Act 1 Scene 4 Mary, Arthur - pages 30, 31, 32, 33
to when Mary exits.

Scene 4

With Mary at the piano, Arthur enters searching for his hook.

ARTHUR. (Clearly an excuse to enter the room where Mary is.) Ah.
There it is. My book.

MARY. Oh yes. My copy has the green cover, yours the blue. I think.
ARTHUR. The dangers of...similar...reading habits.

MARY. Rare are the moments in the life of a library that evoke
danger.

ARTHUR. Books harbor ideas and ideas provoke change and a
changing mind is a dangerous thing indeed.

MARY. Quite true. I suppose our only safe recourse is to abandon
the practice of reading altogether.

ARTHUR. Oh Miss Bennet, no, that’s absurd.

MARY. (Trying to correct him,) I agree Mr. de—

ARTHUR. (Not hearing her.) What worlds open up to ene in a
book! In fact I gain nearly all my pleasure from books—

MARY. AsdoI, I was merely—

ARTHUR. I can lose myself in their pages entirely—

MARY. Mr.de Bourgh! I was making a joke. A sorry attempt at one,

apparently. Perhaps my sister Lydia is more accurate than I give her
credit for, at least when it comes to how dull of a wit I can be.

ARTHUR. (Gathers himself, before...) Oh. No. I do not mean to be
so bold as to contradict your sister, but she is entirely wrong. I
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would be the duller one by far,
And. That is to say...I do hope to hear more from you.
You are so very full of song.
MARY. Sometimes I am. And sometimes | am full of things much
less pretty.
ARTHUR. You seem to me...enough of...prettiness.
MARY. I mean my temper. I know I have one and I have yet to
learn how to manage it.
ARTHUR. The Beethoven’s a good start.
She smiles. ..
MARY. You are wittier than you think, Mr. de Bourgh.
ARTHUR. Tdon’t know if one can take credit for unconscious wit.
MARY. And yet people take credit for things far less compelling.
Did she suy compelling? Oh dear.,.
ARTHUR. Shall we find the group, Miss Bennet?
MARY. No. I find myself with no appetite at present, for food or
company.
ARTHUR. Oh. I'm sorry. I'll leave you to your—
MARY. No, | meant specifically the company of my family. They
tire me, you see. When I am around them, I find myself struggling
to recall who I am, or perhaps I struggle against whom they expect
me to be. Or perhaps I am just an intolerant and unkind person
who does not deserve companions.
ARTHUR. I don'tbelieve that. PerhapsI can serve as your companion.
For the hour. Or so.
MARY. Certainly.
ARTHUR. I am also not one for boisterous gatherings.
MARY. You may choose to avoid this family entirely then. You
would be forgiven if you took off running now.
ARTHUR. I am rather intrigued by a family such as yours. I was
the only child to my parents. My father was immensely fond of his
brother, Sir Lewis de Bourgh, but if you’ll forgive me for speaking
ill of one so recently departed, he did not much care for Lady
Catherine, so we did not visit often.
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