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GARTH. (Holding his picture book aloft.) A picture book! My picture
book—at{put rabbits!—with words and illustrations by me.

EMILY. (Qprrecting.) Many books.

GARTH. (Ryferring to Emily.) The story of a librarian who came to
that shining city.

THOMAS. (Geal.) And another librarian, nafive to that city.
HIGGINS. A kinglom. )
THOMAS. Where ryalty was scarce.

JOSHUA. And God went missing.

LILY. Where God watched over thingy

EMILY. Where books weke beloved. And reviled.

GARTH. And there are rakbits! /

HIGGINS. (Sourly.) Yes, rabpits.;

LILY. This is a story of children/

JOSHUA. A story of parents. A

EMILY. (Correcting again.) N o\no—books. This is about books.

GARTH. Many books, butjone Bpok in particular. And, to properly
peruse it, we have us! And, there re other people in this land. T will
play that population. I svrote the| picture book, after all. I know
somnething about creating characteng.

THOMAS. And thiss certainly a siory about character.

GARTH. (With finglity.) So, then, pidgure this: The story of a story.
THOMAS. A stoyy within a story.
LILY. A childreys story. \ S}
JOSHUA. A lgke story.

HIGGINS. Alocal story.

THOMAS. /A Southern story.

EMILY. An Alabama story.

GARTH. And somewhere—between the line§—a true story.

They address Emily, perhaps each handikg her costume pieces
or props for the next scene. \

JGSHUA. Tell me a story.

e EMILY. Thomas!
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Scene 1: February 1959

Around R0 a.M. at the Alabama Public Librgfy Service.
Emily Wheelsck Reed enters her office, limpig. The heel of
one of her shoesJas broken off. She sets géwn a cardboard
cup of coffee, and\perhaps other matepials she carried. She
takes off both shoeNso she can wglk evenly. She puts her
shoes and the broken h¥el on her #sk. A 1930s-era radio sits
on a shelf behind her disk. S
throughout the play, Emily’s

No answer.
Thomas?
Thomas enters.

THOMAS. Good morning, Miss Reed. I hope you had a wonder-
ful weekend. I took myself to a movie on Saturday—

EMILY. (Interrupting.) We have yet to see if it is a good morning.
Tt was unexpected, the rain. The traffic. The roads. Thomas, this
radio. How old is it?




THOMAS. 1 don't know, exactly. Did you want me to find out its

provenance?

EMILY. No, no. I just thought some music would be soothing this
morning. The radio seemed to promise “Patti Page” and “Hank
Williams;” as far as I could make out. I am late, as you can tell. The
steps out front were slippery; I have broken a heel, and I am in a mood.

Emily takes a fresh pair of shoes out of a drawer and slips
them on her feet.

THOMAS. Out front? Were you hurt?
EMILY. No.Ineed a cobbler, nota doctor. Do you know one?

THOMAS. I could find one. You know the back entrance on Adams
Street is much less precarious.

EMILY. Iam partial to a rise of granite steps. Among the most
inspiring things I have seen since coming to Montgomery are these
alabaster hallways and stairs. I would like to shake the hand of the
man who put the Alabama Public Library Service in this—shrine.

THOMAS. A little bit of Washington, DC, in the land of Hank
‘Williams.

EMILY. Indeed. And, not a small thing: the coffee cart is out by the
front steps, not the back. I need my morning coffee.

Thomas takes the broken shoes from her desktop.
Where are you going with my shoes?
THOMAS. Il get them to a cobbler.

EMILY. You have a reference desk to run. Being my assistant does
not mean doing my chores. Just the name of a cobbler, please.

She holds out her hands to take the shoes from him.
THOMAS. T've gota book. I'll look up a name of someone nearby.

EMILY. Are you telling me that the reference department of the
Alabama Public Library Service has some specialized book on the
Cobblers of Montgormery?

THOMAS. Yes, we do. It’s called “The Cobblers of the Cradle of the
Confederacy”

EMILY. Really?
THOMAS. (Drily.) No, if’s called the Yellow Pages.
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EMILY. State library funding put to good use. Now, if we could get
funding to repair the radic.
THOMAS. I'll take it to a shop.
EMILY. No, no. I rarely use it. The signal has always been spotty,
that was my point. Static.
THOMAS. I could get rid of it.
EMILY. No, no. I have a place in my heart for antiques, being one
myself. Leave it.

Beat. She looks at him over her glasses.
You do not wish to argue the suggestion that I am antique?
THOMAS. (Perfunctory.) Oh, you're not an antique, Miss Reed.
EMILY. (Drily,) Thank you, Thomas, for your spontaneous response.
‘What is the status of our agenda today?
THOMAS. The budget proposal meeting with department heads
has been pushed to two r.M. Theres a librarian visiting from Mobile,
Mrs.—
EMILY. Sullivan. Yes, I will say hello. Is she waiting for me?
THOMAS. Shes going through the collection to see what's new.
And Miss Bellamy from the Montgomery City Library called, twice.
She asked if you'd be willing to- read aloud again at the Childrens
Bookworm Circle. Shes eager. In fact, she wondered if you might be
able to do it every Friday morning.
EMILY. I seem to have left her with the impressjon that I enjoyed it
the first time. You have never heard such shouting: (In a child’ tone.)
“Tell me a story! Tell me a story!” This, while all of the mothers slip
out of the room for coffee and cigarettes. I felt like a babysitting
service.

She flips through her day planner.
Impossible. Friday is my busiest day.
THOMAS. T'll tell her you can't.
EMILY. Tell her I will do it. I can move thmgs around. T will call
Miss Bellamy myself.
THOMAS. She had high praise for your last reading.
EMILY. Miss Bellamy need never know that I prefer adult reading.
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