EURYDICE

EURYDICE, Tell me a story about your mother. 451‘&/\;&&

FATHER. The most vivid recollection I have of mother was
seeing her at parties and in the house playing piano,
When she was younger she was extremely animated,
She could really play the piano. She could play every-
thing by ear. They called her Flaming Sally.

EURYDICE. I never saw grammy play the piano.

FATHER. She was never the same after my father died. My
father was a very gentle man.

EURYDICE. Tell me a story about your father,

FATHER. My father and I used to duck hunt. By the Mis-
sissippi River. He would call up old Frank the night
before and ask, “Where are the ducks moving tonight?”
Old Frank, he could really call the ducks.

It was hard for me to kill the poor little ducks, but you
get caught up in the fervor of it. You'd get as many as
ten ducks.

If you went over the limit — there were only so many
ducks per person — father would throw the ducks to
the side of the creek we were paddling on and make
sure there was no game warden. If the warden was
gone, he’d run back and get the extra ducks and throw
them in the back of the car. My father was never a great
conversationalist — but he loved to rhapsodize about
hunting. He would always say, if I ever have to die, it’s
in a duck pond. And he did.

EURYDICE. There was something I always wanted to ask you.
A story — or someone’s name — I forget.

FATHER. Don’t worry. You'll remember, There’s plenty of

time. F'-




