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SUMMARY

In this two-act psychological political drama, Leon Czolgosz, a mentally ill
anarchist, assassinates President William McKinley in search of general
commonality, both as a working-class citizen and as an ordinary member of
society. Based on true events!

THEME
The ordinary man deserves dignity, as does everyone else...

SETTINGS
Detroit, MI; Natrona, PA; Cleveland, OH; Chicago, IL; Canton, OH; Buffalo, NY

CHARACTERS

William McKinley: 25" U.S. President (1897-1901)

Leon F. Czolgosz: Assassin, anarchist, mentally ill, secret society obsession
Paul Czolgosz: Leon’s father, mentally erratic, drunkard, coal miner, bad lungs
Waldeck Czolgosz: Leon’s older brother

Emma Goldman: Famed revolutionary, real and a figment of Leon’s
imagination

Abraham Isaak: Publisher of Free Society in Chicago, friend of Emma Goldman
Clarence: Leon’s Olde Glass Factory friend, blind

Claude: Leon’s Mill friend, French immigrant, battles illness

Old Man Shoemaker: Owner of the Cleveland Rolling Mill

Ida Saxton: First Lady, McKinley’s second wife, epilepsy

James Packer: President McKinley’s security detail

Purple Parasol Alice: Leon’s fleeting love interest

King Umberto I of Italy: Assassinated

Gaetano Bresci: Assassin of King Umberto [

Radio Announcers: Detroit, E.B. Sterling, Tennessee, & Chicago

Others: Executioner, President Harrison, Glass Workers, Reverend Albert,
Chicago Anarchists, Policemen, Train Passengers, Italian/Buffalo Crowds, &
Father Hickey

SEE DETAILED PLAYWRIGHT’S NOTE AT THE END OF THE SCRIPT
Only the Czolgosz boys hear the radio. Insanity through gin-soaked
anachronisms.
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ORDINARY SANITY:
THE MCKINLEY AFFAIR

ACT 1
SCENE 1

A flickering light beam looms over a hooded EXECUTIONER who stands
above the prisoner, LEON CZOLGOSZ, 28. Leon is strapped down to a
wooden electric chair.

EXECUTIONER. October twenty-ninth, nineteen hundred and one. Seven
fourteen A.M. Leon Czolgosz. You have been sentenced to death by the state
of New York. Witness: Brother, Waldek Czolgosz. (Electric Charge SFX.)
Do you have any final words?

LEON. (Slowly.) 1 killed the President because I thought it my duty to help
working people. (Pause.) And for the sake of the ordinary man... I regret
nothing. (Quietly.) Except that I didn’t get to see my father one last time...
(Blackout. Electrocution. A projection made of electricity reads: Detroit. 12
years earlier...)

SCENE 2

Detroit. 12 years earlier. Czolgosz kitchen. Family photos hang in excess
around the modest cabin. President Benjamin Harrison is heard speaking,
transmitted through an ordinary object treated as a radio...a shoe, a brick,
an iron. Never an actual radio. The radio may appear audible in public
spaces but is psychologically anchored to the Czolgosz boys. PAUL, 335, is
eating onion soup at the table. He drinks gin and is covered in soot.
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DETROIT RADIO ANNOUNCER. (Voice over) ...and we are very
saddened to report the explosion at the Detroit Bread Company. Police say
we lost 114 souls, and each one of them will be in our evening prayers.
(Beat.) Ladies and gentlemen, I’ve just been handed a bulletin from our
political news desk... I am being told we are joining a speech live from
President Benjamin Harrison, already in progress...

PRESIDENT HARRISON. (Tuning SFX. Voice over) ...and, indeed,
silver has not panned out as we had hoped. That’s why I have created the
Billion-Dollar-Congress. Yes. You heard that correctly. Early tomorrow, the
United States Treasury will have one billion dollars deposited. Boys, spend
it wisely... (Paul turns down the radio. WALDEK, 17, enters.)

PAUL. Did you hear him, Waldek? The Billion-Dollar-Congress!! While
we’re stuck eating onions. Did you hear? (He flips his empty bowl and
punches a small hole in the wall. A framed family photo falls. Waldek picks
it up. Paul violently jams his thumb against his temple repeatedly, a tic he
repeats when he is overwhelmed. Drinking.)

WALDEK. (Noticing his tic.) What are you doing, Father?

PAUL. (He stops.) Nothing that concerns you.

WALDEK. You’re giving yourself a bruise on your temple again.

PAUL. (He puts onion soup on the table for Waldek.) Eat.

WALDEK. (Rehanging the family group photo.) It looks like everyone in
our family has had a bruise in the same spot. What is that about?

PAUL. No family walks this Earth unscarred. “For every man shall bear his
own burden.” Galatians 6:5. (Beat.) Eat. Now.

WALDEK. (Disgusted by his soup.) Nasty. I’d rather be locked up in that
Polish nuthouse, like Joseph.

PAUL. (Hitting him.) Quiet, Waldek! (Beat.) Where 1s Leon? We need to
talk.

WALDEK. (Rubbing his head.) Leon’s lurking somewhere, I’'m sure.
PAUL. Listen to me, Waldek. (Slowly.) Your brother Joseph is in Hell. Your
bowl could be filled with shit, and you’d be better off than him. All of us are
just one snap away from being locked up in Poland right next to him. You
pray for Joseph. Pray—pray for your brother. (Coughing.) Do you
understand? (Waldek nods and prays on the spot. Leon, now 16, enters. He
is chewing on tree resin like it is gum. He does this throughout the play.)

6



ORDINARY SANITY: THE MCKINLEY AFFAIR

PAUL. Where have you been, Leon?

LEON. (Lying.) Er...With...with friends. A girl, even.

WALDEK. Lurking at Alice’s again, no doubt.

LEON. No. (Changing the subject.) Are we eating tonight? (Disappointed.)
Onions?

WALDEK. Tell us your friend’s name then.

LEON. (Stumbling.) Ursula. June...no Lorelei.

WALDEK. Pathetic. (Beat.) Is that blood on your hands, Leon? (Leon
quickly hides his bloody hands.)

LEON. It’s not human blood. (Paul and Waldek stare at him.) It was a goat.
PAUL. Why did you kill a goat, Leon?

LEON. [I...

WALDEK. (Realization.) He was spying on Alice again! Her family has
goats!

PAUL. Leon?

LEON. (Guilty pause, then admission.) 1 was looking in her window...
WALDEK. So, it’s true!

LEON. ...and the goat was making too much noise. I didn’t want it to give
away my hiding position...

WALDEK. Creep! I hope you didn’t use my knife!

LEON. No, no... (Pause, quietly.) I didn’t use a weapon at all... (He looks
at his bloody hands. Waldek shivers a bit.)

PAUL. You just stay away from her house, Leon, do you hear me? (Leon
nods. Paul takes a big drink of gin.) Boys, | have news.

LEON. Father, the drinking.

PAUL. Quiet! You don’t tell me what to do, Leon. Gin is the only medicine
we can afford!

LEON. (Pause.) Medicine? (Ironically standing next to the small hole in the
wall Paul just punched.) It makes you...better?

PAUL. Yes and no. Gin stops the suffering. Brings calm and courage.
LEON. Gin does all that?

PAUL. For people like me? Yes.

LEON. (Thinking.) Am I like you?

WALDEK. (Quickly.) Yes.
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PAUL. Quiet, Waldek! (Pause. Beat.) Listen here, boys. We’re leaving
Michigan. Tomorrow. Factory has closed.

WALDEK. Again? (Paul shoots him a look.) That’s...that’s the second one
this year.

LEON. (Cleaning his hands.) I’'m sorry, Father.

PAUL. Well...hard times. (Pause.) But God has provided. Clarence has
work for us out east... So, we’re leaving Michigan.

LEON. But...but... But Mom is buried here...

PAUL. (Ignoring him.) Pack for Pennsylvania. (He throws them each a
large sack.) You can take with you anything you can fit in that sack.
LEON. What about school?

PAUL. You’re done with school, Leon. You’re sixteen now. Past time to
work.

LEON. Work? Where?

PAUL. The Olde Glass Factory. You’ll work with me and your brother in
Natrona.

LEON. (Pause, Leon considers this.) Fine.

PAUL. (Exploding.) Leon, I don’t want to hear it! If [ say— (Calming
down.) What? You’re not going to put up a fight?

LEON. No. I want money... A big mahogany house... A young lady...
(Paul smiles.)

WALDEK. Ursula, June, or Lorelei? Freak... (Fade to black.)

SCENE 3

Natrona, Pennsylvania. The Olde Glass Factory. Leon enters to find his
trainer CLARENCE, 40, Center. Clarence has recently gone blind. Orange,
molten glass is being poured all around him. Multiple glass blowers can be
seen in the distance making large orange bubbles. Steam fills the factory,
making it hard to see. Factory SFX underscore the scene.

CLARENCE. Well, now! Is that little Leon I hear coming?
LEON. Yes, sir. [ am to your right. Um. Over here.
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CLARENCE. I'll bet you don’t remember me. I used to live with your
family. Back in Detroit.

LEON. (Chewing on resin gum.) No, sorry.

CLARENCE. Your father took me in a week after I moved to this country.
Name’s Clarence.

LEON. I’ll be sure to remember you this time.

CLARENCE. Well, I appreciate that. (Beat.) Are you eating something?
LEON. Just gum. Calms my nerves. (Picking his teeth.) Haven’t gotten it
right yet though. A bit too sticky.

CLARENCE. A, it has an interesting smell. (Beat.) So, why did they send
you over here to Reject Row?

LEON. I started on the factory floor, but they told me that I wasn’t a good
fit.

CLARENCE. (Ribbing him.) Couldn’t stand the heat, eh? They say it gets
to be 150 degrees down there.

LEON. It wasn’t the heat. (Pause.) The other guys said I’d be dead in a
week.

CLARENCE. Did they now? (Pause.) Well, let’s see if we can get you to
last at least rwo weeks here. (Leon smiles a bit.)

LEON. (Sizzle SFX.) Working this close to danger is a bit exciting.
CLARENCE. Working here put my lights out. It wasn’t all that exciting,
kid. (Leon feels guilty.) Lesson number one. Safety. Now, we don’t get much
as far as protective equipment around here... But now, I bring my own...
(Beat.) Let’s start with gloves.

LEON. I don’t have any... They didn’t give me anything. (Clarence takes
off his own gloves and gives them to Leon.)

CLARENCE. Very good. Now, lesson number two... (He hands Leon safety
goggles he made himself.) Wear these. You don’t want to end up like me,
having to train all the new hires. (Struggling with his gloves, Leon can barely
put on the safety goggles. Clarence is patient.)

LEON. These safety goggles... Where did you get them?

CLARENCE. Made them myself. (Laughing.) A little too late, I’ll admit.
But after what happened to me—

LEON. —you wanted to protect the next generation...

CLARENCE. Something like that. They must carry the torch!
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LEON. I'll do my best. (Shouting is heard from off. Steam burst.) Just
exactly how dangerous is this job here?

CLARENCE. Reject Row? Well...

LEON. You should know I don’t have any experience...

CLARENCE. Glass is a complicated business. It’s easy to blow. (Leon
doesn t laugh at his industry pun.) Tough crowd. Anyway, Reject Row is
where it’s at, Leon! This is where misshapen glass gets to start anew. Perfect
place for someone like me.

LEON. Start anew?

CLARENCE. Glass has it easy that way. If it becomes something it’s not
supposed to be, it can just be melted down again, so it can start fresh.
LEON. (Beat.) There are a lot of interesting ways a person could die here...
CLARENCE. Pardon?

LEON. (Looking around.) It’s hard to choose the most gruesome.
CLARENCE. (Beat.) Anyway, that’s what we do. We melt the rejects so
they can be useful again. The pieces you’ll be moving might be 600 degrees.
That’s Fahrenheit now. (Beat. Hazing him a bit.) I’m surprised the top hats
let you walk in here without a diploma...

LEON. College? I quit at arithmetic.

CLARENCE. Oh, brother. Alright... Well, follow along. I’'m going to go
slow and steady. Try your best to keep up. Or you could lose more than your
sight...

LEON. (Stressed, he jams his thumb into his temple like Paul.) Yes, sir.
CLARENCE. You might want to take notes. This is a complicated
process...

LEON. (Finds a notebook and pencil.) Yes, sir.

CLARENCE. Ready?

LEON. I think so.

CLARENCE. You use that big fork to move hot glass from there to there.
LEON. (Pause.) That doesn’t seem dangerous! Not one bit!

CLARENCE. (Laughing.) Hazing the rookie...

LEON. You can’t see it, but I’'m giving you the bird right now...
CLARENCE. (Laughing.) Get to work, bird boy. And remember... ‘From
the oven to the table, keep your back straight if you’re able.” (Clarence
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loudly cracks his back. Cracking SFX.) Scoliosis is a bad bedfellow. (Beat.
Footsteps SFX.) I hear we’ve got company...

WALDEK. (Entering.) So, Clarence, how are they paying you here in PA?
CLARENCE. I won’t go hungry, but I might sleep on someone’s floor...
PAUL. (Entering.) Sounds about right.

LEON. It does?

PAUL. We’re making more here than in Michigan. Good to see you again,
Clarence.

CLARENCE. (Joking.) I wish I could say the same... (After a short,
awkward pause, they all laugh together. They begin to work, moving molten
glass with forceps.)

WALDEK. How do you like it here, Clarence?

CLARENCE. (Molten glass is being poured close to him. Sizzle SFX.) It’s
cool... (Leon laughs awkwardly. Clarence gives Paul and Waldek safety
goggles.) Here.

PAUL. (Coughing, putting on the goggles.) Should you be working here
still, after...

CLARENCE. Probably not, Paul. But glass is the only industry [ know. The
top hats couldn’t fire me on pity. So, they moved me to train the scrubs on
Reject Row, out of the heat. It’s low stakes. But can’t turn down a dollar a
day.

WALDEK. A dollar? We’re only getting forty cents a day!

CLARENCE. Put in two decades, kid. Then you’ll hit your dollar quota.
PAUL. Be grateful, Waldek. Remember, we were lucky for a quarter in
Michigan.

WALDEK. We upgraded from dirt poor to just plain regular poor.

LEON. (1aking off his goggles, blurting out.) Anybody working full-time
shouldn’t be poor!

CLARENCE. (Pause.) Even a blind man can see that, my boy! Keep those
goggles on... (Leon puts his goggles back on.)

PAUL. Don’t expect full time here, Leon.

WALDEK. Yeah. It’s double that.

LEON. Double? We work a longer day than the sun! (Frustrated.) 1t’s not
fair! How can we be so poor and work so hard? (The men shrug and work
in silence.)

11
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CLARENCE. (After a beat, Whistle SFX.) Well, boys, it’s my break time.
I’ll be back. (Clarence exits the wrong way.) Whoops. Still feeling my way
around this sector... (He finds his way out.)

WALDEK. Look at you, Leon! A working man! How does it suit you?
LEON. (Burning his finger.) Ouch! Now I see why you two always come
home with no spirit.

PAUL. Oh, I’ve got spirit. (He takes out a gin flask and shares it with his
boys.)

LEON. Anybody in the mood for the news? (Waldek turns on the radio,
perhaps this time its a deformed glass sculpture. A muffled President
Benjamin Harrison is heard. Moments later, a rumble shakes the factory.
Men scream from off. An explosion. Men run out of the factory, some burnt.
The lights flicker and go out. Most exit, except Clarence who can't find his
way out. The factory is now only illuminated by glowing, orange, molten
glass.)

CLARENCE. (Feeling his way, Center.) Is anybody there? Anybody? Bird
boy? (Another, bigger explosion. Clarence falls. Glass windows break,
raining down glass shards in slow-motion. Muffled yells are heard. Then,
the crystal-clear voice of President Harrison is heard as orange molten
glass spills and injured men run.)

PRESIDENT HARRISON. Today’s workplace conditions are deplorable!
Our American workmen are subjected to peril of life and limb as great as
soldiers in time of war. (Clarence finds himself disoriented C. A rumble.
Steel Creaking SFX. A large vat of molten glass tips over and spills directly
onto Clarence, killing him. Sizzle SFX. Think: clear, orange, bioluminescent
slime. Smoke fills the factory. Fade to total black. Disaster SFX continue in
the dark.)

PAUL. (After a moment, Paul reenters in the dark with a lantern.) Clarence!
Clarence? (Coughing.) Where are you? (Sparks. After searching around for
a bit, he discovers Clarence’s body. Paul is revolted and dry heaves.)
Clarence! No... No! No! (Silence. A moment. Paul looks at the radio. It
turns on.)

PRESIDENT HARRISON. ...but since my administration has taken over,
today’s working conditions in American factories are far better than those of
our ancestors, making work-related deaths rarer. It’s time to celebrate the

12
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safety of the working man! You can always trust my government to get
things done... (Paul destroys the radio. He laughs, a bit unhinged. He jams
his thumb into his temple. Leon enters and sees his father in shambles. In
the rubble, Leon finds Clarence'’s homemade safety goggles. He picks up the
goggles and puts them on, just in time to mask tears he doesn't want his
father to see. Slowly fade to black.)

SCENE 4

Cleveland Rolling Mill. Leon, now 20, has been working on an assembly
line at the Mill for several years. Economic times have slightly improved.
Leon is doing better and eating red apples out of a bushel. He wears
Clarences safety goggles as he works on a railroad assembly line with
CLAUDE, 32, a French immigrant. Claude smokes, eats onions like apples,
and battles illness and depression.

CLAUDE. (Singing in French ‘The Song of the Onion.’) J'aime 1'oignon frit
a I'huile, J'aime I'oignon quand il est bon, J'aime I'oignon frit a 1'huile, J'aime
'oignon, j'aime l'oignon. (Translation: I love the onion fried in oil, I love the
onion when it's good, I love the onion fried in oil, I love the onion, I love the
onion.)

LEON. (Entering.) Don’t get me wrong, Claude, I’'m glad you’re finally
singing again... But can’t you sing something else?

CLAUDE. What? It’s a good song!

LEON. It’s about an onion...

CLAUDE. It’s a song that soldiers used to sing when marching with
Napoleon. An onion rubbed on bread is the best food for a battalion...
LEON. Onion bread?

CLAUDE. French onions are so sweet, we eat them like apples.

LEON. We used to eat onions straight when we had no money. Times aren’t
that bad anymore, Claude. Have an actual apple. (Leon throws Claude a red
apple.)

CLAUDE. (Taking a bite.) Tastes like a sugary onion... (Beat.) Oops! Sacré
bleu!

13
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LEON. Be careful there! You’ve got a screw loose.

CLAUDE. (Fixing his error with a wrench.) You’re the screwy one, Leon.
LEON. We don’t want some train somewhere derailing because of your
onion-y mits.

CLAUDE. Maybe that is exactly my plan. Maybe I’'m some French spy here
to derail all of your American trains.

LEON. Sounds like a war novel...

CLAUDE. The French are always at war... (Joking.) With women...
LEON. We both know the French are too busy smoking to fight. (Beat.) Did
you know France executed 17,000 people by guillotine? They’re still doing
it today—

CLAUDE. Save your storm cloud talk today. Love not war, Leon. But when
love is impossible, shoot between the ribs. Ideally, with an Apache revolver.
(He pulls one from his trousers and kisses it.) Like this one!

LEON. Wow. Being French sounds fun.

CLAUDE. Oui. The finer things, my boy! (He smokes and then coughs.)
LEON. Apaches, onions, and nicotine...

CLAUDE. The French palate is refined... (Beat.) You could be French...
LEON. Sorry, I’'m never going back to eating onion soup again...
CLAUDE. N'importe quoi! (Nonsense.) Times aren’t bad anymore, Leon.
Have... what do you call it? A chicken noodle?

LEON. Not tonight. It’s fish, bacon, and oysters.

CLAUDE. Special occasion?

LEON. It’s my night with Alice.

CLAUDE. You’re interested in Alice? Alice with the purple parasol?
LEON. Indeed.

CLAUDE. Sacr¢ bleu!

LEON. My father set it up with hers. He noticed me hanging around her
house—

CLAUDE. (Beat.) How is your father?

LEON. He has his highs and lows...

CLAUDE. I had heard he was struggling with his mind—

LEON. His mind is fine! If only he’d put down the gin... (Beat.) How are
your girls?

CLAUDE. Growing fast.

14
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LEON. And how’s the wife?

CLAUDE. Well... (Pause.) Pregnant.

LEON. Claude! Congratulations! (They embrace.) Did you know for every
100,000 births, 850 women perish?

CLAUDE. That’s morbid, Leon. (He looks sad.)

LEON. What’s wrong? You should be excited about the news!

CLAUDE. (Pause.) I am, I am. (Beat.) I’'m going to have to find evening
work.

LEON. (Joking.) Well, you don’t have the legs for prostitution...
CLAUDE. (Smirking.) Comment oses-tu! (How dare you!) (Beat, sadder.)
Leon, I’ve sure made a mess.

LEON. What do you mean?

CLAUDE. (Pause.) I’ve been at the track...

LEON. Oh, Claude... You said you’d never go back!

CLAUDE. I had to this time, Leon. I really did. (He coughs again, roughly.
He picks up a metallic cog from the assembly line.) Thank God for
railroads. ..

LEON. Did you ever get that cough checked out with a physician?
CLAUDE. (He freezes.) 1 did.

LEON. And?

CLAUDE. Well... I wasn’t going to tell anyone until I had to...

LEON. What did the doctor say?

CLAUDE. (Singing, turning away.) J'aime I'oignon frit—

LEON. Knock it off, Claude.

CLAUDE. (Pause, he turns to Leon.) It’s tuberculosis. And you know what
TB means. I’'m sure you can tell me exactly how many people it kills an
hour.

LEON. (Realization.) That’s why you went to the track. You need to win
money for doctors!

CLAUDE. And I lost... So, that’s why I’m singing songs today. [’ve only
got a few left. No more time for sadness.

LEON. But there’s treatment!

CLAUDE. Even in these good times, I could never afford it...

LEON. Claude, I—I don’t know what to say.

CLAUDE. C'est la vie. (That’s life.)

15
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LEON. But your babies. And wife!

CLAUDE. I need to save as much money before I can’t work anymore...
LEON. Claude...

CLAUDE. Sing about onions with me, Leon...

LEON. (Beat.) Wait a minute! Old Man Shoemaker is coming by the Mill
today!

CLAUDE. So?

LEON. He might be bringing bonuses!

CLAUDE. You think?

LEON. He brought them at Christmas, didn’t he?

CLAUDE. I wasn’t here then. (Intrigued.) You got bonus money?

LEON. We all did! I bought an apple tree!

CLAUDE. Oh, Leon, I don’t want to get my hopes up!

LEON. We’re getting a cash bonus, and I’'m giving you mine!

CLAUDKE. (Shocked.) Leon! No!

LEON. It’s settled. That will pay for great TB doctors. (Joking.) And
probably a little more gambling too!

CLAUDE. I don’t know what to say! You’ve given me such a gift!

LEON. Not really. Surviving means you must work the rest of your life like
the rest of us!

CLAUDE. Ha! Thank you, Leon!

LEON. Don’t thank me! It’s this ‘bonus’ economy. Politicians finally got
something right!

CLAUDE. (With a huge smile, he gives Leon an overwhelming bear hug.)
You’re a great friend, Leon.... A brother, even. My little Polish brother.
LEON. You’ve always reminded me of my brother Joseph, who lives in
Poland.

CLAUDKE. (He pulls his revolver from his trousers again.) Here, for being
such a brother, take my revolver. Kill someone with it. As a thank you...
LEON. Sacré¢ bleu! I can’t take this from you Claude.

CLAUDE. I insist! Go... (Joking.) Shoot someone between the ribs.
LEON. (He takes the revolver.) Are you sure?

CLAUDE. Absolument (Absolutely). She is a very high-quality revolver.
She’s easy to conceal and will truly make you French. Besides... I’ve got
this one for me. (He pulls another, larger revolver from his trousers. Beat.)
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Listen! Somebody is coming! (They conceal their revolvers. OLD MAN
SHOEMAKER, 50s, enters, wearing a nice three-piece silk suit, carrying a
cane, and donning a top hat.)

LEON. He looks like money. Look at that suit!

CLAUDE. I hear he is friends with President Grover Cleveland...

LEON. We posted record profits this quarter. I’ll bet these bonuses will be—
CLAUDE. Lifesaving.

OLD MAN SHOEMAKER. Good morning, boys. Working hard, I see.
LEON & CLAUDE. Yes, sir!

OLD MAN SHOEMAKER. Well, stop. (He smashes a button with his
cane, and the assembly line stops abruptly. Parts fly everywhere.) 1 am
shutting down this Mill.

LEON. But—but why?

CLAUDE. Half of Cleveland works here, sir!

OLD MAN SHOEMAKER. Don’t you boys read the papers?

LEON. (Scoffing.) Papers? My father taught me better. All that yellow
journalism 1is nothing but hyperbole.

OLD MAN SHOEMAKER. Not this time... The U.S. economy is in utter
freefall! Journalists are calling it “The Great Economic Crash of 1893.”
Some papers have labeled it “The Panic of 1893.” Which headline do you
boys prefer? (Neither man answers.) Anyway, Old Grover drove us straight
into the trenches! That man couldn’t predict the tides on his own yacht. Why
we ever trusted him is beyond me. Too much power for that silver crackpot.
(Beat.) The hard truth is that my even railroads aren’t immune.

CLAUDE. So... (Devastated.) No bonuses?

OLD MAN SHOEMAKER. Ha! No! Say goodbye to the good times, boys.
(He eats one of their apples.) Time to tighten those belts again...

LEON. Your belt doesn’t look too tight...

OLD MAN SHOEMAKER. Well, that is pure ignorance my boy. [ haven’t
been able to bring my staftf with me on the road. We are all hurting. ..
LEON. You top hats are all the same... But I'll tell you one thing, I’m not
going back to eating onions!

OLD MAN SHOEMAKER. You’ll eat what we tell you. (Shoemaker
exits.)
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LEON. (Claude slowly exits the Mill, biting into an onion. Leon then follows
Claude out, but he's gone.) Claude? (Outside, Leon sees PURPLE PARASOL
ALICE and REVEREND ALBERT kissing.) Alice? Alice is that you?
ALICE. Leon! (They share an awkward embrace.) Sorry about the Mill. It’s
all anyone is talking about in all of Cleveland.

LEON. I thought we had plans tonight. I bought oysters. (Beat.) Who is
this?

ALICE. This is Albert.

LEON. Albert... Right.

ALICE. Reverend Albert. From the church. (Beat.) Leon, when I heard the
Mill was closing, I immediately thought of him. (Pause.) ’'m—I’m sorry,
Leon. But I guess tragedy illuminates what the heart really wants...
LEON. But this tragedy caused my heart to illuminate you...

ALICE. Oh, Leon, that can’t be. We hardly know one another...

LEON. I bought oysters. Even though only one in 10,000 produce a pearl.
ALICE. (Pause.) I’m sure you’ll land on your feet. I’'m sorry, Leonardo, but
I must be going—

LEON. It’s Leon. (Desperate.) Alice! You may not know me yet...but I
have been watching you. For months now. You love oysters... As do L.
And— We are a perfect match.

ALICE. Leon, I don’t know what to say to that. You’ve been watching me?
LEON. Only... Only in the mornings.

ALICE. Every morning?

LEON. (Attempting charm.) You are one in ten thousand, my pearl.
ALICE. Every morning... (Thinking. She turns to him in a fury.) Even
yesterday?

LEON. Especially yesterday... (4lice smacks him and exits with Reverend
Albert.) Sacré bleu! (Leon rubs his cheek. He calls out for Claude.) Claude?
Where are you? My Alice just betrayed me... Claude? (Upset.) My Alice
was just pressed up against the “honorable” Reverend Albert... I think she
knows I killed her goat— (Gunshot SFX.) What the Hell was that? Claude?
Claude! (4 red apple rolls onstage. Leon picks it up. He rubs the apple on
his white shirt. It is not a red apple, but a bloody onion. After a moment,
Leon laughs. He takes a bite and jams his thumb into his temple again.)
Bloody onions... (Fade to black.)
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SCENE 5

Years later. The Czolgosz family home. Waldek and Leon are listening to a
murder mystery program on the radio and drinking gin. Leon chews on tree
resin. The radio host sounds transatlantic.

RADIO ANNOUNCER (E.B. STERLING). ...what devilish scheme has
our twisted villain planned next? Will he...or she...get their greedy hands
on the elusive moonstone heirloom? (Organ Flare SFX.) We will find out
who has been terrorizing Lemon Lake right after these brief messages from
our sponsors. I'm E.B. Sterling, stay alert and, most importantly, stay
tuned... (The volume lowers as commercials underscore the scene.)
WALDEK. The blame lies with the professor! He had the motive after all!
LEON. He can’t be the murderer! He was at the dinner party at the
mansion...

WALDEK. Oh. Right. We’ve got a real whodunit!

LEON. I think it’s the host himself!

WALDEK. E.B. Sterling?

LEON. Indeed...

WALDEK. (Rolling his eyes.) Oh, brother. Here we go...

LEON. Think about it... Let’s say E.B. actually committed these murders
at Lemon Lake... He could pretend to be an entertainer, write his gruesome
tale into a thrilling show, and nobody would ever think it actually
happened... Cut out people’s organs and then bury your crimes inside an
organ flare! (Organ Flare.) Moreover, how many murderers do you think
have turned their crimes into thrilling cocktail party tales?

WALDEK. Game’s over. That’s upsetting. You’re always upsetting, Leon.
LEON. (Ignoring him. Thinking out loud.) Hmm. What if all of
Shakespeare’s tragic deaths were autobiographical? What if he was just
walking around poisoning kids?

WALDEK. Is Shakespeare that blonde prick that works at Brooks Brothers?
LEON. No. (Beat.) I wonder how many murderers we walk past on the
street daily.

WALDEK. (Drinking.) Lord Leon...can’t you think more...ordinary?
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LEON. Ordinary? Ordinary is fine. (Short pause.) But everything else is
too...

WALDEK. No, no. Ordinary is...easier. Ordinary is how we survive. Give
it a try. Honestly, 1t’s getting exhausting defending you.

PAUL. (Entering, drunk, emotionally erratic.) Knock off all that noise and
move.

LEON. What’s wrong?

PAUL. Your uncle, Thomas.

WALDEK. What about him? (Paul throws Waldek to the floor.)

PAUL. Shut your mouth, Waldek! There’s been a cave in...

LEON. At the ruby mine?

PAUL. Quiet! (Coughing. He tunes the radio to a news station.)
TENNESSEE RADIO ANNOUNCER. (Voice over.) ... a tragedy some
insist could have been prevented with simple regulation. Again, we are
reporting about a situation that has occurred at the Tennessee Ruby Mining
Company. There’s been a tragedy of great proportion. All of the mine’s
supporting walls have collapsed. Subsequently, all working minors inside
have perished. Early reports confirm at least 90 minors were inside at the
time of collapse. There are believed to be no survivors. To make matters
worse, looters have polluted the site. They are looking to steal rare
Tennessee rubies. They should be considered armed and dangerous. If
you’re just joining us— (Paul turns the radio off and jams his thumb against
his temple.)

PAUL. He’s dead.

LEON. You—you don’t know that. He could be on medical leave. Or
vacation!

PAUL. (Laughing.) Vacation? (Long silence. After a moment, Paul loses all
hope and takes out his frustrations violently on dishes in the kitchen. After
he regains his composure, he sits down with gin.) Waldek, turn your program
back on.

WALDEK. We’re done playing now...

PAUL. Turn something on dammit! (Coughing.)

LEON. (Tuning SFX. A speech from President McKinley.) How about this?
PAUL. Is that...President McKinley?

LEON. Yes. Politicians brag, they don’t help... (Tuning SFX.)
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PAUL. No! Leave it, the President might mention the cave in! Maybe we
can get an update on survivors or, or— (He moves to the radio. Coughing.)
MCKINLEY. (Voice over) Today, America saw something we never
expected to see. We have been through trials before, but on this brisk day,
something unprecedented has come our way...

PAUL. McKinley himself is talking about the cave in. I knew I didn’t waste
my vote!

MCKINLEY. (Voice over.) ...as a nation, we’ve been down. We have been
bloodied, and we have even been counted out. But when times have been
toughest, we have come together as one...

PAUL. (To himself.) God, please keep Thomas in your arms. Please let him
have an illness or injury that kept him miles away from those mines...
MCKINLEY. (Voice over.) But today I bring news of celebration...

PAUL. (Hopeful.) Survivors? Survivors, sir?

MCKINLEY. (Voice over.) The McKinley administration has won the
Spanish-American War. We’ve all but reversed The Great Economic Crash
of 1893. We fought to keep the United States on the Gold Standard and even
acquired a few islands in the likes of the Philippines, Cuba, Guam, and a
strategic chain of westerly islands known as Hawaii. I myself have a
beautiful, mahogany home there, where I was the first U.S. President to ride
in an automobile. Turn of the century? The United States is turning the
economy! We are experiencing a time of riches, like never before.

LEON. (Eating an onion like an apple a la Claude.) We are?
MCKINLEY. (Voice over.) The McKinley administration alone is to thank.
(Pause.) Finally, to my ailing wife, Ida, I pray for you a speedy recovery.
We all have our crosses to bear, and your disease is one that will take much
patience and prayer, but we will get through it together. Amen. Vote
McKinley. God bless you and God bless the United States of America.
LEON. So much for updates... (He turns the radio down.) Can we get our
votes back?

PAUL. (Drinking. Beat.) Did you hear that? Hawaiian Islands. Uncle
Thomas loved to swim as a boy... (He takes a photo of Thomas off the wall
and exits.)

LEON. (Angry.) Maybe we should visit Hawaii? Pay McKinley a visit...
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WALDEK. (Thumb to temple.) I’'m inclined to agree. But we are out of
ammunition.

LEON. I’m never out of ammunition. (He produces large bullets from his
pocket.)

WALDEK. (Waldek's eyes widen. Beat. Tension release.) No, no. We are
dreaming.

LEON. You used to dream with me more. We used to fly off the handle!
WALDEK. We used to have no control!

LEON. (Smiling.) 1 still don’t. (Beat.) So, Hawaii?

WALDEK. Islands aren’t for people like us. They’re for the rich, secret
societies.

LEON. Secret societies?

WALDEK. You know, those groups of men who have all the money and
keep us out.

LEON. What groups?

WALDEK. The men who make the laws, drink champagne, and work far,
far away from mines and mills. (Paul reenters. He retrieves gin and drinks
a hefty amount in one swig. Leon and Waldek share a concerned look.
Without a word, they unite in a plan to get the gin from their father.) Father—
Father tell Leon about The Knights of the Golden Eagle.

PAUL. I don’t— I’m not in the—

LEON. Oh, please, Father. One of your stories will be a nice distraction
from today’s news. (To Waldek.) Better than gin...

PAUL. (He drinks, then stands up and begins to exit but stops himself in the
doorway. He turns back to the boys.) The Knights of the Golden Eagle are a
group that stop the secret societies from taking too much from the working
people. People like us.

LEON. Who are they?

PAUL. Socialists, mostly.

WALDEK. (Holding a newspaper.) The Knights hide secret messages in
newspapers.

LEON. (Fascinated.) What do they communicate? What do they do?
PAUL. The Knights help people.

LEON. How?
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PAUL. Well, they help them find work. They make sure people don’t starve
or freeze. (Beat, serious.) The Knights don’t concern either of you.

LEON. Why?

PAUL. Anarchists. Infiltrated their order. They’re dangerous.

WALDEK. Did you know that Father and Uncle Thomas used to be
Knights?

LEON. You did?

PAUL. Before the anarchy shit.

LEON. (He carefully slides the gin from his father who is falling asleep in
his chair.) What was it like? (He hands the gin to Waldek, who puts it out of
Paul'’s sight. The boys share a look of success.)

PAUL. I don’t know... Before the violent times, we helped a lot of people...
LEON. Secret societies sound great. Why did you stop?

PAUL. They made our lives miserable.

LEON. Who did?

PAUL. I don’t want to say—

WALDEK. Reverend Walshe. Remember?

LEON. No.

PAUL. (Coughing.) I’m surprised you remember, Waldek.

LEON. Remember what?

WALDEK. Our Reverend burned our front door down.

LEON. A man of God did what?

WALDEK. Reverend Walshe was more like a man of the government...
PAUL. We were helping immigrants off the street, and he didn’t want that—
LEON. Why not?

PAUL. Many reasons.

WALDEK. Immigrants aren’t Catholics... At least these weren’t.

PAUL. But your mother and I took in ten children anyway.

LEON. Ten!?

WALDEK. You mean Waldek took in ten. They all stayed in my room!
PAUL. Reverend Walshe came after us for it...

WALDEK. With a torch—

PAUL. That’s why the Knights hide now.

WALDEK. From the Catholics....
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PAUL. From the elected Catholics... They are the trouble. (Beat.) But your
brother is right, they have changed now... I don’t want anything to do with
them anymore.

LEON. Are you talking about Catholics or the Knights?

PAUL. Leon, I’ve told you before, no speaking against God in this house.
LEON. Men of God burnt down our door—

PAUL. Talk against people all you want. Stop there. People are wrong.
Prayer is not.

LEON. (Upset.) President McKinley said a prayer for his wife’s epilepsy,
but not for Mother, or Clarence, or Claude...

WALDEK. Why do you always have to bring up the darkest things?
LEON. Your ‘light’ is what’s dark! I’ve prayed. And Father’s cough still
worsens, my stomach still rumbles, and we’re still going to bury Uncle
Thomas in a pine box! (Leon realizes he overstepped. Sharp silence.)
WALDEK. I'll bury you! I pray for a new brother—

LEON. Good luck.

WALDEK. —an ordinary one!

PAUL. Waldek...

LEON. (Pause.) I’m ordinary.

WALDEK. Hardly.

PAUL. Waldek!

LEON. [ am ordinary! I’'m going to be a Knight!

WALDEK. If you want to be a Knight, you have to be void of mental
handicaps to—

PAUL. ENOUGH! We are all void of something! Like me! I’'m void of
control! (Paul begins to destroy the cabin in a fit of rage.)

LEON. Father! Stop! (Leon grabs his arm.) It’s all we have!

PAUL. (Laughing.) I can destroy everything we have in an instant. Isn’t that
pathetic? (He goes to leave.)

LEON. Where will you go?

PAUL. If you can help it, don’t become anything like me boys. Get off the
train now. It gets rough. (He exits coughing. He takes the gin from the place
the boys hid it.)

LEON. He’s lost it again. We’ve got to do something to help him. Anything!
WALDEK. We can pray.
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LEON. (Sarcastically.) Pray?

WALDEK. (4nnoyed.) Prayer is all some people have!

LEON. Pay them better and prayer will fly out the window.

WALDEK. You know, if you want to be ordinary...and to be a Knight, you
might want to stop saying things like that. You’re not wrong, Leon...you’re
just dangerous.

LEON. Is that so, Waldek? Well... If I were ‘ordinary’ like you brother, I’d
commit suicide!

WALDEK. That’s a sin!

LEON. Not anymore. Suicide’s been reclassified as a mental illness.
WALDEK. Right up your darkened alley... (Beat.) Father took the gin...
LEON. He thinks it’s a cure.

WALDEK. (Pause, quietly.) There’s no cure for what you two have...
LEON. What does that mean?

WALDEK. You know! Both of you and Father— You, you both—

LEON. Stop it! (Pause.) Whatever poisons Father and I drank, you also had
a sip. I can feel it in you too, Waldek.

WALDEK. I’m not talking about gin or—or alcohol.

LEON. Nor am I!

WALDEK. More crazy talk from Leon.

LEON. More denial from Waldek.

WALDEK. What am I supposed to be denying?

LEON. You like it.

WALDEK. Like what?

LEON. (4n unsettling smile.) You know... Being like Father and I...
WALDEK. (Jamming his thumb to his temple.) Enough! I’'m—I’m nothing
like you two.

LEON. But you are. (Leon tunes the radio.) You have the temple bruises we
all have.

WALDEK. I’'m not drinking gin with you anymore... Drinking makes
things worse 1n this family!

LEON. I only drink for rarely...for courage. Father needs to quit drinking
altogether.

WALDEK. Try telling him that. He’ll knock you over with a look.

LEON. It’s killing him.
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WALDEK. If you ask him, it’s helping him.

LEON. Maybe for a while. (Leon refers to Paul's destruction.) But the
aftermath...

WALDEK. What are we to do about it?

LEON. I may have something...

WALDEK. What?

LEON. (Getting a bowl from the kitchen he's been hiding.) This.
WALDEK. A bowl? (Looking in.) It stinks! What is that?

LEON. Gum! Homemade!

WALDEK. Gum? Is that what you’re always chewing on? (Pinching his
nose.) What is that scent?

LEON. Tree sap. It takes a long time to collect.

WALDEK. You chew on tree sap?

LEON. Not just. I add peppermint and molasses now.

WALDEK. (Scoffing.) To gum? Everyone knows that gum is licorice
flavored!

LEON. This isn’t normal gum.

WALDEK. No?

LEON. It helps me when...when...

WALDEK. When?

LEON. It stops me from jamming my thumb to my temple...without gin.
WALDEK. You want Father to chew gum instead of gin?

LEON. It works for me!

WALDEK. It smells as strong as gin.

LEON. We need it strong. It takes a long time to make. But I know it will
help Father.

WALDEK. Help him how?

LEON. It will calm him. Settle his soul. (Waldek looks skeptical.) But even
I admit, gin is necessary sometimes... When things get darkest.

WALDEK. (Leon tunes the radio. Beat.) We missed the thrilling conclusion
to our murder mystery program! We will never know who the killer is!
CHICAGO RADIO ANNOUNCER. (Chime SFX.) Greetings, Chicago!
You are listening to KXZT Chicago. (Three-part harmony radio jingle.)
Thanks for finding our frequency. We hope you enjoy the following speech
from local activist, Emma Goldman, on equality and patriotism.
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LEON. (Surprised.) Emma? (Waldek exits to find Paul.)

EMMA. (TVoice over. As Leon listens, he becomes more enthralled.) ...our
people have only as much liberty as they have the intelligence to want and

the courage to take. Citizens of Chicago, let me tell you this... I’d rather
have roses on my table than diamonds on my neck. The top hats are trying

to stop our revolution. They are trying to control it. Well, I say, my friends...

If I can’t dance to it, then it’s not my revolution! (The crowd cheers. Pause.)

And they say to me: “Vote, Emma!” Well, to that I’ll simply reply: If voting

changed anything, they’d make it illegal! (Cheer. Inspired, Leon exits for
Chicago, taking a bottle of gin with him. As Emma speaks on the radio, the
stage morphs into the offices of Free Society Press in Chicago. Emma’s voice
becomes a now live speech at a microphone with a small audience of
ANARCHISTS present. EMMA, late 20s, stands in her signature,

conservative, black gown. She wears tiny glasses. She is a spitfire and has a
slight Russian accent. ABRAHAM, 30s, is also present. He sits at his desk
with a typewriter.) Anarchism, then, really stands for the liberation of the

human mind from the dominion of religion; the liberation of the human body

from the dominion of property; liberation from the shackles and restraint of
government. (Pause. Seriously.) Patriots: Ask for work. If they don't give

you work, ask for bread. If they do not give you work or bread, then take
bread...

SCENE 6

Cont’d. The anarchists cheer and disburse shaking Emma's hand on their
way out. Some stay behind and relax.

EMMA. Thank you for attending today! Stay in the fight! Until we meet
again!

ABRAHAM. (Lingering behind.) That was great, you know.

EMMA. (Smiling.) Well... (Leon enters and lurks outside the Free Society
Press office window, spying, drinking gin nervously.) Have all the travel
arrangements been made for tonight?

ABRAHAM. (Handing her a train ticket.) The revolution is waiting.
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EMMA. I wish the revolution were around the corner. I do love New York,
but I hate to travel to New York...

ABRAHAM. New York isn’t terribly far. Besides, you’re lucky they still
welcome you there.

EMMA. One measly arrest...

ABRAHAM. For inciting a riot in Union Square...

EMMA. They were paying the women half of what they were paying the
men. That’s hardly square!

ABRAHAM. Emma—

EMMA. For the same work! I wouldn’t be surprised if that nonsense was
still going on in a hundred years... (She pauses, looks at the audience, and
raises her eyebrows.)

ABRAHAM. Be sure to pack your best dress. Another arrest is imminent.
EMMA. You’re right. I’d like to look more presentable in my next
mugshot... (Leon laughs giving away his hiding position.) Did you hear that?
(Emma hears the noise and investigates it but ultimately abandons it.)
ABRAHAM. Must have been the winds of change...

EMMA. Or one of those goddamn Catholics... I smell gin...
ABRAHAM. (Beat.) Did you see Nellie Bly’s article on you in New York
World?

EMMA. (Powdering her face.) Yes, it was a dreadful picture of me.
ABRAHAM. But it was a positive article! She called you a modern-day
Joan of Arc!

EMMA. For every good article there’s a dozen bad...

ABRAHAM. People are afraid of your politics.

EMMA. (Still powdering.) Fear is just excitement... Without breath.
ABRAHAM. You set fires.

EMMA. Metaphorically, of course.

ABRAHAM. You’re extreme...

EMMA. One cannot be too extreme when dealing with social ills; the
extremities are often what are the truest.

ABRAHAM. Resistance isn’t in moral fashion—

EMMA. Nietzsche would disagree...

ABRAHAM. Simply put, you, Emma, are attached to violence.

EMMA. The most violent element of society is ignorance!
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ABRAHAM. (Smiling.) Your train leaves at 8 P.M. You really need to get
going.

EMMA. Yes, yes. (Holding her luggage.) How do I look?

ABRAHAM. Like the powdered anarchist they say you are...

EMMA. Now, Abraham! Don’t be silly! I am also a devout atheist. (Joking.)
Perhaps I need earrings to get that across... (Leon hiccups several times.)
Show yourself, Catholic! (Leon appears. Abraham sits and writes.)
EMMA. Who are you?

LEON. Call me Nieman. Fred C. Nieman. (Pause.) I am not a Catholic...
EMMA. Nieman? Are you being funny? Nieman means ‘nobody.’

LEON. I am nobody. But that’s why I’'m here. To see you and become a
somebody.

EMMA. Well, you’ve seen me... But I really must be on my way to the train
station.

LEON. Wait! I’ve been listening to you on the radio...

EMMA. Pardon?

LEON. The radio.

EMMA. The radio? Never heard of it.

ABRAHAM. Wireless telegraphy. Some new nonsense from a man named
Marconi.

EMMA. Sorry, I'm a writer. [ don’t radio...

LEON. I’ve read your writing too! Brilliant, really. We actually met in
Cleveland.

EMMA. Is that so? Friend or foe?

LEON. Friend. Friend. I’d like to say friend.

EMMA. As would I, Mr. Nobody. But I am on my way to New York
presently. Perhaps we can schedule some time to chat when I return?
LEON. How long will you be gone?

EMMA. A few weeks.

ABRAHAM. (Not looking up from his writing.) Unless she gets arrested
again...

EMMA. Hardly. I’'ll be spending my time at Saks Caf¢ sipping tea... like a
Saint!

LEON. What I have to say cannot wait a few weeks. I must help my father
now...
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EMMA. I’m sorry I just don’t have any appointments today...

LEON. I’'m also here to help the bloodied working man. Please... I've
traveled so far to see you—

EMMA. I am sorry. Especially about the travel. Meet with Abraham. He
can help you. (She kisses him on the cheek and exits. Abraham is writing at
his desk.)

LEON. Wow. What a woman.

ABRAHAM. She’s really something.

LEON. Are you Abraham?

ABRAHAM. I am, sir. What’s on your mind?

LEON. I need you to help me.

ABRAHAM. With?

LEON. (Leon drinks gin.) Assassination. Of the President. Of the United
States.

ABRAHAM. (Looking up.) 1 see. (Thinking.) And why do you want to kill
President McKinley?

LEON. Many reasons. But the death of Vice President Hobart is the freshest.
ABRAHAM. What did Hobart do to you?

LEON. Nothing. He’s done nothing for me. Except die.

ABRAHAM. Free Society covered his funeral...

LEON. And that’s my point... Hobart’s funeral was more lavish than
anything I’ve ever experienced in my life. There were more flowers on his
coffin than I could afford on nine months’ salary. (Pause.) The distance
between them and us is just too far...

ABRAHAM. Well, you’ve come to the right city singing that song... Your
plan?

LEON. Action, chaos, and violence—

ABRAHAM. Your violence, sir, is what is in question here. Violence must
be rough, yes, but also...poetic. I’'m not sure an assassination—

LEON. It will work. (Moving closer to Abraham. He takes a swig of gin.)
It’s the only way... McKinley’s death will be the catalyst for change!
(Pause. Abraham skeptically analyzes Leon. Leon jams his thumb into his
temple. Frustrated.) And there must be change.

ABRAHAM. (With a furrowed brow.) A change in you... Or a change in
the country?
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LEON. Listen to me! I’ve already brought my message to the streets of
Ohio, but the socialists in Cleveland...they—they are afraid... I need—
ABRAHAM. Relax, Leon. My answer is not no. We just need to consult
Emma.

LEON. (Angry.) 1 just tried!! (Calming down.) We need to get everyone
involved. Every last anarchist you know. Put your secret messages in the
evening newspapers and on the radio waves and let’s meet tonight at
midnight. You pick the spot.

ABRAHAM. Secret messages? Radio waves?

LEON. You know, the secret codes you use to communicate...
ABRAHAM. (Confused.) It doesn’t work that way...

LEON. (Pause. Playing along.) Oh. Right.

ABRAHAM. I am being genuine.

LEON. (Impressed.) You’re good. But it’s safe. You can speak freely around
me. | am a Knight of the Golden Order...

ABRAHAM. Golden Order? Do you mean a Knight of the Golden Eagle?
LEON. Eagle!!! (Pause.) 1 was testing you... (Adbraham isn't impressed.
Frustrated.) Fine. If you won’t help me, I’ll find those who will. There are
anarchists everywhere.

ABRAHAM. Leon, don’t leave.

LEON. Why shouldn’t I? Are you going to help me?

ABRAHAM. Your cause is fair, Leon. The working man is worthy. But we
must consult—

LEON. I didn’t come for anyone’s permission! Just help. (Leon exits.)
ABRAHAM. (Picking up the phone.) Everett Marshall, please. (Pause.)
Everett! I’ve just had a run-in. Of the unusual kind. I believe it’s something
you should write up. Well, I may have just had an argument with the world’s
drunkest spy. He presumed a false identity. I’d say about 25 years old, of
regular build, and gin-soaked. He made mention of Chicago and
Cleveland... (Fade to black.)

SCENE 7

Leon walks down the road, drinking gin. He approaches an anarchist
holding flyers.

31



ORDINARY SANITY: THE MCKINLEY AFFAIR

LEON. May I have one of those? (He examines the flyer,) The female vote.
A worthy cause... Are you a disciple of Emma Goldman? (The anarchist
nods.) Good. I employ you to join my noble cause, my army— (Police sirens
are heard nearby from off. The anarchist exits. Leon drinks heavily.) 1 fear 1
am an army of one. (Emma reenters.)

EMMA. Mr. Nobody? I thought you were going to speak with Abraham.
LEON. I thought you were going to New York.

EMMA. I missed my train! (Train SFX.) A mob detained me. (Wink.)
Autographs...

LEON. Pity. (Pause.) You know, there won’t be any more trains until
morning...

EMMA. Well, yes, I suppose I’ve time to talk now. One condition. You tell
me your real—

LEON. Leon. Leon Czolgosz.

EMMA. (She lays her two suitcases vertically on the ground for them to
sit.) Take a load off, Leon. We’ve all been carrying such a load lately...
LEON. Precisely. (Sitting. Drinking.) 1 want to help the working man.
EMMA. I see. An ordinary desire... (She motions for him to share his gin,
he does.)

LEON. Ordinary. Would you call me ordinary, Emma?

EMMA. (Quickly.) Not at all! I see the devil in you. But I need the devil on
my side.

LEON. [ am on your side...

EMMA. Good. Grand, even. Why have you really come to see me, Leon?
LEON. My father is working away his life. He was diagnosed with a lung
disorder months ago. Not a stable day out of him since. A disorder he got
from breathing in what the boss said was ordinary dust. I want to kill the
pigs that did this to him...

EMMA. Well, indeed, you know my motto: violence over voting... But—
LEON. There’s no ‘but’ for me...

EMMA. (Slowing him down.) But... The man you’re after is President
McKinley. He is the one who has his boot on the neck of the working
man...regardless of what he says at his mahogany podium.

LEON. (Drinking.) I am aware.
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EMMA. Then you’re aware that an assassination will accomplish absolutely
nothing.

LEON. (Pause. Shocked.) Nothing? It will send a message.

EMMA. The wrong one. It will radicalize the rich against the poor.
LEON. So, we do nothing?

EMMA. Never nothing. I’'m partial to riots currently... We throw blood and
bleach.

LEON. (4ngry.) That’s not enough! We must go after McKinley!

EMMA. Leon, President McKinley is the most protected man on Earth.
You’ll need a miniature army of anarchists on your side. And there’s one
thing about anarchists I don’t like...loose lips. A plan like this will take
months to dream up. And in that time, somebody will brag to their neighbor,
or talk in their sleep, or confess your plan on their deathbed to their
prostitute...

LEON. President McKinley speaks in New York next week. I’ll buy your
next train ticket if we can go there together.

EMMA. Flattered, but I’'m hardly an assassin.

LEON. Simple reconnaissance. Besides, I hear he is an excellent speaker in
the flesh.

EMMA. (Thinking.) I’m sorry, Leon.

LEON. Emma, I implore you to see reason!

EMMA. I’m not saying that you shouldn’t assassinate President McKinley,
or that the reasons you’re here for are illogical. I am saying this is not the
right moment for that particular action. If you’d like to come back to the
offices of Free Society, perhaps we could develop a better way—

LEON. (Interrupting.) Assassination is the only way for me.

EMMA. Killing McKinley won’t kill whatever is bothering you. (Standing.)
I wish you and your father well...

LEON. I’'m going to New York. (Dig.) And I won’t be missing my train...
EMMA. (Annoyed.) Well, of course...nobody wants your autograph. (Beat.)
Leon, I admire your pluck. You’ve been a self-proclaimed anarchist for all
of 45 minutes now. But what you are talking about cannot be accomplished
alone. Find your army...

LEON. It’s clear I’m certainly not going to find my army here. (Leon exits.)
EMMA. A bit of a dick, isn’t he?
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SCENE 8

The next morning. Lights up on a train car already in motion to New York
City. Leon reads a newspaper. The seat next to him is empty, but the rest of
the train is full of passengers. Everyone on the train is reading the same
front-page newspaper article, hiding their identities. Worried murmurs litter
the train. Music underscores the scene.

LEON. (Train SFX. Reading the headline aloud.) An Anarchist Invades
Italy... (The lights dim on Leon, and a new light comes up on the empty seat
next to his. This space is meant to be a reenactment of the story Leon is
reading in the newspaper. Members of the train should morph into the
reenactment. The Italian KING UMBERTO 1, is giving a speech into a
microphone at a mahogany podium in Monza, Italy. GAETANO BRESCI,
sneaks up behind him with a revolver and bloodthirsty eyes.)

KING UMBERTO 1. Citizens of Italy! It is wonderful to speak to you! I
am your King. You know me as the untouchable Umberto I. (Crowd Cheer
SFX.) And T am pleased to report that our colonial expansion has finally
reached the horn of Africa, including the area of Somalia. And we have
recently seen the approval of the Triple Alliance; a bond with the German
Empire and the Austrians. As you know, the Bava Beccaris massacre in
Milan was a tragedy. But I— (Four Gunshots SFX. Screams. King Umberto
I slowly collapses. Bresci, covered in King Umberto s blood, speaks into the
microphone before he's taken down.)

BRESCI. Citizens of Italy! (The crowd accosts him, throwing shoes.) I will
perish before sunrise. But the working man will make statues of me that will
last forever... I did not assassinate Umberto the man. I killed a King. I killed
a principle! (He is tackled by the crowd, smiling. The lights fade on Monza,
Italy and rise on Leon, still reading the newspaper. The train members in the
reenactment returned to their seats. Train SFX.)

LEON. (Reading aloud.) The King of Italy has been assassinated!
Anarchist, Gaetano Bresci, shot the Italian King four times as retaliation—
(He skips ahead.) —and it is believed at this time that Bresci acted with a
large team of anarchists... (7o Himself.) See, he had his army! It’s not
possible to do it alone. (Frustrated, Leon takes a swig of gin. The train radio
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comes on loudly.) He had a dedicated army, four bullets, and now Italy’s
people have a chance... (4 light comes up on PRESIDENT WILLIAM
MCKINLEY at a mahogany podium.)

MCKINLEY. I have sought today to present the facts using the fullest
information available and with fairness to all involved. The news this
morning of the assassination of King Umberto I of Italy is a travesty. An
anarchist group destroyed a leader who was uplifting his people.

LEON. (70 the radio.) Uplifting!? The bastard shot at his own citizens when
they protested!

MCKINLEY. Simply put, King Umberto was a man of heroic measure. He
built his nation into a land of thriving business!

LEON. Built on the backs of men and children! Paid in pennies!
MCKINLEY. There is no doubt King Umberto will be missed. He led the
people of Italy to a booming economy, one like never seen before!

LEON. He led them to nothing but war!

MCKINLEY. A man of order and power, he had the handshake of a lion...
LEON. And the brain of a bird! Imbecile! (Lights down on McKinley. Leon
abandons his tree sap gum and drinks gin. Determined.) 1 won’t rest until
my duty 1s done... If I don’t act, McKinley will just keep lying and lying
and lying! (The train lights flicker exactly like they did during Leon's
electrocution during scene one. Leon shivers. A woman lowers her
newspaper, revealing herself to be Emma.)

EMMA. Hello, Mr. Nobody! Still need an army? (7Train SFX. Music.
Blackout.)

END OF ACT ONE
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