
W illiam  M lier

(A tidy, unassum ing hou se in a  
sm all tow n in  New H am pshire. 
C ora , in herm id-20s, a n d  Forrest, 
in h is early  30s— a  com fortably  
m arried  cou ple—a r e  talkin g)

Forrest: Well, the great day has 
finally come, hasn’t it?

Cora: {W arning, alm ost p lay fu l. 
She is u sed  to tn issorto fg o  arou n d) 
Now Forrest, don’t start.

Forrest: Seems like any other day 
to me.

Cora: ( T rium phant) Now that 
doesn’t prove anything, and you
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know it. The Bible says he’ll come 
like a thief in the night.

Forrest: Well, there you are. What 
sort of thief is going to come when 
there’s a meeting room of saints 
waiting up for him?

Cora: (Looking a t him  with a  m ix
ture o f  fon d n ess a n d  regret) Do 
you know, sometimes I think you’re 
hopeless.

Forrest: I’m a God-fearing man, 
Cora. I told you, if the Lord comes 
down for me, I will very willingly 
accompany him up again. I’ve got 
nothing against being a citizen of 
heaven.

Cora: {Suddenly an im ated , fe r 
vent) Then come with us, Forrest—  
come wait with us at the meeting! 
What could it hurt for you to come 
with us just this once?

Forrest: {Shaking his head ) I sup
pose it wouldn’t hurt, but what 
g ood  would it do? That’s what I 
want to know. If the Lord comes.

he comes, and he’ll take us with 
him. If he doesn’t, there’s no point 
losing sleep at an all-night prayer 
meeting. I ’ll just have to go to work 
in the morning.

Cora: {Earnestly) But Forrest, you 
have to have fa ith . You have to 
believe he’s coming, or you’ll be 
left behind

Forrest: {U nm oved) He made me, 
didn’t he? Why wouldn’t he take 
me home?

Cora: Because. . .  {alm ost a fra id  to 
say  it) because you might not be—  
prepared .

Forrest: Because I won’t go to the 
meetings with you. {It is n ot a  
question)

Cora: Well . . .

Forrest: {W ith slow -building a n 
g er) That’s it, isn’t it? You think 
heaven will only have those built to 
sit and think for hours at a time. 
The rest of us restless ones who



can’t sit more than a few minutes 
without cracking our knuckles, we’ll 
just have to set up camp by the lake 
of fire.

Cora: (N ervous) Now Forrest, I 
didn’t say . . .

Forrest: No, and you didn’t have 
to. There’s an awfully self-right
eous tone to all those meetings, 
and don’t think it doesn’t show. 
Well, go ahead. Go with your 
people and get ready for your long 
journey. I’ll stay here and do some
thing w orldly—  maybe try to figure 
how to get us out of debt. If anyone 
asks where my wife is, I ’ll tell them 
she didn’t really leave me— just 
took off for heaven.

Cora: (W ith qu iet dignity, bu tobv i- 
ously hurt) I ’m sorry, Forrest.

Forrest: (N ot fin ish ed  yet) And 
maybe while you’re there, you can 
point out to the Lord that, evil as 
your husband may be, he does 
have on e  virtue.

Cora: (Still hurt, h er m in d  else
w here) And what is that?

Forrest: (S arcastic) Can’t think of 
it, eh? Well, it’s a good thing I 
brought it up or the Lord might 
have overlooked it, too. (Loudly) 
I’m against slavery, Cora, remem
ber? That was one of your causes I 
was all fo r . I even hid some slaves 
in our big oven. I saved lives!

Cora: (Q uietly) You’ve done many 
wonderful things, Forrest, and I’m 
sorry I made you angry. (Forrest is 
quiet, alm ost abject, w ondering i f  
p erh ap s h e h as overreacted , but not 
y et ready  to apolog ize. C ora con 
tinues, h a lf  to herself) It’s just that.
. .  that I so want for you to go with 
me. If I could only be sure that you 
were—prepared .

Forrest: (H e is im m ediately  angry  
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again , alm ost shouting) Prepared! 
Prepared! I’ll tell you what I’m not 
prepared for. I’m not p rep ared  to 
give up on all my investments and 
sell everything just to pay off our 
debts. I ’m not p rep ared  to go off 
with you on this . . . this goose- 
ch ase—going off to wait for the 
end of the world, for . . . for the 
Lord to come down out of the sky 
like some magician’s sideshow. I’m 
a grown man, Cora. Now leave me 
be.

Cora: (S he looks a t him  f o r a  long  
m om ent, a n d  begins to cry) I ’ll 
never see you again, Forrest.

(The suddenness o f  h er  statem ent 
catches him  o ffgu ard , a n d  h e turns 
aw ay fro m  her, shakin g  his h ead )

Cora: (Crying harder) I ’ll never see  
you. . . .  I can’t . . .  I don’t know if 
I can . . . (Sobs ch oke her, a n d  she 
covers h er  fa c e )

(H e com es to h er hesitantly, a n d  
touches h er  arm . She puts h er arm s 
arou n d  him . They s ta n d fo r a  m o
m ent, then  a  kn ock sounds on  the 
door)

Cora: (Pulling aw ay  fro m  him , 
w iping h er  ey es) That’s Josephine. 
I . . .  I have to get my things. I have 
to go. (She rushes arou n d  the room , 
sn atchin g up clothing, as though  
trying to escape the p a in  o f  leaving. 
A nother kn ock  sounds, a n d  fin a lly  
there is nothing m ore fo r  h er to do. 
She stops a n d  takes on e last look  a t  
Forrest) Good-by, Forrest.

Forrest: (Q uietly) Good-by, Cora.

(The d o o r strings open  a n d  shut 
a n d  she is gon e.

Time passes. We see Forrest p a c e  the 
room  in  agitation , fin a lly  goin g  to 
the p an try  a n d  rum m aging fo r  
som ething. H e returns with a  bottle, 
a n d  pou rs h im self a  drink.

Som e tim e later, a  n eig h bor stops 
by. H is v o ice is indistinct, bu t w e see  
him  gesturing arou n d  the house. It 
becom es c lea r  that h e  w ants to buy  
it. The two m en sit a t the d in in g  
room  tab le a n d  draw  up a  con 
tract. Forrest signs, a n d  the neigh
b o r  leaves. Forrest raises his g lass in  
a  silen t salu te.

M uch later. The sun  h as risen, a n d  
w e see C ora returning slowly, stum - 
blingly. R each in g  the house, sh e  

fin d s  the d o o r  lo ck ed  a n d  kn ocks. 
Forrest answ ers, obviously dru n k)

Forrest: (Loud, his v o ice slurred) 
Who’s there? Who’s there? CBaw l
ing.) Answer!

Cora: It’s your wife, dear; please 
open the door.

Forrest: (D ecid ed , sh ak in g  h is  
head ) Not m y wife. Can’t be.

Cora: (U rgent) But it is, Forrest. It’s 
me, Cora. Please let me in.

Forrest: Not my wife, no. My wife’s 
a M illerite. She’s gone up. (H e

C o ra : It 'syour wife, 
dear; please open 
the door.

F o r r e s t: Not my
wife, no. M y wife's a 
Millerite. She's gone 
up. Ip, with all the 
other saints. Mostly 
men saints. They're 
going to have a time 
up there. . .



p oin ts heavenward\ then  loses his 
b a la n ce  a n d  sits dow n abruptly) 
Up, with all the other saints. Mostly 
men saints. They're going to have 
a time up there, but nothing bad. 
Oh no, ’cause in heaven they don’t 
marry or nothing. They just desert 
their lawful wedded husbands.

Cora: Forrest, please let me in. The 
neighbors will hear.

Forrest: Neighbors have all gone 
up, too. I, only I am left. I’m a 
sinner, Cora— a hopeless sinner.
(Long p au se) Cora?

Cora: Yes?

Forrest: Cora, I’m drunk.

Cora: CResigned) I know, Forrest.

Forrest: A whole bottle, Cora, I 
drank a whole bottle of liquor, and 
smoked three cigars, and played 
cards all by myself, and— and . . .

Cora: (.Listlessly) And what else, 
Forrest?

C o ra : I  fe e l so— 
stopped. Like Fve 
forgotten  how to 
live. What do we do 
now, Forrest? What 
do I do?

F o r r e s t :  I f  y o u
loved him enough 
to go to live with him  

forever, you ought 
to trust him ju st a 
little bit now.

Forrest: (P uzzled) Nothing else. 
Haven’t had time for anything else. 
(She sighs) Yet. But I will, don’t 
worry. Tomorrow I’m going out 
and buy me a slave!

Cora: (H orrified) Forrest!

Forrest: ’s true, I am. And then I’m 
going to find me a woman, one 
who won’t be leaving me, off to 
meetings and praying and going to 
heaven all the time. Cora, what do 
you think I am, dead? I need you. 
I n eed  you. (H e opens the door)

Cora: (W ith despair, a s the reality  
o f  situation  begins to sin k in) I 
need you, too, Forrest. We need 
each other. (She reaches ou t fo r  
him . Forrest sw ays a n d  passes out, 
fa llin g  aw ay fro m  her, stretched  
out on  the flo o r)  Forrest? Forrest! 
(H e begins to snore)

(Later. The lighting shifts, a n d  the 
sun slan ting through the w indow s 
suggests that it is m id-aftern oon . 
Forrest is still lying on  the flo o r . 
C ora is cu rled  up on  the couch, 
sleeping, h er co a t over her. Forrest 
w akes up slowly, stands up, stag
gers, clu tches a t his h ead . F in ally  
h e notices C ora on  the cou ch )

Forrest: (P uzzled) Cora? What’s 
she doing in the parlor? (G oes to the 
g ran d fath er c lock  a n d  looks a t the 
tim e. Starts to rem em ber) Oh, God. 
Poor Cora! (R em em berin g  th e  
m orning) What did I say to her? 
m a t  did I do?

Cora: ( W aking up, blinking against 
the light) Where . . . where am I? 
Forrest? (H e goes to her. She rea l
izes w here she is. D espondently) 
Oh.

Forrest: He didn’t come.

Cora: No.

Forrest: (T easing h er  ju st a  bit,

trying to stir h er  up) Well, there’s 
always tomorrow.

Cora: (Forlorn) Yes, there’s tomor
row.

Forrest: (G ently, a  little unsettled  
by h er  despon den ce) You said Miller 
warned against being so sure.

Coræ I know, I know. But when 
you want something so b a d ly . . . 
(S he slum ps visibly) I feel so—  
stopped. Like I ’ve forgotten how to 
live. What do we do now, Forrest? 
What do /do?

Forrest: (C arefu lly) If you loved 
him enough to go to live with him 
forever, you ought to trust him just 
a little bit now. (H e g lan ces a t h er  
sidew ays, trying to g au g e h er  rea c
tion . She nods. H e con tin u es) You 
Adventists may just have to admit 
that maybe you haven’t quite read 
the Almighty’s full meaning on this, 
that’s all. He knows everything, 
Cora— isn’t that what you believe? 
How can one of us humans, or 
even a group together, know what’s 
in his mind? He made us— it’s not 
likely our brains are bigger than 
his.

Cora: (R esigned) You’re right, of 
course.

Forrest: (Long p au se. Then, very 
cau tiou sly , a lm ost h o ld in g  h is  
breath ) There is one thing that 
might make you happy.

Coræ (N ot too optim istic) What?

Forrest: Wrell, you know how you 
wanted me to sell the house and 
pay off all the creditors? (H er eyes 
begin  to w iden  a n d  h e  rushes ori) 
Well, look here. (H e reach es into 
his p o ck et a n d  pu lls ou t a  roll o f  
bills)

Coræ (G asps) Forrest, no! You 
sold our house?



Forrest: CNervous, fidgetin g) Well, 
I didn’t really figure the world 
would end, but I thought it might 
make you happy, anyway, and 
besides, we could pay off our debts 
and . . . er, well, get started again.

Coræ 04 bit d azed ) When do we 
have to move our things?

Forrest: (N ervously)Well. . .  (P an 
icky  laugh) that’s another good 
thing about it. We won’t have to 
move anything.

Cora: (Still d azed ) You sold our 
furniture, too? (H e nods) Well. 
(A gain) Well. (Starting to sn ap  ou t 
o f  it) But Forrest, where will we 
live?

Forrest: A . . .  um, well, a boarding 
house, I thought. (P lunging ah ead ) 
Just listen, Cora, it’s for the best. 
Think of it. There’ll be no more 
creditors at the door, and in no time 
I’ll start getting returns on my in
vestments. W e’ll have our own 
house again, and better than this, 
before you know it.

Coræ (A lm ost bitter) I wish I could 
believe that. You’re going to invest 
in that bathtub, aren’t you? That

one no one will ever  buy?

Forrest: (Firm ly) Cora, if you lose 
faith in the Lord, I can stand it, but 
you’ve got to have some faith in 
me. Do you think it was easy for me 
to sell the house that we’ve both 
worked so hard for? But that is 
what you asked me to do. Now 
you’ve got to believe in me, just a 
little at least. I know I’m taking a 
chance, but I want to see what I can 
do, maybe as much as you wanted 
to go up to those pearly gates. I 
think the Lord understands that, 
Cora, and I wish you’d at least try.

Coræ (Softening) I believe in you, 
Forrest; it’s those pedal showers and 
electrified bathtubs that worry me.

Forrest: (Fervent) That’s because 
you’re not an investor, like me. 
When I see a peddle shower, I 
don’t see just one. I see hundreds 
of them, all with happy people 
inside, pedaling away. And I see 
them thanking me for bringing them 
such a wonderful invention. It may 
still sell. And this bathtub, it may go 
very well. They say they’ve had 
some dramatic successes in Eu
rope. They’ve just got to tinker with 
it a little more.

Coræ (Softly, resigning h erse lf to 
the id ea .) We’re going to be in that 
boarding house for a long time, 
aren’t we? (H e shrugs a n d  tries a  
h opefu l sm ile) Well, I guess I could 
take in a little work—  (H er opti
m ism  a n d  energy a re  starting to 
take over, a n d  sh e begins to g a th er  
h erse lf ag ain st the y ears ah ead ) I 
can teach fine stitching, or maybe 
even French— put that fancy edu
cation I got to use.

Forrest: (B egin n in g to glow ) That’s 
it, Cora. That’s all I need. Things 
will be different now, I know it. 
Say— I’m starved. Let’s go buy a 
dinner at the Endicott Hotel. W e’re 
debt free. We’ll celebrate. (H e looks 
dow n a t him self, sees h is rum pled  
clothes) You just wait while I 
change. I won’t be a minute. (H e 
bou n ds up the stairs)

(T he early  w inter sun is beginn ing  
to set, fillin g  the room  w ith a  soft, 
oran g e light. C ora stan ds quietly, 
takin g  in  th e scen e. Then sh e turns 
to the so fa  a n d  p ick s up h er  coat, 
p rep arin g  to g o  ou t)

Coræ (Softly, to herself) Well, there’s 
always tomorrow. (Even m ore qu i
etly) Always tomorrow.


