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qusan Glaspell

y 1916

Trifles o
Susan Glaspell (1876-1948) grew up in her native — ——
enport, lowa, daughter of a grain dealer.  EE . g

After four yedrs at Drake University and a job
i a reporter in Des Moines, she settled in New
vork's Greenwich Village. In 1915, with her hus-
hand, George Cram Cook, a theatrical director, she
founded the Provincetoun Players, the first influen-
ial noncommercial theater troupe in America. Dur-
ing the summers of 1915 and 1916, in a makeshift
slayhouse on a Cape Cod pier, the Players staged — #3881 ;
the earliest plays of Eugene O’Neill and works by Susan Glaspell
John Reed, Edna St. Vincent Millay, and Glaspell ,

herself. Transplanting the company to New York in the fall of 1916, Glaspell
ind Cook renamed it the Playwrights’ Theater. Glaspell wrote several still-
remembered plays, among them a pioneering work of feminist drama, The Verge
(1921), and the Pulitzer Prize-winning Alison’s House (1930), about the
jamily of a reclusive poet reminiscent of Emily Dickinson who, after her death,
Squabble over the right to publish her poems. First widely known for her fiction set
inlowa, Glaspell wrote ten novels, including Fidelity (1915) and The Morning
IsNear Us (1939). Shortly after writing the play Trifles, she rewrote it as a short

Story, “A Jury of Her Peers.”
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CHARACTERS

George Henderson, county 2180 mey

Henry Peters, sheriff

Lewis Hale, a neighboring farmer

Mrs. Peters

Mrs Halc’he o the s . med fmhouse '(Jf ’{;dﬂmmn\x:ﬂld'll, a dguam)

: it . ——UnAS u Idfl )

i ’an IZw ithowt having been P b onich the table—other signs of ok,

kﬁfn}mad ft u‘ade he breadbox, a dish uﬂvdm:g“}w Stk comes ip. Sl “Zm

a 9] outLs ed |,
. guser door OPEns iddle lify, ,°

pleted work. At the rear the T LK e men Maniddle ige, g,

dgu;unt)Aw@ ‘ m;aﬂafem“‘fhb',‘, "uﬂ ﬁe (WU;HM

County Auomey is a young __the Sheriff’s wife first; she is a sligh, Wiry

stove, They are followed by 1wo women=—= arger and would ordinarily be o
wman, a tin nersosface, o B L ks el abon g

' he is
e a,»’rn,{;ﬂxb e lu,:t:vnegémb:‘e in sloudy, and stand close together near the dyg,
enters. men ,
County Atomey (rubbing his hands): This feels good. Come up to the fire,
ounty
ladies. , "
Mrs. Peters (after waking a step forward): | m ""f"‘c“} v WO
Sheriff (unbuttoning his overcoat and stepping away e Yoo i t0
mark the beginning of official husiness): Now, L ~d C,h efore we
move things about, you explain to Mr. Henderson just what you say
when you came here yesterday morn.mgi)e
County Aromey: By the way, has anything been
as you left them yesterday!
Sheriff (Looking about): 1t's just the dsach.k %
night I thought I'd better send Frank ou i
fo?my—-rw use getting pneumonia with a big case on, but I told him

not to touch anything except the stove—and you kn()‘w F(;ank.
County Attorney: Somebody should have been left here yesterday.
Sheriff: Oh—yesterday. When | had to send Frank to Morris Center for

that man who went crazy—] want you to know 1 had my hands full
yesterday, | knew you could get back from Omaha by today and as
long as | went over everything here myself— |

County Atorney: Well, Mr. Hale, tell just what happened when you came

re yesterday morning.

l-lalc?;lurty and lyhad started ro town with a load of potatoes. Wc.camc
along the road from my place and as [ got here I said, “I'm going to
see if | can’t get John Wright to go in with me on a party tclgphonc.
| spoke to Wright about it once before and he put me off, saying folks
talked roo much anyway, and all he asked was peace and quiet—I
puess you know about how much he talked himself; but | th()ughr
maybe if | went to the house and talked about it before his wife,

moved? Are things just

When it dropped below zero last
his morning to make a fire

: naw z > 4 ‘
. Just wha, happened when Yo gocensdia
H“Ie:ldldnthworseéanfﬂlino»lk

all quiet inside. | kne,, they & L knockeq 4,
] knocked again, ang | dmu;’ulﬁlt
was't sure, 'm not syre yet, but |

d"’df’on and still ir was

& up, it Wwas : ’
h&rd iomebsdm eight o'clock. So

was kind of—p ting it.

County Attorney: And how did she—|ook?

Hale: Well, she looked queer. '

County At:omey How do yoy mean—queer?

Halel.dr\lxc/f(l) f, (;l(s)r:i Z};’e didn’t know what she was going to do next. And

County W/I\‘tw;“j)': 'Ho“r did she seem to feel abour your coming?

Hale: Why, e think §he minded—one way or other. She didn’t pay
much atten‘tlog. l' said, “How do, Mrs, Wright, it’s cold, ain’t it?”
And she said, Is it”—and went on kind of pleating at her apron.
Well, I was surpn‘sed; she didn’t ask me to come up to the stove, or
to set down, bur just sar there, not even looking at me, so I said, I
want to see John.” And then she—laughed. I guess you would call
it a laugh. I thought of Harry and the ream outside, so [ said a little
sharp: “Can’t [ see John?” “No,” she says, kind o’ dull like. “Ain’t
he home?” says I. “Yes,” says she, “he’s home.” “Then why can't |
see him?” | asked her, out of patience. “Cause he's dead,” says she.
“Dead?” says 1. She just nodded her head, not getting a bit excited,
but rockin’ back and forth. “Why—where is he?” says I, not knowing
what to say. She just pointed upstairs—like that. ( Himself pointing to
the room above.) 1 got up, with the idea of going up there. | walked
from there to here—then I says, “Why, whar did he die of?”’ “He died
of a rope round his neck,” says she, and just went on pleatin’ at her
apron. Well, I went out and called Harry. I thought I might—need
help. We went upstairs and there he was lyin'—

County Attorney; | think I'd rather have you go into that upstairs, where
you can point it all out. Just go on now with the rest of the story.

Hale: Well, my first thought was to get that rope off. It looked ... (stops,
his face wwitches) ... but Harry, he went up to him, and he said, “No,
he'’s dead all right, and we'd better not touch anything.” So we went
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that same Way: Has anybo dy
‘ i " . i

o was still sitting nconcerned. Who did this,

back down stairs. Sh “No " says she, u ) Sshke___and she Stopped
b ’ f d?” l as Cd' ; id it bUSIne d vt’ m

e, Wr ;e » said Harry. He S 0 says. “You con t HHOW?  says
Mrs. Wright?” said 13¢ $

» ” % "
o don't know ST L e bed with him?” sayg

satin’ of her apro e you sleep Qamebody slinpec
plmtln of her i en't YO . 1." “Somebody s lpped :
: “No,” says she. Wer the inside- o Aol . T1e ) A
Harry. “No, wpput | was on J you didn’t wake up?” says
Harry. “Yes," says shie, d him anc ¥ We must "a looked as jf
rope round his neck @ d after him- © te she said, “I leel
e ) lnll ) ol
Harry. “I didn't waklealipc'ould be, for after mstions b 1 kaid m"iyblz
H ) s f 1 > e * C o]
we didn't sec how oing to ask her mOr® e roner, or the sheriff, 5o
sound.” Harry was g tory first tO the co ol e ) §
ought to let her tell herstor =~ lace, where there’s a telephone,
ki |d to Rivers: Pla& she knew tl
Harry went fast as he cou hen she at yoy

1 Mys, Wright dow
County Attorney: And what did Mrs. Wrig

?
had gone for the coroner:
Hale: She moved from that chair

iust sat there
chair in the corner) and Jusft T‘t ;hth-lt e idhtie e
i t a feeling the
and looking down. I go

i ed to put in a tele.
i .aid | had come in to S€€ if John wanted to p 2 tele
sation, so I said I he 1 to laugh, and then she stopped and

at she startec -

e. and at that she star i . had his .
i)i)t::d at me—scared. (The County Autorney, who has e
( e —oLC .

4 )
. it wasn't scared. I wouldn't
maybe it wasn
makes a note.) 1 dunno, ;
?(]’(()ck:)'li’w it was. Soon Harry got back, and then Dr. Lloyd came,
1KC b ds.

 that's all I know that you don’t.
and you, Mr. Peters, and so | guess thats i

, l) ai ir‘t"_ a Cll

that there was nothing important here—nothing that would point

to any motive, ‘
Sheriff: Nothing here but kitchen things.

| this one over here (pointing to a smal|
t with her hands held together

around the kitchen, opens the

4@ Attorney, after again looking
Sl AR hair and looks on a shelf. Pulls

door of a cupboard closet. He gets up onac
his hand away, sticky.)

County Attorney: Here's a nice mess.
(The women draw nearer.)

Mrs. Peters (to the other woman): Oh, her fruit; it did freeze. (To the
County Attorney) She worried about that when it turned so cold. She
said the fire'd go out and her jars would break.

Sheriff: Well, can you beat the women! Held for murder and worryin’
about her preserves.

County Attorney: | guess before we're through she may have something
more serious than preserves to worry about.

Hale: Well, women are used to worrying over trifles.

(The two women move a little closer together,)

Trifles

ounty Attorney (with the gallgn, "
C cheir worries, what would w?do,f @ Young politician): And yet, for all

not unbend. He goes to the sin . :
o P 10 s, e . ) 4o e
mu(?r"t():;‘}zl,l)ctzxgnsyii[efm ;:l Cl.eaner place.) Dirty towels! (Kicks his foot
;‘g‘g’:a . ladics? under the sink.) Not much of g housekeeper, would

Mrs. Hale (stiffly): There’s a great de

County Attorney: To be sure.
there are some Dickson C
roller towels.

al of work to be done on a farm.
And yet (with a little bow to her) 1 know
ounty farmhouses which do not have such

(He gives it a pull to expose its full length again.)

Mrs. Hale: Those towels get dirty awful quick. Men’s hands aren’t always
as clean as they might be.

County Attorney: Ah, loyal to your sex, I see. But you and Mrs. Wright
were neighbors. [ suppose you were friends, too.

Mrs. Hale (shaking her head): I've not seen much of her of late years. ['ve
not been in this house—it’s more than a year.

County Attorney: And why was that? You didn't like her?

Mrs. Hale: I liked her all well enough. Farmers’ wives have their hands

full, Mr. Henderson. And then—

County Attorney: Yes—!

Mrs. Hale (looking about): It never seemed a very cheerful place.

County Attorney: No—it’s not cheerful. I shouldn’t say she had the
home-making instinct,

Mrs. Hale: Well, I don’t know as Wright had, either.

County Attorney: You mean that they didn’t get on very well?

Mrs. Hale: No, I don’t mean anything. But I don’t think a place’d be any
cheerfuller for John Wright's being in it.

County Attorney: I'd like to talk more of that a little later. I want to get
the lay of things upstairs now.

(He goes to the left, where three steps lead to a stair door.)

Sheriff: I suppose anything Mrs. Peters does'll be all right. She was to take
in some clothes for her, you know, and a few little things. We left in
such a hurry yesterday.

County Attorney: Yes, but 1 would like to see what you take, Mrs. Peters,
and keep an eye out for anything that might be of use to us.

Mrs. Peters: Yes, Mr. Henderson.

(The women listen to the men’s steps on the stairs, then look about the
kitchen.)

Mrs. Hale: I'd hate to have men coming into my kitchen, snooping
around and criticizing.
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nichthe County Attomey had ghoy
w Ut

er smk
(She arranges the e e
of place.) heir duty-
e re than t » sheriff that ¢
. Of course iS00 ™™ " " par deputy S dme oy
Mrs. Peters: Ot co but | guess [l]'[rle of this on. (lees fhe TO"CT

S 1ent,

Mrs. Hale: Dutys all rig ave got a1l
‘o make the fire mig ¢ hay il:t of that sooner: Seems mean tq talk
rowel a pull.) Wish I'd thoug Jicked up when she had to come

E ings
about her for not having thing

away in such 8 RO small table M the

Mrs. Peters (who has gone 0 al g
and lifted one end of a towel ¢

(Stands still.) . od on a loaf of bread beside the breadbox, u.}hiCh 5 iz
Mrs. Hale (eyes ﬁxeth‘;‘ de of the Toom; moves slowly toward it): She il
low shelf at the l?' 'nszhere' (Picks up loaf, then abruptly drops it. I :
going to pur t lsnlo to familiar things.) 1t’s a shame about her fruit. |
manner og' T‘ftuﬁl’ one. (Gets up on the chair and looks.) 1 t}hmk there’s
wondirl 11;:t’<gall r'ioh[, Mrs. Peters. Yes—here; (holding it towayq
i](:em;njori') thlé is chgmes. t00. (Looking again.) 1 declare I beheVe
hat’s the only one. (Gets down, bottle in her hand. Goes to the sink and
that’s t y She'll feel awful bad after all her hard work

wibes it off on the outside.) : .
mpthe h(f){ weather. | remember the afternoon [ put up my cherries

last summer. ‘
(She puts the bottle on the big kitchen table, center of thg room. With a
sigh, is about to sit down i the rocking-chair. Before she is seat.ed realizes
what chair it is: with a slow look at it, steps back. The chair which she has

touched rocks back and forth.)

Mrs. Peters: Well, T must get those things from the front room closet. (She
goes to the door at the right, but after looking into the other room, steps
back.) You coming with me, Mrs. Hale? You could help me carry them.

left rear corner of the roo,
1

): She had bread set.

(They go in the other room; reappear, Mrs. Peters carrying a dress and
skirt, Mrs. Hale following with a pair of shoes.)

Mprs. Peters: My, it’s cold in there.
(She puts the clothes on the big table, and hurries to the stove.)

Mrs. Hale (examining her skirt): Wright was close. I think maybe that’s
why she kept so much to herself. She didn’t even belong to the
Ladies Aid. I suppose she felt she couldn’t do her part, and then you
don’t enjoy things when you feel shabby. She used to wear pretty
clothes and be lively, when she was Minnie Foster, one of the rown

girl; singing in the choir. But that—oh, that was thirty years ago.
This all you was to take in?

« Trifles 675

s: She sai :
MTS.‘sI:f’tteTmuch tgaglgtssh o “éa_nted 1 2pron. Funny thing to want, for there
i ou dirty in jail, goo )
| » 800dness knows. But [ supr t
Eﬁi[srl:tl:;b:)zrrgeeylg olrle nat;l\racll. ?he said they was in the tggzcgffe]ruisn
. + 2 here. And then her jgt]e
behind the door. ( Opens stair dooy and lnoksc) sYheiwlLélr? :tailgvays i

(Quickly shuts door leading upstairs.)

rs. Hale (abruptly moving towar v

;\A,/:Ts, Peters: Yes, Mrs. Hali? her): Mrs. Peters?

Mrs. Hale: Do you think she did i¢?

Mrs. Peters (in a frightened voice) Oh, I don’t know.

Mrs. Hale: Well, I don’t think she did. Asking for an apron and her little
shawl. Worrying about her fruir,

Mrs. Peters (star;; to speak, glances up, where footsteps are heard in the
room above; in a low voice): Mr. Peters says it looks bad for her.
Mr. Henderson is awful sarcastic in a speech and he’ll make fun of
her sayin’ she didn’t wake up.

Mrs. Hale: Well, I guess John Wright didn’t wake when they was slipping
that rope under his neck. |

Mrs. Peters: No, it’s strange. It must have been done awful crafty and still.
"I}“]hey say it was such a—funny way to kill @' man, rigging it all up like
that.

Mrs. Hale: That’s just what Mr. Hale said. There was a gun in the house.
He says that’s what he can’t understand.

Mrs. Peters: Mr. Henderson said coming out that what was needed for
the case was a motive; something to show anger, or—sudden feeling.

Mrs. Hale (who is standing by the table): Well, I don’t see any signs of
anger around here. (She puts her hand on the dish towel which lies on the
table, stands looking down at table, one half of which is clean, the other
half messy.) It’s wiped to here. (Makes a move as if to finish work, then
turns and looks at loaf of bread outside the breadbox. Drops towel. In that
voice of coming back to familiar things.) Wonder how they are finding
things upstairs. 1 hope she had it a little more red-up® there. You
know, it seems kind of sneaking. Locking her up in town and then
coming out here and trying to get her own house to turn against her!

Mrs. Peters: But Mrs. Hale, the law is the law.

Mrs. Hale: 1 s’pose 'tis. (Unbuttoning her coat.) Better loosen up your
things, Mrs. Peters. You won't feel them 'when you go out.

(Mrs. Peters takes off her fur tippet, goes to hang it on hook at back of
room, stands looking at the under part of the small corner table.)

Mrs. Peters: She was piecing a quilt.

(She brings the large sewing basket and they look at the bright pieces.)

red-up: (slang) readied up, ready to be seen.
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't it? | wonder if she -~
. Pretty 1 :
Mos. Hale: It’s a log cabin pattc‘tm
S. . by N . ¢ bnot 10 : 'y
goin’ to quilt it or Just knc ais. The Gt N

(Footsteps have been heard ; .
lowed by Hale and the Count: Sile it or just knot it!
: s poing 104
y e hc was go"
Sheriff: They wonder if § )
2k 11_)(!5'](.’d-
(The men laugh; the wome™ look ¢ -
¢ over the SOVC
his hands © o
» Attomney (rubbmg W 00 out o
CO“’:I?UC/?] up rlblcrc. did it? Well, let’s 8

cleared up.
(The men go outside )

Mrs. Hale ( yesentfully): |
takin’ up our time W
get the evidence. (She sus‘
with decision.) 1 don’t se€ a5 g

Mors. Peters (apologetically): Of course
on their minds.

): Frank’s fire didn’y do
he barn and get that

o there’s anything so strange, ¢,
s while we're waiting for them ¢,
Jdown at the big table smoothing out a by,

it’s anything tO laugh about.
they've got awful important things

don't know
ith litle thing

(Pulls up a chair and jons Mrs. Hale at the table.)

A el)- Mrs. Peters, look at this one. Here
cami er block): Mrs. Pe i )
Mrs. Hale (examiming anoth : B i '
this is the one she was working on, and look at th't lbu:vmg. All the
; f it has been so nice and even. And look at this! It’s all over the
rest 0 as

i ¢ he didn’t know what she was about!
place! Why, it looks as if she didn't kn

(After she has said this they
door. After an mstant Mrs. H

look at each, then start to glance back at the
ale has pulled at a knot and ripped the sewing.)

. . 29
Mss. Peters: Oh, what are you doing, Mrs. Hale! :
o that's not sewed very

Ms. Hale (mildly): Just pulling out a stitch or tw '
good. (Threading a needle.) Bad sewing always made me fidgety.

Mos. Peters (nervously): I don't think we ought to toucb things. |
Mys. Hale: Il just finish up this end. ( Suddenly stopping and leaning for-

ward.) Mrs. Peters!

Ms. Peters: Yes, Mrs. Hale?

Mrs. Hale: What do you suppose she was so nervous about?

Mrs. Peters: Oh—I don’t know. I don’t know as she was nervous. I some-
times sew awful queer when I'm just tired. (Mrs. Hale starts to say
something, looks at Mrs. Peters, then goes on sewing.) Well, I must
get these things wrapped up. They may be through sooner than we
think. (Putting apron and other things together.) I wonder where I can
find a piece of paper, and string.

Mrs. Hale: In that cupboard, maybe.

Mss. Peters (looking in cupboard): Why, here's a birdcage. (Holds it up.)
Did she have a bird, Mrs. Hale?
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M- Hale: Why, 1 don’, know
here for so long. There
cheap, but I'don't kpgyy
sing real pretty hergelf
Mrs. Peters (glancing around), g,
she must have had ope
what happened to i,
Mrs. Hale: 1 s'pose mayhe the
Mys. Peters: No, she didn't h
have about cats-being
she was real upset and 4

hethe
Was a man
as She

r she

she dig or not—J've
around |
took one;

not been
ast year selling canaries
aybe she did. She used to

ms funny ¢, think

()f a l\ird SN E)
y Or why would she hav here. But

¢ a cage! | wonder
cat got i,

ave a cat, She's
afiaid of tlShg S got that feeling some people
asked em. My cat got in her room and
- }-{ale- My Si\‘l'er B e me to tlll\’(‘ it out,
Mrs. . > Dessie was like thag Queer, ain’s ;
Mus. Peters (examining the cage): Wh Il l\'ttr, ain't it?

hinge is pulled apart, ¥, look at this door. It’s broke. One
tys. Hale (looking too): ettt
M f) ( g t00): Looks as if someone must have hee b onls
Mrs. Peters: Why, yes, St he cen rough with it.

(She brings the cage forward and puts it on the table.)

Mrs. Hale: T wish if they're going to find
| don’t like this place.
IQ ’ ‘ o
Mrs. Peters: But P'm awful glad you came with me Mrs. Hale. | Id be
Sl ol , Mrs. Hale. It would be
lonesome for me sitting here alone
Mrs. Hale: It would, wouldn’t it? (Drapp
tor Lok M ‘ Pdnf it (.Droppmg her sewing.) But I tell you
wha o S, Mrs. FPeters. 1 wish [ had come over sometimes when
she was here. I—(looking around the room)—uwish [ had
Mrs. Peters: But. of course you were awful busy, Mrs. Hale—your house
and your children.
. S i 2 2 ~
Mrs. Hale: 1 ‘could ve come. | stayed away because it weren't cheerful—
and that's why I ought to have come. [—I've never liked this place.
. N 1 ,‘ B 1
Maybe because it’s down in a hollow and you don’t see the road. |
dunno what it is but it’s a lonesome place and always was. [ wish 1
had come over to see Minnie Foster sometimes. | can see now-—

(Shakes her head.)

any evidence they'd be about it.

Mrs. Peters: Well, you mustn’t reproach yourself, Mrs. Hale. Somehow we
just don’t see how it is with other folks until- -something comes up.

Mrs. Hale: Not having children makes less work—but it makes a quiet
house, and Wright out to work all day, and no company when he did
come in. Did you know John Wright, Mrs. Peters?

Mrs. Peters: Not to know him; I've seen him in town. They say he was a
good man.

Mrs. Hale: Yes—good; he didn’t drink, and kept his word as well as most,
I guess, and paid his debts. But he was a hard man, Mrs. Peters, Just
to pass the time of day with him—(shivers). Like a raw wind that gets
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vk SR ace.) | should think

. l ° ? S e
ppose went with it?

o on the
i at !
d a bird. But wh sick and 1€

. swings it again, R

to the bone. (
would’a wante o
Mos. Peters: | don't know,

s the
(She reaches over and swing
women watch it.

less it 0T

Oth

were you? (Mrs. Peters Shale

(& | 1sC 10 d l]e -
M S ] ’ﬂle \()u we r(:

) A CI‘?
her head.) You didn't know ht ;1er ay. 1 ofilike aibitdh
Mos. Peters: Not till they broug kind © rself__

; i she was
Mprs. Hale: She—come t0 think of it: S and—fluttery. HOW\She\
rs. :

imid

ind of tir thought and rel;

g mnd( g rl::ltcyel:zzn as if seruck by a happy ght and rel;,
did—change. (Suence

vhat, Mrs. Peters, why d
k to everyday things-) Tell Yoll:t\take up her mind.
to getz.?\fécthe quilt in with you? It ﬂ;;gl nice idea, Mrs. Hale, Theye
YOU aK X [hﬂt’s ar 4 ) N ,
Ms. Peters: \X/hy;,J [I I;::Trl:y objection tO it could there!? Now, just wha
Idn’t possibly b€ €15
::v(z:Jld [ take? I wonder if her patc

hes are in here—and her things
(They look in the sewing basket.)

, red. T expect this has got Se\l:llnl-gkthmgs in .
Mrs. Hale: Heress som‘ebox') What a pretty box. Loo s like somethjy
(Brings out a fancy boX. aybe her scissors are in here, (Opens

v 7Ou. M

Someb,o,dddy wouldtsgl}:; )h(c)ll;d to her mose.) Why—_( Mrs. Peters be, |
- th enlfufri; her face away. ) There’s something wrapped up in
nearer, then

this piece of silk. te -
Mys. Peters: Why, this isn’t her sCISSOTS- o
M’rz Hale (lifting the silk): Oh, Mrs. Peters—I1ts

(Mrs. Peters bends closer.)

Ved
On)t

T4 ird. .
x:z II_’;;ZS(]: rtnsplt:; ,3;; But, Mrs. Peters—look at it! [ts neck! Look at jyg

neck! It’s all—other side to. | )
Mys. Peters: Somebody—wrung—1ts—neck.

(Their eyes meet. A look of growing comprehensfon, of horrgr. SFeps e
heard outside. Mrs. Hale slips box under quilt pieces, a_nd sinks into her
chair. Enter Sheriff and County Attorney. Mrs. Peters rises.)

County Attorney (as one turning from serious things to little pleasantries):
Well, ladies, have you decided whether she was going to quilt it or
knot 1t? |

Mrs. Peters: We think she was going to—knot it. | |

County Attorney: Well, that’s interesting, I'm sure. (Seeing the birdcage.)
Has the bird flown? |

Ms. Hale (putting more quilt pieces over the box): We think the

cat got it.
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original 1916 production of

Trifles e
yassachusetts. ifles at the Wi

wurf Theater in Provincetown.,

County Attorney (preoccupied). | there a cap?

(Mrs. Hale glances in 4 quick covery way at Mrs. Peters. )

Mrs. Peters: Well, not ngyy They're superstiti They leave
ers ' '
County Attorney (to Sheriff titious, you know. They leave.

P e ) :
clers, continuing an interrupted conversation) :

No sign at all, of anyone having come from the outside. Their own
rope. Now let’s go up agai

0 and go over it piece by piece. (Th
| y piece. (They start
upstairs.) It would have o have been someone who knew just the—

(Mrs. Peters sits down. The

: WS C 0 women sit there not looking at one another,
but as if peering into somethin

h Lt g and at the same time holding back. When

Fhey tq <NOW It 1s In the manney of feeling their way over strange ground, as
if afraid of what they are saying, but as if they cannot help saying it.)

Mrs. Hale: She liked the bird. She

; was going to bury it in that pretty box.
Mrs. Peters (in a whisper): When P

I was a girl—my kitten—there was
a boy took a hatchet, and before my eyes—and before 1 could get
there—(covers her face an mstant). If they hadn’t held me back I

would have—(catches herself, looks upstairs where steps are heard, fal-
ters weakly)—hurt him.

Mrs. Hale (with a slow look around her): I wonder how it would seem never
to have had any children around. (Pause.) No, Wright wouldn't like
the bird—a thing that sang. She used to sing. He killed that, too.

Mrs. Peters (moving uneasily): We don’t know who killed the bird.

Mrs. Hale: I knew John Wright.

Mrs. Peters: It was an awful thing was done in this house that night, Mrs.

Hale. Killing a man while he slept, slipping a rope around his neck
that choked the life out of him.




e Play 651
680 Chapter 24 * Reading - Trifles
{m. | : I've got the
. duit of him Jale: Well, g team aroy
k. Choked the life © H Artorney: I'm going o s, n}? Pretty cold our there.

Mrs. Hale: His RS che hirdcage ) You can send Frank Y hete a while by myself. (To the Sheriff)

. e [(md rests O kllled him. We don’ : . e out for me, can’t . -110

(Her hand gaes 0 don't know who 0t thing. I'm not satisfied th, we can't d:t I want to go over every-

= . Do you want t ) etter.

Moys. Peters (with 578 - D:1f there’d been years and yeary | sherif] © see what Mrs, Perers ;s going to take in?

know! ot intermUPEe u .+ would be awful—still, afte, (The County Attorney goes 1y ¢he table, picks up the )

) 4 omn, Wy, .

i mtl'ﬂ fwfl?vid o sing © Y9
of nathing, then ¢

County Autorney: Oh, | guess the

[ know what stillness is. Whep, y'Te not very dangerous things the ladies

+ bird was still- oqking): : have picked out. (M ;
Mrs tg:t:s ( s‘c\nneching within het 33;3 ::;g first baby died—after he was ty, which cover the box. SOIZ;; cl;a!celtu things about, disturbing the quilt pieces
*we homesteaded 1 It)ldl\rt:tt‘hef then™ 4 vl be through looki vising. For that matter, 5 she.r)ify N ¥m: Petess doesn't need supes-
years old, and me with U suppose they gh looking chink of it that way, Mrs. Peters? s wife is married to the law. Ever

oo 0 yo
Mrs. Hale (moving): How 9% ok

for che evidence at stillness 15 (Pulling herse

: Not—just th
If back.) The 1 Mrs. Peters: NOt—just that way.
f bac € law hgg Sheriff ( chuckling) : Married to the law, (Moves toward the other voom.) 1

Mys. Peters: 1 know wh - Hale. o just want you to come in h )
got to punish crime: Mrs. bor): 1 wish yowd seen Minnie Foster wher, look at these wind n here a minute, George. We ought to take 2
Mrs. Hale (not as if answerm8 0% ibbons and stood up there in the lows.
th blue County AttO"Tle)' ( scofﬁngly) . Oh, windows!

: : ‘hite dress Wi
she wore 2 whi k around the room.)

choir and sang: (A loo e! That was a crime! Who's

‘ Sheriff: We'll be right out, Mr. Hale.
; g 4 crum
here once in 2 while! That was (Hale goes outside. The Sheriff follow :
. - ? ' s the County Atwormey into the other
going to punish that 'r—take on. room. Then Mrs. Hale rises, hands tight toged):er, looking intensely at

- <) - We mustn
Mrs. Peters (lookimg upstairs) <he needed help! I know how things Mrs. Peters, whose eyes make a slow turn, finally meeting Mrs. Hale's. A

: : ht have known Sh¢ e
= Hall;-l—grlgwomen. | tell you, its queen Mrs. P etctifs’ We lle. close moment Mrs. Hale holds her, then her oun eyes point the way to where the
Egneme, and we live far apart. We all go Ithrough ‘ e Za;ne thmgslﬂ box is conceqled. Suddenly Mrs. Peters throws back quilt pieces and tries to
t? ali ust a different kind of the same thing. (Brushes e‘y’es; notic- put Lhe box in the bag she is wearing. It is too big. She opens box, starts to
:ﬂ ;hejbotde of i, 1 ~ches out for it.) If1 wgs,you I-wouldn t tell her : take bird out, cannot touch it, goes to pieces, stands there helpless. Sound
h:egr fruir was gone. Tell her it an’t. Tell her it's all right. Take this in Qf a knob turning in the other room. Mrs. Hale snatches the box and puts it
0 prove it to her. She—she may never know whether it was broke in the pocket of her big coat. Enter County Attorney and Sheriff.)
O}; - (takes the botdle, looks about for something to wrap it in; takes pet- County AtW)f (facetiou,?ly)’: Well, Henry, at least we found out that she
o echr the clothes brought from the other room, very nervously begins rvzs n7ot going to quilt it. She was going to—what is it you call ir,
ticoat from ' , " iy . adies’
indine this around the bottle; ina false voice) : My, it’s a good thing the ' , . _ ‘
r?\lcen ciuldn’t hear us. Wouldn't they just laugh! Getting all stirred | Mss. Hale (her hand against her pocker): We call it—knot it, Mr. Henderson.
up over a little thing like a—dead canary. As if that could have any- CURTAIN
thing to do with—with—wouldn’t they laugh! Questions
(The men are heard coming down stairs.) 1, E{Vhatdattih/;udes toward women do the Sheriff and the County Attorney express’
Mrs. Hale (under her breath): Maybe they would—maybe they wouldn’t. | 2 W(::, d(c))es z;eHéliiﬁdxzrizws e t:esfmseni;fnemsz. G
County Atorey: No, Peters, it's all perfectly clear except a reason for doing killing? Y yf‘cate s0 wuch about Qiscovenng'd monve Torthe
?t. But you kr}ow juries when it comes to women. If there was some def- : 3. What does Glaspell show us about the position of women in this early twentieth-
inite thing. Something to show—something to make a story about—a century community?
thing that would connect up with this strange way of doing it— | 4. :Vhat do we learn about the married life of the Wrights? By what means is this
¥ ale 7
(The women's eyes meet for an instant. Enter Hale from outer door.) mw‘e.d[’e reve‘ﬂ,Ld sy '
: 5. What is the setting of this play, and how does it help us to understand Mrs.

Wright's deed?




