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NE. Your husband is a true visionary.
MAGGIE. A, yes, yes, he is.
JUNK, (Realizes she’s put her foot in it a bit.) Oh, and golly,
I'ty sure you’re good, too.
MAGGIB Thanks. So you've seen his ~ our - wor
JUNE. Every show in the last two seasons.
MAGGIE. Réglly?
JUNE. When\[ started dating my Max jusior year — this

was the only place our parents would let us come to
unaccompanjed.

STUART. Chaperonied by Shakespeare.

JUNE. Exactly! At figst I honestly ¢éuldn’t care less about
what was happeking onstagg] I was all about billing
and cooing with Miax in theback row, but once I came
up for air, I started\to really like it. The men were all
dreamboats and the gjrly/so glamorous - those dresses!

(MAGGIE introdules IDA.)

MAGGIE. That’s Ida for you. \

JUNE. Oh! You made those?

IDA. That I did, Migé Bennett.

JUNE. I thought/it was some seamstress flown in from
France!

IDA. No, just A mother of two from\Pawtucket. Picking up
some exjra sewing is all.
(To MAGGIE.) Should I - [go]?

MAGGIE/No stay, I'd love to hear your thoughts.

IDA. You would?

MAGGIE. Of course. You've been with us te} years, I'm sure
’Andrew asks for your opinion all the tine.

IPA. (He doesn’t.) Of course he does.

(As MAGGIE turns back to JUNE, IDA Xets off ?
a sidelong glance at STUART, who raises his . oo

e

MAGGIE. June, would you care to read, dear?
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JUNE. That'd be swell. I've prepared Hotspur’s wife, Kate.
MAGGIE. Perfect choice. Go ahead.

(JUNE takes a moment, then recite.g, a little
stiffly.)
JUNE AS LADY PERCY. O, my good lord, why are you thus
alone?
For what offense have I this fortnight been
A banished woman from my Harry’s bed?
MAGGIE. Let me stop you.
sTEARE=Held-please!
JUNE. Oh! Was that not -? I'm sorry, I gave blood earlier
today, maybe I'm a bit -
MAGGIE. It was fine, but - so youre worried about your
husband, yes?
JUNE. Yes. (Darn.) Applesauce! Was that not -?
MAGGIE. I mean you, June, and your real husband, Max.

Add a pinch of him to your Hotspur, your love who is
bound for war.

(JUNE nods, understanding, continues, her
acting much improved.)

JUNE AS LADY PERCY. Tell me, sweet lord, what is’t that takes
from thee
Thy stomach, pleasure, and thy golden sleep?
Thy spirit within thee has been so at war,
And thus hath so bestirred thee in thy sleep,
That beads of sweat have stood upon thy brow
Like bubbles in a late-disturbed stream.
Some heavy business hath my lord in hand,
And I must know it, else he loves me not.

(She ends in tears.)

MAGGIE. Nice, nice.

JUNE. (Joyful, shocked, tears still on face.) 1 cried that time!
I cried!

MAGGIE. You did.
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JUNE. So it was good!

MAGGIE. Good, yes. (Firm but gentle.) But it’s not about you
crying, June.

JUNE. But I had feelings!

MAGGIE. Yes, and that’s wonderful, but try to keep in mind
that, really, in the end, it’s about us having feelings.

JUNE. (Confused.) You?

MAGGIE. (Gesturing to the theater.) Always remember, the
play takes place out here.

(JUNE squints into the darkness, not quite
understanding.)

JUNE. Out there, right. (Mad at herself.) Applesauce! Oh,
applesauce!

MAGGIE. Don’t worry June, we've found our Kates.

JUNE. What? Really?

MAGGIE. You made me cry, too.

(JUNE has an adorable, awkward explosion,
hugging STUART, bowing to MAGGIE.)

JUNE. Oh! Thank you! Thank you! The Kates! That’s the
French Kate, too?

MAGGIE. That’s right.

JUNE. The French -
(7o IDA.) Oh, I can’t wait to see her dress!

(She heads to the exit, hoppzng on her bicycle.)

SRHARTSec o Aednesan

MAGGIE. (Of the bzc_ycle ) And be careful on that — we can’t
afford to lose you!

JUNE. Oh, I ride this everywhere. Saving that gas for Max’s

tank!

T

(She exits, leaving the door open.)




