
 

Preservation Blues 

By Rose Scollard 



PRESERVATION BLUES 

A jazz piece set in New Orleans 

By Rose Scollard 

  



Preservation Blues – Page 2 

 

 

Copyright © Rose Scollard 2014 

Preservation Blues was commissioned by the Canadian Broadcasting 

Corporation as a presentation piece in a radiodrama workshop given 

at the Banff School of Fine Arts in December of 1995. It was 

published in Theatre Alberta in their Winter issue 1997. In 1998 it 

was performed as a stage play by the students of Western Canada 

High as a Drama 30 project, directed by Kari Olson. 



Preservation Blues – Page 3 

 

CHARACTERS:  

 

Actor #1  Cass 

Actor #2  Mrs. Gautier,   

Actor #3  Shelby, Pimp, Male Voice  

Actor #4  Saxophonist/Shelby's Neighbour 

Actor #5  Mrs. Deal, Female Voice 

 

SETTING: 

An unobtrusive freeform set which enables us to slip in and out of Cass's reminiscences. 

There is a counter, that serves both as a bar and a reception desk, to the right and a settee 

up stage centre. The musician sits back stage on a high stool. To the front and left is a 

slide projector, lens facing to the left, which Cass uses to show her slides. The slides, 

projected on a side wall or curtain, are ephemeral abstractions of colour. The content is in 

the verbal descriptions, not in the actual slides.  

The Male and Female Voices, spoken from off stage, reveal the content of the slides. 

They may be done by the actors who play Shelby and Mrs. Dean as indicated or by 

separate actors entirely.    

Cass slips between her role as narrator and as herself re-enacting the scenes. Her role as 

narrator is further divided between introspection and actively addressing the audience.  

********* 
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(Saxophone, mournful and lonely, the kind of music that gets under your skin. Lights up 

on CASS operating the projector, projecting slides onto some imaginary screen behind 

the audience. The slides are described by a male or a female voice, sometimes by Cass 

herself.  Spot slowly brightens on the saxophone player. He is deeply absorbed in his 

music.)  

FEMALE VOICE:  Interior. Night. Sax player in a blue shirt, face and scalp red to the 

roots with exertion. The spotlight chisels away at him turning his shirt into slabs of light 

and dark.  

CASS/NARRATOR:  (Pulling her attention from the slide) I want to say right up front I 

haven't taken my best pictures in this town. I don't know why. The material was certainly 

there but I came away with only a few keepable shots. And even those, if it weren't for 

the edges . . . .  

(CASS advances the slide projector.) 

MALE VOICE:  Exterior. Night. An empty street, still shining from the rain, catching the 

neon bar signs in its puddles.  

CASS/NARRATOR:  (Brooding over the picture) It's the edge of a picture that interests 

me most. The part that didn't get drawn into the resolving eye.  

You could say New Orleans is like that -- the expected front carefully composed for the 

tourists, but always the sense of something off to the side that's going on in spite of you -- 

something a little chaotic, old secrets, old sorrows, souls breaking into the light, souls 

slipping back again.  

This particular shot, a man was killed here. Right on this spot. . . . He stepped out of his 

hotel lobby and was gunned down by a robber.  

SAXOPHONIST:  You step into the street ready for everyt'ing the city has to offer and 

suddenly death takes you. The bright lights fade from your astonished eyes and the music 

drifts off, sweet, hauntingly familiar . . . and fading.  

CASS/NARRATOR:  This was taken only an hour after it happened but the street reveals 

nothing – just that little shadow in the corner where the lamp light doesn't reach.  

(CASS advances the slide projector.) 

CASS/NARRATOR:  This is Mrs. Gautier. (Pause) Her name was on the bed and 

breakfast list at the Tourist Centre.   

(MRS. GAUTIER a frail woman in her sixties writes in a ledger at the reception desk.)   

MRS. GAUTIER:  I should tell you right now breakfast isn't included. They never 

explain that at the Centre.  
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CASS:  It's the room I'm interested in, Mrs. Gautier.  

MRS. GAUTIER:  Well, it's back there across the courtyard, honey. See the stairs to the 

balcony? That's how you get to it. By the outside stairs.  

CASS:  It's lovely.  

MRS. GAUTIER:  We'd given up hope of renting it this evening, Shelby and I.  

CASS:  Shelby? 

MRS. GAUTIER:  All that equipment, though. Photography is it? I don't know how we'll 

manage it. Shelby's not himself at the moment.  

CASS:  Is that Shelby through there? He doesn't look well.  

RS. GAUTIER:  He's in the grip of fate, my dear. A contest of major proportions is going 

on right now in that very room.  

(MRS. GAUTIER readies herself for the camera. Behind her, as CASS speaks, we become 

aware of SHELBY GAUTIER stretched out on the settee. )  

CASS/NARRATOR:  Mrs. Gautier likes having her picture taken. She takes great care to 

adjust her hair and the hang of her jacket. But as you can see her son Shelby, reclining on 

the settee behind her, is the reason for the picture. Something is going on there. See the 

pallor of his face, the way his bottom lip is pulled in. And look. Can you see it? That long 

and bushy shape disappearing round the end of the settee.   

(SHELBY sits up suddenly looking straight ahead and the spot on him goes out.)   

(Saxophone music bridge) 

CASS/NARRATOR:  Mrs. Gautier is a demon for notes.  

MRS. GAUTIER:  (Reading the note as she writes it.) "The bathroom heater has a one 

minute delay switch. Turn dial at the bottom of the heater toward the red line and wait 

one minute."   

CASS/NARRATOR:  The notes are written in black ink on white card and covered over 

with see-through tape to preserve them.  

MRS. GAUTIER:  "When using shower please close the shower door . . .and the shower 

curtain . . . and please use both bath mats."  

CASS/NARRATOR:  The notes, like Mrs. Gautier, are slender, delicate and a little 

breathless. It is clear that she regards me as some inevitable force she can never hope to 

control. 
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MRS. GAUTIER:  "Flashlight, scissors and drinking glasses are in the medium cabinet 

near the window."  

"There are extra towels in the tallboy. Blankets are in wall cabinet nearest the phone."  

"Bathroom paper is on the top shelf of the credenza." 

CASS/NARRATOR:  The notes are little artifacts of Mrs. Gautier. Signs of her coming 

and going and perfecting the situation. Training me to the proper use of her room.  

MRS. GAUTIER:  "Please mop up any excess water. " 

CASS/NARRATOR:  The room is dark and cramped but with features that please me – 

porcelain handles and louvered doors on the cabinets; marble round the sink in the 

bathroom. There are pictures too, photographs of old New Orleans and a painting of Mrs. 

Gautier wearing a black kimono sprinkled over with white lotuses.  

(CASS advances the slide projector.) 

CASS/NARRATOR:  I took this from the balcony. Shelby's wife Unica walking across 

the courtyard 

CASS/NARRATOR:  What can I say? It's all there – the swimming, underwater light of 

the patio, the woman walking through it. Black hair, black shoes, fig black eyes. And that 

red dress. Every time I see that dress I want to hug myself. She looked up just after I took 

this. . . . "I'm meeting a man with badger eyes." Did she really say that? . . . . I wanted to 

follow her. I needed . . . you see she had. . . . . But she hurried down the outside 

passageway to the iron gate and was gone.  

(SHELBY mixes mint juleps at the bar. CASS, camera in hand, is sizing him up as he 

speaks.)  

SHELBY  I met Unica ten years ago. I was considered a handsome man back then. A bit 

of a chauvinist with the women. But they didn't seem to mind. You want me here?  

(CASS snaps a shot. There is a touch of the predator in her, an animal stalking its prey.) 

SHELBY  I was living all by myself in typical bachelor chaos. One day I came home to 

find my house cleaned top to bottom. It was spotless, but there was a lingering odor about 

the place I couldn't identify. Something like a mixture of straw and fur. This happened 

several times. It was the damnedest thing. I never saw any person, but one time I saw a 

long red animal slink out through the back gate. I told my next door neighbour about this 

and he got very excited.  

SAXOPHONIST  Man, you are the chosen one, eh. My Uncle in Biloxi, same t'ing 

happen to him. It's a fox cleaning up your place, a lady fox, and I'm gon' tell you how to 

get the lady too.  
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(SHELBY hands a drink to CASS, and sips a little from his own glass.) 

SHELBY  Now isn't this the best julep you ever tasted? It's all in how you use the mint – 

bruise  slightly and savour. The way women like to be treated  

CASS  Not all women.   

SHELBY  (Intimately) She liked it. She couldn't get enough of it.  

CASS  I don't know if I'm buying all this about your wife. A fox after all.  

SHELBY  My neighbour gave me some powder from a bag in his room.  

SAXOPHONIST  What you do is mix it with some clay and salt and spread it across the 

doorway.  

SHELBY  And it worked. The minute she crossed the threshold she turned into a woman.  

CASS  Unica.  

SHELBY  Unica. She was passionate about me. (Rueful smile.) I know what you're 

thinking. Those ruined looks, the red skin, the puffy eyes. But you know, a few years 

back the ladies couldn't keep their hands off me.  

CASS  (Moving towards him with her camera) And now?  

SHELBY  That's very close.  

CASS  (Clicking rapidly) These are close-up shots 

SHELBY  But will they turn out from this close? 

CASS  Uh huh. 

SHELBY  (Moving even closer) How about this close?  

(SAXOPHONIST strums a washboard rhythm with steel tipped fingers as the lights dim 

on SHELBY and CASS. They rise again on Cass at her projector.) 

FEMALE VOICE  Exterior. Evening. Three tourists with blond frizzy heads hover over 

their coffee like cabbages in the dark. Beyond them, where the sky is still bright, it is 

carefree and merry but here in the foreground the dark crouches, ready to devour and 

make ghosts of us all.  

(CASS advances the slide projector.) 

MALE VOICE  Exterior. Evening. Street shot. The iron embroidery of the balconies 

above. Below, among the coffee cups and hamburger wrappings, a tramp, a discarded 

person, passive, wrapped in misery, too weary to move on.  
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CASS/NARRATOR:  That first night I went crazy with the camera. The neon streets. 

Jazz joints spilling their music into the crowds. People hurrying about, looking for the 

most important place to eat, lining up for everything.  

(CASS advances the slide projector repeatedly.) 

CASS/NARRATOR:  This is just to give you an idea. All standard shots, though. 

Nothing worth focusing on.  

(CASS stops the slide projector.) 

CASS/NARRATOR:  This now. I like this. Preservation Hall. Look at the sweet texture 

on that wall – a hundred years of mellowing.  

(SAXOPHONIST plays a haunting tune, lovely and tangled, the intricate, simple, 

essentially holy music of the Preservation Hall Band.) 

CASS/NARRATOR:  I couldn't get in, though. I had to stand with the rest of the crowd 

outside the window nose pressed to the glass. The faces of the people inside were serene 

and ecstatic, as though the seraphim had touched down for an hour. . . . Typical tourists. 

They expect to be enchanted and they get what they expect. 

(SAXOPHONIST segues into raunchy bar music.)  

FEMALE VOICE  Exterior. Night Shot. A pale-faced man in a black suit and cherry red 

shoes stands in a doorway.  

(A PIMP emerges from shadows in cherry red shoes. His demeanor is casual yet 

expectant. )  

CASS/NARRATOR:  Don't you love those shoes? Who but a pimp would be caught dead 

in them. Shoes of a thousand grimy encounters and yet they just shine on – the  patina of 

sin.  

CASS/NARRATOR:  Here's another one of him standing outside a strip joint. Look 

behind him, over his shoulder there. The red light catching the upturned breast of the 

dancer. You can't see her face, just the breast and long torso and flat belly and then the 

shadows.  

SAXOPHONIST  From the dark. Death he come in red shoes. The shadows have claimed 

every damn t'ing but the breast, the tassel, the sinuous belly. Soon they too gon' slip 

away.  

(CASS moves with her camera towards the PIMP snapping rapidly) 

PIMP   How many pictures you gonna take, lady? 

(She continues taking pictures) 
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PIMP   You come with me I'll show you pictures. Pictures you ain't never seen.  

CASS  Those shoes. Those saxophone-gritty-with-longing shoes.  

(Saxophone music rises, wild and sexual, gritty with longing.)  

CASS/NARRATOR:  I had the devil's own time getting the gate open that night. That's 

how I reached my room, not through Mrs. Gautier's but by the iron-gated carriage way at 

the side of the house.  

MRS. GAUTIER:  "Keys. Going in or going out, ALWAYS turn key towards the main 

house to open."  

CASS/NARRATOR:  I couldn't seem to get the key to turn in any direction. I was too 

drunk, maybe. The tramp lying in the entranceway didn't help. I mean they lie right on 

your doorstep. You have to step over them to get in your own door… Of course I had to 

have a picture of him. Something about the way he was curled into the gate. The 

composition. This is him. Well. I thought it would be a good shot. But his reaction. You'd 

have thought I was trying to murder him. He held up his hands in front of his face as if I 

was beating him. Curled up tighter and tighter into himself.  

(CASS rapidly advances the projector, then angrily throws down the release cable.) 

CASS/NARRATOR:  They're all useless! Useless shots!  

(Low insistent rhythm on the washboard. CASS picks up release cable and advances the 

projector once more. Attracted by something, she halts and backs up the projector.) 

CASS/NARRATOR:  Wait! There! Do you recognize her? There in the crowded 

intersection. Unica. The dress is different, yellow not red, but she's unmistakable. . . . 

(Washboard rhythm.)  

CASS/NARRATOR:  I followed her for hours that morning. An odyssey of light. See 

how the sun favours her, blowing up her dress into a bubble of amber, laying lozenges of 

blinding light along her arms and shoulders?  

FEMALE VOICE  The eye freezes the world into confections of dark and light.  

CASS/NARRATOR:  Everything I took that morning was good. And Unica was at the 

centre of it. I followed her through the Quarter, street by street. She moved with such 

energy, catching up everything in her path with a joyous scoop. When she came to rest so 

did I. When she hurried I rushed along behind her like the tail to her kite. When she 

dipped I fluttered in her wake.  

CASS/NARRATOR:  We came to rest at the Café du Monde. She was on the market side 

of the cafe. I was paying for my coffee and beignet when. . . .  
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CASS  Mrs. Gautier! 

MRS. GAUTIER:  You didn't come home last night.  

CASS  I did, but it was very late.   

MRS. GAUTIER:  I had to find you. I need someone to accompany me on an errand.  

CASS  Well. It's awkward at this moment. I'm pursuing a line of study right now that's 

most compelling.  

MRS. GAUTIER:  My errand is also compelling.  

CASS  Perhaps later this afternoon.  

MRS. GAUTIER:  It's compelling and dangerous. That's why I need a companion.  

CASS  You're in danger Mrs. Gautier?  

MRS. GAUTIER:  I'm going to see a lady of great power, so much so that even the trip 

there and back is fraught with peril. I have need of someone strong and youthful.  

CASS/NARRATOR:  The sun was not kind to Mrs. Gautier. It cast a green light on her 

face adding a bluish touch to the lips. It made a joke of her scrawny legs and arms. For a 

moment, pitying her, I faltered, about to give in. Then my alter ego fluttered up from her 

table on the other side of the cafe and moved into the market.  

In a flash, I was up and moving along with her, pushing my way through the heavy 

sunlight and the faint odour of corruption, sucking the whole riot of colour and 

movement into my camera. Then at a vegetable stall among the apples and onions I was 

arrested by the overpowering and unmistakable fragrance of mint. Bruised mint and 

Shelby Gautier, his cruel hands and lips, his damaged smile.  

 

The decision seemed almost to be made for me. Unica in her yellow dress moved on and 

out of my vision. I looked back to Mrs. Gautier. The sun had almost erased her, washed 

her out to a pale, gravestone white. Even her eyes seemed white.  

(Insistent washboard rhythm 

MRS. GAUTIER  Hello! Anyone in? 

(MRS. DEAL hurries on.) 

MRS. DEAL  I'm coming. 

MRS. GAUTIER  We're here to see Mrs. Deal. 

MRS. DEAL  I've been expecting you. 
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MRS. GAUTIER  But I didn't make an appointment. 

MRS. DEAL  I know all about Shelby and his Unica. Now you all come in to my kitchen 

and I'll tell you what you have to do.  

CASS/NARRATOR:  Mrs. Deal brought us into her kitchen. I had been prepared for the 

apothecary shop of legend. A dimly lit mysterious cave with potions lining the walls and 

unlikely things in dusty bottles. But as you can see, Mrs. Deal's kitchen was sunny and 

cheerful with white cabinets and counters and bright yellow curtains at the windows.  

MRS. DEAL  (Leading MRS. GAUTIER to the counter) Now you just come over here.  

CASS/NARRATOR:  That's Mrs. Deal by the counter. She looks more like a boardroom 

executive than a dealer in spells. That honey-coloured, tailored suit. The little silvery, 

tightly-braided dreadlocks. She looks like an ad for lipstick. Mango peach lipstick, is my 

guess. Her voice was smooth as chocolate. 

MRS. DEAL  Now before you start asking me for a potion…  

MRS. GAUTIER:  But that's exactly what I've come for.  

MRS. DEAL  Well, I know you been all over town. I know you slipped every concoction 

known to man or woman into that Unica – love potions, death potions.  

MRS. GAUTIER  Never!  

MRS. DEAL  Oh I think so. At least once, maybe twice those potions were intended to…  

but never mind. What I'm saying is a potion isn't gonna work with Unica. Those potions 

are for human ladies. Now I got something here might do the trick.  

CASS/NARRATOR:  Mrs. Deal opened a cabinet over the counter revealing an array of 

white porcelain jars with silver lids and blue labels. Feverfew. Mandrake. Pennyroyal. 

There were dozens of them. But she wanted something on the bottom shelf. She laid it in 

front of Mrs. Gautier. It was wrapped in a piece of red silk. 

MRS. DEAL  This lady you dealing with is a fox.  

MRS. GAUTIER:  Oh really! That story Shelby tells. It's a metaphor for his unhappiness.  

MRS. DEAL  Unica is no metaphor. What you gotta do is find her skin.  

MRS. GAUTIER  I've never seen any skin. 

MRS. DEAL  Oh it's there, all right. It's there waiting till she gets the urge to roam. She 

may already be looking for a new lair.  

MRS. GAUTIER  If it's there I'll find it, believe me. It'll go straight on the fire.  
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MRS. DEAL  No! Don't even consider it. If you let any harm come to that fox skin, 

misfortune's gonna drop a full load of misery on you. What you need to do is place this 

little packet inside the skin, right in the belly. 

MRS. GAUTIER  What is it?  

MRS. DEAL  (Unwrapping the silk) A bone. But not any old bone. It'll do the trick if you 

do what I tell you. You put this inside and you sew that skin up. How good are you at 

sewing?  

MRS. GAUTIER  I used to be a fine hand with a needle  

MRS. DEAL  Use the smallest stitches you can. Stitch it and double stitch it. Start at the 

tail end and work up towards the mouth. The last inch or so will be dangerous. You don't 

want those teeth and claws to get at you.  

MRS. GAUTIER  Claws? 

MRS. DEAL  Now just two things. You got to open all the windows and doors before 

you start. You got to leave a place for it to go.  

MRS. GAUTIER  For what to go?  

MRS. DEAL  Just keep them open. And watch that Unica. She'll try to close them if she 

knows what you're up to. (Pause) The other thing is you don't want this gal here 

anywhere in the room.  

CASS  Me? 

MRS. DEAL  You don't want to be anywhere near that skin when it's being sewn up.  

CASS  But I don't understand.  

MRS. DEAL  You don't understand, then why you doing this?  

CASS  I'm not doing this! Mrs. Gautier is. I just came along to give her support.  

MRS. DEAL  Uh huh. Well let me tell you girl, you been making some bad choices 

lately. You gotta stop getting caught up in those passions.  

CASS  What I do is my business. 

MRS. DEAL  I'm talking needs not deeds. When was the last time you confessed. 

CASS  I don't believe in that nonsense.  

MRS. DEAL  If you're smart you'll believe it. If you're smart you'll get yourself to a 

priest just as soon as you can. And in the mean time, don't go off the beaten track and 

don't do nothing transformational, you hear?  
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CASS  Transformational? 

MRS. DEAL  You feel any changes coming on, it's too late.  

(Washboard ) 

MALE VOICE  Exterior. Day. Women with painted nails eating poor-boys. Dark lashed 

women with a hint of tinsel in their scarves. Blood red nails picking delicately at the meat 

of their sandwiches.  

FEMALE VOICE  There are two ways to take a picture -- with love or with greed. Either 

way is effective.  

(CASS advances the projector) 

MALE VOICE  Exterior. Day. Washboard band. A man with forearms of steel, swings 

his guitar to the sky. A woman strums her washboard with flashy mother of pearl fingers. 

They are hard, lean, worn to the sexual bone. 

FEMALE VOICE  At the edge of the street the bystanders interlock their fingers, blink at 

the sun, poke through their wallets for dollar bills…  And something else...  Something 

else at the edge.  

CASS/NARRATOR:  I wanted a lotus.  

(SAX plays jaunty razzmatazz music.   

(CASS advances the projector) 

FEMALE VOICE  Exterior: Midday. A shack blaring with colour shouts out in ten foot 

loudspeaker letters, "Louis The Duke of Burgundy's Tattoo Parlour! (pronounced 

Burgundy) 

CASS/NARRATOR:  Or something like a lotus. A magnolia maybe, something cool and 

meditative that would rest on my shoulder like a priest's benediction.  

(CASS advances the projector) 

CASS/NARRATOR:  But Louis the Duke didn't look like a lotus kind of guy. He was 

skinny and toothless with a devil's goatee and a knitted hat pulled down over his ears. I'll 

never know why I followed him into that place… But the inside, unlike the Duke, was 

actually soothing – cool and dim and orderly, with neatly framed tattoo designs hanging 

on the wall and not the flayed skins of former customers.  

(CASS advances the projector) 

CASS/NARRATOR:  In the end I settled for a rose. On my left shoulder. This is a shot I 

took of the design. Very symmetrical. Almost oriental in its peacefulness and symmetry.  
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SAXOPHONIST  My uncle in Biloxi, he once did a rose for a sailor, right here on the 

forearm. The sailor was in love with a girl named Rosalee. The paint's not even dry when 

the sailor takes up with another girl. Rosalee died soon after that and some say she died 

of bitterness. 

About a month later the sailor comes to my uncle, to see if he can do something 'bout that 

tattoo. You see it was growing. It had sent t'ree, four shoots winding up his arm and the 

sailor he swore the t'orns were pricking him. My uncle did his best but for every t'orn he 

took away two more grew in its place.  

A few weeks later word came back to my uncle that the sailor had died in terrible agony. 

The rose branches had grown around his whole body and the doctor who examined him 

said he died from loss of blood.  

CASS/NARRATOR:  I was under the needle for over two hours. And the pain! When he 

was through, The Duke gave me a glimpse of his work in the mirror, but the mirror was 

so dirty it distracted me. I suddenly realized how sleazy and how grubby everything was. 

Who had he used those needles on before? Had he even washed his hands? All I could 

think of was paying him and getting out of there.  

("Long Long Ago" played on a console music box. ) 

CASS/NARRATOR:  (Dreamily) They were playing "Long Long Ago" on one of those 

console music boxes. The music was jangly, far away and sad. The Gautier living room 

had expanded to a vast size like the ballroom in a gothic novel and it was filled with an 

eerie blue light. I was wearing an ante-bellum gown – ice blue with scarlet piping. Shelby 

was standing by the open window with a riding crop in his hand.  

Mrs. Gautier was on a gold damask settee. She was dressed in shiny black merino. There 

was something in her lap, sleek and red with sharp little eyes. I floated over and sat with 

Mrs. Gautier, steadying the skin as she sewed. Her needle took the tiniest stitches, 

gathering up the two sides of the belly, sewing them neatly into place. Where she'd 

already worked the skin was smooth and seamless, so tiny were her stitches.  

Just as there was an inch to go, Mrs. Gautier popped the little silk packet into the carcass. 

Instantly the fox came to life It writhed and wriggled in my hands and I almost lost it. 

Mrs. Gautier sewed desperately trying to avoid those sharp little teeth and claws. Just as 

she was finishing up, Unica came into the room. She knew right away what was 

happening. She cried out and headed for the window. But Shelby grabbed her by the 

shoulders and the fox streaked by them and through the window to the street outside.  

(A woman's cry) 

CASS/NARRATOR:  Unica cried out like a lost soul. She scratched at Shelby with her 

hands trying to get free. But he overpowered her, pushed her to the floor and lifted his 
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whip. It was then that I saw it wasn't a whip. It was a smoking brand. He brought it down 

hard on Unica and I felt a searing pain in my shoulder and the smell of scorched flesh.  

CASS/NARRATOR:  All this of course was a dream and it was just one of many. 

Altogether I had a bad night of it, tossing and turning about and getting up for water. My 

shoulder hurt like the devil and I know I had a fever. Mrs. Gautier came up to my room at 

seven the next morning. Her hands were heavily bandaged.  

CASS  Mrs. Gautier. This is so early. Nothing wrong I hope.  

MRS. GAUTIER  Well there is a bit of a problem. Apparently the room is rented out for 

today. It was booked weeks ago.  

CASS  Oh dear. 

MRS. GAUTIER  I'm afraid you will have to leave.   

CASS  But I've paid for two weeks.  

MRS. GAUTIER  There's no record of any payment.  

CASS  But I did.  

MRS. GAUTIER  We're very careful about that sort of thing.  

CASS  And I'm not well either. I have a fever and a headache.  

MRS. GAUTIER  The Royal is just down the street. You'll get a room there with no 

trouble. I'll phone them if you like.  

CASS/NARRATOR:  I checked out of the Gautiers' in a haze of pain and confusion. 

Apparently I hadn't paid. I thought I had, the very first night, but there was no record and 

I on my part could find no receipt. Shelby took my money with a slight air of distaste, as 

though he'd caught me cheating. I had to carry my own bags to the cab.  

(CASS advances the projector) 

CASS/NARRATOR:  I don't know where this picture came from. I don't remember 

taking it that morning. And anyway my camera would have been packed. But it must be 

that morning for you can see the bandages on Mrs. Gautier's hands. And there's Unica. 

Yes really, that's her on the settee. So different to that sun drenched woman I followed 

through the market.  

(SAX plays a funeral marching song)  

CASS/NARRATOR:  I decided that the best way to deal with things was to put the 

Gautiers out of my mind and get back to work.  
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FEMALE VOICE  Exterior. Midday. A bursting grave. Brick filler pushes through the 

decaying cement. A corner of the coffin pokes through.  

CASS/NARRATOR:  You have to do the cemeteries in New Orleans. It's obligatory.  

(CASS advances the projector) 

MALE VOICE  Exterior. Midday. A blazing white marble tomb contained by an iron 

railing. A wicker basket full of orange plastic dahlias on the steps.  

CASS/NARRATOR:  They warn you not to go there alone because of the muggers.  

MALE VOICE  The eye separates the quick from the dead.  

(CASS advances the projector) 

MALE VOICE  Exterior. Midday. Marble tomb with Christ, hands extended in a 

blessing. He casts no shadow in the noon sun.  

CASS/NARRATOR:  This was the last picture I took there.  

FEMALE VOICE  The eye retrieves things from the edge. Pulls them back into the light.  

CASS/NARRATOR:  I couldn't go on.  

(Ratcheting sound of washboard.) 

CASS/NARRATOR:  All I know is I had to leave.  

(Ratcheting sound of washboard.) 

MALE VOICE  Something off to the side that's going on in spite of you  

CASS/NARRATOR:  I had to get away from that. . . that. . . 

MALE VOICE  Souls breaking into the light,  

FEMALE VOICE  Souls slipping back again.  

(CASS advances projector) 

MALE VOICE  Exterior. Night. An empty street still shining from the rain. Catching the 

neon bar signs in its puddles.  

SAXOPHONIST  You step into a lamplit street and suddenly death takes you.  

(Ratcheting sound of washboard.) 

SAXOPHONIST  The bright lights fade from your astonished eyes and the music drifts 

off, sweet, hauntingly familiar . . . and fading.  
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CASS/NARRATOR:  This was shot only an hour after it happened but the street reveals 

nothing - just that little shadow in the corner…  

FEMALE VOICE  The shadows get under your skin here. 

SAXOPHONIST  Claim every damn t'ing but the breast, the tassel, the sinuous belly. 

MALE VOICE  There's something off to the side that's going on in spite of you.  

FEMALE VOICE  A man with forearms of steel, swings his guitar to the sky.  

SAXOPHONIST  Death he come in shiny red shoes…   

FEMALE VOICE  …skinny and toothless with a devil's goatee. 

MALE VOICE  Death in red shoes. 

CASS/NARRATOR:  I didn't know then that it was too late. I still hoped, I still ran, 

fleeing anything that was empty, seeking the crowded bars, the jazz joints, the neon 

warmth and finally that ancient hall where fainting and heartsick I was swept inside, 

borne along on the excitement, held up by the crowd as the music began.  

Oh that music. It flowed and pulsated and filled the hall to the rooftops. Lovely, tangled, 

intricate, simple, essentially holy, it flowed out and around us, a benison, a salvation, a 

special prayer. Like sunlight in a rainy street it touched on everyone there…  

but not on me.   

(SAX plays a Preservation Hall melody, such as “Good Blues”, as the lights fade. ) 

              

 

THE  END 



Plays by Rose Scollard, seen at http://rosescollard.com  

 

Aphra (with Nancy Jo Cullen & Alexandria Patience) 

The first Englishwoman to earn her living by her pen, Aphra challenged the popular expectations 

placed upon 17th century women 

Historical fantasy drama – 3F, 2 Act (90 min)……………………………………………………… 

 

Bête Blanche (can be paired with Tango Noir) 

A figure in white brings Faye money every night, and a story of the white beasts of corruption that 

women are hitched to – Innocence, Frailty and Purity. 

Fantasy Drama? – 1F 1M, 1 Act (35 min)……………………………………………………….… 

 

Caves of Fancy 
Attempting to conjure up her dead mother Mary Wollstonecraft, Mary Shelley battles an enigmatic 

Creature who shifts from role to role as the monstrous elements in her life. 

Drama – 3F 1M, 3 Act (90 min)…………………………………………………………………… 

 

Firebird 
Guided by Baba Yaga, Irenka and Prince Ivan battle to free Firebird from the evil magician Koshchei 

and his two headed cyborg dragon Rimsky Dimsky, 

Fantasy TYA -2F 3M, 2 Act (90 min)……………………………………………………………… 

 

Preservation Blues 
Photographer Cass chooses an exciting, vibrant and creative life but persist in ignoring the dangers 

nibbling at the edges of her consciousness and her pictures. 

Drama – 3F 2M, 1 Act (35 min)……………………………………………………………………… 

 

Shea of the White Hands 
A modern day Tristan and Isolde that begins in the political turmoil of seventies Belfast, a passionate 

love story that transcends time, politics, separation and loss of innocence. 

Drama tragedy – 5F 5M, 2 Act (100 min) ……………………………………………………………. 

 

Tango Noir (can be paired with Bête Blanche) 

In her  mysterious and shifting dream encounter with Mata Hari writer Colette chooses being a 

monster over being a victim. 

Drama fantasy 1F 1M, 1 Act (45 min)………………………………………………………………… 

 

Uneasy Pieces (a trilogy consisting of Nosy Parkers, The Swapper and The Hero) 

Three quirky and grotesque feminist tales explore such heavy matters as rape, repression in marriage, 

and suppression of feminine selfhood from unexpected perspectives. 

Black Comedy 3F 1M, 3 Act (90 min)………………………………………………………………… 

 

 

………………………………………………………………………………………………………….. 

 

For further information, contact agent Caroline Russell-King at 403 238 4477 

or caroline@carolinerussellking.com  


