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Cast of Characters 

MARY TODD LINCOLN, 56, the widow of President Abra-
ham Lincoln; Kentucky accent 

MYRA BRADWELL, 44, America’s first woman lawyer; a 
prominent figure in the “woman suffrage” movement; sterling 
New England background 

 

Place 

Bellevue Place, a private insane asylum in Batavia, Illinois 

 

Production Notes 

Act I: 
Scene 1: July 29, 1875 
Scene 2: Eight days later: August 6 

Act II: 
Scene 3: Eleven days later: August 18 
Scene 4: Twenty days later: September 8 

 

Historical Note: 

On May 20, 1875 Mary Todd Lincoln was sent to an insane 
asylum by her only living son, Robert Todd Lincoln, and her 
friend, Myra Bradwell, came to her aid. 

Details of Mary’s trial and confinement can be found in the 
public record. However, in 1928 the attorneys for Robert’s es-
tate purchased all correspondence between Mary and Myra, 
from Myra’s granddaughter, and destroyed it. 
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MARY AND MYRA 
by Catherine Filloux 

 

ACT I 
Prologue 

(MARY TODD LINCOLN, 56, is bathed in red light as she enters 
her small room, wearing long widow weeds, an intricate veil / bonnet 
with flowers and a large ribbon at her throat. The door slams shut 
and she rushes to try the door which is now bolted. Suddenly from 
above we hear the horrifying shrieks of a woman. MARY hurries to 
the barred window, clutching herself. A slot in the door slides open 
and eyes watch her from the other side. MARY ducks as the red light 
fades.) 

 

Scene 1 
July 29, 1875 

(It is afternoon as MARY dusts a black bonnet, hearing loud, consis-
tent pounding on the ceiling. Her room has a ragtag writing desk, a 
bed which appears higher than usual and an unusual amount of car-
pet-covered footstools. The set is framed and constructed with 
steamer trunks. MARY calls upward.) 

MARY TODD. Mrs. Wheeler, I can hear you! There’s nothin’ I can 
do. The nurse’ll bring you some chloral, but I’d be careful! Better 
perhaps to accept the “Bellevue remedy… Mrs. Wheeler, dear, I can 
hear you…” 

(There is a knock on the door. Before MARY can open it, MYRA 
BRADWELL, 44, statuesque, elaborately coifed, storms into the 
room, carrying her briefcase.) 

MARY TODD. Pray, God! My dear Myra, never has a soul been 
happier to see you… 

MYRA BRADWELL. My poor, dear girl, how are you? How are 
they treating you? 

(MARY starts to kiss MYRA’s face, then begins to hit her.) 
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MARY TODD. Why have you not come earlier? I have written and 
written. Where have you been? 

MYRA BRADWELL. Your son Robert forbids all visits, intercepts 
all letters. 

MARY TODD. (In anguish:) What has happened to my son? 

MYRA BRADWELL. Robert has taken the popular recourse of Men 
of our Age. He has locked you away so you won’t annoy him. A 
deep injustice has been done to you. James and I know you are not 
insane and we will get you out. 

MARY TODD. Oh, how is your dear and gentle husband James? 

MYRA BRADWELL. Occupied at the court today, but I assure you 
he will help in any way he can. 

MARY TODD. (The hostess:) I do apologize, sit, there is not one ac-
ceptable chair. Do you know they had the audacity to give me a 
rocker? (Softly; to herself:) Red. (Looking at MYRA’s dress:) You are 
beautifully arrayed—the fallin’ leaf color was the rage of the Conti-
nent. Shall I ask my attendant to bring a small collation? 

MYRA BRADWELL. We hardly need a small collation in an asy-
lum. Now, look at me. Dr. Patterson has allowed us only ten min-
utes. (Trying to look at her eyes.) Be still. 

MARY TODD. (Embarrassed:) Oh, MY GREAT BLOAT! I am quite 
an exuberance of flesh. 

(MARY hides.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. Come out of there. I only worry that you are 
on fire in that wool dress. Are they giving you medicine? 

MARY TODD. I have ordered a lawn dress from town. The 
crepe… 

(MARY finds a fabric sample.) 

MARY TODD. Feel, abysmal… 

MYRA BRADWELL. Mrs. Lincoln, am I speaking to a woman un-
der the influence of strong medicine?! 
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MARY TODD. No, rest assured, I accept nothin’ but the “Bellevue 
remedy.” 

MYRA BRADWELL. “The Bellevue remedy”? 

MARY TODD. Eggnog with two teaspoons of Whiskey. (Looking to 
the slot; lowering her voice:) But I hear Dr. Patterson killed a patient 
with one-hundred-ten grains Chloral Hydrate. I never go near it! 

MYRA BRADWELL. Very wise. 

MARY TODD. At most, a little Beer… 

MYRA BRADWELL. Your eyes, they do not look well. 

MARY TODD. I blink too often. (Rubbing her eyes; red from crying.) 
You stopped writin’ to me long ago, Myra. You ceased to invite me 
to your illustrious dinners. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Now, let me tell you my plan! 

MARY TODD. Did you not hear me? 

MYRA BRADWELL. I will induce the public to have your case re-
opened! The way your son conducted the trial is illegal and I will 
make him pay. Now, you must quickly answer my questions so I 
can build your case. Dr. Patterson is watching the clock… 

MARY TODD. The “Patriarch.” 

(MYRA takes a newspaper from her briefcase.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. Yes, after you smuggled your letter to me, I 
came here immediately. The “Patriarch” would not let me in. I was 
forced to write an anonymous article in a local paper, discrediting 
the doctor. 

(MARY prepares to clip the article with her blunt scissors.) 

MARY TODD. (Reading.) “No One Allowed to See Widow. Re-
markable Interview With Her Physician and JAILER.” You are 
clever! 

MYRA BRADWELL. I have no choice. Now, these doctors at the 
trial who declared you insane, when did they examine you? 
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MARY TODD. They never EXAMINED me. They don’t even know 
me. 

MYRA BRADWELL. They never examined you?! 

MARY TODD. They are Robert’s friends. (Confidentially:) I try to be 
on my best behavior with Robert and the Patriarch, but it’s KILLIN’ 
ME. At the dinners—which the doctor’s wife insists I share because 
I am after all Famous—the Patterson son speaks only of gynecology. 

MYRA BRADWELL. What?! 

MARY TODD. They are all so proud of his new specialty. He’s the 
first gynecologist in the land. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Your propensity to wander is especially try-
ing, Mrs. Lincoln. I am in a deep crisis at the paper. 

MARY TODD. Oh, my, you still own that paper? 

MYRA BRADWELL. Every lawyer in the country reads it, and I 
have already written about you in it. 

(In anticipation MARY picks up her scissors.) 

MARY TODD. You wrote about me in your paper? 

MYRA BRADWELL. Yes, I will not let the public forget you. 

MARY TODD. Do you have a copy? 

(MYRA gives her the paper.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. Yes. Now I will report in my column that 
Robert chooses doctors who do not SEE patients before diagnosing 
them! 

MARY TODD. Oh bring me a copy of that too! 

MYRA BRADWELL. Now why did your lawyer call not one single 
witness for you? 

MARY TODD. Because he wasn’t MY lawyer. He was chosen by 
Robert so I wouldn’t get it into my head to find some mischievous 
lawyer to make trouble. 

(MYRA holds out her hand.) 



Mary & Myra 
  

 

 

13

MYRA BRADWELL. I am she. 

MARY TODD. Pardon me? 

MYRA BRADWELL. I am your “mischievous lawyer.” 

MARY TODD. But you were denied the right to practice—you’re a 
woman. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Women have been admitted in other states. 
My law journal has acquired such dimensions I have little time for a 
practice and I do not need the title of “Attorney” to know I am one. 

MARY TODD. A woman’s sphere is the hearth and home, Mrs. 
Bradwell. Our raisin’ money together for the wounded durin’ the 
war was ambitious enough! 

MYRA BRADWELL. I fear this is not a good topic for us. Now, I 
came to your Hotel directly after your trial. I was turned away by 
guards. To think that it was then that you tried to… 

(MYRA stops herself.) 

MARY TODD. Tried to what? 

MYRA BRADWELL. Take your own life, my poor darling queen. 

MARY TODD. I never tried to take my own life! Who in god’s 
name told you that? 

(MYRA takes a newspaper clipping from her folder.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. (Quoting:) “Another Sad Chapter For The 
Demented Widow. Mary Lincoln Attempts To Poison Herself.” 

MARY TODD. Let me see this paper! My Heavens, The Chicago 
Inter Ocean? 

MYRA BRADWELL. Are you absolutely sure you did not go to 
three different pharmacies trying to get opium? 

MARY TODD. I think I would remember, Mrs. Bradwell, if I went 
to get OPIUM… Had I planned to kill myself it would have been 
long ago. You know Robert’s former law partner OWNS the Inter 
Ocean. 
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MYRA BRADWELL. Oh my Lord, he is more evil than I imagined. 
What could you have done to the boy? 

MARY TODD. I have done nothin’ to the boy. You hardly seem to 
be the one to talk… 

MYRA BRADWELL. That’s enough. We will not stray from the 
course! 

MARY TODD. And who, pray tell, charts this beauteous course? 
YOU? 

(MARY holds the window bars. Outside the window, there is a net.) 

MARY TODD. They say I am here until my reason is restored, but I 
never lost my reason so I wonder how long I’ll stay? 

MYRA BRADWELL. (Making a note.) The bars on the windows, I 
will speak to the doctor. 

MARY TODD. Robert has all my money ’n deludes himself 
thinkin’ this is a country club though it’s clear it’s third class. He in-
vents my suicide in this paper. (Pointing down:) But sends me to a 
place where there’s a Net down below to catch me! 

MYRA BRADWELL. I must ask you strictly as a formality, Mrs. 
Lincoln, how is your mind? 

MARY TODD. I am bent with sorrow. Hacked to pieces with Neu-
ralgia. Famished by the bland diet—the doctor believes spice ex-
cites the nerves—they don’t even know how to make a proper 
Griddle Cake—I’m longin’ to buy a new bonnet—all mine are 
soiled from dust— 

MYRA BRADWELL. ANSWER THE QUESTION! 

MARY TODD. But I am not insane…I have simply not talked to 
ANYONE in so long. We lost touch, Myra… 

(We hear screaming and MARY hyperventilates.) 

MARY TODD. Oh! Heaven! Listen! Mrs. Munger? Last night she 
stole a carvin’ knife from the kitchen and…stabbed herself below 
the navel. When I went down this mornin’, they were cleanin’ the… 

(She cannot say it. The room is faintly washed in red.) 
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MARY TODD. In the water closet, all over. (Whispering:) Red… The 
attendant told me it was Mrs. Munger… 

(She looks to the slot in the door.) 

MARY TODD. I pay an additional price for a private attendant but 
she spies on me through the slot for the doctor. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Unlawful. 

MARY TODD. I try to appear NORMAL to Dr. Patterson, sayin’ 
politely hello, but sometimes I try so hard I say hello three times in 
five minutes, and he certainly must think I’m BIZARRE… 

(MARY picks up some turnips.) 

MARY TODD. He’s fixated on the vegetables in the garden and 
seems to think you show high “moral” character if you pick some 
for your own dinner. 

MYRA BRADWELL. That is his treatment? 

(MYRA looks around the room.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. Why are there so many footstools? 

MARY TODD. I hoped to have a séance but this place has proved 
surprisin’ly free of mediums—or spirits… 

MYRA BRADWELL. I strongly urge against any talk of spiritualism. 

MARY TODD. This hateful room turns all the spirits away… 

MYRA BRADWELL. In the minds of these doctors, spiritualism is 
one with insanity. They call it “theomania.” 

MARY TODD. Oh yes, the Patriarch accuses me of both Theoma-
nia and Monomania. Couldn’t you perhaps help me to arrange a 
séance? 

MYRA BRADWELL. Absolutely not. You are exasperating! 

MARY TODD. Tell me how is your home? Is your poor daughter 
Bessie doin’ better? 

MYRA BRADWELL. What do you mean is she doing better?! She is 
a valedictorian at school. 
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MARY TODD. When I think you had two… 

MYRA BRADWELL. Now at the trial, what your family doctor 
claimed you said about the Indian rearranging wires in your head? I 
need to hear your side of the story. 

(MARY looks in a trunk.) 

MARY TODD. I have beautiful Chantilly curtains for Bessie, 
bought but never used. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Yes I read about all the curtains you are 
buying for the home you do not have. 

MARY TODD. How do you know what home I have? You’ve 
failed to contact me for more than a year. 

MYRA BRADWELL. MRS. LINCOLN! The family doctor. 

(MARY sees a carte-de-visite in her trunk.) 

MARY TODD. When Tom Thumb and his new bride visited the 
White House, the Great One leaned down to shake the dwarf-
General’s hand… 

MYRA BRADWELL. Wires in your head. WHO WAS THE IN-
DIAN? 

MARY TODD. You remember, Pinkie, our spirit guide? 

MYRA BRADWELL. NO I DO NOT REMEMBER PINKIE! YOU 
ARE INFURIATING! 

MARY TODD. I see that your aggressive nature has only acceler-
ated, Myra. It is a true shame… It simply FEELS as if durin’ my 
headaches strings are bein’ pulled through my eyes. I did not truly 
believe there was an INDIAN doin’ the maneuverin’. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Again, I beseech you not to discuss spiritual-
ism with the doctors, nor with your son. 

MARY TODD. Aren’t you a spiritualist, Myra? 

MYRA BRADWELL. No, I am not. 
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MARY TODD. But we went to so many séances together. Remem-
ber how we’d park the black barouche on a side street and pray no 
one recognized us? 

MYRA BRADWELL. No, I do not remember. 

MARY TODD. Didn’t you say “how insignificant all worldly hon-
ors are when we are thus so severely tried… 

MYRA BRADWELL. Do not start! 

MARY TODD. (A litany:) If we could only realize how far happier 
they are now in heaven than on earth…” 

MYRA BRADWELL. Soon you will make me lose my reason and 
then we will both be RAVING MANIACS. 

(This stops MARY cold.) 

MARY TODD. Please, you may leave now. 

MYRA BRADWELL. You are not listening to me. 

MARY TODD. GO! 

(A beat.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. You are right, my child had died. I took com-
fort in the séances but I always knew it was the mediums disguised 
as spirits coming out of the little cabinets… 

MARY TODD. But you spoke to little Myra on the Other Side, I 
was there… 

MYRA BRADWELL. …Please I would ask you not to say her 
name. 

MARY TODD. Little “Myra’s” name? But it is your name. “Myra.” 

MYRA BRADWELL. Now you have said it twice. 

MARY TODD. Myra, your little girl was a bein’ far too precious for 
earth… 

MYRA BRADWELL. (Firmly:) Now promise me not to mention 
Pinkie or any other Indian. The Voices you heard outside your hotel 
room? 
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MARY TODD. Pinkerton detectives Robert hired to follow me… 

MYRA BRADWELL. So you would not further humiliate him… 

(A knock on the door.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. These are the rules of the game. 

MARY TODD. What game? 

MYRA BRADWELL. One—you must be consistently pleasant to 
your son. 

MARY TODD. OH, I WANT TO CHOKE HIM! 

MYRA BRADWELL. Second, to everything the doctor says you an-
swer, “I think this fair and right.” Repeat. 

MARY TODD. (In disbelief:) I think this fair and right? 

MYRA BRADWELL. Fine. Third, nothing will be said about 
Robert’s invention of your suicide. 

MARY TODD. WHY WOULD HE DO IT? I’ve given him all the 
income of the house where you and I were once neighbors—First 
Lady of the Land, then a boarder in roomin’ houses. I’ve also given 
him loans for his crooked investments. (Catches herself:) Shhhshhh. 

MYRA BRADWELL. In your letter you mentioned these crooked 
investments. 

(MARY jumps.) 

MARY TODD. If he knew I wrote to you he would BLAST me… 

MYRA BRADWELL. What are these investments? 

MARY TODD. Sanctified information. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Tell me. If we could cast doubt on your son’s 
integrity it would help…Mary? 

MARY TODD. (Pretending:) I’m afraid I didn’t hear. 

MYRA BRADWELL. This is no comedy. I am in need of ammuni-
tion. 

(MARY is silent.) 
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MYRA BRADWELL. I’ll find out the secret myself. 

MARY TODD. No, you won’t. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Your son represents the most influential men 
in Chicago. I can beat him, but you must help me. 

(MARY obeys playfully, picking up the turnips.) 

MARY TODD. Oh, Dr. Patterson, I so love to harvest my own 
vegetables here at the asylum… 

MYRA BRADWELL. Hold my hand. 

MARY TODD. You have a fine perfume. 

(MYRA takes a perfume vial from her briefcase and gives it to her.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. Your fight for your pension, the sale of your 
old clothes, your obsessive concern for your son’s safety have all 
HUMILIATED him. Stop, it only proves to make him meaner. 

MARY TODD. How d’you know this? 

MYRA BRADWELL. The papers told me it everyday, Mrs. Lincoln. 
Everyone knows. 

MARY TODD. The Great One and I lost our mamas when we were 
small—we wanted so much that our children not have miserable 
childhoods, we let ’em play FREE… 

MYRA BRADWELL. We will launch our own counterattack. When 
does Dr. Patterson visit his office on Doctor’s Row? 

MARY TODD. Every single Saturday… 

MYRA BRADWELL. Good. A reporter friend will come to inter-
view you. You have a sister in Springfield, do you not? I will write 
to her… 

(MYRA packs her briefcase.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. And now my dear girl I must run to the de-
pot… 

MARY TODD. Won’t you stay?… 

(MYRA opens to a page of a legal brief.) 
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MYRA BRADWELL. What do you see on this page? Are there 
words? 

MARY TODD. No it is blank. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Exactly. The printers in my legal-brief trade 
demand to be paid for blank pages, as well. I have fired them all and 
called the Times for non-union men. (Proudly:) I must go, even 
during the Great Fire my paper got out… 

MARY TODD. Ah, the Fire! Standin’ together, you and I, in Lake 
Michigan, watchin’ Chicago burn. To think your poor Bessie ran 
into the flamin’ buildin’. 

MYRA BRADWELL. I will ask you NEVER to mention the Fire. 

MARY TODD. You just did. I’m very worried, Myra, there seems 
to be a bevy of topics I’m not at liberty to mention… 

(MYRA puts on her hat and gloves.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. I would not want to miss the last train and be 
forced to stay in this primitive, little town. Please forgive me, I 
meant no harm… 

(MARY looks out the window at the night, which is starting to fall.) 

MARY TODD. At night there’s a different Order which descends 
here. I’m so thoroughly chilled. My limbs. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Tell me goodbye. 

MARY TODD. The perfume will make me think of you. You will go 
straight home and not return to the office. 

MYRA BRADWELL. I will return to the office or my paper will not 
come out. 

MARY TODD. You spend too much time away from your home—
James and Bessie suffer. Do you still have the cats? They must suf-
fer. A few days here in the country would do you extreme good. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Yes, Eggnog and Whiskey, it is a perpetual 
Christmas! 

(There is a loud knock on the door.) 
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MYRA BRADWELL. Oh, no, I hope he did not hear! 

MARY TODD. When will you return? Promise me it will be in a 
few days. Write to me, tell me exactly when. Tell me everythin’. 
Collect every single newspaper with my name in it. They give me 
no privacy. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Do not worry. (She takes her hand.) I am your 
“mischievous lawyer.” I hold that above all else. 

MARY TODD. My son Tad’s spirit has stopped comin’. My All 
hovers but I do not see him. 

MYRA BRADWELL. YOU DO NOT LISTEN! 

(MARY looks in the mirror, as she puts on a strange jacket.) 

MARY TODD. Robert has always wanted me to be someone I’m 
not. I can only be who I am. 

MYRA BRADWELL. But you can make small adjustments to attain 
what you NEED. 

(MARY refers to MYRA in the mirror.) 

MARY TODD. And one day the small adjustments are so big 
you’re no longer who you are, Myra. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Hush, what is that you are wearing?! 

MARY TODD. My gardenin’ coat. I’m forced to dig up potatoes so 
the doctor will think I’m well. Will you please bring me some fabric 
samples? 

MYRA BRADWELL. Yes… 

MARY TODD. Now go and do it quickly or I will SCREAM. Too 
long in this bin and you start to do what everyone else does. 

(MYRA leaves. MARY goes to a trunk, taking out a stuffed eagle 
and other items—using her byzantine but logical filing system.) 

MARY TODD. Tad’s military costume? …purchased in sixty two? 
How he loved the regalia! …Ah, here! 

(She unwraps a gun as lights fade.) 
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Scene 2 
Eight days later: August 6 

(There are all sorts of vegetables in the room now, corn on the cob, 
eggplant, carrots, beets, etc. MARY is going through her trunks, oc-
casionally adding a small accessory to her mourning costume. She 
repeats a phrase, trying to say it convincingly.) 

MARY TODD. “I think this fair and right. I think this fair and 
right. Yes, Sir, I think this fair and right.” 

(There is pounding on the ceiling. She calls upward.) 

MARY TODD. GIVE HER SOME CHLORAL AND LET HER 
SLEEP FOR GOD’S SAKE! 

(She goes to the barred window, putting out her arms, as if to fly.) 

MARY TODD. Like a child. Into the White… Like a cloud… 

(MARY jumps into the air as MYRA enters, holding her briefcase, a 
lawn dress, a suitcase, newspapers, etc.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. What are you doing? 

MARY TODD. Not one thing. 

(MARY begins to hit MYRA as in the first scene. MYRA raises her 
briefcase to shield herself.) 

MARY TODD. You have stayed away EIGHT DAYS. You have not 
written. 

(MYRA’s shoe is wet.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. I passed a patient, Mrs. Johnston? She uri-
nated on my shoe with the explanation that God imposes higher 
duties than cleanliness. 

MARY TODD. Yes, Mrs. Johnston’s angry. Her husband’s put her 
here… 

(MARY gives MYRA a cloth to wipe her shoe. MYRA looks to the 
window.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. They have not removed the bars? 

(MYRA gives MARY a letter.) 
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MYRA BRADWELL. Excellent news, your sister responded. She 
agrees that you can live with her when I get you out. Here is the 
lawn dress you ordered in the village. 

MARY TODD. It is a HORRID color. 

MYRA BRADWELL. It is black. 

MARY TODD. When you have lost a husband and three sons you 
come to know Black. I insist on the BLACKEST. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Why not try it on? Right away. 

MARY TODD. No, I shall return it. 

(MYRA hands MARY a stack of newspapers.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. My column about your son’s choice of quack 
doctors is on the top! 

(MARY gets her scissors.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. The doctor just told me you insist on corn 
bread every morning, leave it untouched and call for rolls. You or-
der griddle cakes for supper but call for corn bread… 

MARY TODD. To everythin’ the doctor says now, I answer, “I 
think this fair and right.” It is RAVAGIN’ me… 

MYRA BRADWELL. Try harder. 

(MYRA puts down some fruit.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. The strawberries are from my friend Belva 
Lockwood. 

MARY TODD. Strawberries are pleasant for invalids… 

MYRA BRADWELL. Belva’s been rejected to practice law. The jus-
tices say barring women from the supreme court goes back to the 
days of England, so I am writing a bill asking all male attorneys to 
wear gowns and periwigs. (She looks around.) It is DISMAL in here. 

MARY TODD. It is dismal because it is a NUT HOUSE. 

(MARY looks out the window.) 
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MARY TODD. Sometimes it feels as if fallin’ into that White Net 
would be my redemption. Myra, I AM NOT MAD BUT SOON 
SHALL BE! I assure you I have strange leanin’s… 

MYRA BRADWELL. Perhaps we should keep the bars. 

(MARY returns to her trunks.) 

MARY TODD. I’m still searchin’ for the curtains for Bessie. I’m 
confused as to their placement… 

MYRA BRADWELL. I have received some very distressing news. 

(MARY takes a book from the trunk and offers it to MYRA.) 

MARY TODD. “Into each life some rain must fall.” There is no 
doubt that Longfellow is a spiritualist…New England Tragedies. 

MYRA BRADWELL. None other than You paid for the Pinkerton 
detectives who followed you all these years and for the doctors 
who certified you Insane. 

MARY TODD. I never paid a cent. 

MYRA BRADWELL. You did not know you paid, but your son 
took the money from your estate. 

MARY TODD. THIS CANNOT BE TRUE. 

(MYRA shows MARY the paperwork.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. I wrote to the executor. You paid thousands. 

(MARY suddenly becomes violent, hitting furniture.) 

MARY TODD. WHY SHOULD HE DO THIS TO ME? I DON’T 
UNDERSTAND! What have I done to so upset the boy? 

MYRA BRADWELL. Please, stop at once, you will bring the atten-
dants. 

(MARY pounds on the window bars. MYRA tries to restrain her.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. That is enough, Mrs. Lincoln. 

MARY TODD. Let me go… 

MYRA BRADWELL. You are not improving. 
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MARY TODD. I’m deterioratin’! 

(MARY continues to flail as MYRA wrestles her to the floor.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. You are no match for me, Mary, I’m twice 
your size and younger. 

(MARY punches MYRA.) 

MARY TODD. LEAVE ME ALONE OR I’ll BITE YOU! 

(MYRA pins MARY’s arm behind her back.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. Stop moving or I will spank you. If you want 
to get out, you must make NO FUSS! DO YOU WANT TO GET 
OUT? ANSWER ME! 

(MARY’s movements diminish.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. I will expose your son’s illegal use of your 
money in my next column. I will bring you a copy. 

(MARY lies face down on the floor sobbing.) 

MARY TODD. I nursed him. I washed him. I sewed all of his 
clothes. He was a cross-eyed boy, now he’s A BIG FAT PIG! 

(MARY and MYRA lie next to each other on the floor.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. Shhshh, do not speak. It will be easier… 
(Ironically:) For everyone… 

MARY TODD. I want to speak. I want to SCREAM! I’M SO AN-
GRY! 

(MYRA puts her hand over MARY’s mouth.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. Are you finished? (Appeasing her:) I will force 
Robert to give us immediate reimbursement. I told Bessie about the 
curtains. She would be pleased to have them. 

MARY TODD. White lace curtains blowin’ in the wind, the smell 
of balsam and pine… To think poor Bessie went into that flamin’ 
buildin’, it’s a wonder she survived! 

MYRA BRADWELL. MRS. LINCOLN, THAT IS NONE OF YOUR 
BUSINESS. 
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MARY TODD. James said he tried to hold her back but she ran in 
to please you… 

MYRA BRADWELL. James and I do not discuss the Fire! 

MARY TODD. A husband and wife must discuss everythin’, I told 
you, that day in the shops… 

MYRA BRADWELL. I will not listen… 

MARY TODD. Myra, I tried to warn you, Bessie is sufferin’… 

MYRA BRADWELL. Please! 

MARY TODD. I simply want to help… 

MYRA BRADWELL. I cannot discuss this. 

MARY TODD. Since that day, you have treated me as a stranger. 
And now suddenly you are here…You’re shakin’. 

(MYRA looks around the room.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. Is it wise to keep so many Vegetables? 

MARY TODD. Here, they are the crownin’ mark of sanity. Won’t 
you answer me? 

MYRA BRADWELL. Is she watching us through the slot? 

MARY TODD. Pay no attention. You must start by givin’ up your 
work at the paper. 

MYRA BRADWELL. How can I give up my work at the paper? I 
AM the paper. I told the men I would not allow dictation by the 
Union and they came crawling back. 

MARY TODD. You are so strong-minded it’s a wonder James finds 
you attractive in the least … 

MYRA BRADWELL. He finds me very attractive. 

MARY TODD. Oh!… You are a wicked girl. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Did your “Great One” find you so? 

MARY TODD. He could not help himself. 

MYRA BRADWELL. It must have been hard to kiss such a GOD. 
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MARY TODD. He said the Todd women were somethin’. 

MYRA BRADWELL. He had more than one? 

MARY TODD. He accompanied my sister to a few balls. I fortu-
nately do not know the particulars. (Sensually:) My husband was a 
slow man in all things. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Well James always finds me attractive. No 
matter how late at night I work, he’s always ready. 

MARY TODD. Why did the good Lord make you so fortunate? 

MYRA BRADWELL. Why should he not? I am not like one of those 
strident, unmarried suffragettes. 

(MYRA takes fabric and ribbon samples from an A.T. Stewart pack-
age.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. Tomorrow MR. WILKIE, our reporter, arrives 
on the eleven o’ clock train. If you promise you will behave, I will 
show you the samples. 

MARY TODD. (Going wild:) Oh, I cannot overcome my weakness 
for velvets! (Holding a sample to the light:) This tarlatan lights up 
beautifully! It is to be flounced, qu’en pensez vous? I will enjoy it be-
cause it’s a variety not figured… 

(She makes a pile of samples.) 

MARY TODD. I would be grateful for four black widow’s caps 
made of this heavy mournin’ silk, richly trimmed with black crepe 
myrtle—very distingué lookin’. This exact shade or I do not want it. 
Help me measure my head with this string… 

(MYRA measures MARY’s head, as MARY’s fabric frenzy builds.) 

MARY TODD. One cap should be adorned with this Mary Louise 
blue ribbon, most bewitchedly piquant—but they must not ask me 
over five dollars for it. One black watered silk and a bertha point of 
lace trimmed with swan’s-down. Oh, this bombazine and this me-
rino with tiny flowers would be just sweet enough to eat—and this 
black illusion á la vierge! For the veils, the very finest ‘n the blackest 
‘n the lightest. (Checking a trunk:) Oh an ermine fan with silver 
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spangles would go nicely with my chinchilla set, sable cape, cuffs 
and muff… I must look for my shawl pin ball and chain! 

MYRA BRADWELL. I have never known a woman quite so re-
sourceful. 

MARY TODD. My grandmother Jane wove her weddin’ dress 
from Weeds. As a girl I made hoops for my skirt from willow 
Reeds. 

(MARY pulls out a huge white hooped skirt from a trunk. MYRA 
gets papers from her briefcase.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. FRANC WILKIE arrives in the morning, we 
have work. 

(MARY gets out her money.) 

MARY TODD. The name sounds familiar, the War days? 

MYRA BRADWELL. You met him at the White House. He was at 
the Times. 

MARY TODD. Yes, in sixty-two. I met him once for a minute. I met 
so many men. Here’s the money for the caps. (Taking back a few 
coins.) I cannot part with the pennies, I’ve a weakness for my All’s 
profile. (Trying to give her money:) Now, I’ve always been very care-
ful about money matters—you never accept anythin’ from me, 
why? 

MYRA BRADWELL. Mr. Wilkie will be interviewing you. 

MARY TODD. Have you cleared it with the PATER? You should 
know that I am the one who pays for your sins AFTER YOU 
LEAVE. 

MYRA BRADWELL. MR. Patterson—I refuse to dignify him as a 
“DOCTOR”—will be absent. He leaves on Saturdays. 

MARY TODD. I’m expectin’ a visit from General Farnsworth. He 
was a dear friend of my husband’s. You gave me no notice of your 
arrival, I can’t always be at your disposal… 

MYRA BRADWELL. May I at least open a window? 
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MARY TODD. They’re locked shut. General Farnsworth was there 
on The Night. You know, the rocker in which my husband sat That 
Night? The curtains? The fabric in the box? It was all red. Like the 
inside of a doll house. 

(The room is faintly washed in red. MYRA looks at MARY, who is 
lost in her reverie.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. When does General Farnsworth arrive? 

(MARY returns to her trunks as the red fades.) 

MARY TODD. The General is an ardent spiritualist. I’m hopin’ he 
will recommend a medium in the area. 

MYRA BRADWELL. MRS. LINCOLN! 

MARY TODD. You’re not the only friend I smuggled letters to. 
(Taking out porcelain.) Have I shown you the Haviland Solferino 
plates? 

MYRA BRADWELL. Yes, of course! Many times. I love them. 

MARY TODD. You’ve never seen the plates. Lyin’ does not be-
come you. Perhaps it was a “White Lie”? 

MYRA BRADWELL. No, it was a real lie. You must put on a fresh 
dress for the General—with your reputation for fashion. How can 
you bear that wool? 

MARY TODD. I am cold. 

MYRA BRADWELL. You are cold, in August? 

(MARY takes the strawberries and gets into bed.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. What are you doing? You are fully dressed. 
Get out of the bed instantly, it deviates from MR. Patterson’s notion 
of “moral behavior.” OUT! 

(MYRA pulls MARY out. MARY holds up the stuffed eagle.) 

MARY TODD. The bird’s missin’ a foot. 

(MYRA reads aloud from her writing paper.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. “Occasionally some word has come up to the 
great busy world, concerning the condition of the LADY in whom 
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all American people feel a kindly interest. The Lady whose “after-
noon of life” is filled with such a Chilly Atmosphere…” 

MARY TODD. AFTERNOON OF LIFE? Is that from Whittier? 

MYRA BRADWELL. (Continuing:) “Recently a representative of the 
Times in quest of scientific facts by means of Personal Observa-
tion… 

MARY TODD. WHAT ARE YOU DOIN’? 

MYRA BRADWELL. I am writing Franc Wilkie’s article. I am a 
journalist, I will fight your son with what I do best—in the PRESS. I 
will also choose the print date. When we are finished your son will 
beg for mercy. 

MARY TODD. THIS cheers me up… As a “lawyer” I was worried 
about you. 

MYRA BRADWELL. What did you say? 

MARY TODD. The Supreme Court invoked the “Law of the Crea-
tor,” forbiddin’ you to practice. 

MYRA BRADWELL. I passed the bar exam with the Highest Hon-
ors, Mrs. Lincoln. I did better than ANY MAN. 

MARY TODD. The Supreme Court of the Land must be right, Myra. 
Not to mention the CREATOR. (She points up to the Creator:) I was 
worried to have a lawyer-that-isn’t-a-lawyer representin’ me. 

MYRA BRADWELL. I AM a lawyer! In other states I could practice 
so what is the difference? 

MARY TODD. The difference is the LAW. 

MYRA BRADWELL. SO GET ANOTHER LAWYER! 

MARY TODD. Truth is I need whoever I can get. And if you are a 
non-lawyer so be it, you are after all a Journalist of Some Repute. 

MYRA BRADWELL. AND YOU HAVE CRITICIZED ME FOR 
THAT AS WELL! 

MARY TODD. This is certainly not an attractive side. You have 
changed… 
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MYRA BRADWELL. YOU BELIEVE A WOMAN SHOULD NOT 
WORK OUTSIDE THE HOME. Have you given these ancient can-
ons any real, sensible THOUGHT? 

MARY TODD. My only real, sensible thought is I’M ANGRY AT 
MY SON. SO ANGRY I’M THINKIN’ OF THE UNSPEAKABLE. 
Forgive me, if I hurt you. Let’s write the article! 

MYRA BRADWELL. When does the General arrive? 

MARY TODD. HE DOES NOT ARRIVE. I LIED—A Great Sin—but 
still only a “White Lie” as he may have come since I invited him… 

MYRA BRADWELL. Your mind, Mrs. Lincoln, is something quite 
hard to fathom… 

MARY TODD. I lied TO MAKE MYSELF SEEM MORE POPULAR. 
All right? 

MYRA BRADWELL. In a mental institution you wanted to seem 
more popular? You fail to see the large picture… 

MARY TODD. CARRY ON WITH THE ARTICLE. 

MYRA BRADWELL. (Writing quickly:) “The Times representative 
visited the institution of Dr. Patterson and, whilst there, was intro-
duced to Mrs. Lincoln by… (Pointing to herself:) Me. “A mutual…” 
Nameless… ”Friend who happened to be there… 

MARY TODD. Friend? 

MYRA BRADWELL. Tomorrow you will come down to meet 
Wilkie. Make no reference to him as a newspaperman—simply treat 
him as an old friend. Invite him up to see the view and we will stay 
here “in conference” for about two hours. Is that understood? 

(MARY removes keys hidden in her petticoat.) 

MARY TODD. I would like you to take these keys and hide ’em. 

MYRA BRADWELL. What are they? 

MARY TODD. Keys to all my trunks at Robert’s. Should anythin’ 
happen to me. 

MYRA BRADWELL. You must keep them. When you get out… 



Catherine Filloux 
  

 

 

32

MARY TODD. He will block me, I know it! HE’S YOUNG IN AGE 
BUT OLD IN SIN! 

MYRA BRADWELL. Please, be calm. I will stay with you here to-
night, I have already received permission from your doctor. 

MARY TODD. YOU ARE STAYIN’ HERE TONIGHT?! 

MYRA BRADWELL. Yes, we see Wilkie in the morning. 

(MARY hugs MYRA.) 

MARY TODD. Hooray! You are an angel. I adore you… 

MYRA BRADWELL. (Extricating herself:) Excuse me… 

MARY TODD. Thank you, thank you. I’ll try to behave. 

(MYRA scribbles.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. “The lady appeared in very good spirits and 
her mind was clear and lucid.” 

MARY TODD. “Clear and sprightly.” 

MYRA BRADWELL. “Clear and sprightly. She invited the gentle-
man to her room to obtain a view of the pastoral landscape…” 

MARY TODD. HIDDEN BEHIND BARS! 

MYRA BRADWELL. (Putting her off:) Later… ”Concerning Mr. 
Lincoln she related anecdotes illustrating his extreme good na-
ture… 

MARY TODD. He tended towards melancholy… 

MYRA BRADWELL. “And conversed about the assassination…” 

MARY TODD. General Farnsworth was present at his bedside That 
Fateful Night… 

MYRA BRADWELL. Where did you go with Tad in Europe? 

MARY TODD. France, England… 

MYRA BRADWELL. “Her visit to England was alluded to and 
thoroughly discussed. Tad was with her and she alluded…” 

MARY TODD. That’s “alluded” twice, dear… 
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MYRA BRADWELL. “To the child now dead but whose memory is 
very dear to her…” 

MARY TODD. “She showed all the warmth and affection a fond 
mother might be expected to exhibit…” 

MYRA BRADWELL. “There was however NOT A SIGN OF 
WEAKNESS.” We will make that a headline. “Or any abnormal 
manifestations of mind visible…” 

(MARY opens her desk drawer and takes out the gun, showing it to 
MYRA.) 

MARY TODD. I plan to kill my son when next he visits. I told you I 
had leanin’s. 

MYRA BRADWELL. FOR HEAVEN’S SAKES! Where did you get 
that gun? 

MARY TODD. I bought it from Gus Gumpert’s store in Philadel-
phia to go with Tad’s military costume. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Is it loaded? 

(MARY hasn’t thought of this.) 

MARY TODD. Well, aren’t most guns? At least in Lexington Ken-
tucky—where I was born—guns were loaded. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Give it to me. (Exploding:) What is Wilkie go-
ing to say IF HE SEES YOU HAVE A GUN?! 

MARY TODD. People regard me as crazy. If I say the moon is 
made of green cheese they heartily agree. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Give me that. You are ruining my case. 

MARY TODD. Ah, so now it is your case! 

MYRA BRADWELL. If the doctor sees it he is going to send you up 
to the VERY TOP and you are never coming down. 

MARY TODD. My son and Husband’s friends have forgotten that 
despite their POWER, the Great One stays the man I love and the 
father of my children. They cannot take that away from me…I 
know I’m not an easy person, I have my foibles. 
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MYRA BRADWELL. I had not noticed… 

MARY TODD. Why wouldn’t he just leave me be and let me live 
my little life? 

MYRA BRADWELL. Because men like Robert are used to getting 
their way. (Trying to take the gun:) You are making me hyperventi-
late. 

MARY TODD. That happens to me… 

MYRA BRADWELL. Trust me with the gun until I go. 

MARY TODD. What would you do, Mrs. Bradwell, if your own 
child saw you suffer through the deaths of your three Sons and the 
shootin’ of your Husband? Put you on trial for Insanity and sent 
you here? (Looking around:) Is this the kind of place to send someone 
you care for?… 

MYRA BRADWELL. Put your arms around me, Mary. 

MARY TODD. This is how I know he doesn’t love me… What if 
your firstborn little Myra had done this to you? 

MYRA BRADWELL. Please do not say her name, I asked you not 
to… 

MARY TODD. Oh, dear, I am such a fool. 

(MYRA holds MARY.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. I love you, my pet, and I will care for you. I 
promise. 

(MARY cries in her arms as MYRA takes the gun.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. Thank you. 

MARY TODD. As a boy Robert used to try walkin’ in his father’s 
gigantic boots. He’s been tryin’ it all his life, poor thing… 

(MYRA unloads bullets from the gun, taking a deep breath.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. What would you like to do if you could do 
ANYTHING AT ALL? 

(MARY thinks a moment.) 
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MARY TODD. I would like to jump on this bed. 

MYRA BRADWELL. …Then do. Is it a good mattress? 

MARY TODD. I bought my own mattresses…I would like for you 
to jump with me. 

MYRA BRADWELL. (Cynically:) Of course. 

MARY TODD. Take off your shoes. They’re stained anyway. 

MYRA BRADWELL. You make things worse for yourself. 

MARY TODD. I ALWAYS HAVE. 

(MARY takes off her shoes as MYRA puts away the gun.) 

MARY TODD. You did say “ANYTHIN’ AT ALL”? 

MYRA BRADWELL. Yes, I sadly did. 

(MARY gets up on the bed.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. Wait. 

(MYRA covers the slot in the door with the gardening coat.) 

MARY TODD. I am waitin’. 

MYRA BRADWELL. I would rather not. 

MARY TODD. Promise is a promise. I’ll make a scene. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Alas. 

(MYRA takes off her shoes, as MARY begins jumping.) 

MARY TODD. It’s not a bad mattress. Has a certain give. 

(MARY puts out her arms as she jumps.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. What are you doing? 

MARY TODD. SOMETHIN’ YOU NEVER SEEM TO FEEL THE 
NEED TO DO. LET GO! 

(MYRA gets up on the bed, as MARY jumps, holding out her arms.) 

MARY TODD. You’re as still as a corpse. 
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(MYRA begins to jump tentatively, then gets caught up in the ac-
tion. The two women laugh.) 

MARY TODD. A serious newspaper lady. What would your sub-
scribers say? Or those TOUGH UNION MEN? 

MYRA BRADWELL. Please do not tell them. 

MARY TODD. You’ll see, once you start it’s like a ball of yarn un-
ravelin’…! 

(MARY jumps higher, encouraging MYRA.) 

MARY TODD. Higher…higher… Unknit that threatenin’ brow! 

(MARY hoots gleefully.) 

MARY TODD. Yahoo! You are spendin’ the night! 

MYRA BRADWELL. At Bellevue with the Lunatics! 

(MARY throws a pillow at her.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. Don’t. 

MARY TODD. You began it. 

(MYRA hits MARY with a pillow.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. You began it. 

MARY TODD. You continued it. 

MYRA BRADWELL. You are hurting me. 

MARY TODD. With a feather pillow? 

MYRA BRADWELL. Stop! 

MARY TODD. You stop! Such an important lady, jumpin’ on a 
bed! 

MYRA BRADWELL. And a First Lady! 

MARY TODD. A former First, now a Beast of Yore. My ankles feel 
like twigs. It’s a wonder they hold me up at all. 

MYRA BRADWELL. My stomach hurts. 

MARY TODD. Mine as well. I feel a bit indisposed. 
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(There is a knock on the door.) 

FEMALE VOICE. Ma’am, Mrs. Lincoln? Is everything all right? 

MARY TODD. (Calling:) Perfect! 

MYRA BRADWELL. (Under her breath:) Delightful. 

(MARY gets off the bed.) 

MARY TODD. (Touching MYRA:) I could never fire a gun. They do 
give you a sense of control. (Going to the door.) Please excuse me, 
you know I have a weak bladder. 

(MARY exits. MYRA holds her stomach, unsettled. She begins to 
rifle in MARY’s desk drawers, searching through letters and papers. 

A wild scream. MYRA rushes to the window. She shivers, gazing at 
the light through the bars. Sound of a train whistle. It slowly fades. 

She heads back to the open desk drawers, snooping, as MARY re-
enters.) 

MARY TODD. You will find no investment secrets. 

MYRA BRADWELL. You scared me with that gun. You must trust 
me in the future… 

(MARY goes to the window bars and looks out at the night, as 
MYRA writes.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. “There was some light through the bars to 
which she called the attention of the gentleman. She said they 
seemed to menace her with the idea that she was imprisoned…” 

(Another scream.) 

MARY TODD. They’re force-feedin’ Minnie Judd. 

MYRA BRADWELL. They force-feed patients? 

MARY TODD. Tiny Minnie weighs less than eighty. 

(MARY joins MYRA, who stops writing.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. “She was apprehensive that the presence of 
insane people in the house whose wild cries she heard might affect 
her mind…so as to unseat her reason.” 
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(MARY is all business, as she dictates to MYRA.) 

MARY TODD. Write. “Mrs. Lincoln specially dwelt on her friend-
ship with MR. SEWARD.” In capitals. In Wilkie’s day the Times 
was a Seward paper. In your article we must speak highly of Sew-
ard. (Dictating:) “It was the habit of the Secretary to dine with the 
Lincolns three times a week.” I DESPISE Seward but this will help 
our cause. 

And in my visit to England we must mention Mr. Motley. Mrs. Lin-
coln told how badly she felt when Motley was removed by PRESI-
DENT GRANT as Minister of England.” Motley was Charles Sum-
ner’s choice and this will show my deep allegiance to Sumner, and 
GIVE A GOOD JAB TO THAT SMALL SPECIMEN OF HUMAN-
ITY, GRANT! 

MYRA BRADWELL. (Impressed:) “She keenly described the char-
acters she met abroad, showing great powers of analysis.” 

(There is a knock on the door and a tray is thrust through a slot. 
MYRA takes a plate stacked high with vegetables, another stacked 
with corn bread.) 

MARY TODD. I ASKED FOR GRIDDLE CAKES! 

MYRA BRADWELL. Take the bread. Remember what I told you? 

MARY TODD. RETURN THE PLATE! 

(MYRA opens the door and hands back the plate.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. I am sorry, Mrs. Lincoln is not hungry to-
night. 

MARY TODD. I’M FAMISHED. 

(MYRA listens to the person outside.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. (To MARY:) She would like to know if you 
want anything else. 

MARY TODD. God forbid. 

(MYRA thinks, then speaks to the person outside.) 
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MYRA BRADWELL. Uh, please, if you would be so kind as to 
bring the patient, um, ONE GENEROUS CUP of the “Bellevue rem-
edy.” That will suffice, thank you very much. 

(MYRA closes the door.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. IF THEY GIVE YOU GRIDDLE CAKES, 
TAKE GRIDDLE CAKES. 

MARY TODD. They did not give me griddle cakes, they gave me 
corn bread! 

MYRA BRADWELL. Just accept everything pleasantly. 

MARY TODD. Do you know how long I’ve been here? Seventy 
eight days. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Are you here for the cuisine, Mrs. Lincoln? 
Take whatever is needed to get out. 

MARY TODD. I will get out on my terms, Mrs. Bradwell. 

MYRA BRADWELL. On your terms? From an asylum? 

(MARY takes the china plates from the trunk and puts the vegeta-
bles on them.) 

MARY TODD. Shall we eat on the Haviland? 

(A knock; MYRA opens the door, taking a plate stacked high with 
rolls, and a large cup.) 

(MYRA listens to the person outside.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. (To MARY:) She is asking if you would like 
anything else. 

MARY TODD. Simply my small glass of Ale before bed, thank 
you. 

MYRA BRADWELL. TWO ALES PLEASE. 

(MYRA closes the door. MARY looks at the plate.) 

MARY TODD. ROLLS? 

(MYRA downs the cup of the Bellevue remedy in one desperate 
gulp.) 
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MARY TODD. Halt, that’s WHISKEY! 

MYRA BRADWELL. Ahhgghh. 

MARY TODD. You scare me… 

MYRA BRADWELL. Now, listen carefully. When I return to Chicago 
I will visit Robert at his office, our final maneuver… 

(MARY hands MYRA a plate of vegetables, showing her the china.) 

MARY TODD. The gold border with the two lines signifies the 
union of North and South. 

(A knock on the door, MYRA flings it open and grabs the two 
glasses of ale. MYRA listens to the person outside as MARY returns 
to her trunks.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. (To MARY:) Your “bedtime ale.” 

(MYRA listens again.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. She wants “The Key”? 

(MARY hands out a key, shutting the door.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. What was that for? 

MARY TODD. To lock us in. 

(We hear the click of the lock. MYRA takes a swig of ale. MARY 
finds a pen in a trunk.) 

MARY TODD. This is the PEN my husband used to sign the 
Emancipation Proclamation… 

MYRA BRADWELL. WOULD THAT IT SIGN OURS! 

(MYRA downs the ale.) 

MARY TODD. I would like you to take the Pen for your dear hus-
band James. I have never seen you drink. 

MYRA BRADWELL. I do not. 

MARY TODD. The Ale is for bedtime. 

MYRA BRADWELL. (Drinking:) I am afraid I am quite overcome 
suddenly. 
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MARY TODD. A woman at night should always be fresh. This 
kind of harsh overwork is akin to devil worship. 

MYRA BRADWELL. I will pretend I did not hear that. 

MARY TODD. Be nice to James. Please take the pen. 

MYRA BRADWELL. I will meet Wilkie at the station, you will 
make NO REFERENCE to him as a newspaperman. 

MARY TODD. Let me give you one of my peau de soie night-
gowns. 

(MYRA changes for bed, staying in her undergarments.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. No, thank you. (Under her breath:) We are not 
quite the same size… 

MARY TODD. There is one small problem I failed to tell you 
about. 

MYRA BRADWELL. I am not particularly surprised. 

MARY TODD. I usually leave the place next to me in the bed for 
the President. 

MYRA BRADWELL. …Oh, of course. 

(The two women prepare for bed.) 

MARY TODD. Let me contemplate this for a moment… 

(MYRA has finished her ale.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. May I have a bit of your Ale? 

MARY TODD. Leave me a swallow. 

(MARY touches the side of the bed where the spirit of the President 
usually sleeps.) 

MARY TODD. I suppose I could talk to him…I am sure he would 
understand if this once he relinquished his place. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Especially if he knew how TIRED I was. 

MARY TODD. Would you like to speak to him yourself? 
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MYRA BRADWELL. Perhaps it would be better if it came from 
you. 

MARY TODD. Yes, you are right, as always. 

(MARY goes to the window and communicates with the spirit of the 
president. MYRA looks at the pen that signed the Emancipation 
Proclamation.) 

MARY TODD. He is in agreement. He sends you his deepest re-
gards. He always liked you. 

MYRA BRADWELL. I liked him… Is this the correct side of the 
bed? 

MARY TODD. Yes. Oh dear, my Ale has completely disappeared. 
You are worryin’ me, dear Myra. I thought you practiced temper-
ance. 

(MARY and MYRA get into bed.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. I did. When you come downstairs tomorrow 
to greet Wilkie, what will you do? 

MARY TODD. I’ll say it’s nice to finally see a NEWSPAPERMAN 
who can tell the world the truth. 

MYRA BRADWELL. YOU WILL GREET HIM AS AN OLD 
FRIEND! 

MARY TODD. But that’s a lie… You know, my husband refused to 
even say, “I am delighted to see you,” if he wasn’t in fact delighted. 
One mistruth leads to another. 

MYRA BRADWELL. JUST SAY “HELLO.” ASK HIM UP TO SEE 
THE VIEW. 

MARY TODD. Has the eggnog gone to your head? 

(MYRA covers her face with the sheet.) 

MARY TODD. Do you mind if I glance quickly at my sister’s let-
ter? …Goodnight. 

(MARY reads the letter as a bell is heard in the hall. The slot opens 
and eyes look through. MARY lies down and the lights go out. Sud-
denly in darkness there is a drawn-out gunshot. Smoke and red light 
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slowly wash the room. The red rocking chair appears, as MARY 
stares.) 

MARY TODD. Red, on red. 

(She looks at her hands. They are soaked with blood.) 

MARY TODD. Oh… 

(MYRA wakes and sees MARY sitting, staring at her hands.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. What has happened to you, Mary? 

(MYRA tries to take MARY’s hands in her own.) 

MARY TODD. …Stop, I will soil you…the blood… 

(MYRA takes MARY’s hands, as the nightmare fades. MARY con-
tinues to look at her hands. 

MARY gets out of bed and goes to the window. She looks out at the 
moon. MYRA joins her.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. Do you have these memories oft? 

MARY TODD. …it’was seein’ the blood—downstairs in the wash-
room—that’s made it all come back. After Mrs. Munger used the 
knife… And all of our reminiscing… 

(MARY and MYRA look out the barred window.) 

MARY TODD. The moon is red. 

(A piercing scream from the room above as lights fade to a red 
moon.) 

End of Act I 
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ACT II 

Prologue 

(MARY sleeps, dressed in a black peau de soie nightgown.) 

(Suddenly a light floods the foot of her bed. The spirit who appears to 
her is a vaporous cloud. MARY gets up.) 

MARY TODD. Tad, is that you…? My sunshine, my darlin’ boy? I 
thought this despised room was repellin’ you all. My heart bleeds at 
the return of these anniversaries… 

(She searches through a trunk, finding some stockings.) 

MARY TODD. I offered Mrs. Wheeler’s boy a pair of your stockin’s 
today. I told the boy I’d bought ’em ’specially for him. The Patri-
arch reproached me. Lies are forbidden as part of his “moral treat-
ment.” I asked him if he’d ever heard of a White Lie? “It’s a lie so 
Light and Lovely it pleases.” He no doubt passed it off as Insanity… 
Not one great sorrow ever approached the agony of losin’ you. You 
who in your tender treatment reminded me of your belovèd fa-
ther—my All. 

(Another spirit appears at the foot of the bed.) 

MARY TODD. Come closer…Willie, my sweet son? You cannot 
dream of the comfort this gives me, to see you. I am bowed to the 
earth with great sorrow… 

(She takes a dress from a trunk.) 

MARY TODD. I wore these black flounces at the White House ball, 
but they were for YOU as you lay dyin’ ’n God was punishin’ me 
for my Worldliness. Only the Grave can soften this Grief. 

(She replaces the dress in the trunk and a dusty cloud bursts forth.) 

MARY TODD. Oh, I have such a terror of moths… 

(The net outside the window billows and another spirit appears.) 

MARY TODD. Little Aleck?! My precious lamb, you were too 
young to fight. Lord, this is quite a SHOWIN’ tonight! 

(We hear the long, low wail of a woman. The spirits instantly disap-
pear. MARY rushes to the window.) 
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MARY TODD. The New Patient? (Whispering:) I need to get 
out…Eighty nine days… 

(She looks at the window, where the bars have been removed. She 
turns, seeing eyes spying on her through the slot.) 

MARY TODD. Hide me, O my Savior, hide me! (Ironically:) Yes, 
this is the epitome of Restful. 

(Lights fade.) 

 

Scene 3 
Eleven days later: August 18 

(It is late afternoon and raining, as MARY stands at her open front 
door, still in her black peau de soie nightgown, her hair down and 
tousled. She addresses someone who’s just left.) 

MARY TODD. HOW DARE YOU GO ON VACATION! YOU 
FORGOT TAD’S ANNIVERSARY! YOU ARE A DIRTY DOG, 
ROBERT! A DIRTY, DIRTY DOG! 

(Items from the trunks are on the floor around the room. MARY 
gathers some feminine objects and exits.) 

(After a moment MYRA, exhausted and looking slightly less pol-
ished, hurries in, carrying an umbrella, her suitcase, newspapers, 
and a bouquet of flowers. She looks for MARY, adjusts her hair in 
the mirror and wipes her brow. She finds something to put the flow-
ers in, then straightens the unmade bed as MARY reenters. MYRA 
hands her the lawn dress.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. It is nearly evening. You are not dressed. 
What has happened to you? 

MARY TODD. I find no reason to get dressed anymore. 

MYRA BRADWELL. You went out in your nightgown? That is 
against the doctor’s “moral behavior.” 

MARY TODD. What does he know of “morality”? I brought the 
New Patient some trinkets to lift her gloom… 



Mary & Myra 
  

 

 

47

MYRA BRADWELL. Stay away from the patients. It paints you in a 
poor light. (Looking at the disarray:) Why are you emptying your 
trunks? 

MARY TODD. INVENTORY. 

(MYRA tries to wrestle off MARY’s gown.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. YOU CANNOT STAY IN YOUR NIGHT 
CLOTHES. Downstairs they are saying you are capricious. 

MARY TODD. I don’t care if they’re sayin’ I’m a limb of Satan 
lopin’ down the broad, high road. It’s a sanitarium, I’ll REST if I 
want to. And if I want to dance ’round the garden in my nightgown 
in the rain I will do so. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Please do not dance around the garden! 

MARY TODD. Have you no imagination, no WIT? 

(MYRA gets the gown off.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. You are less plump… 

MARY TODD. The logical result of STARVATION. 

MYRA BRADWELL. You must really wash, Mrs. Lincoln. Do you 
not want to get out of here? 

MARY TODD. You are insultin’, Mrs. Bradwell. I HAVE HEARD 
NOTHIN’ FROM YOU IN ELEVEN DAYS! 

MYRA BRADWELL. Let us tie your corset, quickly. I am on my 
way to Wisconsin to meet Miss Goodell… 

MARY TODD. (Deeply hurt:) WISCONSIN!? Did you truly say 
Wisconsin? 

MYRA BRADWELL. Yes, the state has denied Miss Goodell the 
right to practice. She needs me. 

MARY TODD. PRAY, THEN, GO! GO TO WISCONSIN! DO NOT 
WASTE ANOTHER MINUTE! I’M RELEASIN’ YOU AS MY LAW-
YER—OR WHATEVER YOU ARE. PLEASE DEPART! 

(MYRA refers to a recent newspaper.) 
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MYRA BRADWELL. I accuse Mr. Patterson in my column of de-
nying your postal rights and threaten a habeus corpus. 

(MARY stares at MYRA as she ties her corset.) 

MARY TODD. You look unwell, Mrs. Bradwell. The dark circles 
under your eyes? Oh, these new steel-busk’d corsets are hateful. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Have you tried the health bustle? Less heat-
ing on the spine. 

MARY TODD. I’ve tried nothin’. This is no fashion show. Are you 
gettin’ enough rest? 

MYRA BRADWELL. I have just been appointed to the convention 
in Chicago. Susan B. Anthony came to me yesterday… 

MARY TODD. Ah, your great friend! 

MYRA BRADWELL. She is miffed because I have chosen to go 
with Lucy Stone and the moderate ladies. I gave Miss Anthony a 
seat on the platform to assuage her, I barely fit you in. (Getting the 
dress.) Come, we are wasting time… 

MARY TODD. Your time is far too precious to be spent with Min-
ions like me! There are bigger women who need you more. 

(MARY frisbees MYRA’s new flowers out the window.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. Why, the bars have been removed. 

MARY TODD. Conveniently. I may simply be one of your causes, 
Myra, but I pray you to remember I reside here. Every mornin’ I 
wake to the knowledge that I’m LOCKED UP. CHAINED. You 
suddenly arrive like the Archangel. I can feel your body radiatin’ 
with the world outside. It pains me. 

(MYRA holds out her arms.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. My dear girl, embrace me… 

MARY TODD. Absolutely not. You’re all artifice. A carefully or-
chestrated instrument of manipulation. 

(MYRA tries to get the lawn dress on MARY.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. I met with your son… 
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MARY TODD. Yes, he was just here. 

MYRA BRADWELL. At his office, he accused me of being a high 
priestess in a gang of spiritualists. I convinced him no. Your son has 
threatened to destroy my paper. 

(MARY looks to the door.) 

MARY TODD. He says my sister’s suddenly TOO SICK to receive 
me… 

MYRA BRADWELL. He MADE ME A PROMISE you could go to 
your sister’s, but then he heard I brought WILKIE here. He wrote 
me a lethal letter. Your son is very vindictive… His waistline has 
certainly expanded… 

MARY TODD. Yes. When the Patriarch learned that Wilkie was 
here, I was put in solitary quarters. He threatened to send me UP 
TO THE MOST CRAMPED OF ATTIC GARRETS. To a place where 
“A WOMAN CANNOT EVEN STAND UP STRAIGHT—EVEN A 
SHORT WOMAN.” I withheld that we also WROTE Wilkie’s arti-
cle. 

MYRA BRADWELL. We simply drafted it. I saw your sister in 
Springfield, she invites you and you will go! ROBERT IS LYING. 

MARY TODD. He says my lyin’ should be put down to Insanity. 
He’s left FOR VACATION with his family, TO RYE! 

(MYRA has finished arranging the lawn dress and brandishes a 
piece of silverware, as MARY escapes to her trunks.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. Do you recognize this SILVER SPOON? You 
had a séance before your trial and gave the rest of the service to a 
CLAIRVOYANT? 

MARY TODD. Yes, I gave it to her with EXTREME AND UTTER 
SATISFACTION. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Robert ADORED the service. He has the 
spoons. 

MARY TODD. I could care less if he has the NUT PICKS… 
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MYRA BRADWELL. You will tell me who is this clairvoyant and I 
will return the service to Robert to appease him! 

MARY TODD. I WILL NOT! I see my son has manipulated you 
well. 

(MYRA physically forces the name out of MARY. It comes out in a 
peep.) 

MARY TODD. Mrs. Farwell. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Your hair, let me brush it… 

MARY TODD. Lookin’ at yours, I would prefer not. (Going through 
a trunk:) I can’t find the Chantilly curtains for Bessie… 

MYRA BRADWELL. Robert RETURNED them. He returned ALL 
the curtains you purchased in Chicago. 

MARY TODD. Impossible! I am beyond LOATHIN’… 

MYRA BRADWELL. My daughter will not mind. 

MARY TODD. I’m not thinkin’ of Bessie! Oh my Lord he brought 
those curtains back to all the shopkeepers? If I had committed mur-
der in every city in this blessed union I could not be more vilified. 

(MYRA fixes MARY’s hair.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. If I may be so bold Mrs. Lincoln, what were 
the MYRIAD OF CURTAINS for? 

MARY TODD. You may be so bold. I planned to purchase a cot-
tage in Wisconsin. Finally unpack my things, settle there. 

MYRA BRADWELL. (Surprised:) In Wisconsin? 

MARY TODD. Yes. Where you are going. 

(MYRA takes a pin from her own hair and puts it in MARY’s.) 

MARY TODD. In Clear View. 

MYRA BRADWELL. The spiritual camp? 

MARY TODD. I liked the mountain-air, my windows open to the 
smell of balsam and pine—white lace curtains blowin’ in the wind. 
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A home. That’s all I ever wanted. (With deep anxiety:) What have I 
done? 

(MYRA shows MARY in the mirror.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. Here, see how much more respectable you 
look. 

MARY TODD. (Raw:) I am sad. 

MYRA BRADWELL. (Understanding:) So the curtains were not for 
some imaginary home after all… 

MARY TODD. No they were not. Please send my deepest apolo-
gies to your poor daughter Bessie. No one likes to get their hopes 
up, especially her… 

MYRA BRADWELL. You will not bring Bessie up again. I will say 
it once and for all, I sent her into no burning building. 

MARY TODD. Myra, your whole family is sufferin’. James told me 
Bessie bravely entered the Legal News to retrieve your subscription 
lists. To get your love. 

MYRA BRADWELL. James knows perfectly well I would never 
have sent her in. She went to the paper with him—there was no fire 
in that part of the city. I asked them to get the lists without knowing 
it would spread! 

MARY TODD. This is what I tried to say that day in the shops, out 
of respect, love. Bessie would do anythin’ for you because you have 
never shown her the love you showed… (Starting to say “Myra”:) 
…That one…the unnamable daughter… 

MYRA BRADWELL. STOP. 

MARY TODD. You fail to see what’s right in front of you. Bessie, 
the people who love you… 

MYRA BRADWELL. What do you see? I am fighting tirelessly to 
protect you, but you continue to behave as a selfish, impetuous 
lady, lost in the dust of her memories. 

MARY TODD. You must know you’ve kept a special place in your 
heart for little Myra. 
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MYRA BRADWELL. You are one to speak? With a son who hates 
you so completely? 

(The two women look at one another. MARY draws the blinds, takes 
a book and gets into bed.) 

MARY TODD. You must have more important cases. 

(MYRA storms out. After a moment she reenters.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. Mary, the secret about his crooked invest-
ments? Is there not something we can use? Think about all the ter-
rible things he has done. Would it not please you to make him suffer 
a little? 

MARY TODD. No it would not please me. I am his mother. To-
gether, he and I have been through hell. I know what it’s like to be 
maligned by the press. I will not sink so low. He’s suffered enough. 

MYRA BRADWELL. By putting you here, your son has chosen the 
cheapest way to manage you until the day he gets complete control 
of your estate. And you are protecting him? 

MARY TODD. A good mother does. 

MYRA BRADWELL. I am simply being just. Do you know the Chi-
cago Bar Association, which I myself founded will not let me IN? 
AND NOW YOUR SON IS AFTER ME. 

(MYRA quickly puts items back in the trunks.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. Bellevue by the way is going bankrupt. That 
is why the doctor is so scared of bad press. 

MARY TODD. I suppose they’ll dump us into the garden and 
leave us to live off the GRASS. Please close the door on your way 
out. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Mrs. Lincoln, after we print the Wilkie article, 
I promise the public will rally to your aid… 

MARY TODD. The public despises me. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Nonsense. And I told the press your release 
can be obtained without appeal to the law. Which is a direct threat 
to your son. I also said Patterson signed your certificate of recovery. 
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MARY TODD. Your techniques are disingenuous. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Any deceit is permissible if the ends are noble. 

(MARY sees MYRA putting away her things.) 

MARY TODD. PLEASE, YOU ARE UPSETTIN’ THE ORDER OF 
MY TRUNKS! 

MYRA BRADWELL. The order ? 

MARY TODD. Yes, there is a GREAT AND INFINITE ORDER. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Your sister confided that you and Robert’s 
wife have a bitter misunderstanding which is at the source of 
Robert’s anger. 

MARY TODD. I don’t wish to speak ill. 

MYRA BRADWELL. I must know, so I can help you. 

MARY TODD. I loved Robert’s wife but entre nous she is enamored 
of the “flowin’ bowl”. 

MYRA BRADWELL. The “flowin’ bowl”? 

MARY TODD. Liquor. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Are you certain? 

MARY TODD. At her home I picked up a wrong cup. That cup is 
always by her side. I said somethin’ only because she’s havin’ a 
second child. How might a “little life” feel, trapped inside a 
mother’s stomach, showered day-in, day-out with champagne? 

MYRA BRADWELL. It might feel very nice—but that is besides the 
point… 

MARY TODD. She’s not addressed me since. 

MYRA BRADWELL. She was always a quiet sort. 

MARY TODD. Oh, yes! Robert prefers QUIET above all else. His 
wife briefly broke up housekeepin’ after I mentioned the WINE. He 
has such a horror of bein’ talked about! My son now blames me for 
her sin as well as all my own sins which are infinite. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Well, she did play the harp divinely. 
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MARY TODD. Are you here with us at all? What could a HARP 
possibly have to do with anythin’? I’m dyin’ inside, Myra…I love 
my son. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Then it would have been best Mrs. Lincoln 
not to say the truth. 

MARY TODD. You are just like my son. A lawyer. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Well, that secret will not help us much. 

MARY TODD. Shouldn’t you be goin’ to the depot? What about 
Wisconsin? 

MYRA BRADWELL. Yes, I will ride all night. Please tell me your 
son’s investment secret, for our sake… 

MARY TODD. No. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Have you had recurrences of the kind you 
had the night I slept here? 

(A beat.) 

MARY TODD. Since The Red Night, for ten years, I have always 
had the dreams…I do not believe they will ever disappear…Myra, 
there are memories that cannot be forgotten. That leave an imprint 
on the mind. 

(MARY goes to the window. It is twilight.) 

MARY TODD. And love as deep as the sea…It is I who approved 
my husband’s body guard. I made no investigation of him. He was 
drinkin’ at the bar The Night the president was shot. 

MYRA BRADWELL. You are not responsible. 

MARY TODD. Every joy in my life has been followed by a sorrow. 
I was too happy in the White House, Willie died. The war was won, 
Mr. Lincoln… My pension finally came, Tad. 

MYRA BRADWELL. It only appears this way in times of grief… 

MARY TODD. ONE SONG was dedicated to me… 

MYRA BRADWELL. A polka, was it? 
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MARY TODD. A FUNERAL MARCH… By Sousa the Elder. A 
DIRGE. 

(MARY begins to hum the funeral march as she takes steps, walking 
backwards across the room.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. I will go, Miss Goodell is such a BRAVE 
SOLDIER… You must be seen downstairs… Mary, why are you 
doing that? 

MARY TODD. Mammy Sally told us walkin’ backwards at twilight 
would help the dead to return… When we were children… 

MYRA BRADWELL. Please, stop. 

(MARY finds a candle in her trunk and lights it.) 

MARY TODD. Last night for Tad’s fourth anniversary, he and 
Willie appeared at the foot of my bed. They brought with them my 
half-brother, Little Aleck, killed in the confederate army… 

MYRA BRADWELL. I promise you, you will be free. If we must, 
James and I will call a court hearing. 

(MYRA picks up her suitcase.) 

MARY TODD. The truth is I envy you your freedom to go, Myra. 

(MARY takes out a piece of jewelry.) 

MARY TODD. Pass my imperfections lightly by and excuse so 
miserable a production. Durin’ my midnight watches I have 
searched for this. It’s a bracelet… Abraham gave it to me for my 
birthday. I was forty four. Set with a pearl… You are forty four… 

MYRA BRADWELL. No, no, keep it… 

MARY TODD. It will give me great happiness to think of you 
wearin’ it…in Wisconsin. Would that I were that age… 

MYRA BRADWELL. No, adieu. 

(MYRA goes to kiss her.) 

MARY TODD. Get out and never come back. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Mrs. Lincoln…? 
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MARY TODD. You are a hateful woman. An ingrate… 

MYRA BRADWELL. I am rushed… 

MARY TODD. You are cold. Cold as ice. Impenetrable. I feel sorry 
for your husband. I feel sure the picture you paint of domestic bliss 
is false. 

MYRA BRADWELL. You are a fool. I have thought that for a time 
but I never said it. You conduct yourself as a clown. Your actions 
show no forethought. 

MARY TODD. Ah, yes forethought! For you all is a refined calcu-
lation. How sad to live one’s life that way… 

MYRA BRADWELL. How sad to live one’s life this way. Afraid to 
go out, abandoning the very standards of cleanliness and feminin-
ity… 

MARY TODD. I AM FAR FROM AFRAID TO GO OUTSIDE! I 
simply have no reason to go. What would be the purpose? 

MYRA BRADWELL. The purpose would be to show the staff that 
you are well so this case can be won. 

MARY TODD. Why should I have to prove I’m sane? 

MYRA BRADWELL. Because you have a history of eccentric acts. 
Bombarding congressmen with letters for your pension? 

MARY TODD. What was I to do? I deserved one and now I have 
set a precedent for other poor first ladies. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Selling your old White House fineries? 

MARY TODD. Empress Eugénie did it in France to grand success. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Sending your son telegrams believing he was 
dying. 

MARY TODD. Everyone else has. 

MYRA BRADWELL. You are not a logical person. 

MARY TODD. And you are too logical. Your heart must have 
shriveled to the size of a pea while your manly mind has swollen to 
a pumpkin. 
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MYRA BRADWELL. You are a vain woman. You say you despise 
the press but you scour the papers for your name! 

MARY TODD. Yes, that is a morbid flaw… 

MYRA BRADWELL. You regularly disobey the rules. 

MARY TODD. If I had not smuggled a letter to you, you never 
would’ve come. 

MYRA BRADWELL. I came repeatedly. I was turned away. I kept 
coming and coming until I saw you. On July twenty ninth. 

MARY TODD. You know the date. To what end did you come? 

MYRA BRADWELL. To make you FREE. 

MARY TODD. To make a name for yourself as a lawyer. I was 
your callin’ card. 

MYRA BRADWELL. I will leave now, I have nothing more. 

MARY TODD. Please, wait, you have helped me. I’m too sharp-
tongued… 

MYRA BRADWELL. You have no vision. You are a woman who 
drifts. 

MARY TODD. (Self-deprecating:) I have been called a wanderin’ 
woman, but never “a woman who drifts”… 

MYRA BRADWELL. Sometimes I ask myself if you are… 

MARY TODD. Crazy? You may say it… ”Sanity” is not easy to de-
fine, Myra. It is a vast territory with the tallest of mountains and the 
lowest of caves… 

(MYRA exits. After a time MARY throws the bracelet out the win-
dow, very far. She turns and blows out the candle.) 

(She begins to walk backwards like a little girl, completely lost.) 

MARY TODD. …Every Friday the jay bird goes to hell to tell the 
devil our doin’s… And what shall he say of me? I am low-down. I 
only hope all who died will lift me. 

(We hear the sound of children playing.) 
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MARY TODD. My mother, dead when I was six. In childbirth. 
How she must have suffered. She made such a good home. 
Searchin’ for her in Heaven— ”WHITE against the evenin’ star”. 

(Light shines down on a footstool.) 

MARY TODD. And then Mammy Sally, a slave. My true mother. 
Taught me how spirits can return… In night’s softest drafts. 

(The net billows. Light shines down on another footstool. MARY 
stands with the spirits of her mothers, gaining some peace.) 

(Lights fade.) 

 

Scene 4 
Twenty days later: September 8 

(The room has been tidied. MYRA’S usual suitcase and a large bou-
quet of roses sit on the desk. 

MARY is well-groomed and wearing the lawn dress, as she clips ar-
ticles from fresh newspapers. MYRA hurries in, brandishing a 
folder. She is perspiring and worn, a different woman.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. WHEN IN GOD’S NAME DID THEY MAKE 
YOU SEE THIS MCFARLAND? JUST WHEN I’D FINALLY SUC-
CEEDED! 

(MARY holds up the front page of a paper.) 

MARY TODD. The Wilkie article turned out beautifully, if we 
don’t say so ourselves! Word for word as we wrote it… 

MYRA BRADWELL. (Enraged:) WHEN DID YOU SEE DR. 
MCFARLAND? I just heard he was here. 

(MARY holds up other articles.) 

MARY TODD. Dr. Patterson says, here, I can go! The public says, 
“Let her be released!”… 

(MYRA goes to MARY.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. I am serious, I will find a sharp instrument 
and I will harm you with it! 
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MARY TODD. Myra, you worry me. (Confused:) When you say a 
sharp instrument…? 

(MYRA seems to turn into a wild beast, all her polish gone.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. WHEN DID YOU SEE HIM? 

MARY TODD. Oh, my! I saw him yesterday. Your dress is soiled, 
your hair usually so coifed… 

MYRA BRADWELL. YOU KNOW MCFARLAND IS THE MAN 
WHO LOCKED UP MY CLIENT LIZ PACKARD? He’s the former 
president of the Association of Medical Superintendents of the 
American Institute for the Insane. 

MARY TODD. Anyone with such a title must be mad! 

(MYRA hits MARY with the folder.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. WHAT—I SHUDDER TO HEAR—
HAPPENED WHEN HE SAW YOU? 

MARY TODD. He began by sayin’ it is not often he meets First La-
dies! I said, well with the way they are treated, he’ll doubtless meet 
MORE and MORE. He assured me he was here in the STRICTEST 
SECRECY, and I graciously told him there was no need, since the 
entire nation knew when I so much as PASSED WIND. He asked 
me the Date—which I couldn’t remember since I stopped countin’ 
long ago. The Day of the Week, I didn’t happen to know either. 
When he asked me the State I lived in I said “An Anxious One,” 
and when he asked me the Country I confidently threw out 
“CHINA.” For the Planet I told him Venus, and he stopped before 
Galaxy and Universe! 

(As MYRA reads from the folder, she loses control.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. “He doubts the safety of your visit to Spring-
field, fearing a desire for further adventure will take possession of 
your mind. There are features of your case that give him grave ap-
prehension…” 

MARY TODD. Are you breathin’ sufficiently? 
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MYRA BRADWELL. “Unless the utmost quietude is observed for 
the few ensuing months, beyond which ALL REASONABLE HOPE 
OF RESTORATION MUST BE ABANDONED.” 

(MYRA takes the bouquet of roses and drops them out the window.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. Your son is downstairs now arranging a 
SECOND VISIT from Dr. McDill—Superintendent of the WISCON-
SIN State Hospital for the Insane… 

MARY TODD. Sit, before you faint… 

MYRA BRADWELL. You paid three hundred and forty one dollars 
for your little divertissement with McFarland, not to mention what I 
have paid. You have nullified all that I’ve done, all that I am. 

MARY TODD. Rest a moment… 

MYRA BRADWELL. After what you accused me of at my last visit, 
I would never have returned for you. Your son has threatened to 
destroy my journal. I WILL RETALIATE. 

MARY TODD. …I hit bottom at your last visit, there was perhaps 
one advantage, I could go no lower. I feel surprisin’ly better now… 

MYRA BRADWELL. You are mad! Only a madwoman would have 
done what you did. McFarland is a FEARSOME enemy. I know it 
first hand. Do you know how he diagnosed Liz Packard as insane? 
HE TOOK HER PULSE! 

MARY TODD. You should’ve seen his red face. He’s quite a well-
fed individual… 

(MYRA goes at MARY with the blunt scissors.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. Do you know how many women have been 
placed in asylums? Isabella Hooker, Sophia Vanderbilt—after she 
gave her husband twelve children—Anna Dickinson. IT WAS ONE 
OF THE INJUSTICES I AIMED TO CORRECT! 

(MARY speaks with great dignity and simplicity.) 

MARY TODD. I am finished playin’ their game. I don’t care. There 
is a niche for my coffin next to my husband’s. That’s all I hope for… 
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MYRA BRADWELL. DON’T SPEAK TO ME ABOUT YOUR HUS-
BAND! Who could this Great One possibly have been? Certainly 
not a Human. 

MARY TODD. If these machinations that you insist on playing 
must be done with my son—my own blood—I want no part of it. 
Let me rot away here in this house. It seems more sane to me than 
outside. 

MYRA BRADWELL. It has nothing to do with you anymore. It is 
MY case and I WILL WIN IT. James and I will think of something. 

MARY TODD. Ah, your James, so devoted a man. 

MYRA BRADWELL. Be quiet. Don’t talk to me. 

(MYRA goes to the window.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. It has been the most atrocious of days… 

(MARY returns to her newspapers.) 

MYRA BRADWELL. Since I chose to go with Lucy Stone, I’ve had 
a great falling out with Miss Susan B. Anthony. Miss Anthony has 
told me that in her great “History of Woman Suffrage” I will be left 
out. In the Table of Contents the tips of readers’ fingers will pass 
from “B” to “C”, without a mention of “Bradwell”. In a hundred 
years Myra Bradwell will be a woman no one has heard of… A 
blank page… 

(A beat.) 

MARY TODD. You know, sometimes when you run, Myra—you 
run away… I believe you mean well with your causes. But you fight 
so often with the opposite sex you’ve become it. 

MYRA BRADWELL. I have fought endlessly for justice, placing the 
law ahead of myself on every occasion and they have ignored me, 
trampled on me, placed obstacle after obstacle in my path. I AM 
FURIOUS. Give me the secret about your son. 

MARY TODD. No, I can’t… 

MYRA BRADWELL. Please, Mary, I beg you. Do it for our sake, for 
our dignity. 



Catherine Filloux 
  

 

 

62

MARY TODD. No… 

MYRA BRADWELL. Your son has not been kind. It is a known fact 
throughout Chicago that he and his cronies make raucous jests 
about you at their “stag” parties. He speaks of you as a crazy old 
Witch, a feeble-minded Loon. Too many hours soaking your wrin-
kled, pachyderm skin in mineral baths have turned you into a 
SOD—a blithering HAG. And his blasphemies become the whis-
pered gossip the next morning of the wives in the highest social cir-
cles. He actually feeds the papers with this filth. He says, you were a 
terrible wife to your husband and a worse mother… Witness the 
fact that he is the only one who escaped your curse… As the good 
book commands, your son has Honored his Father, but with his 
Mother he has fallen quite short. I can assure you Robert does not 
HONOR you or love you. 

MARY TODD. When Robert was born to us, we were not rich. It 
was in a cramped boardin’ house—men playin’ cards the night 
away—my husband doin’ the circuit, rarely home. But I can tell you 
that on the day of his birth his father and I were never happier. He 
was a source of great wonder to us. We were a circle—the three. 
Robert was my firstborn and I have to this day held in him all the 
hopes a mother could have. Three of my sons were taken but he 
stayed. I vowed to protect him as a treasure, which he is…was…to 
me. He’s a hard-headed boy but I always thought he’d come 
’round—see the error of his ways. 

(A beat.) 

MARY TODD. Tell my son that I will expose his disastrous real 
estate schemes with JOHN FORSYTHE to the papers, if he doesn’t 
let me go. 

MYRA BRADWELL. The John Forsythe? The racketeer? 

MARY TODD. Yes, Robert squandered a loan from me on 
Forsythe’s shady buildin’ contracts. Robert would do anythin’ 
rather than have his name discredited in the press. I believe this in-
formation will serve you well. 

MYRA BRADWELL. (In wonder:) You had so much hope for your 
firstborn. I had the same… 
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