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Act One

SCENE
Living room of James Tyrone’s summer home on a morning in August,
1912.

At rear are two double doorways with portieres. The one at right
leads into a front parlor with the formally arranged, set appearance
of a room rarely occupied. The other opens on a dark, windowless
back parlor, never used except as a passage from living room to din-
ing room. Against the wall between the doorways is a small bookease,
with a picture of Shakespeare above it, containing novels by Balzac,
Zola, Stendhal, philosophical and sociological works by Schopenhauer,
Nietzsche, Marx, Engels, Kropotkin, Max Stirner, plays by Ibsen,
Shaw, Strindberg, poetry by Swinburne, Rossetti, Wilde, Ernest Dow-
son, Kipling, etc.

In the right wall, rear, is a screen door leading out on the porch which
extends halfway around the house. Farther forward, a series of three
windows looks over the front lawn to the harbor and the avenue that
runs along the water front. A small wicker table and an ordinary oak
desk are against the wall, flanking the windows.

In the left wall, a similar series of windows looks out on the grounds
in back of the house. Beneath them is a wicker couch with cushions,
its head toward rear. Farther back is a large, glassed-in bookcase with
sets of Dumas, Victor Hugo, Charles Lever, three sets of Shakespeare,
The World's Best Literature in fifty large volumes, Hume’s History of
England, Thiers' History of the Consulate and Empire, Smollest's His-
tory of England, Gibbon’s Roman Empire and miscellaneous volumes of
old plays, poetry, and several histories of Ireland. The astonishing thing
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about these sets is that all the volumes have the look of having been read
and reread.

The hardwood floor is nearly covered by a rug, inoffensive in design

and color. At center is a round table with a green shaded reading lamp,

the cord plugged in one of the four sockets in the chandelier above.

Around the table within reading-light range are four chairs, three of
them wicker armchairs, the fourth (at right front of table) a varnished
oak rocker with leather bottom.

It is around 8.30. Sunshine comes through the windows at right.

As the curtain rises, the family have just finished breakfast. MARY
TYRONE and her husband enter together from the back parlor, coming
from the dining room.

Mary is fifiy-four, about medium height. She still has a young, graceful
figure, a trifle plump, but showing little evidence of middle-aged waist
and hips, although she is not tightly corseted. Her face is distinctly Irish
in type. It must once have been extremely pretty, and is still striking. It
does not match her healthy figure but is thin and pale with the bone
structure prominent. Her nose is long and straight, her mouth wide
with full, sensitive lips. She uses no rouge or any sort of make-up. Her
high forehead is framed by thick, pure white hair. Accentuated by her
pallor and white hair, her dark brown eyes appear black. They are un-
wsually large and beautifil, with black brows and long curling lashes.

What strikes one immediately is her extreme nervousness. Her hands
are never still. They were once beautiful hands, with long, tapering fin-
gers, but rheumatism has knotted the joints and warped the fingers, so
that now they have an ugly crippled look. One avoids looking at them,
the more so because one is conscious she is sensitive about their appear-
ance and humiliated by her inability to control the nervousness which
draws attention to them.
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She is dressed simply but with a sure sense of what becomes her. Her
hair is arranged with fastidious care. Her voice is soft and attractive.
When she is merry, there is a touch of Irish lilt in it.

Her most appealing quality is the simple, unaffected charm of a shy
convent-girl youthfulness she has never lost— an innate unworldly inno-
cence.

JAMES TYRONE is sixty-five but looks ten years younger. About five
feet eight, broad-shouldered and deep-chested, he seems taller and slen-
derer because of his bearing, which has a soldierly quality of head up,
chest out, stomach in, shoulders squared. His face has begun to break
down but he is still remarkably good looking—a big, finely shaped
head, a handsome profile, deep-set light-brown eyes. His grey hair is
thin with a bald spot like a monk’s tonsure.

The stamp of his profession is unmistakably on him. Not that he in-
dulges in any of the deliberate temperamental posturings of the stage
star. He is by nature and preference a simple, unpretentious man, whose
inclinations are still close to his humble beginnings and his Irish farmer
forebears. But the actor shows in all his unconscious habits of speech,
movement and gesture. These have the quality of belonging to a studied
technique. His voice is remarkably fine, resonant and flexible, and he
takes great pride in it.

His clothes, assuredly, do not costume any romantic part. He wears
a threadbare, ready-made, grey sack suit and shineless black shoes, a
collar-less shirt with a thick white handkerchief knotted loosely around
his throat. There is nothing picturesquely careless about this get-up. It is
commonplace shabby. He believes in wearing his clothes to the limit of
usefulness, is dressed now for gardening, and doesn't give a damn how
he looks.

He has never been really sick a day in his life. He has no nerves. There

is a lot of stolid, earthy peasant in him, mixed with streaks of sentimen-
tal melancholy and rare flashes of intuitive sensibility.
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Droma/$12.95

Eugene O'Neill's autobiographical play Long Day’s
Journey into Night is regarded as his finest work.
First published by Yale University Press in 1956, it
won the Pulitzer Prize in 1957 and has since sold
more than one million copies. This edition includes
a new foreword by Harold Bloom.

Praise for the earlier editions:

“Only an arfist of O'Neill's extraordinary skill and
perception can draw the curtain on the secrets of
his own family to make you peer into your own.
Long Day’s Journey into Night is the most remark-
able achievement of one of the world’s greatest
dramatists.” José Quintero

“The play is an invaluable key to its author’s creative
evolution. It serves as the Rosetta Stone of O'Neill's
life and art.” Barbara Gelb

“The definitive edition of a ‘play of old sorrow, written
in tears and blood,” as O'Neill described it in dedi-
cating it to his wife, Carlotta.” Boston Globe

Eugene O’Neill (1888-1953), the father of Ameri-
can drama, won the Pulitzer Prize for Drama four
times and was awarded the Nobel Prize for Litera-
ture in 1936. Harold Bloom, Sterling Professor of
the Humanities at Yale University, is the author of
many books, including The Western Canon, Shake-
speare: The Invention of the Human, and Jesus and
Yahweh: The Names Divine.
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