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Chastity, a play by T. Adamson 
 
(Table. Book. Cardboard sign: “Chastity, a play by T. Adamson” or some such. Three Chairs. 
LADY seated upstage of table. MAN seated stage left of table. Potted plant in stage right chair.) 
 

LADY: 
I gave myself to a man whom I loved very much. I was jilted by him. It was then I 
vowed chastity. I did not think my vow would be hard to accomplish. I went at it 
gradually, first fiddling with myself to waste time and adjust, to ease purity in. I went 
to the gym more often, read improving novels. I leaned into my career and became 
self-sufficient, erased debts, invested, built and nurtured a savings account. I learned 
to cook meals which were inexpensive nutritious and pleasant to taste. I engaged 
strangers in multi-faceted debate and I went to bed early, awake to watch sunrise. 
One day I found even my own hand, that aforementioned fiddling, unnecessary, 
superfluous. My mind advanced beyond glandular urges, erotics appeared to me base 
and unprincipled. I’d been right before; it wasn’t a difficult vow. Abstaining from 
sugar was harder. That was one year later. I decided I didn’t need sugar nor salt nor 
fat niether. Caffeine. Aspirin. Alcohol. I discovered one hardly needs eight hours’ 
slumber. Hardly five hours. Each evening, humans need to sleep seventeen minutes. 
Over or under, one wakes up very tired. I learned Portuguese. Tae-kwon-do. Pilot’s 
license. I even managed to scrape some spare hours to volunteer. In a food pantry in 
the inner city an old lady with a glass right eye grabbed my face, one hand on each 
temple, very tight, and she asked me if I were an angel. “No,” I said. “Sorry.” At first 
I believed it an over-zealous compliment she was paying me, courtesy for charity, but 
then she leaned closer, her glass eye reflecting, and she whispered, she said, “Well, 
you should know that I am an angel.” It had not been courtesy which was between 
us. She described large wings under her coat, which she never showed humans 
because any human who saw them would be instantly blinded. She revealed her wings 
only to angels. That’s why she had asked. She left. I thanked her for her mercy and I 
wished I had answered different, but I never have been asked that question again. 
That was the only time I saw her. She was old. I thought it would’ve been worth the 
blindness. I still think that. Maybe she knew I would think that and it had not been 
mercy. 
 
(Pause.) 
 
In the nights I played Liszt on piano. Schoenberg on viol. Stravinsky on tuba: 
Petrushka, The Firebird. I learned the bass part on every track of that Allman 
Brother’s Band Album, At Fillmore East. It’s Berry Oakley on the record who died a 
year later at age twenty-four. Crossed over the line, turning his motorbike, crashing 
headlong into oncoming traffic. A city bus killed him. A city bus toting proud sons of 
Georgia, who prized Oakley dearer than Chicago- his birthplace- than Chicago did. 
Georgia named a bridge after Oakley. Still there. It’s funny; Duane Allman also died 
on a motorbike, a year earlier, three blocks away. Also twenty-four. 
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Well…motorbikes aren’t safe. Rock and roll isn’t safe. Being twenty-four, that’s not 
really safe at all, is it? Perhaps there’s something concerning that three-halves-block 
radius, bad city planning or psychic disturbances, drawing young bikers to death. Still, 
it’s a great rock and roll album. I gave up rock and roll. Pop. Hip-hop. R-and-b. 
Tropicalia. Disco, folk, jazz, metal, and all but the most intellectual classical music. 
Music could not teach me. Stimulate, stir perhaps, but I no longer craved stimulation. 
Not that kind. I craved truth. I longed to know why some in this world jilt and why 
others are jilted. I’ll admit, I was selfish and longed to know why I was jilted. Not out 
of meanness. To know. I researched philosophy, religion: semantic, pedantic, over-
specialized and inhuman. My primary concerns are human concerns in the day-to-day 
world. Maybe that’s wrong of me. Maybe that isn’t what chastity’s for. But I think so. 
There are things lurking under religion, in philosophy’s basement where you feel you 
are really getting near answers, like some strong wild hand grips your shoulder, 
reaching from the warm atmosphere of history. But theory…I thought theory was 
the problem. I craved facts, law. I learned physics and natural sciences: more theory. 
Atomic theory. String theory. Big bang. Gravity theory. Postulates. Models. Too 
ashamed, too removed to call anything fact. So I doubled-down on business, 
mathematics, logic, pure reason, economics and got fabulously wealthy. Men were 
bamboozled. They flocked to me, asked me to seduce them. They sensed my pure 
chastity. The man who jilted me returned. He was married. He said, “I’ll leave my 
wife. I’ll leave my children. I made a mistake. You remember?” I didn’t remember. 
Not whatever he meant. The past seemed irrelevant. The past wasn’t life. It still isn’t. 
It might have been his life, partly, but I could not understand why it should be. He 
left. He’s dead now. His wife told me. Natural causes. He’d told her about me. Or I’d 
come up. She called. She sounded fat. She said, “He’s dead. Are you happy now?” as 
if I held some sway over natural causes. As If I had no right to be happy now. I was 
happy. I’m happy now. I still am. 
 
(Pause.) 
 
I wrote a book about happiness. People bought the book and the book taught the 
people who bought the book happiness. I get letters. For a long time I’ve received 
letters from happy, book-reading people. I employ a young man and his job is the 
letters. He replies to the letters in my name. People receive the replies and believe I 
compose them. Or they don’t care who writes them; they just want replies. They want 
someone to care for their happiness, which I do; that’s why I’ve hired the young man. 
So it doesn’t feel like a lie, for me or for them or for him or at all. The young man, he 
tells me, he says sometimes his replies get replies of their own so he saves a copy of 
every letter and every reply and they’re filed away and there are people, he says, 
whom he practically knows. He says there’s a version of me whom he knows so well 
who is not quite him and who’s not really me. She’s alive in the letters. Or dead in the 
letters. Alive to the people who read them, while reading. A very kind person, this 
lady, he says. 
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(Short pause.) 

Sometimes the young man reads me striking particular letters and I listen, not because 
I need them for my happiness, but because I understand they’re where the young 
man finds his. For happiness he must read me letters, the ones he spends his 
afternoons parsing. He needs to connect them to something outside himself. Outside 
them, the letters. I think he’s in love with me. Or loves me. There’s some difference I 
don’t understand. Sometimes after his shift he’ll request to stay. He says, “I won’t 
bother you. I have somewhere to be in a few hours and it’s easier to stay here than go 
all the way home and trudge all the way back. It’s cost-efficient and it’s easier for me 
if I stay in this area.” I agree, courteously. I pretend I believe him. I pretend he has 
somewhere to go and he’s not lingering near me to linger. It’s enough, my pretending, 
for us. For us both. He never does bother me. Sometimes he just sits at the table with 
the book and the potted plant. Motionless. Sometimes I don’t even see him. I hear 
him, quietly walking, shifting or scratching himself, reading or watering the potted 
plant which I never have asked him to do. It’s plastic. I’ve never mentioned that it’s 
plastic. He might know. Perhaps he waters it jokingly, attempting to charm me. 
Maybe he’s hoping I’ll say, “That plant is plastic; it doesn’t need water.” But I’ll never 
say that. He’d have to reply and either reply traps him. If he admits,  “Oh well, I 
didn’t know it was plastic,” I’ll know he’s a dunce. He’ll know I know he’s a dunce. 
It’s an obvious thing, if a plant is synthetic. He’d be mortified and I’d be forced to 
fire him. And yet, if I told him the potted plant was plastic and he knew and admitted 
to knowing, admitted he watered the plant for attention, that would be even more 
shameful. It would mean he does love me, he is really in love, and that he can never 
admit. I’m mute about the potted plant. I let him continue, which is the least anyone 
in this world should be able to hope for: the right to continue.  

(Short pause.) 
 
We’ve never spoke of my chastity. I’ve not revealed it. No one knows. But I pin my 
success on it. Sometimes I’d like to explain to the boy that it is not that I do not love 
him. Although I do not. It would be easier, could one blame something else. But I’ll 
not admit my chastity. Some things you admit and they vanish. 
 
(Short pause.) 
 
I thought I would write him a letter. Write myself a letter, the third one of us, neither 
he nor I, the kind one, but she couldn’t solve it. She doesn’t know us. I thought, “I’ll 
sit him down at the table, with the book and the potted plant he so loves. I’ll explain. 
He won’t talk till I’m finished. He’ll not talk at all. He’ll listen and get up and leave 
the room silently. I’ll hold my chastity. And he’ll have it too. That’s the dearest gift I 
can give him. It’s much more than passion. It’s mercy.” 
 
(Short pause.) 
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I had a dream I was a young girl again. The boy and I were riding a motorbike, 
ripping through the dark landscape. I was crying painful, painful crying…. Some 
people get together and they stay together forever. They are beautiful miserable 
beings. I always thought I’d be one of them, when I was a little girl like that. That was 
my dream. I thought I would never wake up. 
 
(Short pause.) 

PLANT: 
(Always a voiceover.) Wait…so I’m…made of plastic? 
 
(End of excerpt.) 


