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The Jigsaw Bride
ACT I
 
 
 
Letter One
 
(MARIA reads from her writing desk. Despite the era, she dresses in a traditionally masculine fashion)
 
MARIA
To my learned colleagues of Graubünden's Natural Research Society,
 
I am pleased to report that my excavation of the ruined keep in the Genevan woodlands is now complete, and was a greater success than I could have imagined. The tomes I uncovered have quite simply left me staggered…texts ranging from medieval philosophy to medical treatises that currently defy my understanding. It is clear to me that whoever last dwelled in this Schloss was a man of great learning, though I have yet to uncover his name. Or perhaps her name.
 
(MARIA smirks at that, then continues)
 
MARIA
The locals proved to be terribly secretive regarding this abandoned manor. Its owner, its history, they would not speak of it. Some in fact actively tried to prevent my explorations. A rather shocking number of my wagons found themselves with broken wheels, and many of the hired workers proved too ill to leave their homes. As well you know, my family’s wealth is not infinite, but still I pressed onward. I knew in my very soul that whatever I spent would be well worth it, if even a fraction of the legends proved true.
 
My friends, they have proven more than true. I strain to organize my thoughts as I write this, and shall soon elaborate further on my findings, once I have been able to…
 
(MARIA considers how best to say this)
 
MARIA
…properly correlate my findings.
 
I thank you for your continued patience.
Most sincerely,
M. von Moos
Scene One
 
(Lights up. A sitting room in Salenegg Castle. It is warm and lovely, with many plants. JUSTINE walks around the room, uncertain and curious, absorbing all she can. She is dressed in the tatters of a 1700s dress. Long scars are visible along her collarbone, wrists, and shoulders. Her eyes are two different colors, one brown and one crystal blue. She picks a book off a shelf & flips through it. Soon, she is reading it at an incredible speed. MARIA enters, carrying a tray of food and wine)
 
MARIA
Ah! You found the library. Well, one of the libraries. I have three, actually. Does that seem excessive? I have a friend who once said to me that there is no such thing as too many books, only not enough bookshelves. I think he was flirting, in his own scholarly way, the rogue. And yet, he is not here and all these books are, so…
 
(Beat. JUSTINE is staring at the tray)
 
MARIA
My goodness, you must be famished. Here. I brought you some sweetcakes and cheese, a bit of sherry and…
 
(JUSTINE takes the tray and eats ravenously with no regards to manners)
 
MARIA
Oh! My. Aren’t you a delicate creature?
 
(JUSTINE stares at her while eating)
 
MARIA
I’m sorry. Just a little…a…carry on.
 
(JUSTINE eats, then drinks some sherry. She finds the taste odd and spits it back into the glass)
 
MARIA
Ah. No taste for wine.
 
JUSTINE
It’s sour.
 
MARIA
A fine vintage, I promise.
 
JUSTINE
It looked like water. It wasn’t water.
 
MARIA
No, but it does help against the chill.
 
JUSTINE
What chill?
 
MARIA
The…chill I assumed you must be feeling, dressed as you are.
 
(JUSTINE stares at her clothes, not understanding)
 
MARIA
That dress doesn’t seem particularly…substantial.
 
JUSTINE
I’m not cold.
 
MARIA
Truly?
 
(JUSTINE shakes her head no, goes back to eating)
 
MARIA
All the same…
 
(MARIA gives JUSTINE a dressing robe. JUSTINE stares at it)
 
MARIA
I think you’ll find it more comfortable.
 
(Beat. JUSTINE begins to remove her dress)
 
MARIA
Ah ah ah! Let’s…there’s a dressing room just over there. Do your changing there.
 
(She tries to lead JUSTINE to the door. JUSTINE reels on her)
 
JUSTINE
DON’T!
 
MARIA
I’m sorry! I didn’t…
 
JUSTINE
Do not touch me!
 
MARIA
I meant nothing by it!
 
(JUSTINE closes in until she is nose-to-nose with MARIA)
 
JUSTINE
If you mean me even a moment’s harm, you’ll not live long enough to regret your error. 
 
(JUSTINE walks into the room with the dressing robe)
 
MARIA
…gods, what have I gotten myself into…
 
(She picks up the glass of wine, shrugs and drinks it. She picks up a book as JUSTINE enters. She’s dressed in the robe but still holding the old dress)
 
MARIA
Better?
 
(JUSTINE doesn’t respond)
 
MARIA
Here, why don’t I just…
 
(She tries to take the dress from JUSTINE. JUSTINE’s grip is very strong and her arm doesn’t move)
 
MARIA
Come now, you don’t need this rag.
 
(JUSTINE lets go, and MARIA stumbles back with the dress)
 
MARIA
Well. That was quite something.
 
(MARIA examines the dress. JUSTINE picks another book off the shelf and reads)
 
MARIA
Where did you get this?
 
JUSTINE
From the bookshelf.
 
MARIA
No, I mean this dress.
 
(Beat)
 
JUSTINE
I don’t remember a time when I didn’t have it.
 
MARIA
Interesting.
 
(MARIA motions to the chair. JUSTINE stares at it, then at MARIA)
 
MARIA
Please sit.
 
(JUSTINE sits)
 
MARIA
I suppose I should start by asking your name.
 
(Beat)
 
MARIA
What…what’s your name?
 
(JUSTINE thinks on it, but is silent)
 
MARIA
Do you not know it?
 
JUSTINE
I do. Only…(She closes her eyes, remembers something) My mother used to sing to me.
 
MARIA
Beg pardon?
 
JUSTINE
I remember her singing. No, not singing...a rhyme...a children's rhyme. Home again...something about home...
 
MARIA
I…see…
 
(JUSTINE mutters fragments of the rhyme “To Market, To Market.” Then suddenly—)
 
JUSTINE
Justine. I am Justine.
 
MARIA
Ah! Wonderful! Justine…?
 
JUSTINE
Who are you?
 
(Beat)
 
MARIA
Of course, you must be as perplexed as I am. My name is Maria von Moos. This is Salenegg Castle, my familial estate. 
 
JUSTINE
You are rich.
 
MARIA
I…that may be overstating it.
 
JUSTINE
You have a castle.
 
MARIA
I inherited a castle. Not quite the same thing. If I may…what were you doing in those ruins?
 
JUSTINE
Sleeping.
 
MARIA
Yes, clearly. When I found you under the rubble, I near expired on the spot. How on earth did you end up beneath all that?
 
JUSTINE
I don’t remember.
 
(MARIA goes to her)
 
MARIA
Yes, you may have experienced some head trauma. That would explain your memory…
 
(MARIA touches her head. JUSTINE swats her hand away and rises)
 
MARIA
Ah!
 
JUSTINE
Back.
 
MARIA
I won’t hurt you.
 
JUSTINE
No. You won’t.
 
MARIA
But your head…you seem uninjured. Except for these. (She points to JUSTINE’s scars) What happened to you?
 
JUSTINE
I don’t know.
 
MARIA
Those are some rather impressive scars. 
 
JUSTINE
I’ve always had them.
 
MARIA
Always?
 
JUSTINE
As long as I can remember.
 
MARIA
May…may I look at them?
 
JUSTINE
You are looking at them.
 
MARIA
Closer, I mean.
 
(JUSTINE nods. MARIA closes in, looking close, touching them)
 
MARIA
These are surgical scars. Very precise.
 
JUSTINE
Are you a doctor?
 
MARIA
Oh yes. Excepting an actual medical degree, of course.
 
JUSTINE
So you are not a doctor.
 
MARIA
Why quibble? (She examines JUSTINE’s arms) Intriguing…they run perfectly along the joints. Well, at least they’re easy enough to hide beneath a dress. Not as much these. (She points to JUSTINE’s eyes) Heterochromia. Extremely rare.
 
(JUSTINE stares at her, unsure)
 
MARIA
Your eyes are two different colors. Quite exotic, really. My dear, you are altogether…fascinating.
 
JUSTINE
I am not yours.
 
MARIA
What?
 
JUSTINE
I do not belong to you.
 
MARIA
I never said you did.
 
(Beat)
 
JUSTINE
I don’t want to be here anymore.
 
MARIA
Truly?
 
JUSTINE
Let me go.
 
MARIA
I don’t think I could stop you if I wanted to. But answer me this, Justine. Should you leave this castle, where would you go?
 
(Beat)
 
MARIA
I can help you. I can.
 
JUSTINE
I don’t like castles. Or doctors.
 
MARIA
You’ll like it far more than freezing or starving in the streets.
 
(JUSTINE stares at her, uncertain)
 
MARIA
You’ve been ill-used by this world. I know what that means. Here, you’ll be safe from whatever…whoever hurt you. I can offer you that much.
 
JUSTINE
I don’t trust you.
 
MARIA
Nor should you. Trust must be earned.
 
JUSTINE
I don’t like you.
 
MARIA
Oh, I think we both know that isn’t true.
 
(MARIA smiles. JUSTINE stares at her, uncertain what to think)
 
JUSTINE
If you mean me any harm, just know that I will kill you.
 
MARIA
Seems fair to me. 
 
(Lights change)
Scene Two
 
(The next day. In the dark we hear…)
 
JUSTINE
AHHH! YOU FILTHY BLOODSUCKING SWINE!
 
(Lights finish rising. The next day. JUSTINE is now wearing clothing similar to MARIA’s. She sits in a chair as MARIA finishes taking her blood)
 
MARIA
Technically, swine don’t actually suck blood. 
 
JUSTINE
That hurt!
 
MARIA
Tho’ I imagine the phrase “suckling pig” might cause some confusion. Hold there, please.
 
(MARIA puts a cloth the JUSTINE’s arm. JUSTINE holds it in place)
 
JUSTINE
You said it wouldn’t hurt.
 
MARIA
The first lie they teach in the academy, dear.
 
JUSTINE
I thought you were not a doctor.
 
MARIA
I may not hold the title, but I have the education.
 
JUSTINE
That…seems odd.
 
MARIA
Yes, most think so.
 
(JUSTINE rubs between her eyes, trying to remember)
 
JUSTINE
It is unusual, yes? For a woman to be so learned?
 
MARIA
Oh very. But what is life without its little peculiarities? 
 
(JUSTINE smiles)
 
JUSTINE
I like that.
 
MARIA 
I’ll have you know that I am the first woman to ever be inducted into the Natural Research Society. Also the only woman, but…progress.
 
JUSTINE
I don’t know what that is.
 
MARIA
Different circles and whatnot. 
 
JUSTINE
Your house looks like a forest.
 
MARIA
Hmm?
 
(JUSTINE motions to the many plants)
 
MARIA
Ah! Yes, of course. Of all the sciences, Botany is my favorite.
 
(Beat)
 
MARIA
The study of plants.
 
JUSTINE
Then take their blood and leave me mine.
 
MARIA
Plants don’t actually have blood, lamb. And since I’ve welcomed you into my care, why don’t I just make sure you don’t have anything…communicable, hmm? (She takes the cloth off JUSTINE’s arm) Clotted fast. That’s good.
 
JUSTINE
I feel well.
 
MARIA
And I’ll examine your blood to verify that.
 
(JUSTINE rises, crosses to a fern)
 
JUSTINE
Davallia Solida, also known as the Hare’s Foot Fern. It grows in Australia, so you must have had it imported. Thrives well in colder climate, and can survive without constant tending.
 
(MARIA stares at her)
 
MARIA
And just how did you know that?
 
(JUSTINE points to a stack of books on a side table. MARIA picks up the top one)
 
MARIA
You read this book?
 
JUSTINE
I read all of them.
 
MARIA
In one night?
 
JUSTINE
Yes.
 
MARIA
That’s impossible.
 
JUSTINE
Clearly it isn’t.
 
MARIA
And you…you retained what you read?
 
JUSTINE
That is why one reads, isn’t it?
 
MARIA
Yes, but…all of them? Every one.
 
JUSTINE
That’s what I said.
 
MARIA
And you can remember what you read?
 
JUSTINE
I…don’t know how to make that clearer. 
 
(MARIA gets an idea. She picks a book at random from the pile)
 
MARIA
Which book is this?
 
JUSTINE
“A System of Logic” by John Stuart Mill.
 
MARIA
You read this? Cover to cover?
 
JUSTINE
I already said that.
 
MARIA
He is the father of inductive reasoning. He created the five methods for categorizing causation.
 
JUSTINE
Yes. Mill’s Methods.
 
MARIA
What is the Fifth Method?
 
JUSTINE
The Method of Concomitant Variations.
 
MARIA
What does it say?
 
JUSTINE
“Whatever phenomenon varies in any manner, whenever another phenomenon varies in some particular manner, is either a cause or an effect of that phenomenon, or is connected with it through some fact of causation.”
 
(Beat. MARIA checks the book to make sure she’s right. She is)
 
MARIA
That…that was verbatim.
 
JUSTINE
You asked.
 
MARIA
Justine. You have perfect recall.
 
(JUSTINE stares at her, unsure what that means)
 
MARIA
When you read something, you remember it completely and permanently, don’t you?
 
JUSTINE
Yes. Do you not?
 
MARIA
I absolutely do not. Why do you think I spent five years in academy?
 
(Beat)
 
JUSTINE
Food and shelter?
 
MARIA
Dear, you have a skill that…it is rare in the extreme. I was right to call you fascinating.
 
JUSTINE
I was…well made.
 
(Beat. MARIA is unsure what that means)
 
MARIA
God, I’d love to set you loose on the powdered wigs at Neuchatel! See them speak on the inferiority of women then! 
 
JUSTINE
I am inferior to no one.
 
MARIA
I’m becoming convinced of that.
 
JUSTINE
Why would any think that I am?
 
(Beat)
 
MARIA
That is a very large thing you’ve asked. A question I’ve spent my life trying to answer.
 
JUSTINE
Have you?
 
(MARIA takes a book off a different pile and sits)
 
MARIA
In my experience, I have learned that one can ask why something is as it is, or one can change it. Rarely is there time for both.
 
JUSTINE
That is why you dress like a man?
 
MARIA
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