THE MYTHWEAVER’S LIBRARY

A Play in One Act
by Julia Kitonis



PLAYERS

MADDALENA CAMPIGLIA Mid-Sixteenth Century Italian poet and dramatist.
Female-identified. 30s-40s.

ANNE LISTER Early Nineteenth Century English diarist. Female-
identified. 40s-50s.

LORRAINE HANSBERRY Mid-Twentieth Century African-American playwright
and author. Female-identified. 30s-40s.

Each of the women should be outfitted in the appropriate silhouette and style of their era and
class, however all garments should be the color of papyrus/parchment/paper and perhaps
have suggestions of ink stains and weathering. It should be almost as if they are part of the
library themselves, made of the same fibers.

In “fragment” scenes, the two women who are not the fragment’s subject should don an
article of gold clothing or utilize a gold prop—this signifies their taking on a role in the
fragment of the subject’s writing and life. This article may be unique to each fragment or the
same every time, I leave this to the discretion of the designer.

Finally, when stage directions indicate the women are “writing,” I encourage the director to
take liberties with what this might mean in the physical staging. They may literally write in a
journal or on paper. They may write on the stage itself, on set pieces, or even on their
clothing. They may do something else entirely. Everything is a vessel for words.

SETTING

An ancient library somewhere between life, death, and memory.

FORMATTING NOTES

Text that is bolded denotes Sappho’s fragments which should appear somehow and
somewhere on the set, projected on the drapes or set itself, perhaps. This is up to the designer.
If the bolded test is center-justified, it appears this way without being spoken, if it is bolded
dialogue, it should appear as it is spoken.

“/” denotes where the next line should interrupt the current one.

PLAYWRIGHT’S NOTE

The women represented in this piece are real people who lived and breathed. As much as
possible, the words they speak are their own, drawn from sources including but not limited
to: diary entries, interviews, letters, and published works of fiction, drama, and poetry.



AT RISE: A very dimly lit stage. The stage itself
is fragmented, jagged-edged shapes forming
platforms of various heights. Massive, torn and
shredded sheets of papyrus hang from above,
reaching all the way to the floor where the
excess drapes about. These should suggest age,
tearing, and singeing — discolored and ripped
through in places. Incomplete bookshelves (think
— literally half a bookshelf, or a hollow missing
shelves, etc) and piles of bound papyrus are

strewn about.

From off, a lonely lyre plays a soft tune.

ALL enter with light sources in hand—
MADDALENA a candle, ANNE a lantern, and
LORRAINE a flashlight, surveying their
surroundings. They do not immediately notice

each other. The lyre fades.

MADDALENA
Sister Giulia? Is that you?
LORRAINE
Who said that?
MADDALENA
It is me, Maddalena.
LORRAINE
Who?
ANNE

Well, isn’t this just fascinating.



LORRAINE

Who are you?

ANNE

Not Sister Guilia, for one.

MADDALENA

I do not understand. .. are you—angels? Demons?

ANNE
That depends who you ask.

MADDALENA
You must be one or the other—Heaven or Hell. Surely I cannot be in purgatory. My last rites

were given, my final sins confessed. And—and I can see.

ANNE
Good for you?
LORRAINE
I can’t, it’s dark as India ink in here.
MADDALENA

But your shadows, I can just make them out. It has been years since I have seen a shadow.

LORRAINE

I just never imagined it would be... quite so dark.

ANNE

You spent much time imagining death?



LORRAINE
As much time as I had, I guess. When you can see it creeping toward you, getting closer and
closer every day like a meteor hurdling toward Earth, at some point you have to make peace

with whatever might lie on the other side of the impact.

MADDALENA
Like a... what?
LORRAINE
Nevermind.
Beat.
ANNE

Anne. My name is Anne. Anne Lister, of Shibden Hall.

LORRAINE
Lorraine Hansberry... of Chicago.

Suddenly, the space is shaken, almost like a

small earthquake.

LORRAINE (cont.)
What was that?

MADDALENA
(Fearfully) Our Father, who art in heaven, hallowed be thy name; thy kingdom come; thy will

be done on earth as it is in heaven—

ANNE

Hey—Hey! Madda... whatever your name is. Quiet, if you please. There’s something here.

ANNE studies something on the floor, waving

her lantern over it.



LORRAINE
What is it?
ANNE
Something is written on the floor, but it doesn’t make any sense. “again” ... “leaving” ... ?
LORRAINE
(Shining her torch on a hanging drape) Here too. “here” ... “the gold” ... It’s like whatever it

was has been torn straight through.

They both turn to look at MADDALENA.

MADDALENA
What?

ANNE

Writing—is there any writing over there?

MADDALENA
I don’t know.

ANNE
Well you did say, rather excitedly I might add, that you can see, so—look, before we’re shaken

about again.

MADDALENA

(Moving her candle over her surroundings) Oh! I do see something... “muses” ... “once.”

At once, the words appear in the space, glowing.
Slowly, they reshuffle themselves to reveal the

poem fragment. The women read aloud.



LORRAINE

Here...
MADDALENA
...Once...
ANNE
...Again...
MADDALENA
...Muses...
ANNE
...Leaving...
LORRAINE
...The Gold.
ANNE

If I"d been forewarned that death would be some kind of puzzle, I would have approached

church differently.

MADDALENA
I know these words... Why do I know these words?

Finally, the space is illuminated by a warm

light. The women can see each other now.

LORRAINE
I... don’t know what I pictured, but this wasn’t it.

ANNE
I could say the same. As much as I appreciate the idea of slacks on a woman, even [ was

never able to get away with it.



LORRAINE
Forget slacks, look at this place!

LORRAINE picks up a scrap or papyrus, but it

crumbles to dust in her hand.

ANNE

How lovely. I suppose that will happen to us too then.

LORRAINE
What?

ANNE

We are made of the same stuff, are we not? “Ashes to ashes” and all that.

MADDALENA

That is not the meaning of the scripture.

LORRAINE
No. No, I don’t accept that. Just because we are beyond the world of the living doesn’t mean

we are as little as dust on the floor.

ANNE
Why not?

LORRAINE
We are more than that. Thoughts and ideas—memories. So long as we are spoken of, thought

about, we still exist out there. I have to believe that.

MADDALENA

You think you will be remembered?



LORRAINE
Yes.

ANNE

Why? What exactly do you think earns you such indelible remembrance?

LORRAINE

My writing. I was a writer—I left things behind, things people will read, perform, remember.

MADDALENA goes to a shelf and picks up a

dusty volume.

ANNE

That’s all you have to defend your supposed legacy? Some writing?

LORRAINE
What’ve you got? An uppity title and know-it-all complex?

ANNE

I didn’t make a claim to the memories of the living.

LORRAINE

That’s just sad if you ask me.

ANNE
I didn’t though, did 1?

ANNE, determined, goes as if to exit.

LORRAINE
Where do you think you’re going?

ANNE
Out.
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LORRAINE
Out of Hell?

ANNE
What, you agree with the Catholic now? It might be poorly kept, but I think “Hell” is a bit

dramatic.

ANNE tries in vain to get off-stage, but finds
herself tripped by piles of tomes and obstructed
by falling bits and rolls of papyrus that seem to
be aware of her every move and determined to

thwart them.

LORRAINE

Having fun?
ANNE gives a pointed look, refusing to respond.
LORRAINE

You’re afraid—afraid this is Hell, aren’t you? Waiting for the world to forget you, maybe even

waiting to forget yourself.

ANNE
You don’t know anything about me.
MADDALENA
That’s it!
LORRAINE
What?

MADDALENA
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The words, I know from whom they come now! (Reading from the book) Sappho of Lesbos,
Six Hundred BC. It is all here! I must’ve studied her with the classical philosophers.

ANNE
And what is she doing haunting my rest?
LORRAINE
Our rest.
ANNE

Whatever you say, though no reason has been given to me as to why we’ve been made to

share it.

LORRAINE

Maybe there isn’t a reason. Maybe death is just as illogical as life.

ANNE
My life was perfectly logical, thank you.

LORRAINE
No one’s life is logical. It’s messy and unfair and painful. And you can’t reason your way

through getting stuck with me and the princess of piety over here.

ANNE
Well, I have all eternity to try, don’t I? You’ll find I’m not one to give up on something just

because it’s difficult.

LORRAINE

I’'m not giving up. I just know better than to rely on the idea of logic in an unjust world.

ANNE

Logic dictates everything, just or not.
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LORRAINE
Yeah, I’'m sure you would think that.
ANNE
What are you insinuating?
LORRAINE

You seem like a smart woman—figure it out.

MADDALENA
(Surveying the space) It really is beautiful.

ANNE
What is?

MADDALENA
This place. The books, the scrolls. It feels holy.

LORRAINE

It’s covered in dust and reeks of decay.

MADDALENA
(Looking through the shelves) It is warm, and it holds no pain. And look at all these
documents—so many names I’ve never heard before. Perhaps that is the blessing that has been

given us—so much knowledge all in one place. So many great minds. -

MADDALENA stops abruptly. She’s visibly

unnerved.

ANNE
What? What is it?

LORRAINE
Maddalena?
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MADDALENA
It—it is... me.
ANNE
You?
MADDALENA

Here, on the spine, look: “Maddalena Campiglia.” That is my name.

LORRAINE

Well... aren’t you going to open it?

MADDALENA
No... No! What if it is some kind of trick?

LORRAINE

I thought you said it was a blessing?

MADDALENA
I could be wrong... I have no idea. A tome of the afterlife, inscribed with my name? It could

be a test, temptation, fruit of the forbidden tree.

ANNE
What’s the worst that’s going to happen? You’re already dead.

LORRAINE

Much as it pains me to agree with her, she does have a point.

MADDALENA wavers. After a moment, she
pulls the book from the shelf and opens it. A
golden glow emanates from the open book. The

light in the space begins to intensify. The lyre
plays.
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LORRAINE (cont.)
What’s happening?

MADDALENA

I’m... remembering.

A blinding light engulfs the stage before it
plunges into darkness. A new glowing fragment

appears in the blackout:

girls
all night long
might sing of the love between you and the bride
with violets in her lap

The lyre fades and a new, different light
illuminates the stage. A fragment: the
composition of ‘Flori..” ANNE and LORRAINE

become Licori and Flori respectively.

MADDALENA
(Writing) Act One, Scene One. Flori: / So, my beloved...

LORRAINE (as Flori)
So, my beloved, you will not even have me live alongside you? I live and yet am dead. You

do not die. I die!

MADDALENA

Licori: / O cruellest of fates...

ANNE (as Licori)

O cruellest of fates, and most pitiful! O rarest of follies.
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LORRAINE (as Flori)
Alas! Death, where are you? I am here, and, miserable as I am, put all other things aside. Ah,
my sweet solace! But heavens, what is hiding my own sweet one among these fronds? O

hated, jealous tomb! Still I see her before me. Still she is my heart’s dearest object.

ANNE (4s Licori)

Hark how she will now speak with reason, now rave like a mad creature!

LORRAINE (4s Flori)
No more of your teasing! Here I am! But, oh, why do you still flee? Wait! Do not flee,
dearest nymph. Death, halt your steps! Perchance her lovely soul will be pleased that I loved
her so well on this Earth that I now wish to follow her even into the heavens. But what is this

horrid cave I see? I shall not come / there!

A thundering knock. MADDALENA shakes it off,

ignoring it.

LORRAINE (as Flori) (cont.)

But what is this horrid cave I see? I shall not / come there—

Another knocking. It seems to shake the space.

MADDALENA

(Frustrated) Mannaggia. Dionisio, go! Sei pazzo!

ANNE (4s Licori)
(Something has changed, she is accusatory, cold) Ben pazza se dietro a Morte, e femmina si
struggle.
MADDALENA
What—

Another knock. MADDALENA falls, grabbing
for the book.
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LORRAINE (4s Flori)

(Also accusatory, cold, and not really Flori anymore) Mad indeed.

MADDALENA
I didn’t write / that yet
ANNE (4s Licori)
Mad indeed to so destroy herself
MADDALENA

Silvano—I haven’t written him yet, you’re / just—

LORRAINE (4s Flori)

To so destroy herself over a woman.

Another knock. Reality shifts. The lights go dark.

A new glowing passage.

I used to weave garlands

A return to the library. MADDALENA is staring
into the book.

LORRAINE
Maddalena? Maddalena?

MADDALENA
(Paging through the book frantically) There’s more... there is more. Where has it all gone? It

was all out of order.

ANNE

You were a writer too, then.

MADDALENA
Yes...
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LORRAINE

But what was that noise? And who were you speaking to?

ANNE

Dionisio—a charming beau by the sounds of it. Such gentility.

MADDALENA

He should not have been there.

ANNE

I couldn’t agree more. He sounds like a right vulgar man, interrupting like that.

MADDALENA
No, he should not have been in that passage, in that moment. Something about it does not fit,

like an iris blooming in the dead of winter.

LORRAINE
That’s beautiful.

MADDALENA

No, it is not. It is going from Scene One to Scene Six, it loses all sense, all understanding.

LORRAINE

I meant the words—your comparisons are so rich, so delicate.

ANNE

Yes, we can all submit our reviews to the pile of decomposing journals in the corner.

MADDALENA
We were separated, many years before I even dreamed of Flori. He does not belong inside of
it... You do not belong inside of it. The words are mine, yes, but those voices... they were

yours. Why were they yours?
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LORRAINE
I don’t know-I don’t know how any of this works.

MADDALENA
It was like you were there, but you were not—like you had always been there, but I did not

know you at all.

ANNE
If it’s any comfort, | wasn’t trying to be there. I mean, I know I was, but it felt like I was
watching the whole thing from some height, listening to myself speak verses I’ve never heard

before.

LORRAINE

It was like... being possessed.

MADDALENA
(Shoving the book back) 1t is wicked. I knew I should never have opened it. You should not
have told me to—no, I should not have given in to temptation. Hail Mary, full of grace. The
Lord is with thee. Blessed art thou amongst women, and / blessed is the fruit of thy womb,

Jesus...

ANNE
Oh good Lord

MADDALENA
...Holy Mary, Mother of God, pray for us sinners, now and / at the hour of our death...

LORRAINE
Hey-hey, hey. Hey! If it was a test and you failed, wouldn’t you have like... fallen through
the floor by now? Nothing happened. You’re still here. We’re all still here.

ANNE

And we are no closer to any explanation as to why.
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LORRAINE

I told you, there is / no logic—

MADDALENA
She is right. There must be a reason, an answer, something we must discover to move

through this... domain.

ANNE
I reckon it has something to do with the poet. Why greet us with ser words, hmm? There

must be meaning in it.

MADDALENA
What sort of meaning? Was there something missing from it, something we should have

noticed?

ANNE
No, I don’t think so. No, it must have to do with what was there. Maybe it was a clue,

something to tell us what to look for.

MADDALENA
What about gold? Is there anything gold?

LORRAINE

You can’t be serious.

ANNE
What, I suppose you think you have the answer? Or better yet, you just want everyone to join

you in your defeatist revels.

LORRAINE

I’'m not defeatist, I’'m practical—

ANNE
Whatever



