24 STILL LIFE WITH IRIS Act]

MOM. He left something for you, Iris. A leather pouch. He
wore it every night while he worked.

IRIS. Why haven’t you ever given it to me?

MOM. I was afraid it would make you sad. All these years
I've tried to protect you from that.

IRIS (simply). Please don’t. Not anymore. (MOM stares at
her, then gently touches IRIS’ face.)

MOM. You're right. It’s time it was yours. (MOM starts to
exit, as IRIS lifts her cocoa from the table.) Careful.
That’s hot. (IRIS nods and sips the cocoa. Then she
speaks to MOM offstage. )

IRIS. Sometimes I get mad at him, Mom. Sometimes I
wish I could find him and make him tell me why he left.
I've waited so long for him to come home.

(MUSXC UNDER, as from the direction MOM-éxited, the
MAN weésaw earlier enters. His name is MISTER MAT-

MISTER MATTERNOT. Your wafting is over, Iris. (IRIS
turns and sees MATR RNOT/ You’ve been selected,

IRIS. Mom-—? N

MISTER MATTERNOT ougeedn’t call for your mother.
You needn’t think gf your fatheg, anymore—

IRIS (growing mopé frightened). Wi
You were logt/—you were looking . someone— (MAT-
TERNOT gpproaches IRIS.)

MISTER MATTERNOT. And I've found heb\_

IRIS. Byt I don’t know who you are— (JRIS tries to run off
to find her MOM. MATTERNOT stands in her way.)
MOM!

MISTER MATTERNOT. You /Iris. I'm
i confused,

/ou are special,
you’'va been chosen. /

IRIS. Cho¥en by whom?

MISTER MATTERNOT. Why, by ¢
turno—the\Great Goods. No one c4n travel to Great Is-
land without\their permission. Byt you, Iris, have been
chosen to makk the voyage.  /

IRIS. I don"t wany, to visit Dm..: Island. I want to know
what’s happened ty my mopi, where did she—?

MISTER MATTERN QT. Listen to me, Iris, you have not
been chosen to visir fﬂ\; Island. You have been chosen
to live there. A

IRIS. Live there? Whaf ar&—?

MISTER MATTERNOT. Yhey have, you see, only the
BEST of everytling on Gréat Island—but, until this mo-
ment, they have never had e little girl. Now, they will

, ayghter.

IRIS. I don’Y want to be their dau ghter! (IRIS runs again in

the dirgction her MOM lefr.) T belong here with my

(As IRIS says this, MOM appears and faces her. She
looks the same as before, however, sh\is not wearing
her PastCoar. IRIS throws her arms arouny MOM, des-
perately. MOM does not respond ar first, but then puts
her arms gently around IRIS, sympathetically. IRIS is
crying, holding rightly onto MOM as she speaks.)




