
		
			[image: ]
		

	
		
			Acclaim for David Mamet’s
BOSTON
MARRIAGE

			
				"Delicious…[A] dizzyingly arch comedy of manners…Mamet has a gay old time fusing his own rat-a-tat style with that of the Wilde-Somerset Maugham–Noël Coward set."

				—The Boston Phoenix

			

			
				"Clever …delicious…Mamet create[s] some wonderfully funny contrasts between the artifice of that era and the bluntness of today."

				—Boston Herald

			

			
				"With brilliant economy and with his God-given ear for the exact rhythms of even mannered speech, Mamet enshrines a sense of blessing, not of barbarity; instead of dissecting life’s viciousness, for once he dethrones its seriousness…[He] appears before us in some giddy exhilarating version of himself [and] manages both to employ and to parody the language of Victorian drawing-room melodrama and the privilege it betokens."

				—John Lahr, The New Yorker

			

		

	
		
			DAVID MAMET
BOSTON
MARRIAGE

			David Mamet was born in Chicago in 1947. He studied at Goddard College in Vermont and at the Neighborhood Playhouse School of Theater in New York. He has taught at Goddard College, the Yale Drama School, and New York University, and lectures at New York’s Atlantic Theater Company, of which he is a founding member. He is the author of the plays The Cryptogram, Oleanna, Speed-the-Plow, Glengarry Glen Ross, American Buffalo, and Sexual Perversity in Chicago. He has also written screenplays for such films as House of Games and the Oscar-nominated The Verdict, as well as The Spanish Prisoner, The Winslow Boy, and Wag the Dog. His plays have won the Pulitzer Prize and the Obie Award.
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			This play is dedicated to Brigitte Lacombe

		

	
		
			Boston Marriage was originally produced on the stage by the American Repertory Theatre in Cambridge, Massachusetts; Robert Brustein, Artistic Director; Robert J. Orchard, Managing Director. The production opened on June 4, 1999, at the Hasty Pudding Theatre, with the following cast:

			
				
					
							CLAIRE
							Rebecca Pidgeon
					

					
							ANNA
							Felicity Huffman
					

					
							CATHERINE 
							Mary McCann
					

				

			

			Directed by David Mamet; sets by Sharon Kaitz and J. Michael Griggs; costumes by Harriet Voyt; lighting by John Ambrosone.

		

	
		
			CHARACTERS

			ANNA and CLAIRE, two women of fashion
CATHERINE, the maid



			SCENE
A drawing room.

		

	
		ACT ONE
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		A drawing room. ANNA is seated in a day dress. She wears a large emerald necklace. CLAIRE enters.

		CLAIRE: I beg your pardon. Have I the right house?

		ANNA: What address did you wish?

		CLAIRE: Two forty-five.

		ANNA: The number is correct in all particulars.

		CLAIRE: Then it is the décor which baffles me.

		ANNA: Have you not heard that this one or that, in an idle moment, conceives the idea to redecorate?

		CLAIRE: Yes.

		ANNA: You have heard?

		CLAIRE: Indeed. But how does this inspired person pay for it?

		ANNA: He tempers the wind to the shorn lamb.

		CLAIRE: Who would that be?

		ANNA: It is in the Bible.

		CLAIRE: And has he an agent on the Earth, GOOD GOD, what is that around your neck?

		ANNA: It is a necklace.

		CLAIRE: …oh, my Lord …

		ANNA: What?

		CLAIRE: Do you not find it…somewhat excessive for the morning?

		ANNA: I wear it, should I be summoned on the instant, to choke a horse.

		CLAIRE: To choke a horse. Are not there men employed precisely for that purpose?

		ANNA: Oh, dear, I should hate to think I was depriving them of livelihood.

		CLAIRE: How good you are.

		ANNA: Not at all.

		CLAIRE: Might I be forgiven to ask: Is it Real?

		ANNA: My dear, I have not lost my Taste …

		CLAIRE: Then you have lost your virtue …?

		ANNA: Yes.

		CLAIRE: Thank God.

		ANNA: A man gave it to me.

		CLAIRE: A man.

		ANNA: They do have such hopes for the mercantile.

		CLAIRE: And those hopes so rarely disappointed.

		ANNA: Well, we do love shiny things.

		CLAIRE: In unity with our sisters the Fish.

		ANNA: Men …

		CLAIRE: What can one do with them.

		ANNA: Just the One Thing.

		CLAIRE: Though, in your case, it seems to’ve been effective.

		ANNA: In like a Lion, out like a Lamb. (Pause)

		CLAIRE: This feller fancies you dead rotten.

		ANNA: You don’t know the fraction of it.

		CLAIRE: Enlighten me.

		ANNA: The Jewel.

		CLAIRE: Yes.

		ANNA: Not only is it real: it is a Family Heirloom.

		CLAIRE: An Heirloom. How better-than-good!

		ANNA: Been in his family five generations.

		CLAIRE: O finders keepers. Well done!

		ANNA: Only conceive, I pray you, that the Jewel is real, my debts are cleared, I have an account at the Dressmaker’s, and he has settled upon me, into the bargain, a monthly stipend …

		CLAIRE: Stop …

		ANNA: I tell you yes. Sufficient to support both me and you in Comfort.

		CLAIRE: Oh Bravo. For how glad one is. To see one’s friend, come at long last into Safe Harbor.

		ANNA: Thank you.

		CLAIRE: Good for you, good for the Side. But…

		ANNA: Speak.

		CLAIRE: This "man."

		ANNA: Yes.

		CLAIRE: This, this, this…

		ANNA: My "Protector."

		CLAIRE: Does he not know …does he not know your …"reputation"?

		ANNA: He is just returned from a long sojourn abroad.

		CLAIRE: What? On the Moon?

		ANNA: Ha ha.

		CLAIRE: Is he in commerce on the Moon?

		ANNA: … ha.

		CLAIRE: Is he a Dealer in Green Cheese? Is that your News? Have you beguiled a Dairy man?

		ANNA: I do not know his profession, or if, indeed, he follows one; I know that he is very rich. That he has been Abroad, and that he, willy-nilly, delights in regaling me with various kickshaws significant of the esteem in which he holds me.

		CLAIRE: …may it continue.

		ANNA: How could it miscarry?

		CLAIRE: Do not tempt fate.

		ANNA: He worships me. What could go awry?

		CLAIRE: Has he, for example, a wife?

		ANNA: Why would he require a mistress if he had no wife? Of course he has a wife. But does this "wife" hold his affection? Does she wear This Jewel, magnificently wrought, unique in all the world?

		CLAIRE: I must say that it suits you.

		ANNA: I am told some ancestor once staked it against a half province in the Punjab.

		CLAIRE: At what contest?

		ANNA: …could it have been croquet?

		CLAIRE: …my golly they played high.

		ANNA: But what are riches, whose reflections shine so cold …

		CLAIRE: …mmm…

		ANNA: … in contrast with that true warmth, that sole, true warmth, Of Love and Friendship?

		CLAIRE: That warmth incalculable and unvarying.

		ANNA: Is it not so?

		CLAIRE: Which delights in the success of the other.

		ANNA: Aha, aha: I beg your pardon. For do I not perceive in you that roseate glow, my angel, my dove, and words of that character, which must speak of your triumph? Yes, I see that
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