLE. (With astonishment.) To her? But she doesn't 
count. She's a woman. 

INEZ. (Movingto ESTELLE.) I don't count? (Condescendingly.) 
But, my poor dear litle bird, you've been safe in my 
heart for a long, long time. Don't be afraid, I'll watch 
over you every second, without even blinking my eyes. 
You'll live in my eyes like a speck of dust in a ray of 
sunlight. 

ESTELLE. A ray ofsunlight? Hah! Don't make me laugh. You 
played your trump card a while back. Can't you see it 
didn't do you any good? 

(Crosses down left.) 

INEZ. (As if to see how these words sound in her voice.) 
Estelle! My inspiration, my crystal globe -

ESTELLE. (Contemptuously.) Your crystal? It's ludicrous. 
Who do you think you're fooling? (In a hoarse voice.) 
Come now, we all know I threw the kid out the window. 
The crystal is smashed in a thousand pieces and I don't 
give a damn. I'mjust a skin, but it 's not for you to touch. 

INEZ. (Moves to her.) Come over here. Be what you want, an 
angel or a monster. You'll find that in my eyes you'll be 
the way you really want to be. 
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you know the price ofevil. And ifyou say I'm a coward, 
it's because you know what cowardice is. Am I right? 

INEZ. Yes. 
CRADEAU. You're the one I've got to convince. You're one of 

my kind. Did you think I'd leave? I couldn't leave you 
here crowing over me -.vith all those thoughts in your 
head, all those ideas about me -

INEZ. Do you really want to convince me? 
CRADEAU. It's the only thing I want. I can't hear them 

back there any longer, you know. It's probably because 
they're all through with me. Finished. The thing's a 
dead letter. Back on earth I'm nothing, not even a 
coward. Inez, here we are, alone. There's only you two 
to think of me. She doesn't count. But you, you who 
hate me, ifyou believe me you can save me. 

INEZ. You think it will be easy? Look at me. I'm a hard 
customer. 

CRADEAU. I'll give you all the time you need. 
INEZ. (Moving down left; derisively.) Oh, you have all the 

time in the world.All the time! 
CRADEAU. (Taking her by the shoulders, and looking into 

herface.) Listen, everyone has his own aim in life. Isn't 
that true? I never gave a damn about money or love. 
I wanted to be a man. A tough one. I put all my eggs 
in one basket. How can anybody be yellow who always 
chooses the most dangerous course? Do you think you 
can judge a whole lifetime by a single act? 

INEZ. -why not? For thirty years you pretended you were 
brave, until you believed it yourself. And you allowed 
yourself a thousand little weaknesses, because, 
of course, everything's permitted to heroes. How 
convenient! And then when the crucial moment 
came and you were cornered - you decided to go to 
Switzerland. 

CRADEAU. I didn't just droom ofbeing a hero. I determined 
to be one. You are what you want to be. 

INEZ. You can only tell what a man really wants by his acts. 
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CRADEAU. (Turnsfrom INEZ.) I died too soon. I wasn't given 
time to perform any acts ofmy own. 

INEZ. You always die too soon - or too late. You died too 
late. And there's your life behind you, all finished. The 
figures are all there; they must be added up. What are 
you if not your life? 

CRADEAU. (Moving up center.) You bitch! You have an 
answer to everything. 

INEZ. (Follows him. With infinite sarcasm.) Come, come, 
don't give up so easily. It ought to be simple to persuade 
me. Find the right arguments, make an effort. 

(CRADEAU shrugs his shoulders.) 

Well? Well? 1 told you you were vulnerable. 

(CRADEAU moves down right. INEZfollows.) 

(With undisguised sadism.) And how you're going to 
pay for it now! You're yellow, Cradeau, yellow, because 
that's the way I want it. I want it that way, do you 
hear? I want you to be yellow! And yet look how weak 
I am! (Softly.) Just a breath! The only thing about me 
that e.>..ists is the fact that I'm looking at you, that I'm 
thinking about you. 

(He turns toward her, hands outstretched.) 

(In her element.) Ha! Thosebig male hands are opening 
up! What do you think you can do? Hands don't catch 
thoughts. Come on, you can't do anything about it; 
you've got to convince me. I've got you. 

ESTELLE. (Moving between them.) Cradeau! 
CRADEAU. What? 

ESTELLE. Get even! 
CRADEAU. How? 

ESTELLE. (Goes into CRADEAU :S arms.) Kiss me and watch 
her. 

CRADEAU. (As ifconsidering the idea.) You know, that's 
true, Inez. You've got me, yes, but I've got you too. 

(He bends over ESTELLE in embrace.) 
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