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CHARACTERS
- is in his early to mid-thirties. He is reserved and wears khakis
to suggest that he's in the Army.

JACK

LOUISE -

who is in her mid-twenties to early thirties, is outgoing and
stylish.

TIME
June 1942 - May 1945

AUTHOR'S NOTE
Louise's last name, Rabiner, is pronounced "ra-bean-er" Jack's last name,
Ludwig, is pronounced "lud-wig." "Lud" rhymes with "bud," and the "W
has no hint of a "V" in it.
My parents were married for over fifty years. They lived most of their
lives in York, Pennsylvania where they raised my brother Gene and
me. York is about fifty miles west of Coatesville. At least once a year we
would visit our grandparents in Brooklyn and then go into New York to
see a Broadway show.

A NOTE ON PRODUCTION
Because this play is for two actors and all the dialogue is composed
of letters, the play could well be presented simply by having the actors
sitting at separate desks and "reading" their letters aloud. This indeed
is how I directed the play myself at the initial workshop and two
subsequent benefit presentations. However, there are other ways to
present the play, and I hope that future productions will explore those
as well.
It was during the rehearsals for the first full production of the play,
at Arena Stage in Washington, D.C., that one possible staging emerged.
Our wonderful director was Jackie Maxwell, and during rehearsals, bit
by bit, a style of presentation emerged that was both exciting and true to
the spirit of the story.
In Jackie's production, the stage still had two desks, Jack's utilitarian
desk on one side and Louise's more feminine desk on the other. And this
is where the action began. But both actors had their parts memorized,
and they did not stay moored to their desks in the least. They brought
the play to life, as most plays are brought to life, through movement,
emotion and interaction.
As such, the play had a single evocative set that symbolized both the
glamorous world of New York theater and the utilitarian world of the
U.S. Army. Equally, the story was evoked by an abundance of props and
costumes. Jack had a footlocker and a bookshelf, both Army regulation.
Louise had a decorative screen behind her with loads of clothes hanging
over it, this way and that. And the costumes took on all the more
importance as the play developed. Louise was rather breathtakingly
stylish (as was my mother, on whom the part is based); and Jack rooted
the play in the practicalities of Army life, moving from hospital dress to
battle gear as his ever-changing life required.
Meanwhile, one element of the style of the play emerged very clearly,
and indeed was intended by me from the moment I put pen to paper:
During the course of the play, the actors should never look at each other.
It may feel "normal" at first to direct the dialogue to the other actor.
In a way, the letters do indeed become a sort of dialogue between the
characters. But addressing each other directly destroys the metaphorical
distance that letters create by their very nature, and it equally subverts
the formality of letter-writing which is so much a part of the plays style.
So the actors should deliver the letters looking elsewhere, usually out
towards the audience, where, in their minds their newfound love interests
somewhere exist. This approach of course requires memorization of the
text.
Another "rule" for the play is that the actors should never try "write"
the letters with pen and paper. The practicalities of letter-writing should
never muddy the play. Now and then, they can pick up their letters

- single sheets of paper pre-set for convenience. But pens and stationery
will get in the way of the flow of the story. And with this in mind, it will
be best if the actors have memorized the script, even though they might
glance at their letters now and then.
This is all to say that the play can be presented in a number of ways,
and I have confidence that future producers and their creative teams will
find new, exciting paths to follow. Bear in mind that the story is meant
to come to life before our eyes as a tale of heroism, risk, danger and love
on the part of two souls who manage to find each other during a time of
heart-stopping peril, then desperately try to hold on for dear life.
Ken Ludwig

For my brother Gene,
without whom nothing would be the same
"As for my parents,
it never occurred to me
that they had ever been young."
John Carey
The Unexpected Professor:
An Oxford Life in Books

ACT I
(Music is playing, an upbeat swing dance
tune of the period with female vocalists. As
the music fades, the play begins.)
JACK.

June 1,1942
Dear Miss Rabiner,

How do you do? I'm Captain Jacob S. Ludwig,
U S Army. As you probably know, my father and your
father are friends, and they have suggested that you
and I meet and get acquainted in a social way I am
stationed at an Army base m Medford, °r®S™>
miles south of Eugene, Oregon. I understand that;yo
live in New York City. I would not imagine that you g
to Medford, Oregon very often, so perhaps a meeting in
New York City would be more convenient for you.
Sincerely,
Captain Jacob S. Ludwig, U.S. Army
LOUISE.

June 4,1942
Dear Captain Ludwig,

Thank you for your letter. Does "meet and get
acquainted in a social way" mean go out on a date. If
so/the answer is yes, I would like
much. As
for where to meet, I agree that New York City wou
be more convenient. I suppose we could meet halfway
in Bismarck, North Dakota, but then wed both need
snowshoes.
that very

• please see A Note on the Use of Music in the Production on page tan.
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DEAR JACK, DEAR LOUISE

Sincerely
Louise R. Rabiner, Private Citizer
PS: Can you tell me something about yourself?
JACK.

Dear Miss Rabiner,
You said you would like to know something aboul
me, but I don't know what to write without boring
you. My father is a tailor in Coatesville, Pennsylvania
I was born in Coatesville and grew up in Coatesville
Coatesville is even smaller than Medford. That's all.
can think of.
Sincerely
Captain Jacob S. Ludwig, U.S. Arm]
LOUISE.

Dear Captain Ludwig,
You can do better than that.

Sincerel}
Louise Rabine
JACK.

Dear Miss Rabiner,
All right, I'll try. Coatesville has a populatioi
of 5,000, and it's twenty-five miles due west o
Philadelphia on Route Thirty. I have only one sibling
a sister named Betty. It is just us two children, whicl
I suppose is a little unusual, since my mother is one o
twelve children, all girls. So I have a lot of aunts.

Sincerel)
Captain Jacob S. Ludwig, U.S. Arm1

Keep going.
There is not much more to tell. During high schoo
I worked at a soda fountain after school and during th(
summers. I enjoyed making root beer floats most of al
because it took a lot of practice to keep the foam fron
dripping all over my hands when I added the ice cream
My next job was working at the Lukens Steel Mill or
the outskirts of Coatesville, also after school and or
weekends. Then I went to college and then medica

LOUISE.
JACK.

U t A K J t \ \ ,ix, i - " . " " —

school. Right after medical school I was drafted. Now
you know everything there is to know about me.
LOUISE. You're

a doctor?

JACK. Yes.
LOUISE. And

you didn't tell me?
JACK I just told you two letters ago.
LOUISE You are either the most modest human being who
ever lived or this is a trick. Don't you know that every
girl in the world wants to go out with a doctor. Except
me. It's too obvious. Do you dance?
JACK. No.
LOUISE. Why

not?
one ever taught me.
LOUISE. Would you like to learn to dance?

JACK. No

JACK. No.
LOUISE. Why

not?
it would make me feel self-conscious/

JACK. Because
LOUISE.

.

VO

A

Dear Captain Jacob S. Ludwig, U.S. Army,
That's the most ridiculous thing I ever heard
Dancing is the one thing in life that can take you out
of yourself and lift you up from the everyday workaday
world onto a higher plane. Dancing is also beautifal,
artistic and a wonderful way to get to know people. PS.
I'm a dancer.
PPS: Can we start using first names now. I like to
be called Louise, though my sister calls me Lou. What

do you prefer?
JACK. I like to be called Jack.

Sincerely,

Captain Jacob S. Ludwig, U.S. Army
LOUISE. Was

that a joke?
JACK. Was what a joke?
(She shakes her head in despair.)

DEAR JACK, DEAR LOUISE

And I'm sorry for my remarks about dancing. My fathe
told me you were an actress, not a dancer. Can you tel
me about yourself?
LOUISE. Of

course. I was born and raised in Brooklyn, Nev
York. I went to the High School for the Performing Art
in Manhattan for which I had to audition, and I did i
song from Anything Goes by Cole Porter. I sang "Blov
Gabriel Blow," which is one of the songs that Ethe
Merman sang in the original production. She's my idol
Her and Ginger Rogers. And Katherine Hepburn. And
if I m fair, Rosalind Russell, but I don't like how she
dresses. Anyway, I sang "Blow Gabriel Blow" and I wen1
for the high B-flat at the end, which in my case soundec
like a chain saw trying to cut through aluminum, bu1
that apparently stunned the professors so much that
they marked the wrong box on their evaluation sheets
and I still got in.

After high school I went to NYU for two semesters
but dropped out to become a dancer and actress, and
now I m living in the theatre district at the Curtain Call
Boarding House. And guess what? It's working! Earlier
t is year I was in my first professional show ever.
I played a woman who was...how shall I put this...a
ady of the night. It was terrific and everybody said
I was very convincing.
(Silence.)
Dear Jack,
I take it from your long silence that you don't
approve of my playing a lady of the night But I th I
it's importantt h a tt h e theatreisn't afraid t otalka h t
anything that it considers honest and important A h
lt
was The Threepenny Opera by Bertolt Brecht , \
0
ls
a
well-known writer.
'
(Silence.)
Okay, it was nice knowing you. Have a nice life
(Silence.)

DEAR JACK, DEAR LOUISE

Bye.
(Silence.)
JACK.

Dear Louise,
I'm so sorry for not writing. There was an emergency
and they needed doctors to go out to sea and treat the
incoming wounded from a battle in the Pacific. I was
on the ship for several days, but that's all I m allowed
to say about it. So I'm very sorry. I received your letters
but I wasn't allowed to write to anyone. You must have
thought I was extremely rude.
(Beat.)
So last heard from you, you were playing an unusual
part in a play. That must have been challenging.
LOUISE.

Dear Jack,
What a terrible war. I'm sorry you had to be out on
emergency and I feel awful for being mad about it. Of
course, you didn't know I was mad.
JACK. Yes I did. I could tell when you wrote "Bye." Can you
please continue telling me about yourself? If that s all
right?
LOUISE. Of course

it's all right. I guess I tried to shock you by
saying lady of the night. The truth is, The Th reepenny
Opera isn't shocking at all. It's a modern version of a
musical from the eighteenth century, and its meant
to be very avant-garde. That just means the stage was
dark and we all spoke with Hungarian accents. It was
presented in a church basement with about forty seats,
and it only ran for two weeks, so it was not exactly a
Broadway debut.

JACK.

Dear Louise,
I think that's wonderful. Everyone has to start
somewhere, and to get any role in any play in New York

DEAR JACK, DEAR LOUISE

City sounds like a big accomplishment to me. Have yo
tried out for other parts, too?
LOUISE. Yes,

I audition all the time, mostly for musical
but for some of them you need experience just to get i
the door. I also take dancing and singing lessons evei
week, both with the same woman and she's tremendou
She screams with life. (Sometimes she screams, at m<
too, but only when I do something dumb like strain ir
vocal cords.)
As I guess you can tell, my goal in life is to be o
Broadway. That usually means starting out in th
chorus line, which would be fine with me, in fac
I'd love it. Last week I saw Oklahoma! and it was s
wonderful I almost fainted. Really. At one point,
character named Ado Annie, who was played by a
actress named Celeste Holm, sang a song called "I'i
Just a Girl Who Cain't Say No," and I literally hel
my breath for so long I got dizzy. I didn't know I we
holding my breath, it's just that the song was so perfet
and the performance so stunning that I couldn't movi
Do you ever feel that way about anything? Sometime
I want to be in a show so badly that I want to cry aboi
it. I shouldn't have told you that. Now you'll think I'r
crazy.

JACK. You

don't sound crazy at all, you sound passionate
f 35 passionate as that about anything. I wis
1
\Ued Tangiy ab°Ut the war' but that's not th
same. When I we* in college, I thought about becomin
an architect and I even took a course in it. There
something very precise about architecture that I lik
very much. But I also like working as a doctor. It make
me feel that I'm accomplishing something specific
useful. I also like getting to know my patients. Some '
them are so wounded, they can't communicate at fi °
But as they get better, they start talking about thef
lives and their families, and I can see the anxiety sim l
lifting out of them. Their faces become less troubled

1

1

DEAR JACK, DEAK LUUI»

and they start looking hopeful again. It doesn't always
happen, of course. Some of them just don t get bette•
Sorry. That was the longest paragraph I ve ever
•t+pn FxceDt once when I wrote a three-page letter

mad

at you? Your mother is out there dancmg m the

kitchen
.OUISE. Ha!
acK On a more practical note, I've been looking into
getting a plane to New

ComUmanT ^Ce^Srport right here on

X lei is only granted to one docto,-at ahme and
apparently it can take as long as set months to get any
kind of a pass at all.
Pnlnnpl
m
On top of that, my commanding offi
Ramsey, is very hard-nosedI and mfleiobleThose aren t
the words we use about him here on the base Out

part you sit down on. It starts with the letter ^ ^

(Silence.)
Hello? Are you there?

/ Ci*J if71 np )
Oh my God, now you're offended. I'm so sorry!
I shouldn't have tried to be funny. I can see now how
offensive it was.

DEAR JACK, DEAR LOUISE

(To himself, how stupid can he be.) "The a-word."
...Louise?
No, no, no, I'm not offended at all, are you era
Dancers are very physical beings and we use the
word constantly. Besides, I grew up in Brooklyn, £
ca ing people the a-word is the nicest thing we s
about anybody. But guess what, guess what?! I've
an audition for an actual Broadway play! It's a lc
story but a friend of mine knows somebody who kne
a producer and I got a call last week and they wanl
see me this Fnday! So I'm very sorry that I didn't wi
or a ew ays, but I ve been buried in the part becai
ave a out forty lines I have to memorize and I w«
to be letter perfect and I'm still working on them.
My roommate is drilling them with me every nig
Her name is Cynthia Monroe and she's the m<
™ creature you've ever seen, as well as the nice
She: holds down two jobs, one as a receptionist, t

LOUISE.

busing avWaitreS^ and She StiU wants t0 be in sh<
sheS l°U WatCh' She'» be a biS star some day a,
she 11 still have every friend she ever met.
More soon, I promise,
Sincere
MCK.

What's the play, ^^""-a-state-of-terror-Rabin

LO B^R^---

SSKSSSKS

r,w

r™

a

n
=

the mov,e hes played by Gary Grant, and he thinT'v
family is crazy, which they are. I wish you cS? h'
a
me deliver the lines out loud, but I can write ,1/
so you can see them. Plus, that'll help me m
°u
emoriz
them. Okay? Here goes.
(

DEAR JACK, DEAR LOUISE

Wait! I should also mention that at this point in
the play, Elaine has run out of the cellar, where she was
locked up by Mortimer's brother, who's a criminal.
("LOUISE now acts out the play. She reads her

own part with gusto. And when she plays
the part of Mortimer, she uses a Cary Grant
accent.)
ELAINE. Mortimer, where have you been?! I've almost been

killed! What's going on in this house?!
MORTIMER. What do you mean what's going on in this

house?
ELAINE. You were supposed to take me to the theatre

tonight and you called it off. You asked me to marry
you - I said I would - and five minutes later you threw
me out. Now listen, Mr. Brewster, I want to know
where I stand. Do you love me?
MORTIMER. I love you very much, Elaine. In fact I love you
so much I can't marry you.
ELAINE. Have you suddenly gone crazy?
MORTIMER. I don't think so, but it's just a matter of time.
You see, insanity runs in my family. It practically
gallops.
ELAINE. Now listen, Mortimer, you've got to do better than

that.
MORTIMER. No, dear - there's a strange taint in the Brewster

blood. If you really knew my family, it's what you d
expect if Strindberg had written The Ziegfeld Follies.
ELAINE. Now, darling, all this doesn't prove you re ciazy.
Look at your aunts, they're Brewsters, aren't they?, an
they're the sanest people I've ever known.
MORTIMER. Look Elaine, I know I'm acting irrationally, but
remember, I'm a mad Brewster.
ELAINE. (Really losing her temper.) Listen, Mister. If you
think you're going to get out of this by pretending you ic
insane - you're crazy! Maybe you're not going to ma? iy
me, but I'm going to marry you, you dope!

DEAR JACK, DEAR LOUISE
l aeai.)
!c •5?? l [
audition

C'

TOat
U*

do

y° u

^atS

Elaine's whol<

think?

P8884!*®

I'm doing fo

I "JSTJ UIS'1 1 cou'd hear you reciting the lines.1
i m nee C <LSt and •V0U re 'n
y°u Set me a tick
<l
la
le
au(
t»
' ' ' ''
l'tion is on Friday, and I don't
I ve ever been this nervous.
Good luck. 111 be thinking about you on the big
(Silence.)
Louise?
(Silence.)
Louise, how did it go?
(Silence.)
Louise?
Im
sweafagli^hut Chdd"
it! Okay, here's what happened" ^

SOITy' VU

^'

behind the table'fn' ' "a,ked into the auditioi
& pro^ucei*s Howard Li:
and Russell CroiUc
American theatre. I'm ° °f,the biSSest names i
With Father. Anyway the °* biddinS' they wrote
a breath and did the part
^ me t0 read, so I
Was in^redible\ I
know why, but I was like 'f
Irplane
the sky and they loved id T]f
- soaring thr
they asked me to wait outsM 6Ven Said so- So
minute then they called me b' I Would just ta
we both thought you did a wond ft"? Said' "Lis
j°b but «
decided to go with the another actr
Cynthia Monroe."
stress. Her nan
CYNTHIA MONROE! That's my roomr*
no-good weasel! She never told me sh,
part, and now she says she didn't tell mTk
thought it would make me nervous, which
licn

the 1
Up for
USe

>s a bis

DEAR JACK, DEAR LOUISE

because she probably didn't know about the play until
she rehearsed it with me and then 111 bet she snuck
around to the theatre and got an audition and now
she's going to star in a Broadway show while I starve
for the rest of my life in a garret like that girl with the

CANDLE IN THE ITALIAN OPERA!
JACK. You

seem upset.
am upset! And I hereby give up acting. I m going
back to tap dancing. You can rely on a good pair of tap
shoes. And please don't feel sorry for me. Just think of
me kindly when you read about my funeral after I kill

LOUISE. I

myself, so how are you?
think I'm better than you are at the moment.

JACK. I

LOUISE. You

got that right.

(And now we hear the jingle of sleigh bells
and an orchestrated arrangement of a jolly
(not religious) Christmas carol'. As the music
plays, the lights change to denote the passage
of time. After about eight or ten bars, the
music fades and JACK speaks up.)
JACK.

December 14,1942
Dear Louise,
Happy holidays. The bad news here is that Colonel
Ramsey still hasn't granted my request lor leave, and
now I think it won't happen till January. I know that a
four-day pass doesn't sound like much, but if you could
see the state of our patients, you'd see the problem.
Severe burns, missing limbs. But these kids are fighters
and they don't give up. How will you be spending the
holidays?
LOUISE.

Dear Jack,

* Please see A Note on the Use of Music in the Production on page viii.

DEAR JACK, DEAR LOUISE

I think 111 take my usual very religious attitude
go on a pilgrimage to Macy's. Does the hospital pul
lights or anything?

They do put up lights, and we also have a Christi
tree and a menorah in the visiting area. I underst;
that last year there was a party on Christmas eve <
they tried to get everybody out of their beds to dai
Yes, dance, and I suppose I'll try it in the spiril
fellowship. Meanwhile, somebody put mistletoe
over the doorway to the surgical area, and as I wall
through the door after an operation yesterday, one
the nurses gave me a kiss. I tell you this because in
Army we believe in full disclosure.
LOUISE. Whats her name? I'll scratch her eyes out.
JACK. Her name is Annie and she's about eighty years ol
LOUISE. I'll still scratch her eyes out. In show business
elieve not only in full disclosure, but also reven
How are you holding up?
JACK.

JACK. 111 be

fine, thank you for asking. It's the patients ]
,tOUt- M°St °f them are teenagers, for Go
sake I still can't believe there is a war. My father sa

agree wThilT * D° ^ S°°d " ^ ^ indined

WCe
Shesaid°"I wondtrSaftheC°1Umn
young men facing each other Wh ?
^ Wh
suddenly think of their homes and fh" ^
"
and realizing that those on the other side ^
t °n<
same thoughts, throw away their weapon.Xtder
I m sure 111 write again before the e n d of the o f .
but in case something happens, I just want t
Wlf
you a happy holiday. You've made the past feu
m°ntl
very...enjoyable for me.

LOUISE. Happy

holidays to you, Jack.

(Beat.)
January 15,1943
Dear Jack,

DEAR JACK, DEAR LOUISE

Yesterday, the most incredible thing happened. I met
your parents! I went to see my parents in Brooklyn to
pick up a skirt, and I walked in the door and suddenly
my parents introduced me to your parents who were
there for dinner. I couldn't believe it!
My father acted very nonchalant and said, "Hey, Lou,
do you remember that boy I said you should meet some
time? Well these are his parents. They just dropped by.
Ha. I didn't believe that for a minute. Nobody
just drops by for dinner all dressed up, at least not in
Brooklyn unless they're Italian. So I'll bet there s some
conniving going on. And they were drinking some
fancy French wine, which I find completely suspicious
because my parents only drink Manischewitz.
Anyway, your parents are wonderful. I love the way
your father has a kind of quiet sense of humor. And
your mother is the sweetest woman who ever lived. She
kept patting me on the arm and smiling. So I patted
her back and she made happy little gurgling noises.
She said "You vould like my son. He is very fine boy. He
is a doctor and he is in the Army, and now that we've
met and I know you are such a fine girl, I hope you
vill visit us some time in Coatesville. Have you heard
of Coatesville?" So I told her that Coatesville had a
population of 5,000 and was near Philadelphia. That
surprised her, but she took it in stride and kept patting
my arm. I'm telling you, she's adorable. She's out of a
Norman Rockwell painting if Norman Rockwell ever
painted Jews.
I also met your sister Betty who was there, and she's
so...attractive and interesting. She took me aside at one
point and whispered, "I know my parents are trying to
fix you up with my brother, but you're not his type, hes
so intelligent."
So what's the story? Have you told your parents yet
that we write to each other? That would explain the
family Cabinet Meeting I stumbled into.

DEAR JACK, DEAR LOUISE

JACK.

Dear Louise,
No, I ve never told my parents about our letl
but I think Betty found out and she may have
them. There's a GI on my base who's from a town i
Coatesville and he dated her once and I guess I brag
about you a couple of times at the hospital. I'm s<
about that.
What are you sorry about? It means you like m
JACK. (A little taken aback.) I guess it does.
LOUISE.

(Beat.)
LOUISE.

February 10,1943
word yet from Colonel Ramshackle about y
1
leave of absence?

a wlekn0t yGt' ^Ut 1 Su^mit
hngefhfhCTye'and^ Y°R
approval and I want it n
down and calling the
JACK.

paperwork at least o
kiddinS? Just

T

PentZZ'"

Put

°M b°y' 1 Want
PUtting

*

^

That sounds like it wonU
T
itwould work out beautifully.
(Beat. LOUISE see* n ,
on her desk, tears it „
delight.)
reads it with

Holy Hannah and call the lvr •
news for you. Are you ready? Yo annes< Have 1 t
invited me to visit her in Coatesvidp ™°ther has J1
Sunday. Coatesville! Land of Legend! rv° Weeks frc
right here. She says she thinks I'd enjoy6 SOt.the let1
the city for a day. She also says that coincide^8 °Ut
of her sisters will be visiting that day from Plyf^ Sor
a elPh
and I might enjoy meeting them.

LOUISE.

holds his head and murmurs Wo, no
no, no...")

('JACK

DEAR JACK, DEAR LOUISE

So what do you think? I'd like to go, but it will do
exactly what we've been trying to avoid - put pressure
on our relationship. Of course you might say what
relationship, since we've never met each other. Hint,
hint. So what should I do? Go to Coatesville or not?
JACK. No.

Definitely not. Too many things could go wrong

and it makes me nervous.
Me, too. I agree entirely. On the other hand, it
might be rude to turn them down. I mean, whats the
worst that could happen?
JACK. You have no idea. Just tell them you're busy that day.
LOUISE. Will do. But what if they suggest another day?

LOUISE.

JACK. I

have no idea.
"You have no idea"?! They're your parents and
I need some advice. You're the only man I've ever
written a thousand letters to and it's pretty hard to
keep lying to them but that's what I'll do if it's what you
want me to do, now what should I do?!

LOUISE.

JACK. Don't

go. I'd rather take you there myself if I ever get
home, and if you go without me it could be a disaster, so
the answer is clear as a bell: DO NOT GO!

LOUISE. FINE!

Dear Mrs. Ludwig,
Yes of course I'll come.

JACK. You

Sincerely,
Louise Rabiner

said yes?!

LOUISE. Yes,

and don't bug me about it. I think its the right
thing to do.
JACK. Then why did you ask me?
LOUISE. To get your advice.
i ACK. And I said don't do it!
LOUISE. You

were indecisive.
I said no, don't go, how is that
indecisive?

JACK. "Indecisive"?

L O U I S E . It

was the way you said it.

DEAR JACK, DEAR LOUISE

JACK. It

was a letter!

LOUISE. Oh

great. Now I'm worried. I only wish yo,
going with me, but that presumes we've actual
,n P^son and God forbid the God damn Armyi
you a God damn four-day pass for once m
God damn lives. Excuse the language, but it mal<
.» T*3, some times! Don't they have other doct
ta p ace?! Can t you tell Colonel Ramsblossc
vv atever hes called that I caught malaria and 1:
ee to ive and this is the only chance you'll evei
to say hello to me. Goddamn it!
Sony. I think I m getting nervous about going.

K- (Takes a breath.) Listen. You shouldn't be ner
hp pUa y'- «
y°u M have a good time. My aunt
be especially warm and welcoming.

(He rolls his eyes.)
Dear Aunt Florence,
Carefb,]y- Do not, I repeat dc
give ImG
CO
kln
woman I h"
° S test like you did with the

D° ^
Maijory? Sheleft^
y
after
meetinSthe al
She told me vou tKt I
mt
the
to make sweet and
°
^ben, forced
"Darling if Vnn , SOUr cabbage rolls and then s
s«ggest;
ed theSe to my nephe1
ou droJnl".!" ?,
and get it c
told her her dress wa,7
lipstick, Aunl
seamstress who works J?° t!ght but she knew 1
her chest looked phony Q^. 'and Aunt Brenc
1 mean that
nicest way possible" end quot^.

hhr f
A'tCeth'Aunt Be<
she had scoliosis. So rest assured"
nt F1°rence
I will know if you do these th?
mil find out - and if Louise co^ Y guaran'ee
back with
story of any kind, I'll tell my
a v"'
about Dad last summer and s™e Su" What -yot
you again! Now go te.l your
sPe

eir
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boxes because I'm writing to every single one of them,
goodbyel
(Beat.)
Dear Louise,
I just heard from Aunt Florence and shes looking
forward to meeting you. So have a good time in
Coatesville. I'm sure it will be a relaxing day all around.
(He shakes his head in despair:)
(Silence.)
Well, what happened?
(Silence.)
Louise?
(Silence.)
Hello?
(Silence.)
Would you please tell me what happened?!
LOUISE.

Dear Jack,
Well, I just got home and I have to tell you, your
family is everything it's cracked up to be and you don t
deserve them.
To start from the beginning, I arrived in Coatesville
on the 11:07 and your father and mother were waiting
on the platform for me - along with your mother's
eleven sisters and all their husbands. That made
twenty-five of us, but some of them also brought their
children, so I think the total was about forty. When
we left the station, everyone got in their cars and drove
to your house, and the people of Coatesville must have
thought it was a parade. There were people lining the
streets on either side, waving.
What the heck did you tell these people? That I was
the Queen of England? That, or your family is desperate
to get rid of you. What am I missing here? It's not as
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if you're bad to look at. I know that now because 3
mother showed me about a hundred photograph
you. I saw you as a toddler, as a schoolboy, as a col
graduate and as a med school graduate. I also
you in the bathtub when you were one year old believe me, I saw all of you.
I think you'll also be glad to hear that your ai
were on their best behavior, except Aunt Linda >
asked me why I had dark circles under my eyes. I
her I was a fan dancer and it kept me up late at n
and that shut her up.
Your sister Betty was the most interesting of all,
that leads me to why I didn't write you for a coupl
days. I ended up staying over at your house for
nights to recover. Here's what happened:
Towards the end of the day, your aunts starte<
get in their cars, and that was perfect because I hai
catch the train to New York. Then Betty chimed in
said "Please don't go yet, I want to show you my rc
first." I thought that was sweet, so we went upsta
I saw her room and she showed me pictures of
boyfriends, and then she suggested I go to the wine
and look at the view. As you know, it's a large wind
it was wide open, and I fell out.
Yes, that's right, I went out the window. One min
I was standing there looking at the trees, enjoy
the air blowing in from the front yard, and the n
minute Betty must have tripped on something beh
me - she says she caught her toe on the rug near
bureau - and her shoulder hit me in the back and
I went. Fortunately, Betty's window is over the
the porch, so I slid down that, then bounced off
gutter which broke my fall, so when I landed "
bushes I didn't break anything. Betty, of course, l"t 1
a shriek, and everyone came running and made aft
but I was fine except for a couple of bruises, which •
healing nicely.
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I felt like an idiot, of course, but I guess these thing
happen. Your aunts insisted that two of their husbands
carry me into the house, which wasnt necessary, but
they did it anyway. So we had a parade into the living
room with Betty at the rear yelling Itwasanaccid .
It was an accident!"
They put me on a couch and your Aunt Fern rol ed
up her sleeves and told everybody to stand aside, s
Tas trained as a nurse, but your other aunts shou ed
her down because apparently she has no training
whatsoever. Then she admitted that shed always
wanted to be a nurse but never got around to it Then
one of your uncles pulled out his busing card^ndsaid
I could sue your parents and make a bun •
ry
else got mad at him and they all ended up fighting while
I satthereand watched. Then they all went home.
Your parents then insisted that I stay the n ght
and it ended up being two nights, andThey^ cou
do enough for me. I got to taste your mothaibrartt
with sour cream and I had two helping . And on the
second day, your mother and I made s .ud 1 and f
I could, that's all I'd eat for the rest of my life. So eve
you and I never meet, I want your parents to adopt
.
Who would have guessed it?
PS- Betty says she feels awful about what happened
She said she'll make it up to me by taking me camping
fn the wilderness, but I told her that that was highly
unlikely.
JACK.

Dear Louise,
, r ,
Your letter amused and horrified me.
a
vou're all right. I hope you don't think that Betty pus
you on purpose out of some crazy sibling jealousy or
something. Let me think that.
can think it together. Now what's the story with
Colonel Ramsbottom? Is this guy ever going to give in.

L O U I S E . We
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He better or my parents will kill him. As soon
you left Coatesville, they wrote me a three-page Ie1
raving about you. As soon as I read it, I marched ri
in to see Colonel Ramsey and I reminded him tha
was eight months since I requested leave. He could
how angry I was, and he looked me straight in the <
and said he'd think about it.

JACK.

"Think about it?" Holy Hell! What's the mat
with that man?! What the hell is he doing, crochet
a hat or something? Please send me his address rij
away.
JACK. No.
LOUISE.

LOUISE. Why

not?

Because I know you, and I'd be court-martialed t
next morning.

JACK.

LOUISE. Well

we have to do something!
JACK. But I'd be in jail.
LOUISE. Well

at least I could visit you!!!
(Beat)

JACK.

April 21,1943
Dear Louise,

in ^UGSS w^a^' guess what. Colonel Ramsey just gaLOUISE. Well

hallelujah!

have no idea why he changed his mind. He calif
me to his office and he was holding a letter and
C
my God. You didn t wnte to him, did you' No H™
tell me. I don't want to know. In any case, I'm '
a four-day pass and I'll be there to see'you ^ u
seventeenth. What do you think?
°n
LOUISE. Well let me see. I have to check my calend
usual, it's filled with appointments. Hmm. OrT h
sixteenth, it's chicken and biscuits at the boardi
house, I wouldn't want to miss that. And on tfi
JACK. I
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seventeenth the Aga Kahn is taking me to the opera, as
he always does.
JACK. (Totally serious.) Oh no! I should have checked the
date with you first. I'm so sorry. I'll talk to the Colonel
and see if he can move it back a day.
LOUISE. Jack, I was kidding! I don't even know the Aga
Kahn.
JACK. So then Saturday night is all right with you?
LOUISE. Yes, it's fine. It's more than fine. I'm looking
forward to it.
JACK. Great! So now we have over a month to plan the big
event. What would you like to do? Shall we say dinner
first, then a Broadway show? Is there anything special
you want to see?
PS: Could you send me a picture of yourself?
PPS: Only forty-eight days to go.
LOUISE. How exciting! Forty-eight days is barely enough
time to buy a dress! I'll go out tomorrow morning and
start looking.
As for the evening, I think dinner sounds good. I'm
very fond of dinner. And yes, I'd love to go to a show.
The one I'd like to see at the moment is a comedy by
Noel Coward called Blithe Spirit about a woman who's
a ghost, and she drives her husband crazy when she
visits him from the Great Beyond. If I die young, that s
exactly what I want to do. Just think what fun it would
be, walking through walls and watching your husband
kiss another woman. Incidentally, I walk by their box
office all the time, so I'm happy to pick up the tickets. In
fact, the tickets can be my contribution to the evening.
Okay, here comes the hard part: I d love to go dancing
after the show. I know you said you didn't want to learn,
but can I change your mind? Dancing is easy. Honestly.
It's just walking with rhythm. No practice necessary.
PS: Enclosed is the picture of me you asked for,
though I'm hesitant to send it. It's just a snapshot that
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my sister took. Please glance at it briefly while weai
sunglasses, then destroy it.
JACK.

Dear Louise,
I'm speechless. You're so beautiful. I don't kr
what to say.
(That's the whole letter. LOUISE turns it over,
confused. There's nothing else.)
LOUISE. Please

keep talking.
JACK. Are you a model? Is that really you? I had no ide
I ever introduced you to any of my friends, they'd
of jealousy.
LOUISE.

Dear Jack,
That was the sweetest letter I ever received,
if I looked like you say I do, I wouldn't have tc
auditions, I'd just sign contracts. Now about
dancing: Is it yes or no?
JACK. Yes, but I've got to warn you: The last wor
I danced with is still on crutches.
(About this time, LOUISE turns on the radio
in her apartment. We hear the sounds of an
upbeat big band swing dance of the era'. It
continues to play as they spruce up for their
date. JACK puts on a tie and LOUISE changes
her shoes, adds a stole, etc.)
LOUISE. Aha.

So you have danced with other women. I
many?
JACK. No comment.
LOUISE. Were they all beautiful?
JACK. Still no comment.
LOUISE. Only thirty-three days to go.
JACK. How's show biz?

* Please see A Note on the Use of Music in the Production on
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LOUISE. As

crazy as ever. I have an audition tomorrow fo
the USO. Ha! Wouldn't that be a kick in the pants. D
you know that Hollywood has raised over fifty J1
dollars to support the war effort? And ovcrtaofto
has been raised by only two stars Betty G™bleand
Rita Hayworth, who made it by selling kisses at chanty
events. Holy Hannah! My lips would hurt.
JACK. They'd do more than hurt. As a medical matter
repetitive kissing has two disadvantages. F^ 't can
spread disease, which is particularly dangerous dun g
wartime. Second, if your lips get too dry, they can crack
and get infected.
You mean you wouldn

LOUISE.

t

buy a iss rom

Grable?
No, of course not. It would be far too dangerous.
Heddy Lamar, possibly, but in moderation.

JACK.

LOUISE. You're

a fraud.
know, but it was a trick question.
LOUISE. Wait! I just had a terrible thought.
at 1 we
meet and don't get along?
JACK. Then I'll introduce you to Colonel Ramsey.

JACK. I

LOUISE. Send

me a picture.
Colonel Ramsey?
LOUISE. Nine more days.

JACK. Of

JACK. Six

more days.
more days.
(They circle into their next positioris and
are hit by two hot spotlights, only a few feet
apart, at which moment: Ring! We hear a

LOUISE. Three

telephone.)
(As always, they face away from each other.)
Hello, Curtain Call Boarding House, may I help you.
JACK. Is

Louise Rabiner there?

LOUISE. This

is she.

(He's stunned.)
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Oh my God. This is Jack.
...Jack? "Jack" Jack?
JACK. Yes. Jack Ludwig.
LOUISE. You're kidding. Hi.
JACK.

LOUISE.

Hi. You sound just like I thought you'd sound.
So do you. Is something the matter?
JACK. Yes. We need to postpone our date. I'm sorry.
LOUISE. Are you all right?!
JACK.

LOUISE.

Yes, but there's been a major battle in the Paci
You'll read about it in tomorrow's papers. There
so many casualties, they're being ferried to Gu<
then ending up here and it's a madhouse. All leav
cancelled for at least two weeks. I'm so sorry.
LOUISE. Don't be ridiculous. It's not your fault.
JACK. I know. It's just...it's horrible.
LOUISE. Will you be all right?
JACK. Yeah.

JACK.

...Keep your chin up.
You too. ...Also -...
LOUISE. What?
JACK. I'll tell you later.
LOUISE. Tell me now.

LOUISE.
JACK.

JACK.

There's...there's talk about being sent overseas.

LOUISE.

Oh no.

There's nothing definite yet.
LOUISE. Good. I'm glad.
JACK. It's bound to come.
LOUISE. Not necessarily!
JACK.

(Pause.)

...So what about the tickets?
LOUISE. What tickets?
JACK. To the play you arranged. Can you exchange them
LOUISE. Easily.

JACK.
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JACK. I mean we'll still have our date. It may take a while,
that's all.
course. Where are we going for inner.

LOUISE. Of

JACK. That's a surprise.
LOUISE. Deal.

JACK. Deal.
(From JACK'S side of the world we hear asiren
in the distance, and someone calls out Jack.
"Jack!")
Oh no. They're calling for me. I have to run. I'll be in
touch soon.
LOUISE. Write when you can.
JACK. I will.
LOUISE. Me, too!
JACK. ...Bye.
LOUISE. ...Bye.
(They hang up and we hear the sounds
of a chaotic emergency room: Gethim to
surgery!" "Stat!" "Onto the gurney! Clear.
Bang. "Jack! Jack!")
(The siren swells and the lights fade.)
(Intermission.)

ACT II
(We hear an upbeat male/female duet of the
period'.)
LOUISE.

August 1,1943
Dear Jack,
„
r
Are you all right? I haven't heard from you for over
four weeks and of course I'm concerned. If you can, just
let me know you're okay.

enters from his side of the stage wearing
less formal clothing, perhaps a k(akltfl((
along with a heavy back
sets down. He sees a Utter on his desk and is
pleased to see that LOUISE has written.)

(JACK

JACK.

Dear Louise,
, t
-.1
rm sorry it's taken me so long to get ^to^The
casualties were non-stop, and once agam l was taken
out to a ship. But I'm back in place now, and back
normal, whatever that is.
LOUISE.

rmt; sure that anything is normal any more, but
the life of a starving actress goes on as usu . y
tells a joke about a golfer who's playmg a-nd™th
his friend Elmer, but Elmer has a heart a
second green and dies. That night, the guy ge
and tells his wife about it and she says, O i my g
»
that's horrible, what did you do?!" And he says, Yeah,

De
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it was awful. After that it was just 'Hit the ball, <
Elmer. Hit the ball, drag Elmer.'" Well, my life tl
days feels exactly the same: "Wake up in the mom
sing for a producer. Wake up in the morning, sing i
producer. And so far, there's been nary a bite.
In other news, I heard that Cynthia Monroe

Arsenic and Old Lace last week. It turns out she

- how can I put this delicately? - ripe with chile
sounds to me like she should have been in Oklaho\
singing "I'm Just a Girl Who Cain't Say No." The tr
is, I wish her well. We had a lot of good times toget
here was one time we went to a cocktail party givei
a producer and there was a punch bowl and we thou
we were drinking fruit punch and it turned out it i
tilled with gin and we ended up literally removing 01

Any news on your front? Good news, of course,
anything at all, for that matter. As I think you kn.
I love hearing from you.
All affed
JACK.

L°

Dear Louise,
but in fret r°}lSend y°U

see *
was the ^

some

S°°d news for a ch£

XT1 can>t say 1 d
^k' ^

here have received similar ordem
,°ther doc
us are going over together. We'll b
* numbe
responsib
establishing an evacuation hosnitaT
le
battle. You would think that they'dnear tbe lin.
Pacific since we're already here on the W^st C & t 0
the Army, in its wisdom, is sending us in
direction. There's been talk in the papers frt l 0t
opening up a second front in Europe, either • a
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or Belgium, and I have a feeling we're going to be part
of it.
However, there is a kind of silver lining: they re
giving each of us a five-day leave before we ship out. I'll
be going to Coatesville, of course, to see Mom and Dad,
but then I'd like to come to New York and see you. The
day will be Saturday, October 10th. What do you think?
Are you still game?
LOUISE. "Am I still game?" Yes, Jack, I'm still game. Are
you crazy? If I could, I'd be at the airport to meet the
plane. But for God's sake! What's the matter with these
people? Why can't they all just get along? And why
can't the Army just leave you here? Hells bells! Dont
they need doctors here in the states?! S-word, s-word,
s-word, a-word, s-word.
JACK. Do you always swear when you're angry?
LOUISE. Yes.

K-word!

JACK. K-word?
LOUISE. Krap!
JACK. You

know not everyone gets killed when they go
overseas.
LOUISE. I didn't say that and I wasn't implying it. Have you
always been an idiot, or do you just practice?
JACK. I practice. Now what about our date? It better be
good. According to you, it could be the last time you 11
ever see me.
LOUISE. You know that's really, really not funny.
JACK. Sorry. Around here they call it gallows humor, and
there's a lot of it.
LOUISE. Well tell them for me they're all idiots.
JACK. Will do. So what about our date? Same drill? Dinner,
show, and dare I say it, a little dancing?
LOUISE. Yes. And you better practice because I plan to dance
your feet off. Also, the play I chose is still running, so
I sure as heck hope you like it.
J A C K . Of course I'll like it, I'll be seeing it with you.
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LOUISE. Well

that was slick. Clearly the Army is havinj
bad influence on you.

JACK. So

what about show business? Any auditions comi

up?
LOUISE. Yes,

as a matter of fact. A big one. Have you hec
of a musical called Hellzapoppin? It's been playing
Broadway for years, and now they're sending a ro
company all over the country. I'm up for one of t
best roles, and guess who the producers are? How£
Lindsay and Russell Crouse! They're the ones w
liked my audition for Arsenic and Old Lace but ch<
Cynthia "the Ripper" Monroe instead. But the requ
to audition came straight from them, so I might hi
an honest-to-God shot this time.
Now the question is, what songs to prepare. Damn
I wish you were here so I could try out a couple
numbers on you. For the slow number, my short 1
includes "I'll Never Smile Again," "It Had To Be Yc
and "White Christmas." For the up number it's betwe
'Chattanooga Choo Choo," "For Me and My Gal" a
'Jeepers Creepers."So what do I choose?! Hell's be]
The audition is in two days and I wish you were he
I need a cheering section!

JACK. ..."Love"?

Lo
Lou

(Then we hear the «beep beep beep" of a
telegram line.)
WESTERN UNION TELEGRAM.

DATED AUGUST 15, 1943. DEAR r OTTT.
SENDING TELEGRAM BECAUSE OTHFRwt'
ADVICE WOULD ARRIVE TOO LATE STor
CHOOSE THE FOLLOWING SONGS FOR v™
AUDITION COLON "IT HAD TO BE YOU Er
THE SLOW SONG STOP AND "FOR ME ANTIA
GAL" FOR THE UP SONG STOP THEY ARF A
TWO FAVORITE SONGS STOP I WILL NOW ST(
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GIVING YOU ADVICE BECAUSE IT IS COSTING
ME A FORTUNE STOP GIVE THEM HELL IFH CAN
ACTUALLY USE THAT WORD IN A TELEGRAM
EXCLAMATION POINT
(Hesitates.)

LOVE JACK
WESTERN UNION

LOUISE.

TEV^^

FC4RONS

AUGUSTl6,1943.THANKYOUFORSUGGESTIONS

STOP USING BOTH OF THEM STOP
YOUR FAITH IN ME SO PLEASE DON T STOP
STOP LOVE LOUISE

JACK.

Dear Louise,
How did it go?
(Beat)
Hello? Are you there?
(Beat.)
Hey, I'm the one who's supposed to be hard to reach.
What happened?!
LOUISE.

Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God, oh my God'. I got
the part! I'm in a Broadway musical! Okay, its the ro

company of a Broadway musical, but its a Broadway
musical! Thank you so much for the
"s<^
both your suggestions and they worked ike a charm
and I knocked 'em dead. That's a showbiz expression
and they're still alive. And it took me three auditions
TIt the oart which is why I didn't write right away.
Meanwhile I have only one thing to say: Oh my God,
ohmyGod, oh my God, OH MY GOD!
..,K Congratulations! I told everybody at my table last
night at dinner and we drank a toast to your Broadway
debut.
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Thank you so much. I don't know how I suddei
got so lucky. It's a real double-whammy. I get to be ii
Broadway show, and I get to see you on the...

LOUISE.

(Beat And then she thinks of something and
goes pale.)

Wait a second. Oh no. This could interfere with o
date Holy Hannah. I'm not exactly sure when I leaA
but I get the typed-up schedule on Monday and I
write to you immediately.

(Pause.)
Dear Jack,

I just got the schedule, and I don't know what 1
°. eginning October 3rd we start crisscrossing tf
country to do the show. On October 10th, our dat
night, we 11 be finishing up a week in Cincinnati, the
we head straight to Cleveland for a week, then sout
to Charlotte and Nashville, and on it goes. I signed o
tor twenty weeks to begin with, and it's renewable afte
that for another twenty if both parties agree. Wha
should I do? I can try to break the contract. Or is ther
any way you can get to Cincinnati on October 10th? I'n
crushed and I'm sorry and I don't know what to do.

JACK.

Love
Louise

Dear Louise,
C°UrSe J™ sh*t break the
contract'
question This
Thi is your dream-come-true
°<fer bUt M out
question.
and vm.
certainly can't spoil it for one lonsy date. Or perhans
one very excellent date, who knows what would ha™
happened. But this really is the chance of a lifeti„
^
you should enjoy every second of it.

I don t know if you've noticed from our letters h
I'm not much of a reader or an intellectual. Begin'n
in high school, for a lot of reasons, I felt that I should
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become a doctor and I focused on the sciences. Having
said that, I read a book about five years ago that
really stuck with me, called My Early Life by Winston
Churchill.
I should backtrack a minute and say that Churchill
is my greatest hero aside from my parents. One of the
things that has impressed me most about him is his
personal courage. In the Boer War, he rode his horse
into battle fearlessly, without complaint and with a
sense of duty. He was just like the boys I take care of
these days. They're aware of the danger, but they know
what they have to do and why they're doing it and just
keep going. Recently, however, I learned something
new.
Two months ago Churchill flew to Malta to meet with
his officers and ground troops, and the trip took over
twenty hours in a B-24 that was filled with cargo. He
was accompanied by his physician, Lord Moran, and
they ended up dodging enemy planes, flying through
terrible weather that made the wings shake and lose
some fittings, it was twenty degrees inside the hull and
they had to sit on wooden benches. Meanwhile, the
noise of the engines was so intense that they couldn t
hear each other, even when shouting. And heres the
thing: this was the Prime Minister of England, who
didn't have to leave his office for a single instant if he
didn't want to, and no one would have thought one whit
less of him. He did it out of a sense of duty to support
the kids who were out there dying for their country,
and I find this level of personal courage phenomenal.
Anyway, the reason I mention Churchill is because
what you're going through - and why you must do the
tour and live the life you've dreamed about - reminds
me of a passage in the Churchill book. He says,
"I passed out of Sandhurst into the world. It
opened like Aladdin's Cave. When I look back upon
the years when I was twenty to twenty-five years
old, all the days were good and each day better than
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: p sanded

°^^^0^,^

aJways the sense of motion, and the illusion of h,

Lome now all you young men and women all ovc
the world. You have not an hour to lose. You will
of course make mistakes, but as long as you are

tfUe' and 3130 fierce'
the
y°u cannot hu
the worid. She was made to be wooed and won b

On'foftlT6 ^ being S° bombastic, it's not like
aW, b Tf 1 l0Ve Churchil] so much is that
fS'Tjhyufmrc -Iguess you can tell that now "
courage and thrust ButIki
talent a A
m*"1® f°r y°U to thrust ahead on aI11
talent, and we'll figure out the rest of it,Ipromise.

MCK N1'"1^th6 Sh°W and flyinSt0
JACK. No you re not.

Medford.

LOUISE. Why not?

Sifr wlfnot-How are reWak?
Eve^bodyasSso Jret7nv,der&1'

if yOU must

itinerary after that" ^ ^ impossible- What's y
0356 my departure ^ts dela
for sornT reason?
Charlotte, felrfk
"Itianu? n** ^C'eVeIa
Miami, Columbus, Chicago r
t Moines> Orlan,
Philadelpf
Oops, wait a second at the'end
'i
Huntsville and Richmond because we^
S°me sp
weeks. But it doesn't really matter h
because by the ei
111 probably be on crutches.
When do you leave Medford?
JACK. We leave tomorrow. We're heinot0 F°
Sam Houston in San Antonio where
prepare us for conditions in Europe
V1"
inat should b
interesting.
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pulls on her coat and hat and picks
up her luggage; JACK pulls on his pack and
grabs his Army locker: and they drag then
luggage/locker past each other, changing
sides of the stage for the first time in the play
and settle themselves, downstage of the desks.)

(LOUISE

LOUISE.

October 2,1943
Dear Jack,
We arrived in Cincinnati yesterday and we moved
into the theatre this morning. The sets are lavish, the
costumes are glamorous, and I'm so terrified I can
hardly walk.
Did you get to Fort Sam Houston yet?
JACK. Yes, I'm here, and it's quite a change from the base
at Medford. The doctors live in barracks and tents, and
I drew the short straw and I'm in a tent. Actually, it s
not so terrible. It's about eight feet square and it doesn t
hold much but my locker and a cot, but do you want to
hear something funny? I kind of like the simplicity o
it.
What I don't like is all the drilling. Yesterday we
did a ten-mile hike with full packs, and then we a
to run an obstacle course under barbed wire. To top it
all off, at the end of the day, we learned how to take a
bath in our helmet liners. Yes, that's what I said. And
I think I just spoiled any sense of romance you ever
had about me.
LOUISE. Your helmet liner?
JACK. Don't ask.
LOUISE. Right.
JACK. How did the opening go? I can't wait to hear.
LOUISE. The opening? Oh that little thing? Well, I have to
admit it was hands-down, the most thrilling night ot
mV entire life. The audience clapped and shouted and
I could hardly breathe. Did I tell you I get a solo bow?
I do, right after the other principals and before the
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DEAR JACK, DEAR LOUISE

Now listen to me and listen carefully. I'm only
going to say this once. Jack, take very, very good care
of yourself. Don't ever do anything foolish or try to be
heroic. What you're doing already is heroic, and any
extra heroism isn't needed or desirable. All right? Are
we clear about this? How's that for bossy? My parents
say it's my worst trait. But seriously, will you promise
me to take care of yourself? Let me add that knowing
what you're about to do makes me very proud to be
your...what? Chief Correspondent? Fellow Scribbler?
Biggest fan? Whatever the hell I am, I'm proud of you.
Got it?
JACK.

Got it. Thanks.

(About now, LOUISE might open her large
suitcase and find things in the drawers, like
stockings that need mending; or a dressing
gown.)
LOUISE.

October 31,1943
To Captain Jacob S Ludwig
121st Station Hospital, U.S. Army, Europe
Dear Jack,
Happy Halloween from Nashville, Tennessee.
Somehow, the witches and goblins around here aren t
very scary with their southern accents.
JACK. Happy Thanksgiving from a village in England,
where they don't eat turkey and never heard of
Thanksgiving.
LOUISE. Happy New Year from Loo'ville, Kentucky. The
shopping here is a little limited, but I'm sending you
a box of food that I understand is scarce in the Army.
JACK. Bagels? Where did you find bagels in Kentucky?
Thank you so much.
LOUISE. My pleasure. I tried to send you some lox to go
with it, but it started to smell by the time I got it to the
post office so I left it on the counter and pretended it
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DEAR JACK, DEAR LOUISE

JACK.

March 1,1944
Dear Jack,
It's Greg from Medford. Hello, you old piece of tripe.
How's the Doc? Where the hell are you? We've missed
you at the base, and we often lift a glass to you and
everyone else who shipped out for the front.
Meanwhile, I've got to thank you. I arrived here in
Kansas City yesterday morning, and last night I had
one of the best dates I ever had in my life. The woman
you set me up with is terrific and I hope to see her
again this week while I'm in town.
But more importantly I have to tell you about Louise.
She's outstanding. She's beautiful, smart, talented, and
if you ever let her slip through your fingers, you're an
idiot. Well you are an idiot, but you'd be a bigger idiot.
She seems to think you're the bee's knees, and while
I don't know what gave her that impression, she's got it.
Also, if I were you, I'd get back here stateside as soon
as possible because it's clear to me that every guy here
wants to jump her bones. I saw the show last night and
she took me backstage afterwards and one guy was
actually drooling, I swear to God. He kept drying his
chin with a handkerchief. Hey, don't get me wrong.
I don't think she cares about any of them, but these
guys don't know that and they all want to sleep with
her.
All best,
Greg
Dear Greg,
Thanks a lot. I wasn't upset enough about being
3,000 miles from home, now I won't sleep at night.
LOUISE.

Dear Jack,
Well, I met your friend Greg yesterday, and I have
to say, he's quite a guy. You were totally right about
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JACK. (To himself.) Oh, great.
LOUISE.

Dear Jack,
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^ •
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(Beat.)

DEAR JACK, DEAR LOUISE

JACK. Yes, Ginnie did come over with us. Shes a lo\e y

young woman who was born and raised near
Coatesville, believe it or not. We used to kid that we
were neighbors and that we must have gone to the
same football games.
(Pause.)
LOUISE.

Dear Jack,
I had dinner with Greg again, just a few minutes
ago. He said there was something he had to tell me.
He told me that you and Ginnie were a "couple" in San
Antonio. He says that...that Ginnie used to...spend the
night sometimes in your tent, or at least till quite late,
and that you and she were an "item" as he calls it. Is
any of this true?
(Silence.)
JACK. Yes it is. Ginnie and I did get close. Then we split up.

That's all I want to say about it.
LOUISE. (In anguish.) Jack, how could you spoil

everything?!
JACK. I was lonely. All of us are lonely every day of this God

damn war.
LOUISE....Why did you split up?
JACK. Because I told her about you. I told her how I waited

for your letters every day and that all I thought about
was meeting you.
.
Listen. I know that this whole thing were doing
is ridiculous. Obviously, we like each other, and I feel
as though I've known you forever. But weve never
even met each other. What if we meet and you^re not
attracted to me? What if I'm not as great as all those
actors and stars you spend your life with? What vf we

meet and you take one good look at me and say, Wow.
He's really nice, he could be my brother." Or what if you
don't even like me at all? What if we don't get along?!

DEAR JACK, DEAR LOUISE

We dont know anything! Nobody knows a God dami
thing right now!
So thats what I was thinking when I got involvet
with Ginnie, and I'm sorry to have hurt your feelings
I know I did and I'm sorry. But it's wartime and I'n
scared to death. I shouldn't say it. It's not very manly o
brave, but it s how I feel, and I'm very sorry.
I m sure you don't want to write any more and
understand. I hope we do get to meet some day. I'll be
we'd have been pretty good friends.

Good luck with the tour and with everything else
You deserve it.
Jac
(Beat)
(Then LOUISE packs up angrily. The tour has
finished. Then they both drag their luggage/
footlocker, etc. back to their original sides of
the stage.)
fLOUISE goes to her desk and sees all the letters
from Jack. She yanks open a drawer to put
them away forever when one of them catches
her eye and she stares at it with longing.)

(Finally.)
LOUISE.

June 12,1944
Dear Jack,

What the hell's the matter with you? Can't you evi

write to a girl and say hello?

(Pause.)
JACK. Do

you even want me to say hello?

Yes, funnily enough I do. Though I
funnily is actually a word.
JACK. It's not. I looked it up once.
LOUISE.

don't tu-

DEAR JACK, DEAR LOUISE

LOUISE. Where are you now? To the extent that the God
damn army let's you say anything about your God
damn location.
JACK. I'm in France, but I can't tell you where in France.
LOUISE. Well isn't that a surprise. What are you doing in
France?
JACK. Well, there was this little thing called D-Day where
we tried to establish a second front in Europe by
landing a million men under German fire. I was in it
though a little towards the back end, as were most o
the doctors. Which means we landed on the third c a\
instead of the first.
LOUISE. (To herself.) Oh my God.
JACK. The goal, by mid-August, is to have two million men
over here, along with 40,000 aircraft and 120,000
tanks. They say it will be the largest fighting force in
history, but I wonder if the buildup on the Eastern
Front doesn't beat it already.
LOUISE. You would know. That's your department.
JACK. My department is amputation and skin grafts.
LOUISE. Over here they say that D-Day was a great success.
JACK. On the first day we lost 6,000 men. In all, 73,000
men were killed or reported Missing in Action.
Another 150,000 were wounded. The other docs an
do about sixteen hours a day and we still can t eep up.
But we do manage to save a lot of these ki s t an s
penicillin and the new sulfa drugs.
LOUISE. I know this sounds completely stupid, but is there
anything I can do to help?
JACK. I wish you could.
LOUISE Okav here's my idea. I've decided to write to you
even- day, and if my hand falls off by the end of the
war it's your fault. Did you know your letters only take
i week to get here? So I'm assuming it's the same the
other way. And I've been in touch with your parents
and Betty quite a bit, and they tell me that they're
writing you also.

