
SIDE SEVEN 
 

     LUCRETIA  

This is my lot, isn’t it? 

     FAIRMONT 

Yes, Dame Lucretia.  

     LUCRETIA 

And that’s my tree, isn’t it? 

     FAIRMONT 

Yes, Dame Lucretia.   They are all your trees. 

     LUCRETIA 

And what’s that? 

     FAIRMONT 

That’s a young woman, Dame Lucretia. 

     LUCRETIA 

Does she belong to me? 

     FAIRMONT 

No, Dame Lucretia….What I mean is:  I’m sure you could afford her….But people aren’t 

allowed to own other people….It’s a government regulation.   

     LUCRETIA 

It’s Bolshevism, that’s what it is.  People can’t own people!  All throughout history, people have 

owned people.  The ancient Greeks owned people.  The Romans owned people.  The Pharaohs 

and the Tsars and the Norman Conquerors all owned people.  How can a society call itself free if 

it denies people the freedom to own each other?....But, fine.  If we live in an age of oppression, 

so be it…..And since I don’t own that young woman, Mr. Fythe, prey tell what is she doing on 

my property?     

FAIRMONT 

I believe she’s hugging a tree, Dame Lucretia. 

     LUCRETIA 

This will not do….Remove her at once. 

     FAIRMONT 

Begging your pardon, Dame Lucretia, but is that really necessary?  I mean:  She’s not bothering 

anyone. 

      



LUCRETIA 

Not bothering anyone?  What!  Are you turning Bolshevik on me too….First Reagan and now 

you….. 

     FAIRMONT 

I only intended— 

     LUCRETIA 

Don’t intend anything!  You’re far too poor to intend anything, Mr. Fythe.  Employers intend.  

Employees effectuate.   Have I made myself clear? 

     FAIRMONT 

Yes, Dame Lucretia. 

     LUCRETIA 

Are you familiar with adverse possession laws, Mr. Fythe? 

     FAIRMONT 

No, I fear I’m not, Dame Lucretia. 

     LUCRETIA 

Well, I am.  Adverse possession means that if someone else continually occupies your property 

unchallenged for a period of time—forty years in this state—they can stake a claim to it.  That 

makes it their property, not yours.  So you understand why the young woman must be removed.  

     FAIRMONT 

I can’t imagine she’ll stay like that for forty years, Dame Lucretia. 

     LUCRETIA 

Don’t be so sure, Mr. Fythe.  There’s no telling what desperate measures a person may resort to 

in pursuit of financial gain.  You know all those sappy songs about the crazy things young people 

do for love.  You know which ones I mean:  Those ballads about highwaymen who shoot 

themselves to warn their mistresses.  Well, it’s stuff and nonsense, if you ask me.  Nobody 

makes those sorts of sacrifices for love….But for money…for real estate…that’s a horse of a 

different color….Now do you understand why I do the intending and you do the effectuating?   

     FAIRMONT 

Yes, Dame Lucretia. 

     LUCRETIA 

I read the Bolshevik philosophers, Mr. Fythe.  Know thine enemy….Well, this Mr. Mao tse-

Tung says a journey of one thousand miles begins with a single step….and that girl is stepping 

on my property….You see a young girl sleeping, Mr. Fythe.  I see the camel’s nose in the 

tent….Rip Van Winkle slept for twenty years—and she can’t be half his age.  Why shouldn’t she 

sleep for forty years?     

  



     FAIRMONT 

I admire your foresight, Dame Lucretia. 

     LUCRETIA 

I do too….But I hate flattery….and obsequiousness.  There’s nothing worse in the business 

world than a “yes-man.”  Don’t you agree, Mr. Fythe?   

     FAIRMONT 

Yes, Dame Lucretia.  I mean:  No, Dame Lucretia.  I mean:  Yes and No, Dame Lucretia. 

     LUCRETIA 

The only trait I hate more than toadying is wishy-washiness. 

     FAIRMONT 

I couldn’t agree more, Dame Lucretia.  I’m with you on that one hundred and ten percent. 

     LUCRETIA  

(Catching sight of the flower shop.) 

What are those, Mr. Fythe? 

     FAIRMONT 

I believe they’re flowers, Dame Lucretia.  That looks like a garden shop. 

     LUCRETIA 

Would you kindly inform that dopey-looking fellow that I’d like a word with him. 

     FAIRMONT 

Before or after I remove the girl? 

     LUCRETIA 

Must I tell you everything?  It taxes the brain….Use your discretion, Mr. Fythe—and please 

make sure you use it wisely. 

 


