                     Adapted from LADYHOUSE BLUES © 1999 Kevin O'Morrison 

                    (Summer, 1919, St. Louis, The Madden Kitchen. LIZ, 41, and a

                    widow with 4 grown and near-grown daughters, is alone onstage,

                    her daughters having just left)

                    LIZ: My innards churnin' like they was makin' butter! (she stomps

                    toward hall door, stops in her tracks, frowns, unseeing at the very

                    air, wheels, marches in another direction, stops again) Don't want

                    nothin' in Helen's room! (calls out to dead husband) Fitz! You had

                    the right idee! Pack it into the grave early an' let the others do the

                    sweatin'! (hits out at whatever is near) Didn't mean that, love - it's

                    just -- I got the blues so bad -- ever'buddy natterin' at me for

                    answers -- till I got no strength. "Mama this" an' "Mama that"! --

                    (tries to wet her dry throat) I got no Mama I can turn to - - - no,

                    nor no man, nuther -- Nobuddy. Nuthin' to lean on, ever - (sings) I

                    GOT THE WEARY BLUES, SAD AS I CAN BE - I GOT THE

                    WEARY BLUES, SAD AS I CAN BE -- (breaks off) Tell you what,

                    Lord! - (with difficulty) - an' I don't want you to think - - I'm

                    complainin' or criticizin' - - 'cause like I tole my daughter, Dot -- I

                    know my mind - ain't able to see no futher'n - - well - (getting

                    angry with herself over her inability to express her thought) -

                    Well, even when Moses - - even when he went up on the mountain

                    top - - he couldn't see no futher'n the edge a the earth, I know

                    that! But - (afraid she's losing herpoint) - Well, now looka here. I

                    know you move in mysterious ways your wonders to perform, I

                    know that - But - (swallows) - Lord, I got to say this - - - I hurt so

                    bad right now that I cain't help feelin' - (her anger can't be held in

                    any longer) - If you was a woman, you'd a-done it different! (long

                    beat: quietly) Amen. (she goes)

