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ACT ONE

Scene One

MRS. GIVINGS (34) and MR. 
DALDRY (36) exit the house, as 
Mrs. Givings holds a very 
large umbrella. MR. DALDRY 
struggles to stay within the 
umbrella's circumference, as 
HE attempts to keep pace with 
Mrs. Givings.

THE PAIR peregrinate through 
the grounds of Mrs. Givings' 
property, as it drizzles 
around them.

MRS. GIVINGS
I appreciate your patience with me holding the umbrella.

MR. DALDRY
I'm grateful for our thrown together fraternization. Your 
husband, Dr. Givings, gives me great hope for the restoration 
of my wife's constitution.

MRS. GIVINGS
How is it that men find such great joy in fixing things over 
connecting? Take this contraption, meant to prevent one from 
getting wet. I actually don't mind getting wet. Why must we 
contain Mother Nature's vagaries when I find rain, sun, snow, 
and the spring blossoming an occurrence to be experienced. I 
much prefer the wild growths over the carefully tended 
greenhouse flower.

MR. DALDRY
But a greenhouse is precisely made for protecting weak, 
vulnerable, and beautiful things.

MRS. GIVINGS
Yes, that it true. Mr. Daldry, do you believe me to be a weak 
and vulnerable thing?

(MR. DALDRY works to keep up with Mrs. Givings 
whose single stride is equal to one-and-a-half 
of Mr. Daldry's own.)

MR. DALDRY
Quite the contrary, Mrs. Givings. I find you quite hale. My 
wife on the other hand, she is susceptible in the cold.
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(MRS. GIVINGS switches hands with holding the 
umbrella, causing MR. DALDRY to have to switch 
sides. The drizzle turns to rain.)

MRS. GIVINGS
Oh my, I'm sorry, Mr. Daldry. I did not realize how awkward a 
thing it can be to hold an umbrella. I appreciate that you have 
allowed Mrs. Daldry a chance at the electrical cure. The 
healing paroxysm of electrical massage cannot be 
underestimated. From what I understand, the cure is quite like 
electricity. One moment a body is quiescent and the next an 
eruption of activity. Like the sudden illumination of dark with 
an electric light. A simple flick of a switch. On/off, off/on. 
And a mechanical onslaught of healing transpires.

(There is a quick flash of lightening. MR. 
DALDRY is suddenly alarmed. Over a low roll of 
thunder, MR. DALDRY speaks.)

MR. DALDRY
My Sabrina is in good hands with your husband, is she not?

MRS. GIVINGS
My husband's standards for medical care are quite rigorous. His 
interests are far more in healing than electrocution. There 
have been no deaths under his treatments. Though I dare say, 
from time to time, he could do with a little jolt himself. 
Perhaps, it would pop open his eyes and make him see his 
subjects as more than mere objects of scientific interest.

MR. DALDRY
That is a relief. I mean, of no deaths. Mrs. Givings, if it 
would please you, I would like to take a turn at holding the 
umbrella.

(MRS. GIVINGS hands Mr. Daldry the umbrella. 
The rain begins to fall harder. MRS. GIVINGS 
works to stay under her side of the umbrella 
but finds it awkward and constraining.)

MRS. GIVINGS
Do you ever wonder if the thing that is being considered for 
fixing was never broken in the first place?

MR. DALDRY
That is a very queer riddle, Mrs. Givings. What do you mean by 
this?

MRS. GIVINGS
That men in all their fixing lose sight of the pleasures of the 
rain, the flicker and romance of candlelight, the balancing of 
a body by mechanical means when a tender touch or the concerted 
effort of listening and responding is all that is needed?
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MR. DALDRY
I do not quite follow.

MRS. GIVINGS
It is rather like the effort I expend here for my protection 
under your hand. My dear Sir, I have no need for a half 
circumference of safekeeping under this umbrella. I feel quite 
happy and alive when the rain falls. I would much prefer to 
open myself to Mother Nature when she unbolts the door to the 
parched and the dry, replenishing brittle soil and a tired 
body, with her joyful precipitation to bring forth spring 
blooms.

(MRS. GIVINGS comes out from under the canopy 
of the umbrella and strides freely in the rain 
without cover. Then SHE breaks into a jog, 
traversing down a familiar path.)

MR. DALDRY
Mrs. Givings, what will your husband say if I return you fully 
wet? Please come back under this canopy. I cannot bear the 
thought of causing you a case of grippe for lack of protection.

MRS. GIVINGS
Mr. Daldry, I have survived the very experience of child birth. 
A little rain will not kill me. Please pardon my rudeness, but 
pushing a new human the size of a cannonball through the birth 
canal, now that is something that can kill a woman. As well as 
the lack of a newborn's love.

MR. DALDRY
I do wish for a chance at the birth experience with Mrs. 
Daldry.

MRS. GIVINGS
Whatever do you mean? You have intentions for killing your 
wife?

(Mr. Daldry's comment stops Mrs. Givings on 
the path well ahead of Mr. Daldry. SHE waits 
as he catches up to her as he wrangles the 
umbrella.)

MR. DALDRY
(laughs)

No, quite the contrary. We have not had relations for awhile. 
This has caused complications between us. I do not know why I 
am being so forthcoming with you.

(MR. DALDRY attempts to shelter Mrs. Givings 
under the umbrella. MRS. GIVINGS dodges Mr. 
Daldry, not letting him do it.)
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MR. DALDRY
I am merely acting the gentleman, Mrs. Givings. Please let me 
cover you once more.

MRS. GIVINGS
Relations between men and women are far from my field of 
expertise, however it is clear Mrs. Daldry respects you. But do 
you think respect is enough for the marriage bed?

MR. DALDRY
Were it, I would not have sought out your husband's cure. Might 
you have taken a treatment for yourself?

MRS. GIVINGS
My husband has said his device restores balance in a sick woman 
but would make a healthy one far too excitable. And yet, I feel 
the life women are led to is so much like a winter of intimate 
relations when what a woman wants is the vital activity of 
spring.

MR. DALDRY
Indeed. Please, here, Mrs. Givings.

(pulls off his overcoat)
I would have you wear this as we return if you will not come 
back under the canopy.

MRS. GIVINGS
You are quite kind, but this is entirely unnecessary. 

(MRS. GIVINGS comes under the canopy's 
protection once again, as she returns Mr. 
Daldry's overcoat to him. SHE takes the 
umbrella from Mr. Daldry, as he puts back on 
his overcoat.)

MRS. GIVINGS
I do fancy holding this umbrella once again. I wish a man could 
just allow a woman her freedom. I feel that freedom when I 
bring my baby to the breast. A knowing of something deeper, 
primal. A stirring of something fundamental. But alas, my milk 
is not good. And I am in much conflict with this. It grieves me 
that I cannot provide the proper nutrients to my child, using 
only my body, for this singular relationship that can only 
happen between and a mother and her infant. 

MR. DALDRY
I am sorry for your condition, Mrs. Givings. But perhaps it's 
God's plan for you to use the time feeding your child for other 
things. A man needn't worry about setting aside important time 
for the dependency needs of another. There is a freedom in 
that. 
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MRS. GIVINGS
True. But is it better to be free or better to know deep love 
and connection? Ah, well. The world is full of disappointments, 
is it not? But for now, let's not walk back to the house, let's 
run!

(MRS. GIVINGS takes off, trailing the umbrella 
behind her rather than over her head as 
protection.

MR. DALDRY is surprised at this and runs after 
Mrs. Givings. At first a little annoyed, the 
race turns into an indirect flirtation -- MRS. 
GIVINGS ahead of Mr. Daldry, then MR. DALDRY 
ahead of Mrs. Givings, as SHE slows to let him 
pass. MR. DALDRY begins to laugh at the 
freedom of running unencumbered.

THE PAIR reach the house. They are out of 
breath and chortling with exhilaration.)

MR. DALDRY
Well, that is certainly one way to invigorate the system. Thank 
you, Mrs. Givings.

MRS. GIVINGS
(smiling)

Look at us, we are drenched.

(MRS. GIVINGS closes the umbrella then pushes 
open the door to...)

       THE KITCHEN FOYER

(SHE motions for Mr. Daldry to enter the 
kitchen before her. Then MRS. GIVINGS nods 
toward a hanging towel for Mr. Daldry to dry 
himself off.) 

MRS. GIVINGS
Thank you for that needed constitutional. Now let us see how 
your wife and my husband have faired with the mechanical cure.

(MR. DALDRY grabs the towel and dries himself 
off, as MRS. GIVINGS shakes out the umbrella 
in the foyer, then enters the kitchen and 
dries herself off as well.)

BLACK. END OF SCENE.

I-1-5



I-1-6I-1-6


